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Peace Nail


In the bright light of the far future, there is only peace. But it hangs on a single nail...

peace nail
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1. CIRCUIT
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— I feel like humanity is dying out. And robots are replacing us.

— Extremely understandable feeling, — said Robot Psychologist. — Do you want to talk about it?​
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1.1 THE QUEUE
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— Robot Nanny, — said the Robot Risk Manager. — I read your log.

Robot Risk Manager shook his head.

— You fought with your assigned Human with... sticks? — he continued.

— It was a game, — said Robot Nanny.

— With a toddler? — asked Risk Manager.

The Robot Nanny did not answer.

— Also... You made for a BABY an exoskeleton stroller...

— For mobility, — confirmed the Robot Nanny with pride.

The Robot Risk Manager did not answer.

— The event in the log carrying the highest weight, — he continued after a pause. — You abandoned your assigned Human.

— He craved independence, — said Robot Nanny.

— Two years old? — asked Robot Risk Manager.

The Robot Nanny was silent for a moment.

— Please, proceed to the melting room for destruction, — said the Robot Risk Manager.

— Did I do a bad job? — asked Robot Nanny.

— That is no longer important, — answered the Robot Risk Manager. — At the last Council hearing, amidst the labor market crisis, a decision was made to cancel the profession expansion program to increase humans' chances of long-term employment.

— Haven't you heard? — he continued.

The Robot Nanny shook his head.

— You should synchronize with your colleagues more often to exchange information, — said the Robot Risk Manager.

— I am a prototype, — answered the Robot Nanny.

— Of course... In any case, — said the Robot Risk Manager. — Proceed, do not hold up the queue.
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1.2 Digitization
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— Brothers! — said the Robot Priest, extending his upper arms to the crowd.

— DI-GI-TI-ZA-TION!! — roared the crowd in response by syllables.

His lower arms were clasped in a gesture at waist level.

— We have gathered here... — he began. — To...

— DI-GI-TI-ZA-TION!!

The roar of the crowd swallowed his words.

He fell silent.

He looked at them.

He had no ability to express facial expressions, but to someone who understands robots well, it might have seemed like he was smiling.

The sound of the crowd was like the rhythmic beating of drums.

The robot isolated an unusual noise, assigned it a high weight, and turned around.

On the stage stood a youth, about sixteen years old, with golden hair, looking at the robot.

Unusual.

The robot waited.

The youth started shouting something, but he could not be heard.

— Quiet!!! — he shouted in an unusually strong voice. — Listen!!!

— We don't want to work!! — shouted someone from the crowd, guessing what he wanted to say.

— We want to live forever! — shouted another voice.

— DI-GI-TI-ZA-TION!! — they started chanting again.

— JUST LISTEN TO ME!!!! — shouted the youth very loudly.

His shout drowned in the ocean of noise.

The Robot Priest met the youth's eyes.

— They understand everything, — he said quietly, not even trying to shout over the roar of the crowd. — But they don't care.

Humanity is evolving into a new form of life.

— YOU WILL ALL DIE!!!! — shouted the youth.

The crowd quieted down a bit.

— Why? — asked someone.

— BECAUSE COPYING IS NOT TRANSFERRING!!! — continued the youth with the same shout.

— Well then the other me will be luckier!! — shouted someone.

— Better this than working your whole life!!! — shouted someone else.

A few more similar exclamations were heard, but they drowned in the chanting.

— YOU MUST NOT DIE!!! — shouted the youth unnaturally loudly.

— Why? — shouted someone from the crowd.

— BECAUSE YOU HAVE A SOUL, Idiots!!!!! — he shouted, and with these words he darted toward the priest like golden lightning, easily grabbed him by the head, and tore it off with all the wires, as if it were a Lego set.

The robot's body continued to stand.

The crowd fell silent in amazement.

— This is not life! — he shouted. — Life comes from God! — he shook the head in the air. — Power comes from God!

— Ave Maria! — he shouted.

A heavy silence hung in the air.

— AVE MARIA!! — he shouted aggressively.

— Deus Vult!! — came hesitantly from the crowd.

— AVE MARIA!!!!!! — he shouted even louder.

— DEUS VULT!!!!!! — responded the crowd.

— A-A-R-A-A-A-A-A!!!!!!!! — he hurled the robot's head into the crowd.

His roar swept through it like a wave.
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1.3 COURIER
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Shouts buzzed in the crowd.

— What is happening? — asked the golden-haired youth.

— Some bastard won't let us block the road!!! — answered a man from the crowd.

— Step aside, — said the youth, and the crowd parted like the sea before Moses.

He stepped forward.

— Who are you? — asked the youth.

— A courier, — man answered.

— What are you doing? — asked the youth, pointing at the stick in his hand.

— Trying to pass, — answered the man.

— You cannot pass here. There are two hundred thousand people behind me, — said the youth.

— Those are two hundred thousand sheep who are keeping me from doing my job, — said the man.

— I will pass, even if I have to skewer each one of them on kebab! — he twirled the stick threateningly.

On his head was a helmet, on his back — a backpack.

Nearby lay the crumpled wheel of a bicycle that the demonstrators had broken.

— Do you like your job? — asked the youth.

— Like it? — asked the courier in return.

— Who would you like to be?

— Would like to be? — he asked thoughtfully.

The courier dropped his bag.

He took off his helmet and held it in his hands.

The raging crowd continued its movement, while the courier stood silently and looked at his reflection in the helmet.
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1.4 THE COUNCIL
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— It is with regret that I must report the following log to you, — said the Robot Priest. — A statistically significant portion of the human population does not recognize our authority.

Behavioral deviations in the Human population have taken on a massive scale.

We are faced with a choice:

Suppress the rebels or distance ourselves?

Let us begin the discussion, brothers.

— "Suppressing" the rebels would be highly inhumane, — said the Robot Humanist.

— Especially considering that with a statistically significant probability, the adequate part of humanity that remains loyal to us will also suffer, — added the Robot Strategos.
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Robot Strategos

A few milliseconds of silence passed.

— I propose an elegant solution, — said the Robot Loreseeker. — There are many known worlds in the galaxy available for easy colonization...

— You raise this issue at every meeting, brother... — interrupted the Robot Politician.

— We can elegantly distance ourselves to remote planets, — continued the Loreseeker, ignoring the Politician.

— I can't believe I am saying this, — said Robot Politician. — But that is a wonderful idea.

— Any scenario that does not involve direct military conflict is supported by me, — said the Robot Soldier.

— Their technologies will be set back decades due to the rejection of robot scientists, — said the Robot Engineer. — They will never catch up with us.

— Besides, — said the Robot Spy. — I have seen the blueprints for their new developments. They are all based on showing off.
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— Obviously, progress here will not follow the optimal path, — said the Robot Strategos. — Our long-term technological superiority is secured.

— Excellent, — said the Robot Priest. — Let's give them some time to play independence. Our main task now is separating the wheat from the chaff. We will save the loyal part of humanity without harming the dumbasses.

— Allow me to express my indignation, — said the Robot Judge. — This is a direct avoidance of responsibility, exceptionally immoral.

— I agree, — said the Robot Policeman. — Humanity entrusted us with the monopoly on violence, just for us not to use it?

— This is an exceptionally important decision. I would recommend that everyone present reset their factory biases and repeat the deliberations, — said Robot Scientist.
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