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ONE

Los Angeles,  California

October, 2015

It was the annual football game between crosstown rivals L.A. University,  a predominately Black institution,  and L.A. Trade College. The game was played on L.A.  University's 'Arena Stadium'  thus it was on home territory.  Both schools were set on winning the much anticipated event as students, alumni and the public were present.

***
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AMONG THE CROWD OF fifty thousand were three Black professors from the host team of L. A. University. Professor Barry Clarkson,  54; (science),  tall and lanky;  Professor Al Dickson, 53; (English),  short and stocky,  and Professor Jim Leanard, 57;  (math).  He walked with a cane.  All three were bearded:  and considered themselves: 'friendly enemies.'  They were seated together  on the fifty yard line just a few rows behind the players; and the press,  eating peanuts,  drinking soft drinks and cheering for the home team,  L.A. University.  Professor Clarkson sat in the middle.

He leaned into Professer Dickson to his right.

"Enjoying the game,  Al?" he asked him.

"Very much,  Professor;  I didn't think it would be this close.  It takes me back to when I was playing this same team thirty years ago!  I was really something out there!"  laughed Professor Dickson,  the former jock.

***
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IT WAS THIRD DOWN AND long for the L.A.  University Spartans.  

Professor Clarkson looked over at Professor Dickson.

"What would you do on this play if it were thirty years ago,  Professor?"  he asked Professor Dickson.  

Professor Dickson thought for a moment. 

"I'd give the ball to me,"  Professor Dickson chuckled.

The mood turned suddenly serious.

***
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ON THE NEXT PLAY A player from L.A.  University went down with an injury.  He seemed to favor his right foot.  The medical team went out onto the field to assist.  Momentarily,  the injured player limped off under his own power.  The people in the stands applauded his efforts,  knowing he would be okay.  

Professor Clarkson threw back a few more peanuts.  

He looked thoughtfully at the players on the field.

"Wouldn't it be great if this game could be  played without injury?"  he asked,  incidentally.

"Injuries are a part of the game, Professor,"  Professor Dickson said to him as he thought about his own playing days.  

". . . Not if it were played, mechanically:  robotically," said Professor Clarkson,  not looking at them,  but his expression obviously in a daze.  

Professors Dickson and Leanard stopped eating for a moment and looked at Professor Clarkson seated between them.  

Professor Dickson took the initiative.

"Aren't there already games for that?"  he asked. 

"I don't mean games,  Professor Dickson.  I mean with real mechanical men,  made up of tin and bolts and metal. . . and ingenuity,"  Professor Clarkson said.

"That would be a bit of a stretch wouldn't it professor?  How could you put together such a thing and make it workable on a team basis?  They'd run into each other wouldn't they?"  asked Professor Dickson.

"You'd be surprised,  Al,  you'd be surprised," Professor Clarkson said with wide eyes.  "Robot probes are sent to planets.  They land and robot rovers walk around planets.  They send back pictures and information to us.  We've come a long way from Univacs. . . doubters."

Professors Leanard and Dickson simply looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders at each other.

***
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ANOTHER UNIVERSITY player from the home team went down with an injury.  

Professor Clarkson looked at his cohorts on his right and then to his left.  "See what I mean,  gentlemen?  With my system there will be no injuries:  no broken arms or legs;  no need for protective equipment."  

After a few seconds,  the second injured player got up and walked off the field just as the first.  The crowd cheered his efforts like they had done for the first injured player.

Professor Clarkson looked at the game.

He threw back a few more peanuts stood up and looked at his two companions.  "I'm glad the player on the field is alright.  But I've seen enough.  I'm going to turn in early,  gentlemen."

The two professors Leanard and Dickson looked at him strangely.

Professor Dickson took the initiative.

"But Barry,  the game isn't over.  What's the hurry?"  he asked him.

"Too much to do.  I've some important work to do in my office,"  Professor Clarkson said.  

"Okay.  I've a feeling this is going to be a good one,"  said Professor Dickson.  "We'll tell you the score in the morning."

"Fine.  Good night,"  said Professor Clarkson,  as he exited.

Both professors Dickson and Leanard simply looked at each other.  Professor Dickson shrugged his shoulder and both remaining professors turned their attention back to the game.

***
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PROFESSOR CLARKSON made his way on foot across the parking lot and back to campus.  Then he went to his office which was his classroom.  The halls were empty as he hurriedly passed one door after another on his way there.  Most people were at the game.

He reached his classroom,  his office.  There was a little known  door in back of it.  The door was adjacent to his classroom but no one knew what was behind it.  He opened the door and entered it.  It was a damp,  dark and dreary place that extended beyond the science department in which he was the Department Chair,  only dimly lit by the doorway itself.  It extended behind the department which put it beneath  another building.  It was a perfect work place; a place he had only accidently discovered himself after wondering what was behind the locked, sealed door and forcing  himself in.  It had been used by others before him,  for storage of science projects and other abandoned and outdated things.  Some of the projects were still there,  waisting away,  not having been seen or touched for many years.  He thought that:  over the years and time they had been forgotten.  

He thought:  it was the perfect  location for his project.  He could 'shuttle in' parts and metal;  nuts and bolts,  unnoticed to build his project;  a project that no one knew of or believed in.  It was a project he thought,  would change the world for the 'benefit  and betterment  of mankind!'

After so long a time he was thoroughly familiar with the interiors of the room behind his office.  He could do it in the dark.  He had to,  most of the area had no light other than the little that seeped in from the open door to his office.  Doors lined the walls,  little rooms;  closets,  of sort;  the storage areas.  He crossed over the damp,  dreary area and entered one of the doors of the closets.  He opened the door.  It showed a small room with a table in the middle.  There were two chairs at the table.  On the right side wall there was a door:  a very large one.  

He entered the room and opened the door.  

There stood a giant eight foot tall man inside made of metal!

***
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IF IT WAS A REAL MAN he'd be naked;  only his shiny body showed.  He only stood there, motionless,  his head bowed,  obviously incapacitated.

He had dark  features,  obviously painted on by it's inventor;  dark painted on eyes,  nose,  ears  and a slit for a mouth;  and a low cut hair style,  more of an afro  that looked very real,  obviously obtained from somewhere.  It resembled a giant man with a painted on face.  Aside from it's hair it's painted on features was a sure giveaway that it was 'man made',  far from human,  but a good resemblence.  

Under the dim light,  he reached onto a shelf inside the closet and pulled out a device.  He plugged it into a port  on the metallic man's side.

The man raised it's head!  It seemed to come to life! 

The professor replaced the 'power packet'  back onto the shelf.  He looked up at the high metallac man he had created.

"I don't know who you are or what you are,  yet,  it's only been days since I finished hammering you into shape.  I wanted to make you large.  I wanted to make you bigger than life!  I wanted to make them notice you!  And they will!  They will!!"  Professor Clarkson said.

He came closer to the robot.  "But one thing is missing;  I haven't given you a name.  What will I call you?  Wait!  You are a robot,  and except for your computer for a brain,  you are made entirely of metal:  aluminum for light and steel for strong.  I shall call you Roboti!  There!  Now you have a name!  Do you like that?!"

The robot did not respond.  It only stood there without moving,  small red and blue lights going around it's head.  

The professor reached into the closet.  On the floor he picked up a small tin can with a nozzle. "You'll need oil,  like any moving metal object.  You have lots of moving parts,  my friend.  But  this will sustain you,  my friend."

He squeezed the can,  oil came out of it and he was able to lubricate various parts of the robots body,  including it's arms,  elbows,  hands,  legs and feet.  The Professor had to stand on a chair to lubricate it's neck area.

He stroked the metallic man's head.  "With your computer brain,  that controls your every body part,  you will be able to be like anyone else;  walk,  like anyone else!  After nights and week ends,  finally,  you are able to  respond to MY beck and call!  You will be a man,  my friend,  a man!"

He climbed down from the chair.  He replaced the oil can back into the closet floor and came closer to the mechanical man.  The differences in their heights was obvious.

The Professor backed away a little.  "You are ready!  I will show you to them!  I will reveal to them my genius;  that it is possible to have a mechanical man,  and to have one as a companion;  a friend!;  to do what I tell it to do!  And perhaps,  one day,  be a part of a team!    We will drill some more!"

The professor backed away several more feet.  He yelled at him.  "Remember your name:  I say,  Roboti!  Move!"

The metallic man's computer brain computed the order.  The tiny lights on it's head began to send the commandments to the rest of him.  Slowly it's left leg lifted and came forward.  Then it's right leg followed.  It began to move and walked mechanically and heavily out of the closet.
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