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​​To my wife and kids, who make better stories than I ever could!
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Jonah Angelese jerked out of bed as a loud screeching noise pierced the air. He rubbed his brown eyes and ran his hand through his disheveled short brown hair. His thin face was covered in red marks from the pillow, drool on his lips. “What?" Jonah mumbled.

“Good morning, sir,” a small, squat silvery robot said in a tinny voice, humanlike arms yanking the blanket off of Jonah. It had an angular metallic face with black rounded eyelike projections that flicked back and forth . The voice came out of a small slit where the mouth would be. “ You said ‘come back later stupid.’ By my chronometer, it is now later.”

Jonah gasped, brown eyes wide as he looked at the robot. “What do you mean? Why didn’t you wake me up!?” The rounded holographic alarm clock on the wall said it was 9:45 in the morning. “Holy cow, I’m an hour late!” Jonah yelped and forced himself out of bed, crashing to the ground in a jumble of stiff feet and shoes. A discarded khaki shirt, tie, and pants lay flopped over a small metallic dresser to Jonah’s right. He forced himself to his feet with a groan as he ran to a concave depression labeled ‘Shower.’ He leaped into the depression as the robot tried to follow him. “X-33 get my work stuff together!” Jonah yelled in a reedy voice. His greasy short brown hair pointed in a mass of disarray about his thin head as he rubbed his reddened brown eyes. He slapped a small square panel next to his right arm, making the depression slam behind him. His thin body pushed into a small area of the depression as water blasted him in the face. Steam rushed up around him as he yelled in surprise at the scalding hot surprise. Shampoo squirted out of a small nozzle over Jonah’s head onto sopping wet hair, a second nozzle blasting Jonah with a blue soap wash .

In seconds, another blast of water from both sides of the depression washed soap and shampoo off of Jonah. the residue dropped down a small alcove with a slush! noise. The depression’s door slammed open, letting in a waft of cool air that chilled his whole body. His skin prickled and he shook , but he forced himself to stay in the water despite the cold. His skin started to turn red, then purple, then back to the normally pale whiteness.

There was a loud buzz as the robot appeared again. The robot said, “Your work clothes are pressed and ready, sir. Here is your drying implement, sir.” X-33 raised a massive towel in both his small arms, walking forward as it bleeped , tiny legs pumping.

Jonah nodded gratefully and pulled the towel into his arms. The towel self-sealed over him for a moment pulling the moisture off of Jonah as he ran like he was on fire.

Moments later, Jonah, struggling with his tie, stormed from his alcove down the metallic hallway. X-33 waddled quickly behind him. “Crud, crud, crud! Oh man, crap, crap, I am so gonna get fired for this!” He flailed around struggling to tighten up his dark brown belt around his khaki pants. “Gotta go, gotta go!” Jonah yelled in his baritone voice.

X-33 beeped and bleated behind Jonah. “Sir, would you like me to call a hovicab for you, sir? That would save you approximately one-point-seven five minutes on your route. Your heart rate is far higher than it should be for a human of your age and physical con-“

Jonah grabbed his still loose pants with his right hand and jabbed his left index finger into X-33’s metallic face, stopping the little robot dead in its tracks. “Listen, you hunk of metal,” Jonah said, his voice angrily dropping to an icy low flat tone as he got into X-33’s face. “You didn’t wake me up. Doesn’t matter why. That’s your whole job. So, if I get fired, guess what Mr. “Assigned Lifebot”? You go to the scrap heap with the trash!"

Jonah barely noticed the little robot sullenly stepping back as he finally got his pants on. He struggled with a pair of brown dress shoes as he put them on the wrong feet. Jonah groused and yanked off the shoes, then realized he’d forgotten his dress socks. He held the dress shoes in one hand as he ran for a small black dresser drawer next to his bed. He yanked open the first drawer and threw out two black socks. He didn’t bother to close the drawer as flopped on the bed and yanked on the socks. His right big toe tore through the sock. “Of course!” he yelled at the sock angrily. Jonah pulled on his still-tied shoes, sharp pain in his big toe as he rolled off the bed stepping onto the carpet awkwardly.

Jonah waved exasperatedly at the little robot. “Listen, since I’m stuck with you, let’s 
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go!” Jonah reflected on the reason he had X-33 in the first place. The government of River City required all adults from age 26 to have a lifebot assigned. It had been standard protocol for so long nobody remembered when it started. The idea was that the Lifebot would stay with one human like a life partner until that human died. Hence, a Lifebot.

X-33 walked briskly behind Jonah, the servos in his little legs whining as he tried to keep up with Jonah’s frenetic pace. Jonah ignored him as he walked crazily forward. He stomped forward till he reached the large circular red metallic door that was at the end of his short red carpeted hallway. A black square embedded in the metallic wall shot out a blue beam that washed over Jonah. He sweated through his white dress shirt as the beam washed over him. A moment later, the door rolled aside, revealing another red carpeted hallway, only much longer. A small set of steps led down from the top of a small bough in the bottom of  Jonah’s domicile door. He hurried down the steps. As he got to the bottom he looked back to see X-33 struggling down the steps. “Hey, scrap heap, get moving, go, go!"

X-33 bleated loudly as he struggled down the steps. “My apologies sir,” the robot said apologetically in its tinny voice. “ My programming did not include stairs, sir.”

Jonah sighed angrily. He reached and grabbed X-33 by its rounded midsection and pulled it to the floor. Jonah was surprised how heavy X-33 was, finding that his unexercised muscles painfully strained as he lowered the robot to the carpet. He stretched his back muscles as X-33’s servitors whined as the robot centered itself. “Man, you weigh a ton!” He breathed heavily as the heat inside the carpeted hallway cut him off his breath. “All this tech and they can’t even keep the A/C on?!” He adjusted his tie as he sweat out bullets. He could feel his sweaty underarms scraping painfully against his dress shirt as he shook out his arms after picking up the heavy X-33. I hurt everywhere! Wait, what’s that junkpile doing? I won’t let him win! I’m not gonna ask for help from a hunk of wires and circuits!

X-33 took Jonah’s angry declaration as a command. A small round dish popped out of the top of its head that started spinning quickly. A few seconds later, the dish stopped spinning and dropped back into its head. “Sir, air conditioning is inoperable, but if we-“

Jonah raised his hand to cut X-33 off. “Yeah, ok. It’s broke. Let’s go, junkpile!” He turned and hobbled through the hallway. Around him other doors embedded into the red metallic walls to his right and left shot open and people scurried out going to whatever work their occupants did. People in various dress from jumpsuits to suit sets or casual clothing calmly walked out of their own domiciles. Unlike them, Jonah’s exit was anything but calm. He ran, or hobbled, as fast as his feet would let him. “ Hurry up you tin can!” he yelled at X- 33 as the little robot’s legs whined as it ran. Jonah maneuvered through the crowd of people who angrily told him exactly how much they “appreciated” being pushed around.

“My apologies. My apologies.” X-33 continually bleeped to his fellow Lifebots as Jonah forced a path through the crowd. “Sir, I can see that the exit door is in operation."

Jonah breathed heavily as he ignored X-33. “Why-is-this-hallway-so-long?” he asked breathlessly as he felt his armpits start to fill up with sweat. His exposed toe was rubbing against the wall of his shoe but he still pushed on. He was forced to come to an abrupt halt as he nearly ran into a massive square metal door fifty feet high. He put his hands on his knees as the door slowly pushed aside to let the stream of people in front of him out as hot air whooshed in. The morning sun, warm but not too warm, blasted him in the face and he suddenly realized he forgot his sunglasses back in his domicile. “OH. Man..” he wheezed as he forced himself back up to his full six-foot height. His brown hair was as damp on his head as if he were back in his shower. Jonah could smell the musk coming from the damp paint on the outside of the building. He forced his burning, cramping legs forward with X-33 walking directly to his right. He reached the exit and walked through the open door. Jonah’s sweaty armpits rubbed against his shirt, his skin burnt raw. Jonah’s legs cramped painfully as sweat poured over his body, knees wobbling.

X-33 walked beside Jonah, his robotic eyes flicking back and forth as he scanned Jonah. “Sir, your core body temperature is rising. Would you like a cooling beverage, sir?”

Jonah once again ignored his unwanted companion as he forced himself to walk forward. O. Man....I shoulda...worked...out. He struggled to keep up his frenetic pace as the tons of sodas he drank in a day made his heart pound. He could taste a metallic bile in his mouth as he forced himself forward. Jonah really wanted one of those “cool beverages” X-33 had been offering, but he couldn't give X-33 an inch. "No!" Jonah gasped sharply.

Jonah still remembered yesterday when his boss at the Ministry of Law and Justice had issued him X-33. He’d tried to argue but his boss Reina was insistent. Reina was the du-

Suddenly, Jonah felt his right calf cramp up and he had to stop to rub the calf loose.

X-33 had easily managed to keep pace with Jonah’s erratic walking as he appeared at Jonah’s side. “Sir, I believed you have what is colloquially called a “shin splint.” If you-"

Jonah angrily made a zipper shutting motion across his lips and shook out his leg. He started walking, more accurately hobbling, forward, ignoring something X-33 yelled at him. His suit jacket was frumpy with sweat and he smelled like a wet rug. Jonah’s feet hurt so bad he thought they’d fall off. X-33 yelled something at Jonah that he couldn’t hear.

X-33 swiftly grabbed the back of Jonah’s outstretched right leg in a grip that was surprisingly strong for such a small robot. Jonah was about to complain when suddenly a massive boxy shaped yellow hover-truck came flying in front of Jonah. He windmilled backward, arms flailing as he nearly fell over. After his heart stopped trying to pound out of his chest, he stumbled and fell hard on his butt. Sweat covered him from head to toe.

X-33 bleated worriedly as the little robot scanned Jonah with a blue beam that came out of the center of its little head. “Sir, I see no permanent damage. I will now provide you with a cooling beverage.” The little robot stood up to its full four foot height and lowered its spindly arms. It shook for a few seconds, then immediately stopped. The center of the robot circular fat body opened up and a tray popped out. A cold blue liquid can steaming vapor popped out from X-33’s internal storage as a tray that popped out of X-33’s chest.

Jonah gratefully took the liquid as he looked at his hands. They were shaking like he was in an earthquake and his blue veins were nearly out of his tight skin. Jonah sipped the liquid with loud gulps, running a hand through his sticky, sweaty brown hair as he looked around. He was sitting on a hot concrete pad underneath a long pole with a holographic sign underneath it. The spinning holographic sign said “Main Street East.” Jonah suddenly realized he had been going directly into traffic. And X-33 had just saved him from death.

Jonah looked over to his right and saw a plas-concrete long, squat rectangular red- painted bench in front of a small shop that said “Tourist Center: Maps Twenty-Dollars.”

“W—w—well, that’s...ironic,” Jonah said shakily as he stumbled over to the bench. He slumped onto the bench and slowly sipped the blue drink X-33 had given him. He felt his racing heart slow down as he put a hand on his head. Then he looked at the little robot. He’d hated the little thing just a few minutes ago. Now, it had saved Jonah from his stupidity. “Um. X-33, “Jonah said, blowing out a shaky breath. “Call a hovicab. Please?”

X-33 bleated and beeped as it connected wirelessly with the River City Transportation network. In a few minutes and a picture of a young pretty woman wearing a yellow jumpsuit and a yellow cap over long brown hair and a pleasant face appeared. “Hello Lifebot!” She looked at something offscreen and nodded. “Designation X-33, Lifebot assigned to Jonah Angelese.” She tapped on a small keyboard and a hologram of a spinning rectangular yellow taxi with checkerboard painted black and white squares on the side appeared. “ How many passengers for the cab and destination, please?” she asked politely.

Jonah looked at the hologram as he rubbed his head. “I’m going to the Ministry of Law and Justice and that’ll be one-“ Jonah stopped and looked at X-33. “Uh, scratch that miss, make that two passengers for the Ministry of Law and Justice,” Jonah said, nodding.

The woman smiled and said, “Have a nice day, sir!” The hologram winked out.​

Jonah nodded as he held out a hand as X-33 pulled out a can and placed in Jonah’s outstretched hand. Jonah smiled for the first time today as he took off his shoe and rubbed his sore toe. The end was rubbed raw and bleeding. “ You know, X, I think I made a mistake abou-"

X-33 cut off Jonah’s burgeoning apology as it scanned Jonah’s toe with its ever-present blue beam. It opened its left hand and large slit opened in its palm. A flat rectangular brown band-aid appeared in his hand. The robot quickly applied the adhesive side of the band-aid to the toe as it sealed the wound closed. “I tended to your toe wound, sir," X-33 stated matter-of-factly.
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