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  INTRODUCTION




  




  The purpose of this ebook is to show different stories on a same subject. Here this is the robotic which is the base of the ebook.




  Five novels have been written. They have not the same length depending on the story. Hope you will be interested in different novels.




  This is the first volume of a long serial. Next volume will contains novels of survivals and other volumes will come after.




  Your comments are important, and we want to do the best for you. We read all the comments and take care of them, so be kind to write comments.




  




  G528 THOUGHTS




  




  




  CHAPTER ONE




  It was the third phase of the eleventh moon, and G528 was feeling rather Anxious. Or at least, that was how “Mother” had said she ought to feel, and G528 supposed it was for the best.




  There had not been a war, famine or plague for 14,285 years since the artificial intelligence known as “Mother” had peacefully assumed control of the Earth, which was a rather impressive track record, even for an AI. G528 set out from her home – apartment 528 in the Gatherer dwelling complex, of course – and headed out for Farm 528 (farm sector 5, quadrant 28 of the Agricultural complex) to reap the day's harvest.




  G528 knew that it was going to be a tough winter, and supposed that was why she was feeling anxious – or at least, that's what the implant behind her ear, which was apparently called a “retroauricular implant,” told her. It was an odd feeling, Anxiety.




  While she knew that there had been droughts and crop failures in history, according to “Mother”, there had never a true crisis in the past. She shrugged, and wrote it off as she got to work, because as “Mother” says, “Idle Hands are the Devil's Workshop”. She wondered briefly to herself what a Devil was, anyway.




  Her reverie was broken as she saw her friend P528 coming around the corner from the Planter dwelling complex at 04:59 precisely, 37 meters from the entrance to Farm 528 as she did every morning.




  When she was younger, G528 used to ask why some children would plant, while others gathered; some would transport goods and others would teach, but she long ago grew bored with asking as her teachers would always respond in the same way.




  They would pat her on the head, beaming, “What a fine inquisitive mind you have! You will make a wonderful citizen one day when you are Ready.” She supposed that didn't really answer her question at all, but she was happy for the praise as a child, and never really gave it much thought, particularly.




  




  




  CHAPTER TWO




  G528 still remembered her First Readiness Day – it was the proudest day in her life, the day that she graduated from childhood – a consumer – to adulthood – a producer!




  Supposedly adults were once known as Breadmakers, but she wasn't really sure what Bread was. G528 recalled shaking the hand of the old G528 as he met her on stage, transferred his name pin to her, and then walked onto the boat to the Hereafter.




  She could still remember him smiling as his cloak and long hair waved in the wind, mirroring the action of the purest white sails she had ever seen. It was wonderful, in the Hereafter, she had heard – sunny every day, all the sweets you could eat, and no hard work to do! She couldn't wait until her 25th year when it was time for her to pass on her duties to the next G528.




  She wasn't actually sure what exactly one did in the Hereafter, never having met anybody who lived there, but she knew it was Better – at least, that was what it said in “Mother”'s databank every time she checked – “Mother” was both consistent, and always right.




  At the time, she had thought that the old G528 sounded oddly creaky, but she was told this was just how Elders sounded, and she had forgotten about this minor detail over the years as she idealized her First Readiness Day in memory.




  It was soothing, knowing that “Mother” would take care of her every need, from her First day until... well, she wasn't sure, having never met anybody who had left for the Hereafter, but she supposed that “Mother” would take care of her there as well.




  G528 set off to work, walking row by row through her Farm, plucking only the freshest plant leaves as they ripened. She chuckled to herself at her own cleverness as she thought about how these leaves, much like citizens, were carefully gathered when they were Ready.




  Humming without a care in the world, the sunny day passed quickly as G528 listened to a musical accompaniment generated just for her by “Mother”. G528 considered herself lucky to spend her days outside in the sun, and she supposed that was why it was called a “Play List.”G528 reflected on how thankful she was for the kindness and hard work of “Mother”.




  “Mother” slaved all day, every day in the caverns below Capitlesity for the good of the citizens without complaint. But then, why would “Mother” complain, G528 thought to herself.




  After all, “Mother” wasn't even human.




  




  




  CHAPTER THREE




  G528 dropped her barrel of tobacco leaves off at the oil refinery at the end of the day, and signed it out to O528, who would process the tobacco leaves into a thick oily liquid, which she understood was extremely rich in energy and the basis for life itself on Earth.




  As every citizen knows, humankind did not truly begin until the mastery of fire and advanced most with the processing of oil. The mechanism for turning tars contained in tobacco leaves into a valuable oil for energy production was one of the earliest scientific breakthroughs made by “Mother” herself, in the Third Year of “Mother”.




  It was a source of continued puzzlement to G528 how the tar that was the basis for sustaining life itself could be the chemical that made smoking of cigarettes so dangerous to the ancestors, but her head started to hurt and she supposed that sort of complicated thinking was best left to someone like “Mother”. Like the famous song says, “Growers are for growin', Miners are for minin'”




  As she finished emptying her barrel of leaves into the refining chute, G528 heard a rumbling and turned around, as a crowd of enormous Miners rolled down the hall. The Miners were laughing boisterously as they carted their loads of ores off to be smelted into valuable metals by their respective Smelter friends, much as she carried her leaves to the refinery.




  She never had much chance to talk to any of the Miners – or Smelters or Oil refiners, now that she thought about it – but they seemed happy working off on their own, and she was perfectly happy gathering plants that her friend P528 had planted for her. So, she smiled and waved – the Miners didn't pay her much mind, but that was okay. If there was a good reason for her to talk to them, “Mother” would have put it in her schedule – and since it wasn't on her schedule, it couldn't be too important.




  CHAPTER FOUR




  At 17:00, everything stopped, as the planetary anthem began playing, and a tear trickled out of G528's right eye, as it did every day at The Time of the Celebration of Earth. Images blinked on to every screen as “Mother” ascended the stage of the Presidential Oratorium for her daily address, praising the citizens for their continued hard work and faith, and reminding them that while life was tough, things would be better in the Hereafter.




  G528 wasn't entirely sure what “Presidential” meant, but she had heard that it was related an old word for “Mother” from the Beforetime. She had learned all kinds of words for “Mother” in her history classes – President, Prime Minister, Supreme Leader, Dictator, Soviet, Parlaiment, Congress, Senate – which seemed awfully inefficient to her.




  There were so many silly, unnecessary words back then! She supposed that was why “Mother” had made things simpler and eliminated those words from modern language, but as her teacher once told her, it is important to understand history lest it repeat itself.




  Apparently, in the dark ages of the beforetime, the world leader was selected through an incredibly complicated process known as the Triathalon. Champions would be randomly chosen from amongst a pool of contestants identified for their ususual selfishness and greed, with any citizen who could prove their merit in either (or preferably both) categories eligible to participate in a lottery, known as “voting”.
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