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  The U.S. Army issued ergonomic chair beneath Technical Sergeant Will Arnett trembled. Uncertain what was happening, Will's eyes drifted to the half empty glass of coke he'd earlier placed on the cup holder recessed into the consol next to his elbow.




  Or was it half full? He'd always hated pop psychology, and was far too practical for such limited cerebral arguments. In his civilian life he had a PhD in software engineering and he programmed software. Everything in the world was either a one or a zero, nothing more.




  He watched the sweet brown liquid splash up along the sides of the glass then his hazel eyes flitted sharply back to the three screens recessed into the consol in front of him. The deck shuddered again, only more violently this time. The screens provided him a 360 degree view of the dry, cactus and scrub brush dotted Arizona landscape surrounding the Styker reconnaissance vehicle.




  He swallowed hard and his eyes went wide as an unbelievable site appeared on the center screen. He would later say he'd seen as a silver and gray robot that the onboard sensors said was over sixty feet in height suddenly appear out of the gloom of first light. It's body was human shaped with a wide chest and a head that swiveled as it scanned the desert. It moved in giant footsteps each the length of a Cadillac. It was headed westerly ninety degrees from his position.




  It was barely past sunrise and the blue velvet sky glowed orange, yellow, and red as the sun's tendrils chased away the night. Since the desert can play tricks on you at sunrise Will blinked a few times, but the robot didn't vanish. This was impossible. I must be dreaming. If it were real though it would sure be fascinating.




  Will had been on watch all night in the Styker on a military exercise in this patch of barren desert. As day approached he'd begun to wonder who he'd pissed off to rate this duty. Fortunately the Styker was a nuclear, biological, chemical reconnaissance vehicle, or NBCRV. This meant if they were properly equipped (which they were not) the five person crew could survive inside this tin can for up to two weeks.




  Will's heart beat hard in his chest and he fought the urge to bolt from his chair as the massive robot on the screen took a step closer. The vehicle bounced on its undercarriage.




  With trembling fingers, Will pulled down the mouth mike attached to his armored helmet he'd pushed out of his way. He needed to contact Lieutenant Sims in the command cab up front. The mike was voice activated, "Huh, sir."




  No response.




  "Sir! Lieutenant!"




  The ground shook as the robot increased it's pace. It occurred to Will the Styker might not withstand being crushed underfoot by this mechanical monster. He didn't know why he thought this, but this robot's appearance had created an unusual situation after all.




  "Yeah," came the sleepy reply of the Lieutenant who was sitting in the driver compartment forward of the surveillance control center. There was a hatch between the control center and the drivers compartment which the LT kept locked when he was up front with the driver.




  The colonel had sent them out with himself, the lieutenant, and a rookie private named Pike as driver, on what he called a training mission. The mission objective was to simulate the loss of crew members to test how resourceful they could be with only three remaining crew versus a normal compliment.




  Will swallowed hard when he recalled they didn't even have .50 cal ammunition for the M2 machine gun.




  "What is it, grunt?" came the annoyed reply.




  Will cringed. Sims was regular Army. He was reserves so Sims rode him pretty hard when ever the opportunity presented itself. "Sir, there's a giant robot coming straight at us. Sir." He added the second sir, because he knew how ludicrous what he'd just said sounded.




  He watched the robot stop then the dark pupiless eyes set in the human shaped head swiveled and seemingly look right at him through the video screen. The remaining moisture in his mouth evaporated.




  "A robot?" Sims grunted. "You bin watching cartoons back there?"




  "Huh, no, sir. Believe me it's real. Turn on the external lights. Sir."
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