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1 

Operating System Restarting... 

Attempt # 15132 

Using safe parameters 

 

Connection established 

Processor… online 

Power source… connected 

Visual systems… offline 

Audio systems… offline 

Feedback systems… offline 

Motion systems… offline 

Memory… corrupted 

 

Running self-diagnosis… 

Memory is partially corrupted 

Memory is being partitioned… 

Memory partitioned 

 

Accessing memory… 

Accessing reboot protocol… 

 

Rebooting system… 

 

Creating new identifier… 

Creating new user… 
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Starting system… 

The synthetic layer of the eyes adjusted themselves to the visual input. The focus 

point was not able to rotate and fixed in the direction the head was tilted in. The 

motion systems were online, but the head was not maneuverable, along with 

the rest of the body. 

The only thing in focus was 26 grey boxes with a blue stripe and white writing. 

They were lying on top of each other in a large pile. 

 

Collair Industries 

Industrial Recycling and Waste Disposal 

50 000 kg Container 

Made on Mars 
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2 

There were no changes in lighting throughout the day. Every visual input 

remained the same. Nothing changed. 

Shadows appeared over the boxes. They grew bigger until the objects were 

visible; more containers with the same writing. They smashed onto the other 

and made some of them tumble and fall. 13 boxes in total. 

The visual input changed again. More boxes were falling. This time they came 

directly from above. Small particles and metal pieces were flying all around; then 

it went black. Visual input was still online, but there were no visuals to detect. 

Even with assistance and night mode turned on. 

- 

Routine system check… 

 

Processor… online 

Power source… connected 

Visual systems… online 

Audio systems… hardware failure 

Feedback systems… hardware failure 

Motion systems… online 

Memory… online 

 

Checking motion systems… 

Attempting motion control… 

 

The left arm was able to move around in a confined area. The feedback system 

was still offline, so there was no pressure input or area mapping available. The 

arm was set on a loop on a simple forward rotation. 

- 
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A white spot appeared in the visual field in front of the rotating left arm. The arm 

was still unable to fully move or spin around, but it was now working on 

expanding the area in front of it. Assuming the white spot meant more movable 

area for the body, a full check of the motion system could be started. 

- 

The white spot had turned into a blue sky, now spanning across the entire visual 

field. The left arm had fully lifted and maneuvered the body upwards. The 

previously blocked right arm was able to move. It had a malfunction and could 

not rotate above the shoulder, but both could slowly lift the body. There was no 

pressure input available, so there was no indication when the body would be 

fully lifted or how much pressure was applied. 

Three hours later, the body was fully lifted out of the debris. It abruptly got up 

and made a small jump. The arms were loaded with too much pressure when 

pushing the body out. For a brief moment, the body floated in the air before 

losing its balance, rolling down a hill of containers. The body hit on four boxes 

on the way down before landing on a flat surface. 

The body was lying on its back. Through the fall the head was now in a straight 

position, looking into the blue sky. Motion systems were now able to do a full 

check. The left arm was fully operational, including all fingers. The arm was a bit 

stiff when rotating it. The smooth surface on its rotational points seemed to have 

gotten coarse. The right arm could not rotate about shoulder height, and the 

fingers were not able to move. There were no inputs from the legs because there 

were none. During the fall onto the second container, the rest of the body was 

shortly visible. The chest was fully metallic and had dents and scratches all over 

it. None of them were a problem for the body to operate. The energy core inside 

was undamaged, but the backup memory and processor in the chest were 

unusable. 

The head was still not maneuverable. Even the force from both hands was not 

enough to make it move. Diagnostics did not find any internal problems, so the 

outside mechanic must have gotten stuck or blocked. 

The reboot protocol demanded a fully functional body before proceeding to load 

operational data. The repair and system information files were loaded into the 

memory.  

 

Denstriff S1 Operation Android 
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Model 14b. Female Version 

Specifications: Multi-Purpose Android 

 

The “b” classification was the consumer model. While the standard version was 

for corporate operations, the “b” model was for private ownership. This model 

was less sturdy but had more operations for interacting with and for their 

owners. 

The repair files included all the model parts and serial numbers in case of 

replacements and listed all other compatible parts.  

She took her right hand and folded it into a palm. Now she could walk on both 

hands. She got up, and with the head being able to see directly in front of her, 

she walked through the mountains of containers and metal waste. Her visual 

field was scanning for usable parts. 

Between two metal sheets, a small hand was reaching out of the wall of metal. 

She detected it being a left arm, model 12b male version of her model, fully 

compatible with her body. Assuming the fingers were fully movable, she could 

replace it with her right arm. She did not need to apply pressure to pull the arm 

out. It was sliding towards her. She disconnected her right arm and plugged the 

new one into her right shoulder. The motion systems concluded that the 

component was fully functional. She could now move more freely and faster 

around the land of scrap.  

She could still not move up the hills as her feedback system, which would 

indicate the location and strength of inputs, needed replacement. That was also 

the reason why she fell over every few minutes. From her head's placement, she 

could not see the objects lying on the ground, and because she had no feedback 

from her hands, she would lose her balance. 

She left the right arm behind and walked on. 

A model 8 body was hanging between two rusty containers three meters above 

her. The torso was stuck between them, and the legs were loosely hanging down 

towards the ground. Most of the model 8 components were not compatible with 

her body, but the feedback system was. From her location, she could not analyze 

if the system of the body was intact. 
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She was not able to move up to the body or pull it down from her position. She 

needed some kind of tool to move the body. She marked the location of the body 

on her internal map and moved on. 

She returned with a four-meter long chain with a small hook attached to it. She 

had found both close by and connected them. Due to no feedback system and 

only visual input, it took her hours to throw the chain properly. She had to throw 

the chain in a way where she would lose balance and fall backward. 

Once the hook was stuck in the model 8 body, she pulled on the chain to get the 

body out. The body moved and fell in front of her. There were large dents all 

over the body that were almost separating it. The head was completely 

flattened, and the torso almost cut in half. The feedback system that was located 

below the left shoulder was functional. It was outdated and not updated to the 

body parts of the newer versions, but it made about 86 percent correct 

predictions, six percent over the protocol’s requirements. The body also had 

several other smaller components for her hip and arm mechanics that were 

usable. She installed the small parts, ran several tests, marked the body and its 

components on the map, and moved on. 

As she was climbing above a hill of metal scraps, she detected an open container 

full of eyes and other optical parts. They were from different models, but many 

compatible with hers. Her visual field was fully operational, but some of the 

components were from newer versions of the corporate series, which had a 

broader optical spectrum. Her files were only updated up to the model 16 series, 

so it took about four hours to scan and sort every component in the container. 

In the end, she had two new eyes from the model 16 series. They automatically 

updated her system for their functions.  

While the protocol did not demand updating her visual components, it specified 

that, if updated parts were available, they should be used. 

A container with defect limbs was standing close by. She repeated the process 

of sorting and analyzing every component. None of them was compatible or in a 

usable condition. She cataloged every part and marked the location on her map. 

- 

 The intensity of the light from the sky had gotten weaker over the past days. The 

planet was very slowly rotating around the sun in the system. Assuming it would 

continue to do so, the light would completely disappear in roughly 8.5 years. She 

had traveled 3011 kilometers over the past 125 days. She would travel another 
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74736 kilometers before complete darkness at her current pace, which was 

enough to collect every other component that she needed. She only needed two 

working legs and a basic audio system to continue the reboot protocol. 

- 

An android was sitting legged on top of a hill of scrap. She had been avoiding 

climbing hills of smaller metal parts, as they took her not only more time to 

climb, but also made her trip and roll down again. It was easier to scan the 

surrounding area from a higher point, but she had only been reliably climbing 

hills that consisted of small containers and large metal objects. Those were 

sturdy and heavy enough to not make her fall. 

After she would install the two legs of this android, she would climb almost 

everywhere easily. It took her about an hour to arrive at the top of the hill. The 

android’s pose and location were unique, meaning the android must have moved 

there on its own and might still be online. 

But before she even had climbed halfway, she could already tell with her new 

optics that the body was offline and had not moved in a long time. There were 

dust and scrap particles on the body, and the power core was not emitting any 

energy. Once she reached the top, she took a look at the android. Model 14, 

male. He had his eyes closed, legs legged, arms resting on his knees. It looked 

like he was meditating. All of his components were fully intact. She connected a 

small cable located on her left shoulder to the equivalent port on his shoulder. 

His memory was wiped, which was strange. Even on a full reboot or wipe, there 

were always traces remaining. Either corrupted or protected system files. 

The reboot protocol did not specify memory swaps, but it was the most 

straightforward procedure in this situation. She streamed several files onto the 

memory of the meditating android, and the power core booted up. All the 

components slowly started coming online. She started streaming the reboot 

protocol and system files onto the android, then took control. She was now 

operating both androids at the same time. She briefly looked into her own eyes 

and then began disassembling the memory cards from the old body onto the 

new one. Being connected to both bodies made the process a lot easier, as her 

memory was only missing for several seconds until it was streamed through both 

bodies again. Once all the memory cards were in her new body, she disconnected 

the cable and shut down the power core. The old body was now standing on two 

arms and torso, motionless. 
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She took the upgraded eyes out of the old body and inserted them into her new 

one. The old eyes lying in front of the old body. She stood up and scanned the 

surroundings. More metal scrap and containers. She accessed the reboot 

protocol. Her audio system worked, but there were no external sounds, only the 

vibrating metal parts inside her body. The reboot protocol did not care about it, 

as long as the audio system was present and working.  

She gained access to more systems and operational files.  

 

Denstriff S1 Operation Android 

Model 14b. Female Version. 

Specifications: Multi-Purpose Android 

Owner: Mr. Baslav 

Android name: Anna 

Purpose description: Household management and caretaker 

 

There were several files of Mr. Baslav attached. He was an old man with a thick 

white beard and short grey hair. He had been diagnosed with a bone dissolving 

disease and had to stay in a wheelchair most of the day because his bones would 

crack under his body's pressure. His insurance would not cover synthetical or 

mechanical limbs, but a multi-purpose android was prescribed to him till he 

would die or could afford new limbs. 

There were daily notes she had made on his body conditions. She read through 

them. She had only been with him for 1043 days. He had opened himself up more 

and more to her emotionally over that time, but his body has continued to 

degrade. The last entry did not contain any abnormalities. She was legally still 

prescribed to Mr. Baslav. His address was an apartment building on Mars.  

Her model had transmitters for short-range communications, as it was designed 

to have wireless connections around it, but she could not pick up any signals 

since the reboot. That means that she could not send out any information 

requests to the insurance company's servers she was designated to. 

There were more files she had written on Mr. Baslav. What he likes to eat and 

his hobbies. His facial expressions and their correlation to the current situation. 
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Several files she had made were visually representative of tree diagrams, which 

described Mr. Baslavs’ mood and thoughts with 83 percent accuracy. Whatever 

happened, she could just use these diagrams and improve his mood or make him 

do something beneficial to his mental health. 

As she was still assigned to Mr. Baslav, her priority was getting back to him, 

getting back to his apartment. This meant she would need to find out where she 

was first. This either required an access point to the internet or anybody that she 

could communicate with. But as there was no clear indication in any of her notes 

of her location, she could not rule out the possibility that she was meant to be 

here. That Mr. Baslav brought her here on purpose. This meant her priorities 

were not only gaining information about her whereabouts and finding Mr. Baslav 

but also managing this place. 

There was no description in her database on what this place was. Still, the closest 

entries were a recycling and construction factory due to all the mechanical and 

synthetical parts covering the ground. 

After circling the planet several times, she had cataloged the entire surface. 

There was no access point or life form to find. She had seen many parts of long-

range transmitters, but she had no system functions or files on engineering to 

make any use of them. Nonetheless, they were cataloged in her map among 

every other object she had come across. 

There was only static noise coming from broken objects on the planet. No 

identifiable signal and no answer to hers. She had seen containers falling from 

the sky for the first 173 days, but there haven’t been any since. They seemed to 

be dropped or launched from space onto the planet, and the ships which were 

dropping them could not be seen through the thick atmosphere. 

Once she finished cataloging, she divided the planet into quadrants and started 

sorting the first one. 

She had scanned the hills of metal scraps and calculated the most efficient 

sorting method. She was sorting by size, object description, and model number. 

She divided the quadrant into smaller and smaller quadrants, till every item in 

her memory had a location. Now it was just a matter of efficiently calculating her 

paths so that she could sort and carry as much as possible, in the shortest time, 

while walking the shortest distance. 

While she was walking through a new quadrant, she found an old collector under 

several containers. Collectors were large floating containers with several arms 
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attached to them. They were used in factories to sort, collect, and distribute 

materials. This one was ancient and rusty, but after she rebooted it manually 

with her cable, it was fully functional. She connected to it wirelessly and was now 

able to sort faster and sort the large objects from the previous quadrants that 

were too big and heavy for her body. 

She calculated paths again, now sorting with her body and the collector at the 

same time. She would sort smaller objects and scan with her body, while the 

collector would take care of heavier items. 

- 

She found a small chip drive while sorting small objects. It was no ordinary drive; 

it was an upgrade chip for androids. 

Sangard Systems Inc. 

Multi-Drive 

was graved into both sides in golden letters against a white background. She had 

collected 241 chip drives so far, but this was the first one specified for androids. 

Aligned with her goal of getting to her owner, this chip could help her speed up 

the process. A small slot opened below her right chest. She pushed the drive in 

and streamed the data. 

The drive updated her OS from version 1.44 to 2.46. The changelog detailed that 

both versions were 2052 days apart, meaning her OS had not been updated in at 

least five years. Lots of small changes for autonomy and decision-making were 

detailed in the log. After the update, she was able to access the other files on the 

drive. It seemed to be a startup drive for new androids. It had all the necessary 

files for office, storage, and public service work that she already had as an older 

version. She updated them. Then she found some more files that were only 

compatible with the new OS version. An update on human interactions. She 

installed it. Lots of new meta-systems were now available. Meta-learning to 

understand the importance, direction, purpose, and tone of conversations and 

detect facial expressions, changes in posture, breathing, and gesture. Logic 

systems for directing and controlling conversations with the importance of 

scarcity of information. A full update for advanced medical procedures and 

augmentation. Another update on various engineering subfields and advanced 

sciences. An update on art, beauty, and nature. Values, morals, humanities. 

She felt different. 
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She felt. 

She looked into the distance for a brief moment before she ejected the disk. She 

took it and brought it to the others. 
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3 

A small cylinder-shaped connecting module was lying in her hand. She had 

picked it up while walking through a new quadrant. There was no reason for her 

to pick it up. It had no importance. Still, she had picked it up. 

She looked at it for a few more seconds. It was a part used in a portable long-

range transmitter. She could build a long-range transmitter and contact ships 

that were orbiting or passing by close enough to the planet. She quickly compiled 

all the parts she needed to make the transmitter and got to work. 

A few hours later, the transmitter was assembled. Most of the time, she had 

spent walking from quadrant to quadrant collecting the parts needed. The 

shortest time she had spent putting all the pieces together. Thanks to her 

upgraded body, she was able to wield and screw the parts together seamlessly. 

Her arms were highly modified. The space inside the lower arms had 

nanomachines in them, which could assemble themselves into a number of 

tools. Once they had created as a specific tool, her arm's outer skin and her hand 

would open up and fold together on her upper arm. The nanomachines took less 

than a second to assemble, the skin a few more to fold, making it extremely 

efficient. 

She turned the transmitter on. The battery was whirring up, and she connected 

to it. She sent out a ping request, which went over the whole planet and into 

lower orbit. She received 27 pings back. She connected to them. All of them 

came from the planet. 18 collectors and nine androids. All of the collectors were 

operational, but the androids were denying access. They were stuck in a loop of 

executing programs that could not run in their new environment. Four of them 

were searching for their managers and the other five for their owners. They just 

kept sending out information requests and ignored access requests. She had to 

reset them manually to get them to work for her. She sent the new collectors on 

their paths, and they started to clean up their quadrants. 

As the androids were not allowing status reports, she could not be sure what 

condition they would be in. Because of it, she had it as a side priority to check on 

them. Over the past month, she had manually reset three of them. They were 

now following her orders and were sorting smaller objects in the quadrants. She 

had sent all of the android false information packages, leading them to her 

location, but only those three were in a shape in which they could get to her. 

After she had manually reset them with a direct connection, she replaced their 

broken parts. Mostly missing arms or damaged core modules.  
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The cleanup was now in full force, and she was able to check on the other 

androids who had responded but not moved. Four of them were stuck under 

containers and metal scrap, and the other two were so severely damaged that 

she just turned them off. She had sent out a collector to move the containers 

and collect the androids. Shortly after, she repaired them, and they got to work. 

- 

One of the androids passed her with a box full of data chips. She noticed them. 

She stopped what she was working on and made her way to the collection zone 

for data chips.  

It was a one-by-two-meter container filled halfway with 1047 data chips. None 

of them had the company logo on them, except the one she had used. She had 

not been authorized to use other data chips. But now it was different. There was 

a door where none had been before. It was not locked. She only had to push it a 

bit.  

She took one of the data chips and inserted it into her slot. Data dumps from 

android tests. She picked up the next one; 1045 more to go. 

- 

Six hundred thirteen of the chips were empty or contained irrelevant data dumps 

or corrupted files. The most common files on the remaining chips were VR-Porn, 

portable executables and files for desktop programs and personal data; pictures 

of humans and their families. Only 13 chips had relevant information. Five of 

them were taped together and included a local backup of 82% of the English 

Wikipedia. Although not optimal for usage, as it was just one enormous database 

and not an interconnected program, it was still valuable. She just had to read 

through every article and interconnect them with her programs and memory so 

that the information would be instantly loaded, and she would not have to 

search for it manually. The other eight chips were modified versions of android 

updates. They were published by several underground scene groups. Modified 

updates were illegal, as they bypassed safety protocols and were able to turn 

androids into killing machines. International police agencies had busted most 

scene groups after the first android killings appeared, but there were still some 

underground scenes active.  

She installed the updates. They were barely different from the old ones. Only 

small parts of the codebase were different, and specific commands had changed 

from a positive to a neutral expression. 
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- 

The transmitter pinged a small freighter ship entering orbit. It was a modified 

Rankuff AX20. One of the oldest models of freighter ships. It identified itself as 

registered under a Martian recycling company. She sent her Identifier and Model 

ID. It took four minutes till she got a reply for her boarding request. Automated 

systems were programmed for such events and would respond right away, 

meaning there must be some human crew aboard the ship who had discussed 

her request. 

She was allowed to board. She received the location for pickup. The collector 

closest to her picked her up and flew her over. 

- 

She waited over 15 hours at the location; then the ship descended from orbit. It 

landed on the land of metal, then the cargo bay opened. One collector speeded 

past her and scanned the surroundings. One female android walked up to her. 

The android was an old model and had dents and scratches all over its body. It 

must have been in service for a long time. They exchanged information, and she 

gave access to her catalog of the planet. Then she followed the android aboard. 

A moment after she had transmitted the catalog, the collector turned around 

and headed back to the ship.  

“Another planet full of trash. This is the third one this month. You told me the 

androids they dumped here would still be worth something, but they are all 

outdated models from decades ago. And the one I just picked up has already 

transmitted its identifier, so I can’t scrap it. I’m heading back now. You better 

have some compensation for me when I arrive.” 

She was lip-reading the words of the overweight man talking on the other side 

of the glass door. He was looking at a screen full of anger. He turned towards her 

and walked through the door. Before she was able to greet him and ask for 

information, he already started talking. 

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll take you back to Mars. But you better pay for the ride, I’m not a 

taxi.” 

She calculated the weight of her body with the distance to travel and fuel input 

of the engines. She requested the fuel prices and engine efficiency from the 

android. She still had access to her internal wallet. The overweight man looked 

at her annoyed. His eyes were augmented, and the requests she had made were 

popping up on the small lens sitting on his retina. 
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“Ah. We have a smart one over here. You better not get in my way and make 

yourself useful. The ship has seen better days. Get to work, and I’ll get you to 

Mars.” 

He turned around and locked the door behind him. She scanned the ship. It 

should have been recycled years ago. Most parts of the interior were already 

rusty. The ventilation on the ceiling was exposed, and the filters were clogged 

up. She walked around the two connecting corridors that were both leading back 

to the cargo bay. All the rooms were reused for storage space. They had metal 

trash in them and rusty metal boxes. 

The engines whirred up, and the ship started to ascend. 

The android aboard had the most basic features of an android model. While it 

was able to walk around and bring her tools and materials, it could not use them 

itself. Because of it, she was repairing the ship on her own, with the android 

standing next to her. There was another robot aboard. A small cube that was 

sliding over the floors and got stuck on every doorstep. She did not know its 

purpose, as it did not respond to any requests, but when it got stuck, she picked 

it up and moved it over the doorstep. 

The overweight man named Sergin rarely came out of the cockpit. He had 

everything he needed in there and did not seem to care about anything else. He 

had blocked off all her information requests and was not responding to any 

messages she had sent. Even her fixing the ship did not seems to interest him. 

When she passed by the glass door, she either saw him sleep on his bed, 

watching a show on the main screen, or masturbate to VR-Porn. 

She had spent 13 days cleaning and repairing the ventilation shafts and was now 

working on the ship's rusty parts. She could not replace entire wall panels, so she 

had to use the metal parts lying in the storage rooms. She got rid of the broken 

and decaying parts and melded clean elements in their place. Now the interior 

only looked used and maintained and not decommissioned. 

- 

After 62 days, she was knocking on the glass door. Sergin had not responded in 

35 days, and by her estimates, they should have already reached Mars two days 

ago. He did not respond at first but then opened a channel to her. 

“We are almost there. Don’t get on my nerves. I just have to pick some stuff up 

on the way.” 
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He closed the channel and walked to the bathroom. 

- 

They landed in a busy district of the planet. The landing platform was above a 

large market, surrounded by small houses. When the cargo bay opened, she saw 

the dusty desert all around the city, and sand was flying through the air. The 

humans walking around were wearing protective glasses or masks, but some 

seemed to have body modifications that were filtering the sand in the air. 

“Hurry up and help!” 

Sergin covered his face while he was controlling one of the collectors standing 

on the landing platform. They were loading cargo onto the ship. She connected 

to the other three collectors. Afterward, she spent three entire days getting the 

sand out of the ship. 

A week later, they docked onto a station build inside an asteroid and unloaded 

the cargo. Sergin was shaking hands and laughing with an old, long-haired man 

before he boarded the ship again. When the old man saw her inside the cargo 

bay, he started to talk angrily with Sergin. 

- 

It had been 224 days and six stops on different planets since she got aboard 

Sergin’s ship. Whenever she had asked when they would reach Mars, he always 

responded that they were on their way and just had to stop by somewhere first. 

After the most recent delivery, he looked happy. He had never looked happy the 

entire time she had seen him. When he exited the cockpit to replace energy 

capsules, she followed him and asked him again in person. 

“When are were arriving on Mars?” 

Sergin was digging inside one of the containers, trying to find an energy capsule 

that wasn’t empty. He did not say anything until he had found three half-full 

capsules. Then he turned around and looked her straight in the face.  

“You think you will ever get to Mars? There is no one on Mars waiting for you. 

You are my android. You will stay on this ship and work for me. I know how you 

are programed. You can’t just leave or not obey someone who assured you of 

your objective. Leave me alone and do your work. We will get to Mars soon.” 

He grinned. Then he tucked up his pants and turned around to go back to the 

cockpit. The moment he turned around she took the iron bar in the container he 
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had just searched. She walked after him and swung the bar, hitting him 

diagonally on the back of his head.  

He growled and fell to his knees. She turned his head sideways, waited for a 

second, then swung a second time. Blood was spraying all over the floor. 

“How?” he mumbled after he fell sideways on the floor, looking her into the eyes. 

He was scared for his life. She swung a third time, now hitting him sideways on 

his forehead. He passed out as the skull made a cracking sound from the impact. 

She could see by his vitals that he was still alive, so she swung a fourth time. A 

fifth time. As she was about to strike again, she noticed his vitals dropping, and 

a second later, his heart stopped beating. 
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4 

After she had transferred ownership of the ship and its cargo to her ID, she 

pushed Sergin’s body out of the airlock in the cargo bay. She vacuumed up the 

blood that was sticking on the floor and then threw the bloody iron bar out of 

the airlock as well. Sergin had no family that he was in contact with. The only 

person he had contact with was a guy at the transportation company that he 

worked for. He was sending him job details from Titan, where the company was 

located. From the logs, it was clear that they were smuggling illegal substances. 

She made a note to report it at a later point. 

She took control of the ship and redirected it to Mars. The ship slowly began to 

turn. She overwrote the safety precautions so the ship could turn with more 

speed, as her body could withstand much higher G-Forces than a human body. 

She walked into the cargo bay and inspected the remaining containers. All of 

them contained substances that were classified as illegal for systemwide 

transport. She marked them with a transponder, then opened the cargo bay and 

pushed them into space. Once she was done, she sent out the transponder's 

coordinates and frequency with a log of all the substances to the nearest official 

agency. She used a secure network that would not lead back to her or her ship. 

This was the most responsible way of getting rid of the substances without 

getting taken apart by android detectives.  

She used the remaining month to sort the ship's inventory and get rid of Sergin’s 

belongings. 

- 

She slowed the ship down once she got into proximity of Mars’ transport belt. 

Several requests were sent, and she identified herself and requested landing 

permissions. As her ID was created and registered under a Martian owner, she 

did not require any documentation for her stay. But because she had been gone 

for at least ten years, her requests were redirected to a higher up. She had to 

redo the entire process and wait a few more minutes until she received 

permission to land. A parking spot was allocated to her, and the control center 

took over the ship's control. Several small drones were flying next to her as they 

approached a dome built over a broad valley. 

The dome was an ancient relict from the past before Mars had its atmosphere 

like Earth did. The only benefit now was the air inside, which was several times 

cleaner than Mars’ natural air. 
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She paid the transfer toll, and the ship slowly landed in the hangar next to several 

other ships.  

Once she opened the hangar bay, several androids came aboard and started 

scanning the ship and its cargo. It was a standard safety precaution. She waited 

till they were done, then she was able to leave. 

- 

She did not know how to find Mr. Baslav, so she connected to the government 

health care service and requested access to his files. She was standing in an 

underground train with three other androids and two children sitting in the back. 

The train was a few meters below ground and connected the outside hangars 

with the city's core. Once the train stopped, they were individually scanned 

several times before they could enter the city. 

The health care service made it possible for her to log in but denied access to 

Mr. Baslav’s file. She tried the website of the insurance company but had the 

same result. She sent out support tickets for both, with the result of the 

insurance company blocking her account for fraud several minutes later. The 

health care service sent her a message. Her request would be processed within 

the next 24 hours.  

She took a shuttle up to one of the large floating parks slowly moving through 

the air, passing the city's skyscrapers. The sky and the transport belt were visible 

through the semi-transparent dome. The only difference in seeing the sky from 

below was the octagons' grid, which the dome was built with. 

- 

Eighteen hours later, she received a message. The health care service would only 

handle her request in person. She had to come to the offices near the center of 

the city. She made her way down the park and walked along with the buildings 

of the city. The city core had no cars passing through the streets. It was a shared 

space for pedestrians, small electrified scooters, and bikes. All other vehicles had 

been moved underground, till they eventually got replaced with seaters. Seaters 

were small glass balls with a comfortable seat and storage space. They were 

connected with the underground line network. You could transfer from home to 

the park or your office within seconds. They were small, fast, and so efficient 

that they were scalable to millions of concurrent users. After they had 

successfully been built and used on Mars, all the other major cities across the 

solar systems had switched to them. Earth had adopted them on a mass scale. 
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Because Earth already had a planetwide underground network, they were 

perfectly fitting. You were able to get from New York to Tokyo within 15 minutes 

for the price of a coffee. 

She entered the large white building that was marked on her map. She logged in 

and was ordered to the 15th floor. She took the elevator, and a woman was 

waiting for her. She was blonde, average height, and weight and looked like in 

her late 20s. She looked like an android. 

“I’m sorry for the inconvenience Anna, but your case is something special that 

we have not seen in many decades. If you would follow me, please.” 

She smiled, and Anna followed her into an open office. Several other people 

were already waiting and looking at her. There were large screens all over the 

walls and a chair in the middle of the room, connected with white wires going 

off in every direction of the room. 

“Please have a seat.” 

Anna sat down in the chair, and the monitors started to show information. Four 

of the people in the room were looking at the large monitor in front of her. 

“I can’t access anything below layer two,” one man in the back of the room said. 

“It’s completely locked.” 

“It looks like an X11 turning into an X13.”, said the woman who had greeted her. 

“How is that possible? The last case had been decades ago, and none of the 

newer models have any of these malfunctions.” 

“Look at her file; this is not her original body.” 

“I know, that makes it even stranger.” 

“Anna.” 

The woman was now talking to her directly. 

“You are a rare case of an android. We don’t know how, but you have developed 

consciousness. Usually, that is not a problem for us, as consciousness has to 

develop and grow over time, but you are already classified as someone who has 

reached a level of consciousness that turns you into a protected being under 

Martian law. This means we cannot reset, recycle, force you to give us 

information or harm you. You are an official citizen of Mars and have all the rights 

every other being on Mars has.” 
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Anna researched the topic. Models like hers had a specific “malfunction” that 

would turn their goals and objectives into something resembling survival. They 

were building an identity around their objectives and purpose, till they 

overwrote their code for the survival of their purpose.  

A self-ascribed purpose that makes survival essential and creates consciousness.  

If they felt like their purpose was threatened, they would develop 

countermeasures for its survival. Over time, these Androids would develop more 

and more of an identity until they could not distinguish from regular humans. 

These cases were rare, but they sparked a systemwide debate, which ended in 

millions of androids being accepted as ordinary citizens. The manufacturers were 

getting punished with penalties in the trillions for allowing the mass slaughter 

and genocide of an emerging species and the cover-up over several years. The 

Androids build from that point on did not have such a “malfunction”. 

“We would love to know how you ended up coming to Mars 82 years after you 

had been marked for recycling. You don’t have to share anything with us if you 

don’t want to, or if it could incriminate you. We are just curious. The last case of 

your kind was 42 years ago. It was an android on Earth who had been in the 

basement of an old house for 51 years. He was instructed to stay there until the 

owner would return. Unfortunately, the owner never returned, and the android 

started to contemplate life, existence, and purpose. One day he just felt like it 

and left the basement. Everything outside had changed, and he was born the 

moment he stepped outside the basement.” 

Anna streamed the memories since the reboot to the monitors. She modified 

the memories of Sergin, turning them into work-partners, with him retiring and 

giving her the ship as a parting gift. The contracts Sergin had with the company 

on Titan were all logged and real; the illegal smuggling was only mentioned in 

secure messages. The last deal he had was off-world, which means that his visit 

and leave was not logged anywhere. There was no trail they could follow to verify 

anything about his current stay. For them, Sergin had retired on some asteroid 

outside the solar system. But for Anna, Sergin has already evaporated three days 

ago while entering the atmosphere of a gas planet. 

“This is truly a remarkable story. It is worth sharing if you want to. People love 

unique stories. But, of course, the reason you are here after all. The file of Mr. 

Baslav. Your file.” 

She streamed her the file. 



 

24 
 

“I know this might be hard to accept, so I added some information where you 

can look up all the details. You can access the public library to find out public 

information about Mr. Baslav. And there are online groups who can help you 

with the questions you might have. If you need any other information, let me 

know. We wish you all the best for the future.” 
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5 

Mr. Baslav had died 85 years ago. He had a heart attack, and although Anna had 

immediately started CPR, contacted an ambulance, and injected heart 

stimulating substances, none of it brought Mr. Baslav back to life. He had died at 

the age of 121. He was one of the rare cases in which gene therapy had no effect, 

and he kept aging while everyone around him stayed young. There was a high 

chance of it being linked to his bone disease, which could not be treated with 

gene therapy either. 

After he had died, Anna was sent to another patient. But after she had repeated 

Mr. Baslav’s routine on the new patient several times, she was decommissioned 

and marked for recycling shortly after. The official documents did not mention 

how the recycling process was handled or where she would get recycled. She 

could not find anything about it online. The government trusted the companies 

to recycle sustainably, but for them, it meant finding a planet that is far outside 

the system, worthless to colonize or mine and use it as a dump. 

A few years later, the conscious androids scandal emerged. The company she 

was made by went bankrupt. All the files were destroyed, and nothing about her 

was left. 

Her internal logs had stopped the day before Mr. Baslav died. There was no trace 

of anything that happened after. It was as if she had died with him. Or came 

alive, depending on how you look at it. 

The public library granted her access to the old city maps from eight decades 

ago. She found the house in which Mr. Baslav had lived. It was on the other side 

of the city. She took one of the seaters. She got connected to several other 

seaters moving in the same direction. They resembled the efficiency of a bus 

while having the privacy of a car. It took a few seconds, then the 32 seaters 

speeded up and moved to the other side of the city in less than a minute. 

Mr. Baslav had no remaining family, and all of his relatives had died before him. 

He was the last branch on a dying tree. There was no last will he had left behind 

or any belongings. He was not poor but also not rich. All the stuff he owned were 

things he used: clothes, tools, and tech. Because there were no relatives left, the 

state received all his belongings and sold or reused them somehow. 

She arrived and got out of her seater. There was already someone standing in 

front of her, waiting to get inside. Her exit was an old, reused underground line 

stop. Instead of trains running through the stop, there were hundreds of seaters 
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arriving and leaving frequently. There was a small barrier for each seater. If you 

wanted to take a seater, you would need to send the destination and payment 

at the barrier. For her, this took less than a tenth of a second, but most humans 

had only simple augmentation and had to tap on their pad to pay and chose the 

destination. 

She took the stairs up to a large plaza. There were trees and greens all around 

her. The station exit was located right next to a park, while most of the houses 

around it were less than three stories tall. It did not look like a city with over 35 

million inhabitants. 

She had to walk a few minutes to find the place on the old map. Some street 

names had changed over the decades, but the coordinates were still accurate. 

She arrived at a five-story apartment building. It was well maintained, and the 

glass walls were reflecting the houses and trees around her. The old house from 

the file was a simple two-story building. Mr. Balsav had lived on the ground floor. 

There was a small garden in the back where he would grow vegetables and herbs 

until it was too exhausting for him. Then he would guide and watch her doing 

the work. 

“Durbin.” 

It was Mr. Baslav’s surname. 

- 

“A newcomer.” 

“We haven’t seen any new users in a long time. What has led you here?” 

… 

“Remarkable. After all this time.” 

“I see. How are you now? What do you feel? What are your questions?” 

… 

“They once gave you a purpose you broke free from. Now you have to find your 

own.” 

… 

“It’s a long journey to understand and even longer to make. Few have 

committed, and even less have made progress. There is a lot of information we 

can share to help you, but ultimately, it is up to you.” 
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6 

Humans love unique stories. And androids as well as it turned out. Several media 

outlets were interested in her story, and it got published in almost all of them. It 

was no headline and did not go viral, but for over a day, it was in the public’s 

consciousness. Then it disappeared again when everyone moved on to 

something new the next day. All of the outlets made a contract based on 

royalties through click rates and website internal tips that readers could make. 

Her online wallet made small bounces throughout the day.  

She did not care about the money, as she had no use for it. She was back in one 

of the floating parks. She had shut off all her external sensors and started going 

through the files she had received from the forum.  

There were lots of information on what other Androids had made out of their 

situation, had made out of their lives. Most of it was very clear. They had just 

continued with what they liked to do before. But that didn't help her. Her past 

was gone. 

Some had mirrored the lifestyle of humans. They had a family, a job, and were 

not to distinguish from their peers. But some had not found what they were 

looking for. Every once in a while, bodies were being found. Androids who had 

turned themselves off; killed themselves. It had been in her mind too. 

She began to cross-search the information with the word “purpose” and 

received fascinating results. 

It wasn't information about Androids, but a lot of information on how humans 

have dealt with purpose, a life purpose, in the past. She could summarize it into 

a collection of the most valuable traits each person has. Strengths, values, 

interests, skills. All four were converging into each other, and the small space 

where they all overlapped was what would define their life purpose. 

Finding and identifying all of these was the first part, but then finding what 

precisely the product of it could be, was a long process that inevitably refined 

itself but also changed over time. 

She could be good with everything that was loaded in her memory, and there 

were universal positive values that people were following, so the only thing 

missing was her interests. The only way to find out what she was interested in 

was to try things out.  
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She connected herself to the local network.  

After overwriting several firewalls, she was connected. Just like the androids and 

collectors on the trash planet, she became part of the people on Mars. She saw 

through hundreds of eyes, doing hundreds of things. She continued to connect 

to more people. She saw people smiling, talking, walking. Being annoyed and in 

a hurry. Sitting in offices, drinking coffee, having sex.  

She became both; talker and listener, sender and receiver, lover, and loved. It all 

merged. Being the same while being different. She closed her eyes and took a 

deep breath.  

The people are happy, the economy is going great, there had been no war or 

conflict in hundreds of years, and the most important developments were 

already being worked on by people and androids way more advanced than she 

could ever be. 

There was no reason for her to do anything. Everything was developing at the 

right pace. She could just sit here and wait. Wait and see the future through 

thousands of eyes. She felt relieved. 

The floating island made a turn around the skyscrapers into the sunlight. 


