Robotic Tears


	It sits in a computerized chair. Surrounded by computer towers and electrical wires, it absorbs energy and information. The world is nothing but ones and zeros. It only translates what needs to be translated. A black form with a dead-white face looks over its metallic creation.


	"Awaken, my child," a dark voice spoke to the automation. The light in its left eye began to glow. Its other eye was nothing but a hole with a golf ball sized, amber colored gem. Quickly, the gem was covered by a thick eyepatch. The one useable eye looked at its father.


	"What am I," an innocent, metal voice asked.


	"A gamma powered robotic humanoid."


	"What is my name?" Another naïve question.


	"I have named you Gamtron."


	The robot thought this over, then began to disconnect cords and wires from its body. "Who are you?" The form stopped helping the droid. The reflection in his dark sunglasses looked back at Gamtron.


	"Those that do, call me Zionus." He stood back as Gamtron finished unhooking itself. It got off the chair and tried to start walking. It took one step, then fell on its' knees. Grabbing a small table, it lifted itself up and took another step. Within seconds, Gamtron was walking around the room.


	"Father, I'm walking," it exclaimed. Zionus nodded in agreeance, the scowl on his face never changing. It continued to walk before it stopped in front of a mirror. It saw a dark brown, oval-shaped robotic head staring back. It touched the eyepatch. "What is this for?"


	"That," Zionus walked over to a computer. "Is to cover the Zionzium that is giving you power.


	"Is it dangerous?"


	"Very. Zionzium is a mixture of auric energy and concentrated lost souls."


	The robot nodded. The gears in its neck squeaked under its first use. Then, a young Asian woman walked in. She took one look at Gamtron, turned to Zionus and asked," This is what you've been working on for the last six months?"


	"It is. This is the ultimate in Hunter weaponry."


	She shifted her weight onto one foot and slammed her hands to her side in a disapproving stance. "Does this 'weaponry' have a name?"


	"I am Gamtron," it said to her with a courteous bow. She took a step back in surprise.


	"Wow. It has some manners." She looked over at Zionus. "Unlike someone I know."


	"Whatever," he growled. "If you are done mocking me." The lady stopped talking. "Thank you." He walked past her and motioned for Gamtron to follow him. They quickly walked down the hall to another room. Gamtron was looking in amazement at the hallway lights. Zionus put his hand face up on a control panel. There was a quick beep and a click. 


	"Why are you taking him to the armory," the young lady chimed in.


	"Because, Genia. If Gamtron is to aid us, it will need weapons and whatnot."





	Genia turned her head to the side. "Are you sure its safe to give it weapons. What if it goes nuts and tries to kill us?"


	"I assure you that will not happen. If the circuitry in it malfunctions, it will self-destruct."


	Genia looked over at Gamtron. It picked up a large, cannon-shaped gun. "I hope you're right." She turned and left. Stopping at the door, she looked back at Zionus. "Be careful with that thing, alright? I don't want to end up identifying you at the local morgue."


	Zionus shook his head. He then turned to Gamtron. The droid was holding a long sword that began to catch fire. "Father, this sword is burning," it said more with curiosity than fear.


	"It is, my child. That is the Fireblade." He ripped the sword out of its hands. "And it is a very delicate weapon." He put the blade back on the wall.


	"Will you teach me how to use it?"


	"In time, my child. But first, you must be outfitted for your first mission." He grabbed a small, handgun shaped weapon off a table. "This is an X-Blaster. You remember what it is for?"


	The robot stood in attention. "It is to stop any demon or supernatural enemy that tries to attack an innocent."


	"And what is an innocent?"


	"Any human child that is not evil."


	"Correct," he said, putting the gun in Gamtron's hand. Gamtron looked down at the gun, then back at him.


	"Is this mine?"


	"It is. Now, I need to go over a few 'pointers', as they say, about what we do..."


.   .   .


	The dark ally was quiet for this time of the night. Too quiet, Gamtron thought. The droid looked at the humans beside it. The cold air formed the Asian lady's breath. Zionus, it noted, did not have any breath smoke.


	"Why do you always have to eat ice in the middle of winter," the lady asked annoyingly.


	"It keeps me from being seen, Genia," came a deep voiced response.


	"Whatever. I just think it's weird."


	"Think it's weird," Gamtron reacted, sounding exactly like Genia. She looked at Gamtron in shock, then elbowed Zionus.


	"It's mocking me!"


	"I forgot to mention that Gamtron has voice duplication abilities." Genia glanced at him, still in a bit of shock.


	"It's still mocking me."


	"Gamtron is just trying to get adjusted to the outside world. Besides," He looked down at the street as a small group of people started chasing a young girl down the ally. "Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery." Zionus leapt off the roof of the building and landed in the alleyway below. Genia shook her head and followed him. Gamtron looked down at the two of them as they started to fight the gang, then joined them.


	Landing in the alley, Gamtron was suddenly hit in the back by a steel bar. Unfazed, it turned and looked at its attacker. The boy's face slowly made a horrified look. 


He then dropped the bar and ran in the other direction. The robot turned and looked at the rest of the fight. Zionus had just kicked one of the members in the stomach and finished the guy with an uppercut to the face. It saw Genia knock another member into an opened dumpster. It looked down at the girl. 


	"Are you well," it asked. The girl took one look at Gamtron, screamed, and hid behind an empty trashcan. The droid was confused with what just happened. It then saw a thug running towards it with medal chains. The thug swung the chains in a downward motion, and Gamtron caught the chains. It broke the chains with one slow, powerful crush. The thug let out a gasp, then tried to punch the robot. The sound of warm flesh hitting cold metal was echoed through the alley. The thug fell onto the ground, holding his hand in agony.


	Gamtron looked down at him the way a child looks at a wounded animal. It began to crouch to help it. The thug let out a scream of terror. "Stay away from me," he yelled. The droid took a step back, then tried to approach him again. "I said stay away," the thug yelled again, louder than before.


	"Gamtron, step down," Zionus ordered. It stepped away from the human and just noticed that the thug was the only gang member left in the alley. The Evil Hunter walked over and stepped on his neck. He gagged as he leaned down. "What where you doing chasing that woman?" He pointed to the young lady that Genia was holding. The thug continued to chock. 


	"Father, I think he might be able to talk if you took your foot off his throat." Gamtron said in observance. Zionus looked over at it.


	Genia looked up from the young girl she was trying to calm down. "I think Robby the Robot has a point." Zionus let out a small growl, then let his foot up.


	"Start talking," he said coldly. The thug stayed on the ground. He began to say all sorts of things at once. Gamtron heard a faint whisper almost out of human earshot. Its eye began to glow a bright orange as it scanned the back of the alley. He began to walk in the direction of the sound. The droid came to a small trashcan. Throwing the object aside, it found the gang member that had hit it earlier. 


	"What do you want from me," he yelled. 


	Genia looked in the direction of the sudden outburst. She saw Gamtron standing over a young man. "Gamtron, everything alright over there?" 


	"It is well. I have found another member of that group," came a metallic response. It picked up the member and dropped him next to his companion. The young man cowered away from the droid.


	"Now. Tell me what is going on," Zionus said, almost losing his patience. They both began to talk at the same time. "Quiet," he yelled, his voice echoing off the walls of the alley. The thugs stopped talking and looked up at Zionus in fear. He shook his head as he looked down at them. He then looked up at Genia. "Genia, escort the young lady home. Gamtron," he looked over at his creation. "Grab these two and we shall take them to the police." Gamtron bent over, grabbed them and threw each one over its shoulders. Genia walked off with the young girl while Zionus and Gamtron walked in the other direction with the gang members.


.   .   .


	It was morning. Genia was in the living room, reading the paper when Gamtron walked in. It looked out the window at the bright sunlight that shown in. "Hey, Tron. Your famous."


	Gamtron looked back at her. "How so?" Genia handed the droid the paper with the headline: ROBOT JOINS THE EVIL HUNTERS. It read the paper closely. "Does Father know about this," it asked with a bit of fear in its voice.


	"I think Z already knows. He did have a quote in there." She got up and pointed to the caption under a photo of him and Gamtron carrying the thugs from last night. 


	"The good citizens of New Tao do not need to fear Gamtron," the droid read out loud. It looked up at Genia. "Are people afraid of me?"


	"Well," she looked off in the distance. "Its not everyday that humanity sees a robot walking the streets." She patted Gamtron on the shoulder. "I tell you what. I'll take you out and let you get familiar with people and show them that you're not a real threat."


	"Just be careful," a voice from behind her said. She jumped it fright, then turned around and lightly punched Zionus in the chest.


	"Don't do that," she scolded. "You know how much I hate that!"


	"Whatever." He looked at Gamtron. "For safety reasons, I would not suggest taking any weapons. Understood?" Gamtron nodded. "There are a lot of thick-headed human children that would never believe that you were created for good."


	"Yes, Father. I will be good," a child-like robotic voice said to him.





	Genia was leading Gamtron down one of the busiest streets in New Tao. Every person took a step back from where they were. A few kids ran up to the droid, but were quickly taken away by their mothers. Gamtron was too busy looking at the buildings to notice anything else.


	"That robot is gonna kill us all," a yell from the crowd emerged. Genia spun around and peered into the crowd. She quickly saw that some people were grabbing objects they found on the ground and throwing them at Gamtron. The objects bounced off the metallic shell. Soon, people walked up and tried to punch Gamtron, but walked away with bleeding fists.


	"Gamtron! Get outta here," Genia yelled as she shoved the droid down an alley. Gamtron nodded and began to walk down the alley. Genia tried to hold the citizens back. "RUN," she screamed as a few of the people slipped past her. The gears in its legs began to spin rapidly as it began running down the ally. It ran this way and that, jumping over trashcans and ducking under fallen fire escapes. The noises and yells of the citizens were growing fainter and fainter, but Gamtron kept running.


	Sometime later, Gamtron stopped. It looked around and saw a lot of humans living in large, cardboard boxes. Scanning the scene, it knew that it was lost. If it was human, it would be scared. But emotions do not come to robots. 


	"My, look at you," a voice behind it cooed. Gamtron turned to look at an old lady standing beside one of the large boxes. She walked over and stopped in front of it. "You're a sprite young lad, aren't you?"


	"Miss," it said, the voice echoing across metal. "I am not human."


	"And I'm Ivana Trump," she laughed.


	"You are," it questioned naively.


	"It was a joke, son," she said as she grabbed its hand. "You don't need to take things so seriously." She pulled the robot into her 'house'. "Now, come on. We need to get some better clothes on you."


.   .   .


	Zionus looked at Genia from his seat at his desk. Sitting back, he began to rub the bridge of his nose. "You told Gamtron to run and then you lost it," he asked, sounding like he was about to lose his temper. Genia slowly nodded.


	"I was afraid that they were going to try and kill it," she muttered.


	"Get Gamtron back." He stood up and leaned over his desk. "The robot has set Ziotech Industries back a few thousand dollars. I do not think it would look good on my four-oh-one-kay." He sat back down. Genia started to examine her nails.


	"You want me to take a tracker," she said fearfully.


	Zionus sat back in his chair. "Yes. And be quick. If news got out that there was a thirteen thousand dollar droid lost in New Tao, there will be a major mess on our hands. Understood?" 


	Genia nodded and left. Walking down the hall, she stepped into the monitor room and grabbed a tracker off the console. She typed in Gamtron's name and waited for it to load into the device. A bing was heard when the loading was complete and a location was on the little screen. "I'm coming, Gamtron. Just hold on."





	Gamtron stood next to a dumpster. "You hungry, lad," a yell came from the dumpster. 


	"I do not hunger," it said as it looked around. Soon, the old lady popped out of the dumpster. "Did you find anything, Miss Wilson?"


	"No. Nothin' good anyway." She stepped out. Gamtron helped her to the ground. It heard a noise in the distance, but ignored it. "What's the matter?"


	"Nothing," it uttered. Miss Wilson shook her head.


	"You're different than the other kids, Gammy. You remind me so much of my son."


	"Who is your son?"


	"His name is Mark Wilson." She reached into her coat and pulled out an old picture. It looked like Zionus, but the face was full of color. The eyes, full of hope. "He would be about…" She looked into the night air. "Seventeen now. He was my pride and joy, but I gave him away for drugs and money. I know he's safe living with his dad."


	"That looks almost like my Father," Gamtron said, pointing at the photo. 


	She looked up at him. "Who's you're dad?"


	"Zionus," it said proudly. Miss Wilson stepped back.


	"The Evil Hunter?"


	"The same."


	She thought this over. "Maybe he's my son. It would be good to see that boy again."


	"He is not like the photo." It looked into Miss Wilson's eyes. "His face is pale and his eyes are covered by sunglasses."


	Suddenly, the dark alley was filled with the gang that Gamtron fought last night. They quickly grabbed Miss Wilson and put a gun to her chest. Pulling the trigger, they shot her in the chest.


	Gamtron ran up and caught her before she hit the ground. It sat with her in its arms. The old lady's face was growing white. It stroked its cold, metal fingers across her skin. She let out one last breath, and then was gone. For one brief moment in time, nothing was real. It held her. And then the impossible happened. 


	One single tear fell from the eyepatch and, slowly, made its way from Gamtron's face to the pale cheek of Marina. The rain lightly began to fall on them. The other eye closed, then shot back open. The fire red glow of the eye was staring clear at the murderers. It slowly put her on the ground, then drew its gun and aimed it at them. They began to run from the droid.


	"There will be no escape," a cold voice boomed as Gamtron shot a metal balcony that fell and blocked their path. The gang skidded to a stop and turned to face the glowing eye of the now angered robot. It pulled out another, much larger gun and aimed it at one of the members. "Pray to your God," it said with no sigh of mercy.


	"Gamtron. NO," a familiar voice screamed as she ran up to it. Genia grabbed the gun and began to fight for it. A shot flew into the air. Genia pulled the gun from the droid. "Gamtron, Z programmed you not to kill any humans." It looked down at Marina, who now was past medical help. It walked over to the dead body.


	"They took her life. They deserve to DIE," it bellowed. The gang was kneeling in front of Genia, begging her for mercy. It picked the old lady up and began to carry her out of the alley.


	"Gamtron," Genia pleaded after it. "Don't do anything stupid." Gamtron left the alley. It was suddenly surrounded by onlookers and bystanders. It wasn't paying attention. It didn't care. The only human to ever show it kindness. The only human that ever cared for it, was dead. It began to walk down the crowded street. Police officers began to walk up and tell the droid to stop, but it didn't listen. Soon, it came upon a cemetery. It shoved open the gates and continued down one of the many paths. It came to an empty plot. Gamtron placed her inside the hole. Then, it grabbed a nearby shovel and covered the body with wet soil.


	It stood there, looking down at the gravesite. A black figure soon floated behind it. A white hand rested itself on Gamtron's shoulder. "Do you want to say a few words," a familiar voice softly said to it. It looked over at the human who said this, and found Zionus looking back at it.


	"What do you mean?"


	"At a funeral, it is custom to say something about the departed." Gamtron nodded, understanding what its father was saying. It looked back down. The pile of dirt was slowly melting into the earth.


	"Marina Wilson was a kind-hearted human that did not deserve the fate she was given." It looked up into the night. "She will certainly be missed. Thank you, Ms. Wilson. For helping me find what I needed." Zionus patted it on the back.


	"That was touching," he said before turning and leaving. He stopped, then looked back at the droid. "Are you going to stay a little while longer?"


	The metal in its neck creaked as it nodded. He also nodded and left it alone.


.   .   .


	Gamtron entered the station, soaking wet. Genia came up to it and began to dry it off. "Zionus is in your room, waiting for you." Gamtron just looked at her, then walked into the elevator. Getting off at the third floor, it slowly walked to its room. Opening the door, the droid found Zionus sitting at a workbench, looking at an old picture of a young girl. He looked up and gestured it to sit down.


	"I know what you are feeling," he said as Gamtron leaned back in its chair. "You feel pain, anger, rage."


	"But why father," it asked.


	"I...have often asked that question myself millions of times." He looked off into the distance. "I still do not have an answer." Zionus hooked a few lines up to its head. "But, you must never forget who she was to you."


	"Why," it asked as the information began to fill in and his eye was slowly losing light.


	"Because it will keep you fighting." Zionus looked down and saw the light gone from Gamtron's eye. "Goodnight, my child," he muttered before he got up and left.


