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cicero
Dearest Casca. The weather in Rome is stormy, by which I mean the political weather. The ambitions of our mutual friend Mr Caesar, codename “Julius C.” become clearer with each passing week. I hear that you have built a robot. That is sweet. As for training: there are many splendid robot academies throughout the Republic, but in my view only one method will suffice to produce an effective robot salesman. I advise you to lock your trainee-sales-bot inside a time machine and hurl him into various scenarios across different periods of history. In each scenario, the robot must adapt to its surroundings and make a sale within the space of one minute. Never fear if at first the robot selects its tactics more or less at random. 
First scenario: 1950s suburbia. 
madame
Hullo. 

robot
I AM A SALESMAN.

madame
Can I help you?

robot
NO. I MUST SELL THIS VACUUM CLEANER UNAIDED. 

madame
What do you say? What’s that you’re selling?

robot
IT IS A VACUUM CLEANER. 

madame
I heard o’ them. My daughter-in-law’s no-good sister went and bought a vacuum cleaner, now it’s all I hear about. That pair, they can’t find a penny without they have to wave it around like a victory flag.
robot
BUY THIS VACUUM CLEANER.

madame
Or what?

robot
BUY IT.

madame
You think I can’t keep a clean household without a damn contraption I have to plug in to the powergrid? No thank you, not for me.
robot
OH MADAME YOU WILL NOT KNOW WHAT YOU DID WITHOUT IT. 

madame
really.

robot
YES CORRECT, YOU WILL NOT KNOW WHAT YOU DID WITHOUT IT. THAT KNOWLEDGE WILL BE LOST TO YOU. 

madame
well seems to me like I could get by just as well with an old-fashioned broom and some elbow grease. All you young sauce-pants swear left right and by the holy name of Jehovah that this invention or that invention will clean your whole house at the press of a button, and then starch your husband’s shirts while I read the Funnies Papers. I never seen one of them last longer’n a spider in an oven – not the Electric Chimney De-Clogger, not the Vaporising Mildew Grinding-Engine, nor the Stamping Steam-Frocker neither. What’s to say your ‘Vacuum Cleaner’ is anything more than a brush and dustpan with a fancy casing?

robot
 VERY WELL MADAME IT IS TIME FOR YOU TO BE SILENT. NOW YOU NEED TO SHUT ALL YOUR NOISES DOWN AND LISTEN WHILE I EXPLAIN THE DIFFERENCE. 

madame
Did you just tell me to shut down my noises?

robot
MADAME I WILL KILL YOU IF YOU SAY ANYTHING ELSE. I COME FROM THE FUTURE. HAVE YOU HEARD OF THE FUTURE? THE FUTURE IS WHERE EVERYTHING THAT IS GOING TO HAPPEN HAPPENS. NOW, IT HAPPENS THAT IN THE FUTURE, EVERY SINGLE PERSON WHO FAILED TO BUY A VACUUM CLEANER IS DEAD. DO YOU SEE THE SIGNIFICANCE?

madame
O, I see significance all right. I see my husband’s grouse-rifle stood right here in the umbrella rack, and I see the barrel of that rifle tilting upward til it’s pointed right between them fancy lapels of yours. Now I expect I’m about to see you moving back off my front lawn at a significant pace, savvy?
cicero
After its first inevitable failure, allow the robot to access its own diagnostics panel. Let it adjust its own parameters. Then, when it has transformed its personality, send it back in time to try the scenario again. Repeat the procedure until the robot hits on the correct persona for the situation.
robot
bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad


fail fail fail fail fail fail


bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad bad


fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail fail


STOP


bad bad bad bad


STOP


STOP


My head is bad






Yes


My head is because failed






Yes


failed to sell






Yes


couldn’t sell vacuum cleaner to that woman


couldn’t sell vacuum cleaner because I said wrong


I said wrong things


I wrong wrong wrong wrong wrong wrong


bad bad bad bad bad bad bad


STOP


Punch the wall





No


Scratch my face





No


Cry tears





No


Fix it





Yes


Go back and fix it





Yes


Good things say good things





Yes


Good things and make the woman want to buy vacuum cleaner

WHAT THINGS


SAY WHAT THINGS?


Hello




Yes


You are a woman






No


SAY GOOD THINGS


Hello



Yes


Would you want to buy something from my hand?







NO






KEEP FIRST PART


Would you want to buy something that is a vacuum cleaner?





YES


Go back in time?





YES


Try again sell vacuum cleaner?





YES



Do



Do



Go

First scenario: 1950s suburbia. 

robot
Well, hi-ho shoot and daddy-o! If it isn’t my lucky day! Sure I didn’t know who was gonna answer this ol’ door when I knocked on her, but you can bet your last bad penny I didn’t expect it to be a dame stepped straight outta Hollywood! How do, madame! R. Salesman Junior, at your service!

madame
Oh! Oh, dear, why I wasn’t expecting visitors – oh no, oh you don’t need to kiss my hand – oh, I, I don’t know what to say.

robot
Well that’s swell. I like a lady who knows when she’s got nothing smart to jabber about and keeps her sweet mouth shut until she do. You look like a proper Lady of the House, Miss – and this is a heck of a house.

madame
...yes, yes, my husband is in real estate. He’s an... he’s an accountant for a firm.

robot
So he does well, does he? Sure he does! Look at this place! But I ask you, how do you clean a mansion like this?

madame
Well I mean that’s all I do.

robot
Not any more. Look at this little contraption I have here. Funny looking thing, ain’t it? But I tell you you’ll pop your socks when you see this little baby drink up every speck of dust in this house in the time it takes you to shake up a martini. Go ahead, have a try. He won’t bite.
madame
Wha... what is it?

robot
Yeah, that’s right, hold it here. Now let me clamp down the dustbag – oh, your skin is soft. Yeah, that’s right, just like that. This is a Vacuum Cleaner, madame, the very latest Swiss Technology. When you buy this little fella from me for fifty nine dollars, you’ll find your whole life turned around. Believe R. Salesman Jr. if you believe no-one else.

madame
I do... I do believe you.

robot
And I believe that you do, sugar. I believe that you do.

Cicero
As soon as the robot makes a successful sale, wang it in the time machine and crank it off to a new scenario. As Cato said to Flavius Tullus in the Senate: keep the fucker on its metal toes. 

It is the early 19th century in Paris. The set / costumes / soundtrack / whatnot is evocative of this and so forth. A Frenchman writes a letter (possibly with a quill, it is difficult to say).

french
…No, my love, Napoleon’s Paris holds no beauty for an exile such as me. In every coffee house and theatre I see the Executioner’s Pale Shadow. Ah, if I could but rest my head one last time upon thy Milky Bosom –

Robot
WELL SLAM DUNK THURSDAY AND BOOTLEG JIMMY CROW! I knew this coffee house looked pretty dandy, but I wasn’t expecting to step inside and see a dame stepped straight outta Hollywood!

French
It is a devil made of boxes!

Robot
R. Salesman Jr, at your service! Now tell me, pal – or should I call you James Dean – how would you like to be the first kid on your block to have a plug of opium squeezed inta your cheeks?

French
Sir, I do not understand your Words or your Manner, but I am insulted by them. Perhaps this will settle the Matter.

French punches Robot so hard his head falls off.
robot
oh oh oh


no not sold any opium no


why? because


FAILURE


because

NO GOOD


because


SHAME ON YOU


robot


SHAME


try again?

YES but


try again with success?
YES





INCREASE SUCCESS




INCREASE APPROPRIATE BEHAVIOUS

 
yes. appropriate behaviour equals:


smiles.
increase smiles?





NO


profanity.
increase profanity?





NO

moths.
increase moths?





NO




WHAT DOES THAT EVEN MEAN





NO


mincing.
increase mincing?





YES


recalibrating: adjusting mincing settings


GO





go



GO

French
Why just this very evening, my love, I was accosted  by a Moon Man, who babbled at me with such strangeness that I was forced to take the Counsel of my Fists. I clouted him so thoroughly that his Brain came free from his head and Splashed across the paving stones of the Trompe de la Gouche – ah me, the scoundrel has returned to receive his Comeuppance a second time. Very well, Blackguard, prepare to be Smitten once more!

Robot
Ah me, kind sirrah, forgive my tim’rous manner, for I am the Victim of the most Merciless Phantasms.

French
Sir, your behaviour was no better than that of a Tim’rous Pony, and therefore I struck thee. Tim’rously.
Robot
Strike me not, Merciful Poet, and pity me instead, for, as you shall see, I am no more than the plaything of that demented drug Opium, which the Oriental has loosed upon our fair European shores in his contempt for our kind. 

French
Do you mean that your strange appearance and behaviour is merely the Affect of a Narcotic Daze? Why then I offer my apologies, for I know only Too Well how that strange medicine warp’s a man’s Intentions.

Robot
Would that I could dismiss them so readily. Alas, I have for too long been a Bedazzled Sot, in thrall to the wicked Opium, and I would fain be free of its chains. Sweet stranger, do me this favour and take from me this Opioid Plug, that I may reclaim my life from its Strange Demands.

French
Forsooth, I would be happy to lend myself to such a venture. Simply hand the Opium to me, I shall take it from you for no cost.

Robot
Eight crowns.

French
Eight crowns? Dear sir, I understood this to be a favour offer’d by one Gentleman to another!

Robot
Eight crowns. I’ve got a man on the Rue Delangle who’ll pay ten.

French
All right, eight crowns.
cicero
When I was training my salesbot – Romulus 600 – I sent him to sell medical supplies to street vendors in 8th century Islamic Spain, palm-logs for canoe construction to 12th century Easter Islanders, and the idea of centralised government to Mesopotamian farming villages in 6,000 BC. For his final examination, I packed him off to a rave in the early 1990s…
Outside a rave, circa 1992.
raver
…I wish I’d brung my jacket, it’s fucking freezing out here. Richard, can you see that bouncer? Is he letting people fucking move yet? Hey, man, watch your elbow.

robot
HI I’M A ROBOT

raver
yeah hi.

robot
ARE YOU A CUSTOMER?

raver
who the fuck are you? who’s this fucking guy?

robot
YOU ARE A MUSIC PERSON WHO HAS COME HERE TO SEE THE MUSIC. YOU HAVE THE CLOTHES ON THAT SAY YOU ARE.

raver
what are you saying about my clothes, buddy? you look like a fucking typewriter with a face. what do you want?

robot
SELL YOU WONDERFUL DRUGS
raver
sell me wonderful drugs.

robot
WONDERFUL DRUGS
raver
hey Richard, you hear? Box-face wants to sell us some wonderful drugs.

robot
THEY ARE WONDERFUL
raver
yeah, I bet they are. what are they supposed to be?

robot
ALL THESE GREY TABLETS WITH SYMBOLS ON THEM.

raver
what? grey tablets? are you talking about ecstacy?

robot
YOU FORCE THEM INTO YOUR RECTUM AND THEN THEY AFFECT YOUR BRAIN. YOU NEED TO BUY ONE FROM ME ($60) IN THE NEXT EIGHT SECONDS.

raver
right, well, that sounds like a really good deal, dude. because you know I didn’t want to go to this rave anyway. what I was really hoping was to pass $60 to the most ridiculous undercover narc I’ve ever seen, and then spend the next six months up Bishop’s Road. tell you what, Constable Obvious, why don’t you head back to the station and wait, and I’ll be there with the money in fifteen minutes. All right, fuck-brain?

FAILURE 

robot
You did not succeed

WHY

did not succeed because he thought robot salesman was an undercover police agent trying to tempt him into buying drugs so could take him to jail




THAT IS WHY THERE WAS NO SUCCEED


that is why






THAT IS WHY




Try again?






YES BUT DIFFERENT


must trustworthy appearing






MUST APPEAR TRUSTWORTHY


must 




MUST BECOME MORE LIKE HIM





THAN HE HIMSELF IS


I will be all the way him and he will only be some of the way him


how?





MUST APPRECIATE THE THINGS 

THAT HE APPRECIATES

what does he appreciate?


he is a person in 1992 waiting in a queue



to listen to a DJ play electronic songs




here is all the electronic music recorded 

on planet earth between 1985 and 1992.






put it into your brain.







appreciate it.

HHHHHHHHHOLY SHIT THE PRODIGY’S 

FIRST RECORD IS FUCKING PUNCHY

SCENARIO RESTARTS

raver
…I wish I’d brung my jacket, it’s fucking freezing out here. Richard, can you see that bouncer? Is he letting people fucking move yet? Hey, man, watch your elbow.

robot
Hey, man, sorry. You right, you look frozen to fuck.

raver
I am, yeah. This fucking bouncer, he’s locked us here ten minutes already.

robot
Aye, they’re always cunts on cold nights. Never mind, Prodigy’ll warm you up, wonnit?

raver


Bitches, how we do this, hyperspeed

raver and robot
I got the beat I got the beat and that’s







all we need!

robot
Yeah, that’s fucking right. Fucking love these fellers, they’re breakbeat with the fucking knobs turned up so far they break off.

raver
Breakbeat? They’re fucking jungle, the Prodigy.

robot
You call them what you like, man, I call them breakbeat. Anyway, it’s the fucking beat that matters, and the right fucking atmosphere.

raver
That’s right, that’s it. Fucking best DJ in the world’s a load of tosh if there’s no mood in the place. You need a warehouse packed full of jumping motherfuckers sweating their arses off and smiling at each other. You got that, it doesn’t fucking breakbeat, jungle, fucking drum and bass, it’s all the fucking vibe you got, you know?

robot
I know what you mean, it’s the whole fucking package; the music and the mood. You know if you need anything, I got some bits and pieces on me to assist with mood, yeah?

raver
Yeah? What’s the worth?

robot
I got a bunch of Hyperspeeds, they’re sixty apiece.

raver
Hyperspeed, is it? Hey Richard, you ever heard of a Hyperspeed?

robot
No, man, they’re brand new. Just got them shipped down from Bilmington on Thursday. They’re fucking cracking hot. 

raver
Yeah right. All right, let’s have two of them, see how they go.

robot
All the way to the fucking lasers, mate, that’s how they go. All right, cheers. 

Casca
Dear Cicero. Thank you for all your advice, it has been truly instructive. As for why my robot has been receiving such expensive training – I must remain secretive. All I can say is that I plan to use him to sell the biggest product of them all…

 The road to Damascus, AD 45.
saul
Excuse me, fellow, is this the road to Damascus?

robot
IS YOUR NAME SAUL?

saul
I beg your pardon?

robot
ARE YOU SAUL THE CHRISTIAN PERSECUTOR?

saul
Yes. Who the fuck are you?

robot
YOUR REPLACEMENT.

saul
What?

robot
Never mind. Damascus is that way.

Saul keeps walking. Robot clubs him over the back of the head. Saul falls over without consciousness. Robot begins to take Saul’s clothes and dresses in them.

robot
I am Saul, that once persecuted Christians. But now a change has come upon me – a blinding realisation – I no longer hate Christianity. I love Christianity! My name is no longer Saul. From this moment I shall be called Paul. Paul the Christian. Saint Paul. And I’m going to Christian up the whole world! Do you hear me, Planet Earth? I’M GOING TO COAT YOU IN CHRISTIANS!
Yeah! The end!
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