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Once upon a time,
everyone who had the money used cars to get to where they wanted to
go.

Unfortunately, not enough people took into consideration all of
the complaints from environmentalists who felt people cared more
about comfort than the world around them. Hybrid cars, ones that
ran on electricity, were too expensive for most people to afford in
a time when pretty much the entire world was in a recession of
sorts.

The complaints didn't stop in quite a few countries, and the
public transport companies, along with the desperate politicians
who wanted to stay in their positions, gave into the people
complaining loudly. Cars became banned in this country.

People fought it, of course. It was a long arduous battle, with
a lot of views clashing and being recorded on the news and other
politicians fighting it. "This is ridiculous, people need cars, how
will they get to work… "

The list went on and on, but it was useless once the politicians
in power agreed. They didn't have to worry, after all. They lived
right where they worked. I think everyone was astonished that they
didn't bow to the lobbyists.

People out west eventually gave up their normal lifestyle, but
they put up one heck of a fight. Eventually though, people either
gave in or left the country. They weren't going to tolerate the
government regulating something as simple as driving to work, and
well, they were already tired of government regulations being too
strong with other things. So they left.

Trains were made that connected people everywhere, but thanks to
the unions for the trains, it was a lot harder for new people to
just get a job with them. People didn't think ahead. The thousands
of people that lost their jobs because they couldn't work in the
car factories, the thousands of mechanics and car wash places, the
thousands of traffic patrol people… not to mention what we did to
car companies in other countries because they couldn't export cars
here anymore.

So if you didn't leave, you stayed in a country where the
economy really dropped. Needless to say, thanks to all the red
tape, any regulation to bring back cars was held back too long.

It didn't help that so many people left or were jobless—jobless
not only because of the crappy economy, but also because they
thought certain work was "beneath" them. They wouldn't work
cleaning the streets or stocking shelves or helping farmers.
Businesses, caring more about money than common sense, developed
the droids.

Actually, that's not the proper word. That's just what we call
them. They were made with the perfect AI, but the people were smart
enough to make sure they had no violent programming at all. The
perfect worker, the perfect servant—if you could afford it, of
course. Some were sold in vending machines, others in stores. It
was hard to tell who was a droid and who wasn't, but really, none
of that mattered anymore. Everyone was suffering because of the
greed of people. People were poorer than ever—well, according to
taxes and the like. Under the table workers still existed, of
course, and people who obtained their money illegally still existed
though.

I forced my bitter thoughts about my current world from my mind.
I had just gotten out of yet another ineffective day at work
because of idiots, and I knew that it wouldn't be any good to be
upset. Common sense was rare at the job, though I really didn't
think it'd be this bad.

The only good thing about these trains was that you didn't have
to focus on the road or anything. You could read, relax, listen to
your music and get lost in dark thoughts as I had just done…

A hand touched my shoulder and I turned. "Hey."

My best and oldest friend stood there, looking tired. "Hey. You
okay?"

I shrugged, "Best that I can be."

"Proposal didn't go through, huh?" He adjusted his backpack and
gave me a sideways look, "It's not your fault that people are
idiots."

Loud shouting and laughter behind us made us both glance over. A
bunch of drunks. Great, just great… "I know. It's still annoying as
hell though."

He laughed, "Yeah, I know that." He said something else but it
was lost in the loud sounds of the train arriving at our station.
We both boarded, the drunks going in at the other end of the car.
We sat down.

"How's your wife?" I asked him, trying to seem interested.

"She's all right. Still pissed off about that stuff with her
family."

We chatted for a bit about normal boring stuff, trying to ignore
the other people on the train. Since it was a late one, a lot of
homeless and drunk people were on it. And a few other folks that
had just gotten out of work, or had been out.

Finally, my stop was next.

    “Hey.”

    I looked over.

    “If they don’t want to listen and you’re
desperate, you do have your last resort.”

    I just shook my head.

    “Really? Not even an option? Cause honestly, I
wouldn’t mind. Hell, look around, I mean really look, no idealism
or hope, and you’ll see.”

    “There’s always hope,” I said quietly.

He gripped my arm. “People need us to do something, even if they
don’t realize we’re right.”   

    “Not everything is a war.”

    “No, but some things are. And the sooner you
accept that, the better.”

I shook him off and got off the train, walked down the steps off
the station.

The train I had just left rumbled overhead, my friend on it.

I stepped over the guy sleeping on the ground next to the
station’s elevator and adjusted my schoolbag before walking. I
ignored the couple and their moans in the darkened abandoned
storefront I passed, made easier by the other train making the
streetlights flicker. I wished I could pull on my headphones, but I
wasn’t about to have another fight for my music player with some
dick that thought it’d be funny to try and steal from someone who
actually works.

I gritted my teeth as I passed the vending machines, ignored the
two people next to the machines with track marks all over their
arms. One arm wasn’t flesh and blood, but that didn’t stop me from
feeling bad. The perfect AI, but to be reduced to this state… it
didn’t matter that they couldn’t be violent. They were damned to be
like their creators and honestly, I really can’t think of anything
those poor machines did to deserve such a fate.

It took a while for them to get here, to this crappy little
neighborhood, but it always had been a place for distasteful things
to get done. I had never left because it was near train stations
and I had been raised around here. It just felt right to stay,
despite how screwed up it was.

Another train overhead. More flickering streetlights. I
continued walking, the people across the street lining up for a
meal at the shelter. They never have enough to feed all the people
that go there, even though they try their best.

There was the charter school. It’s a dying breed, education
that’s not from a business, religion or government—people usually
fall into groups that are scarily religious, all about big
business, or all about defending anything the country does.

My uncle used to tell me there was a saying… “My country wrong
or right is like saying my mother, drunk or sober.” It means there
are times you’ve got to take a stand against things folks in
authority might not want you to take a stand against.

The businesses handle those folks though. They have bread and
circuses, entertainment and pleasures, and people don’t look past
that. And if they do protest anything, chances are it’s usually a
religious reason instead of a common sense reason, so people scoff
and it just goes from there.

Another train passes and I reach the place where I’m staying. I
open the door and walk upstairs, ignoring the people downstairs.
I’m lucky in the fact I have enough cash to keep a room to myself.
The only good thing about the droids might be the fact they might
make people stop having so many damn kids.

Then again, most folks have them just to benefit off the system.
Government checks and food… is it any wonder I hate them for taking
the easy way out when I work my ass off every day?

Bastards.

I sat on my bed, trying to focus, trying to relax my thoughts.
Some things nobody can control. I can’t control other people. I
can’t control the fact I was born in this crappy time. The people
before us had been fools, had paved the way to our current
hell.

Cliches had a point. The way to hell really was paved with good
intentions.

“If they don’t want to listen and you’re desperate, you do have
your last resort.”

I looked through my window. Graffiti, people outside using drugs
and prostituting themselves… greed and being poor, a world
corrupted, dreams lost…

Another train passed, but by then my thoughts were
collected.

He was right.

This world did stink.

    “People need us to do something, even if they
don’t realize we’re right.”

I sighed and picked up my phone, hit a button and soon heard a
voice. “Hello?”

“Invalids culture distasteful circles,” I said softly.

“How may we help you, President—”

“Activate Project Brand.”

Silence for a second before the being on the other end simply
stated, “Voice sequence accepted, command accepted. Project Brand
activation in three… two… ”

I didn’t hear the last words, and I didn’t hear the weapons that
would destroy this cesspool of a world.

All I heard was the rumble of the train outside.
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