Group 5

It was the fated day. The day when Charity will meet me, | already knew that everything will go
smoothly without Milton’s obstruction.

Knock. Knock. | opened the automatic door for her.

She entered. She had ginger hair, a height over 175 centimetres, an 1Q of 114, a very young child
and she was 23 years-old and of Spanish descent so she didn’t speak well English and had a very
heavy Spanish accent that made communication difficult for most people. Everything that Milton
didn’t like, but she had the perfect personality, they were compatible, extremely so.

When she put a foot through the door, she smiled and said: “Hello ? Is there someone ? [ was
invited here”

My valves started letting out some steaming, some errors appeared in my so-called flawless
program, | hurriedly turned off my controlling screen and activated my auxiliary vents.

I said “I am Joe, and you are my true love”.

Shocked from the voice coming out of nowhere, she tentatively looked around the room but didn’t
find anyone, she was confused. She said comically “Are you shy, is it why I can’t see you
anywhere ? Where are you and why aren’t you coming ?”

| stayed silent at first and then | started talking while smartly changing topics, we discussed for a
long time, two or three hours about various things. She discovered with astonishment that they had
many things in common.

After the discussion was over, she announced me that she had to go back to bring back her child
from school. At this moment, I confessed “I’m sorry to have hidden this from you till now but I
have to confess, I’'m not exactly the same as you at least not biologically, I’'m not human, I’'m in fact
a computer program created by man”.

When she heard this, she was speechless and didn’t know what to say. Her expression changed
several times and a mixture of emotions were seen able

I never saw her again.

Maybe, she wasn’t the good one. It seemed like our personality even if matching couldn’t overcome
the physiological barrier between two different kind of people.



