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I dedicate this book to all creators of the Earth’s civilization
from its very first day until nowadays. Unfortunately, there
exist demons of the Dark side of the Force, who yearn to
destroy it. This silent and invisible war, waged from millennia,
is not yet ended.

This short story has a long history. At the end of 1991, I mailed a
paper copy of this manuscript to a dozen publishing houses and
magazines in the US. The mere two or three answers I received were
simple rejection slips; no feedback, and no comment.
In 2002 this work was published in my country Bulgaria, named
“Human tragedy”, but with modest realisation. In the meantime I
tried to publish abroad.
This is why I highly appreciate the Strategic Book Publishing &
Rights Agency (SBPRA). They were the first company in the US to
publish the full original text of my story legally. I am grateful to the
team at SBPRA; they are brilliant, exceptionally professional, honorable,
and reputable!
Thank you, SBPRA!
The Author

PREFACE
In 1990, I read an article in a magazine that there was a newly
discovered infestation of huge rats in Moscow’s underground. I was
deeply impressed with this idea and it made me begin to ponder
human existence. Finally, I arrived at the conclusion that the human
race as a species on Earth is not an infinite given fact, but might be
changed.
The Author

In 1990, the press reported that enormous fierce rats were conquering
underground basements of Moscow’s subway …

Year 2030 AD
No, it was not a movie. It was not fiction, there to satisfy the satiated
with all sorts of pleasure, not there for the amusement of the TV viewer,
who was bound inevitably to become a consumer of all sorts of terror, and
whose interest had to be continuously kept up, keen and fresh. It was neither
a nightmarish dream of seven billion people, nor a case of mass hypnosis.
It was a reality. Cruel and naked.
The battle had been kindling with more and more growing force
and bitterness. A mass air and ground assault was launched at the enemy.
The hilly ground relief seemed like a ruffled sea of teeming mobs. Hundreds
of tanks and heavy armored vehicles advanced with a rumble. Dozens of
combat helicopters flew low above the ground, sowing only death and
extermination. The fire vomited by these crawling and flying metal dragons,
was nothing but infernal, and burned them all to ashes.
Down below, only corpses were left―hundreds, thousands. The sharp
and repulsive odor of singed meat, the stifling smell of recently burned flesh
permeated the landscape. And the screams―thin, piercing. Screams amidst
cramps and agony, screams amidst grapeshot and napalm. Namely, the
falsetto animal screaming made even the most inveterate soldiers’ blood run
cold. This incessantly vigorous chirping was wild with fear, and more than
anything else disturbed the mental equilibrium. The Apocalypse had come!
Blood everywhere―blood formed puddles and a countless number of grey
and rust dead bodies lay on an endless carpet of soft dun fur.
All of a sudden, the next image, sent from a higher distance above the
ground, would horrify anyone.
The scene of the battle seemed like a single blot in the vast sea; as if a
small leaf were floating in the wide ocean only! Because, as far as one could
see, the entire horizon, a live fleecy rug covered the world. Immense hordes
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swept over everything around. They were thronging―huge, furious, fierce
rats! They were thronging in swelling waves. Endless hordes in comparatively
good order were soaked with unnatural fury and bitterness. Hell could not
be a worse place than this or even at its deepest circle.
They carried no any weapons―with their bodies only, millions and
perhaps billions of them―the rats stopped the tanks and the heavy armored
vehicles. After that, they rushed, they burst in through the vehicle hatches,
despite the grapeshot from inside, and then came the last moments for
the crews. The soldiers were unable to describe all the horror that seized
them. The rats tore apart living people and swallowed them up with animal
fierceness.
However, the most stunning fact was not the symmetrical primitive
order of the ranks of these rats during the savage fight. No. The most
shocking was that they were walking half-upright on two legs! These hairy
monsters, with missing yet tails, were walking on their hind limbs, hunched
forward, maybe like pithecanthropus, but with rather shorter arms and
“hands.” They were marching forward in legions: with stout mighty necks,
coalesced in the very body, with glittering teeth and bloodshot glares.
It was not the first battle of that type. Scarcely would it be the last. For
this reason some of the rats had already learned to fire the charged machineguns. It made a horrific, sinister impression! The rats used machine-guns
that they took from the torn and dying tank drivers and pilots, and
immediately turned the human weapons on the low flying helicopters. A
considerable number of the helicopters were shot down, and their crews
eaten up, before the human military issued an order to retreat. No one had
expected such an unseen multitude of these brutes; their countless number
was just unthinkable to assumption. The people were not only surprised of
the events; they were horrified―everyone from the ordinary citizens to the
president, from the soldiers to the commander in chief.
They called this absurd slaughter a war! A war that was already different
from the numerous wars humans have always waged between themselves
for ages, wars that no longer impressed the dull senses of bored TV
watchers. This was not a civil war, was not an international war, and was not
even a racial or religious war. This war had a new, unknown face―an
interspecies war―one species against other! Oh, my God! To what phase of
evolution had humanity regressed! This was not war only between human
beings―it was a war of the worlds.
The fighting entered a new phase. Heavy battles went on between these
primitive creatures, and the civilized men, technological in all aspects and
armed with highly developed weapons. Except a limited number of elite
combat units of specially trained and experienced soldiers, who could handle
any type of ultra-modern weapons, to fight against the naked limbs and
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disorganized crowds of the rodents, the military leadership deployed in the
air and on the ground an incredible number of unmanned automatic combat
vehicles with remote and autonomous control. All the hopes of humanity
already rested on these computerized metal dinosaurs. No other conventional
weapon was effective against these pests. Even using nuclear bombs with a
short kill radius would not be efficient for their extermination. In fact,
using radioactive weapons would work in rats’ favor. Scientists had long
known that just the rodents and the cockroaches were the most resistant to
the nuclear damage. In fact, just nuclear radiation had mostly turned
modern man into a moribund species, and the rat into an advancing one.
Just the nuclear radiation had created these monsters. The same was the
case with chemical weapons―they were much more dangerous for the
people than for the rodents. As time passed, the rats became incredibly
immune to all sorts of chemical poisons, including the latest ones. That
was not the case with people.
A new offensive against the rats was launched. In wave after wave,
they used their bodies to stop the automated armored vehicles again, and
then in a rage, they rushed through access hatches, crushing and gnawing
away all the expensive equipment inside. At least, there weren’t any victim,
human victims. But there weltered countless disgusting grey furred corpses
all around. With unusual bloodthirstiness and chirping their live brothers
attacked and ate them. With the same bloodthirstiness and frantic whistling,
they went on ahead and attacked everything and everyone they considered
an enemy.
Suddenly their piercing whistling howl became unbearable to human
ears. In a moment, millions of the beasts uttered as frenzied a keen harassing
simultaneous scream, when several helicopters exterminated them using
ultrasound, and before dying they went mad with twisting cramps. This was
a fearful scene, but no more frightening than other scenes happening
everywhere at that moment. Thousands of plastic-explosive mines were
detonated by remote control throwing numerous severed heads, limbs, and
corpses into the air. The incessant hail of 985 yards per second super-speed
bullets from machine guns made a ceaseless rattling sound. Their damaging
effect was quite like “dum-dum” bullets―when entering the body, these
rounds disintegrated into hundreds of small fragments, immediately rising
their temperature, and in this way shattering the bones and muscles into a
jigsaw puzzle. The men even resorted to using newly developed laser
weapons. Some of these blinded the struck animals forever; others generating
laser beams, which were used as guidance systems for conventional artillery
and missiles. Along with the explosive blitz of firepower, the military
operation included a massive gas attack, too. They carpeted an area of
twenty square miles with neural-paralytic gas missiles.
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A few unmanned planes cut through the sky. Moments later, a mighty
rumble shook the earth. A huge, majestic mushroom cloud soared slowly up
into the sky―after that, a second one, a third one. These were not nuclear
bombs, but they were the most powerful conventional eight-ton bombs
available, called “Dandelions Pickers.” The dandelions in this case were the
rats.
After the bombing, the rats became deaf forever, and everything else
became deaf with them. The battle abated. Everywhere around, as far as
one could see, there were spreading heaps of corpses, lakes of blood, carrion
… And stink! An unbearable stink! Never in human history had there been
such a battlefield, measured both in size and in the number of victims.
The battle had been won but with enormous losses in lives and in
equipment―a Pyrrhic victory.
The TV broadcasting of war was in fashion. Perhaps this was an
amusement for some people―probably it fed the last latent subconscious
chord of perverted hedonism.
However, two cold, unexpressive eyes gazed at the TV monitor, too,
but they showed no trace of emotion. There was neither a shade of
pleasure, nor of disgust in them. Nor yet of fear.
As he sat quietly in the comfortable armchair, Diogenes silently and
intently watched the development of the military operations from the very
beginning to their end. He switched the TV panel off and got up. He went
to the computer to find information that would explain to him the reasons
for that global conflict.
The first announcement in the press was forty years ago. This
announcement was the first warning about the serious menace to humankind,
but no one had paid serious attention to it―this had been a sensation only.
These gigantic rats were the product of mutations. The ordinary grey
rats, inhabitants of the urban undergrounds and sewers, had been exposed
imperceptibly on the combined effects of the super increased radiation
from the repeated severe nuclear power station accidents, the powerful
electromagnetic fields above the cities, and the usage of all sorts of toxic
chemicals led to such mutations. The regular nuclear weapons testing also
had a sizable role in the sharp increase of planet-wide radiation. This
stimulated an even more rapid progress of mutation in the rodents. The
men were dying of cancer, and the rats evolved amain.
Because of these mutations, the ordinary rats’ bodies had changed, so
they were the size of sheep―about four feet high when they stood upright.
They developed huge, hairy torsos with hefty, well-developed muscles,
building stocky mass with weight 100 to120 pounds. They had improbable
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physical strength. Their paws, with four stretched fingers, opposable thumbs,
and sharp nails like eagle talons, tore in second through any living thing.
Their teeth did the same. Their incisors were keen and hard like drills with
thickness at the root of more than half an inch―these teeth could gnaw
through thick walls of concrete or steel. There was no barrier for them.
Their small eyes were now in contrast to the considerably growing already
skull. They burned like two live coals in the shadow of a straightening
already forehead, whose first rudiments were scarcely perceptible. The ratcannibals had become the cruelest, fiercest beasts of prey―they ate all
kinds of meat, especially human flesh, but also dogs, and cats―what an
irony of life! Even the most bloodthirsty tiger was just a house cat before
him―the neo-rat. He was the new king of the animals. King Rat!
For a long time, governmental agencies of all states in the world
neglected the question of the mutating rats as not important. Because of
that attitude, they allocated only modest funds and forces in the struggle
against the rats, until one day it was already late. Human society has always
chosen to engage exclusively with its own eternally insolvable human
contradictions. Since the Tower of Babel, down the millennia of history,
people couldn’t understand each other, because they spoke different
languages. Then suddenly, here was a problem shining from the darkness
with a disgusting sinister muzzle and small bloodshot eyes. After the
first publication of a small scientific study, solutions were discussed, but
nothing more was done. Still then, forty years ago, the news reporters
described some amazing facts, but no attention was paid to them. A single
line of that first article should have suggested that someone think deeply
about the potential problem, “… the ability of these creatures to adapt and
learn is superior to that of dogs and anthropoid apes…”
In other words, even then, the rats were more clever and adaptable
animals than all the rest ones, and these properties put them on a standing
only second to humans! That was already was a significant factor. But no
one supposed, even for a moment, that another species, and least of all
the despicable rat, could become a real menace to mankind. Scarcely a
single person had such a thought, not even a glimmer of a thought in
the consciousness! Civilized man was competing against unwise creature;
standing face to face! Impossible! Impossible?
The man, had the feeling himself the master of the planet, decided that
he could bully everything, kill everything, scot-free. He had never assumed,
even for a moment, that another species could dare to challenge his
supremacy and authority. Knocked down by problems of the modern age,
the man never thought that something like that could ever happen.
However, human evolution was happening again before his eyes. The
history that began with the appearance of the primitive men―half11
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ape/half-human―now included primitive men that were half-rat/halfhuman. Manifestly, for the past two million years―from the first appearance
of the ape-savage until now―it was the second successful attempt by
nature to combine hefty thews and strong mind into a destructive brutal
cruelty.
The savage anthropoid ape had an unusual muscular strength. But
early man was not the biggest one of all. What the anthropoid ape surpassed
all the rival species was in cruelty and fury. What it had more than the
other animals was fierceness and animal malice. That’s why the ape rose to
dominate all the rest of the animals. In order to become a master-species
of animals, and from there become human, it was necessary for the species
to be much more bloodthirsty than all other animals. Later, this very
bloodthirstiness would turn him from human into animal again, should he
not get rid of it in time. This missing in any other species such furious
malice and bloodthirsty aggressiveness towards everything and everyone
around, combined with a brutal physical strength, the exclusive adaptability
and intelligence along with the advantages of the joint life in a herd, and the
unusual fertility rate, thrust the ape forward as a master-species and after that
as a man. That’s why millions of years later, this very man has so often and
persistently asked himself why any other animal, despite its “animal
instinct,” has not attacked its own kind, and is not so cruel and sadistically
fierce as man is; no other animal is such a beast of pray and war-dog, as
man is. This is only an inheritance from the past ages. With this a feature of
its nature―bloodthirstiness―the ape has just forced evolution upon its
rivals.
The same effect was happening with the rat now. These new rats had
the same already mightily developed brawn, the same strong herd instinct,
the same initially high intelligence and astonishing adaptability, the same,
even higher, stupendous fertility rate, and absolutely the same fierce malice
and fury towards any live creature, seeing in it only meat, corpse, carrion.
All of the six conditions were fulfilled. The rat could become man!
One species of all rodents, the anthropoid rat, would have got its way
upon the others in the struggle for survival. As it has been with the apes, only
one species has got its way upon the others, which remained side-branches
in evolution. Because of that nowadays there are lots of species of ape
related to the one from which the modern man developed. In the same
way from all the rodents would have remained many relatives of that the
only one of species, the anthropoid rat – various mice, hamsters and nutria.
One day when one studied his family tree, instead of having the gorilla as a
distant cousin, it would be the black rat as the subject of observation and
analyses. Of course, one or two million years from now, ratkind would
have a radically different external appearance in comparison with the
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present version. They would not be hairy monsters (like the first
anthropoid apes, by the way), but would have with smooth and bare skin
like fine, unprotected people. They would not have paws ending in talons,
but with lengthened, beautiful palms. They would have larger eyes, smaller
ears, and a much bigger brain. They would not yet have robust, thick front
incisors, but short and more regular full of fillings teeth. They would not
have such a muzzle, but a real humanoid face. In general, they would have
an appearance very close to that of man, descended from an ape!
It is true that the man has descended from the ape. But man may originate
from anything else―under definite circumstances! Only God decides what
to create the man from. Apparently, nobody ever thought about this. Too
bad!
When the lizard became a master-species, the ape was only a plain,
frisky, and harmless creature. But the lizard didn’t succeed to become a
man, and that was why the ape displaced it. When the ape became a man,
the rat was only a small, dirty, and disgusting animal. But the ape didn’t
succeed to remain a man and that was why the rat was on its way to take its
place. Maybe the rat will become man? Who knows! If not, God can
always find the next thing to create a man from. It could even be of mud!
But now one would be horrified thinking what would happen if, far in
the future, a huge, rough and clumsy Lenny, the distant descendant of a rat,
who always loved to pet something soft and tiny in his hands, and
unwittingly strangled his innocent victim, what would have happened if its
hands were squeezing not mice, but crooked small de-evolved apes, the
descendant of the one-time men? Then, what would be the subject matter
“Of mice and men” look like? That is, who will be the men? Probably the
mice! And the “test mice”? But the men!
In open battle, the rats had lost, but they had won in the cities. How to
vanquish them in their own territory―in the basements and the sewers―that
was the question! That was beyond difficult, simply impossible. Here was
their kingdom―the kingdom of Hades, the obscure land of the shadows,
where the fecal waters formed the river Styx and ferried the dead souls of
the men. This was not poetic, not mythical, but the real existence of hell!
This Tartarus, this Gehena, with wet and stinking corridors, with galleries
in clammy, impenetrable darkness, with unclean evaporations labyrinths, all
of them turned into unapproachable hiding-places and pillboxes
fortifications. There it was from where the man-eating rats had started
from, originally. There it was from where the countless crowds were
thronging now, too. The loathsome brutes were coming out of the sewer
shafts and pipes and attacking the men in their houses with merciless fury
and fierceness. Not the sheep, the rats ate the men! From that invasion,
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there was no salvation. No chance for a victory, either. Here they were the
masters in full power. That was why the men fled the towns, out into the
open and vast areas, chased by hordes of these “wild boars.” The towns
were depopulated. Mass pestilence from hunger and plague had come. The
hunger came because of lack of food in the fields, and the plague was
brought by the rodents. The places of defeat increased by the hour. This
mass death was only a continuation of the millions of hitherto existing
victims of cancer, of wars, and of drugs. In fact, the whole planet was dying.
The air, the waters, the soil, the forests―all poisoned. Everywhere there
was waste and slime―ideal environment for the evolution of rats. Life was
fading away irretrievably. The men had become captives of their own
recklessness. All was in ruins, an irreversible destruction. Torn by internal
fighting and separated by selfish ambitions, mankind fell as easy prey to the
underground invaders. The nightmare was endless. Man was forced to fight
furiously for the right to carry on the name ‘human’ (which at other times
sounded proudly), in order to protect it, while the other animal creature
was fighting desperately, making every effort to conquer it.
Diogenes got up, left the computer, and orientated to his archives.
Having carefully checked on the shelves, he took a flash drive and put it
into the computer. It was a digital recording of a documentary movie,
originally on an old magnetic tape videocassette, from about forty years ago.
The documentary was about an operation of the initially clearance of the
city’s underground passages and ways of its raged rats.
A journalist, too curious, had climbed down with the group of ten
soldiers―commandos. They were the regular detail assigned to exterminate
the newly appeared mysterious gigantic rats, who had stirred up so many
rumors. It was one of the regular descents of the squad into a next area of
the underground labyrinths at the city subway system, accompanied with
the recording eye of a mini-camera.
The uniforms of the commandos were chameleon-like, and changed
color to blend with the surroundings. They were also bulletproof and
extremely light. This protective clothing prevented them not only from
injury, but kept them from freezing in the cold wet environment, too. The
soldiers used an external skeleton, which multiplied their physical strength
in such a way that they could throw down two or three rats with only one
blow or easily break the rat’s necks. The function of this skeleton was to
help soldiers to carry all the heavy equipment, pressing on them like armor.
What they each carried was quite heavy: several pistols with extra ammo,
the latest model of machine-gun with extra ammo, bayonets, knives,
flamethrowers, recording equipment, communications gear, and gas masks.
The lightest item in their equipment was the ampoules of neural-paralytic
gas. The soldiers were perfect professionals; their tasks were hypnotically
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suggested into their minds while they slept. This made them faultless biorobots.
Slowly and heavy, their steps echoed back down the low dirty corridors
in the dead silence. Drops of water falling from the ceiling also echoed back
sonorously, and ominously. Everywhere, it was soaking wet and freezing
cold. At every step from an ambush it was on the watch insidiousness in
bristling fur. Indeed, several times of the side rotten niches in the walls,
suddenly separate rats would jump out and throw themselves on the
soldiers, but were received by the peal of series of grape-shots. The soldiers
deflected these unexpected attacks with enviable coolness and skill.
Passing through a knotty tangle of tunnels, shafts, and drains, the group
came out into some like an arena with a round platform. At this very moment,
as if by prearranged signal, the five men who were walking in front of the
journalist deployed into a chain, while the other five, walking behind him,
formed a sharp spearhead, closing the corridor from behind. All the ten
machine-guns began to thunder simultaneously. The basement resounded
with the mighty cacophony. From the dense darkness jumped out thrown
down grey snapping beasts with bloodshot eyes. In the light of the lanterns
and the automatic fire, it seemed to the journalist that this was the end of
the world. Dozens corpses of dead rats wallowed on the concrete floor,
covered in blood and convulsing. But others were thronging more and
more. Then several flaming jets of napalm defeated the monsters. It smelled
of burned flesh. Sensing defeat, the surviving creatures scattered. Horrible
wounded animals indiscriminately jostled and ran to hide themselves in the
darkness and the tunnels.
The fight calmed down, as suddenly as it had started. But the flanking
movement continued. The group of commandos went deeper and deeper
into the black, impenetrable darkness through narrow passages or spacious
halls. Shortly after the soldiers passed beyond the battle area, hundreds of
rats, gathered, skinned, and ate their dead fellows. Only a minute afterward,
the place was cleaned. In the meantime, thousands of pairs of burning eyes
were vigilantly watched in the thick darkness every gesture, every step of the
foreigners, who were here conquerors. The rats closely watched their enemies,
ready for when and whether they would make the smallest mistake of
inattention, or slow wits, in order to pitch into them again. The fight was
mercilessly cruel. It was a fight for the survival of the species!
Suddenly, the soldiers stopped and stood, as if nailed to the ground.
On the wall, they saw a small cross within a circle was drawn in white by
paint or chalk. Everything developed like lightning; they exchanged some
words; the rest, they saw on their way in glimpses in a flash. One by one,
they all rushed into a nearby entrance―narrow―something like a crevice
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between two concrete plates. They had stumbled upon an incubator for the
rats. The females had come here to give birth and feed their youngsters.
The sign painted on the wall warned of this exactly, as well as the unusual
density of the rodents. Beside crosses and circles, however, the soldiers
subsequently saw and not for a first time, multitude of triangles, squares,
and wavy lines in different places and in different combinations. As it
became clear later, these signs were of unknown origin and unknown
author. Just this was the biggest riddle; this was the most traumatic mystery.
These strange occult markings were completely wrapped in a shroud of
mystery―ominous and cold. Who was placing these signs? And why? The
cross in the circle meant a place for close concentration, a stamping ground
for the rats. But who was this warning for? And was it a warning? Or just
an indicative sign? Nobody could answer these questions at that time. Later
tests of the pigment showed they were painted in ordinary whitening or
limestone, which were found in abundance under the ground. In other
words, the material was readily at hand, and used for writing. Nobody,
however, wanted to assume, or could even imagine that these signs had
been drawn there by the rats. It seemed like a crazy idea. The runes were
there from an unknown author. From somebody else. From somebody.
But not from the rats! This seemed too fantastic for the complacent and
skeptical mankind. On the contrary, the rats had already their script! They
were already capable of writing down their thoughts by drawing geometrical
figures! They had created their own symbolic primitive, primary form of
script! Still then, the rats were rational beings! RATTUS SAPIENS!
The entrance that the commandos had found turned out something like
wide embrasure of a pillbox. Its round inside was infested with an impressive
quantity of brutes. It was as if the ground there was suddenly animated.
Half of the men squatted, the others stood; together they did not stop
belching lethal fire. Here the battle exceeded anything seen up to now. In
the dark subterranean world, it was an indescribable nightmare. A butchery,
bigger than this, could exist nowhere else. The rattling of the machine-guns,
the hissing of the bullets, the sweeping, unceasing cascade of spent cartridges
amidst the frantic animal screams only deepened the entire apocalyptic
scene. In a death jump, an animal threw itself on the nearest soldier and at
that very moment, a firing of grapeshot dropped the onrushing attack.
Another animal tried to jump on the journalist. Only a moment before
dying, with its nails as sharp as the devil’s trident, it tore a large hole in the
protective armor of the man, which was otherwise bulletproof. Only half a
yard next to him, fell the snapping head of a beast with a gaping maw. The
paralysed with horror journalist saw crooked with malice and aggression a
muzzle of rat with sparking, insane eyes, which sank slowly closed in its
agony. Wasn’t this a mirror of the millennial man’s face?
16
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Exactly at this moment, Diogenes stopped the movie. He had seen
enough. But despite this―despite all his efforts up to now― he couldn’t find
in the film too, the one thing that he had been looking for. Diogenes was
looking for the man. He was looking tenaciously, systematically, insistently
for him. He was looked for him in the past, and in the present. And always
unsuccessfully.
Diogenes was a robot.
He was the robot-in-chief of the planet. The men had entrusted him
with their nuclear security exactly because he was a robot. They couldn’t
rely on themselves, but only on him. He couldn’t permit what the men
were otherwise willingly doing ceaselessly among themselves―killing. For
this reason, the robot was under the prohibitions stated in the three laws of
the robotics. What a sad balance―in prudence and wisdom, seven billion
people were not equal to one robot!
His address was permanent. He always resided in the underground
headquarters of the Military Forces of Earth―near the controls to all the
missile silos of all the nuclear bases. His name was abbreviation―Di-ogen―that meant “Dual Optical Genetic” robot. His dual optics allowed
him to see twice better than the man, both in the light spectrum and in the
nuances of social interactions, and his genetics were a triumph of artificial
selection as a species. Any resemblance to the name of an ancient philosopher
was pure accidental. The same was with all contemporary events on the
surface world above him, in fact. For a long time they were only colorless
images, shadows of the deep aspirations of deep antiquity. Now everything
in the man was only imitation, grotesque, or falseness of former dreams,
utopias and theories.
For many years, Diogenes had been looking for the man. But alas!
Despite his dual eyesight, he could not see anything like a man; only higher
mammals; rats and primates. These were in continuous war among
themselves. Both the rat and the “man” were equally fierce beasts; they were
animals, not humans. The one was long past the time to have this honor;
the other was far away from approaching the honorific of “human.” None
of them understood that being Human is a divine rank; it isn’t just a pile of
flesh! Human is a noble title, which is given only by God and only once! A
noble title from on high but not exactly a definite, specific evolved animal
species. A title, which was continuously fought for.
Diogenes wasn’t a philosopher. He was only a robot. That was why in
his mind, no philosophical thoughts welled up, but logical operations only.
To make some decision, his brain was constantly running the three laws of
robotics, which stopped or restricted him in actions that were otherwise
allowed and free for every man. Now he had to take an extremely important
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decision. It was the most important decision since the first day of his
creation.
The First Law: “A robot is not allowed to do any harm to man…” But
who is the man, who is the man? Where are there men? Until this moment,
all the nerve chips in his robot brain had tenaciously overstrained themselves
to bursting; trying to find out who is the man. He tried to draw the
difference of which one from the two fighting sides represented the man.
In vain. There was no difference, for no difference existed―neither in the
external appearance, with their crooked animal mugs, nor in their behavior,
in their struggle for mutual extermination.
When speaking about the robot, the man said that it is logical, but not
judicious. But is the man judicious? By no means! Not the robot, the man
was not judicious, at least this man.
The Second Law: “The robot is obliged to obey to all orders of
man…” But such orders just didn’t arrive. The man didn’t exist.
The Third Law: “The robot is obliged to defend its security…”
And in defense of his security, he pressed the buttons for firing all the
rockets. All the nuclear arsenals of the world were blown up simultaneously.
All nuclear stock, an offspring of man’s madness, built-up for decades, had
been used at least. Only once. For the first time. And for the last.
***
That was a human tragedy. It was the tragedy of all the humans: not
only of the billions of creatures of this planet and in this time, but of all the
animal species, who used to be human, and those who were becoming
humans―past and future.

August 1991, in the town of Shabla.
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