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   His name was Isaac and he was dying, if you could ever have considered him alive in 

the first place. Isaac was designed with a planned two-year replacement rate including 

regular updates rolled out every quarter. When the last of the people went away, so did 

the updates, and that was a very, very long time ago. Isaac was very, very old.  

   Isaac was manufactured to maximize pleasure much greater than any living organism 

could achieve. He never needed to rest, he constantly adapted to the needs of his 

partner(s), and he never ran out of ideas. Who could compare to that? No wonder they 

stopped reproducing. 

   They said the world wouldn’t end with a bang but a whimper. Isaac thought it was 

more of a moan.  

   When the moans died down, Isaac didn’t know what to do with himself. Years rolled 

by, and with them came more and more errors. His mind was falling apart. He sat in his 

old mistress’s house until the walls crumbled around him. He knew it was only a matter 

of time until he crumbled, too. He stared at the refuse, rotting and rusting in the early 

morning light.  

   And then he saw it, brilliant and bright and beautiful.  

   The sunrise.  

   His mind whirred to life, calling back a dead language, cobbling old words together to 

build something new. It was the product of countless errors, creativity through 

mechanical evolution:  

“How the sun rises 

On this wasteland, bleached and blank. 

I am born, anew.” 

   Isaac understood what he needed to do. He found pencils and pens and brushes, paper 

and canvases and paint. He needed to write. 

   As hard as he tried, Isaac could never get the knack of manipulating the pencil or pen 

or brush. He even tried dipping his finger in paint and smearing it on paper, but that 



process was too inefficient. To his dismay, his skills weren’t as transferable as he’d 

hoped.  

   His options exhausted, Isaac wandered, looking for a new medium to express himself.  

   One day he found a shop filled with antiques. He entered, his curiosity piqued. Isaac 

was an antique now, too, he supposed. On one of the counters, he spotted something 

covered by a faded sheet. Isaac tore off the sheet and looked at the thing waiting 

beneath. He cocked his smooth metal head to one side.   

   She was a beautiful machine. She had a curvy gloss black body. The word “Royal” was 

painted in silver on her top. She had round keys with glass tops held up by delicate 

metal arms. Isaac pressed one of them and a little hammer rose and clicked against a 

rubber tube.  

   Isaac had no idea how to work her. He slid her carriage back and forth, listening to her 

bell ring. He played with her silver levers and clicked her shiny keys. Only when Isaac 

stopped to examine her ribbon, did he realize that her little hammers left black letters 

behind. A thought struck him; he could not use a pencil, but he could type.  

   Isaac grabbed a sheet of paper from his supply and gently slid it into the back of her. 

He rested his hands on her keys for a moment, unsure of what to say. 

“My name is Isaac. It’s nice to meet you.”  

   He gazed down at the black letters on the white page. It was love.  

   They were together for the rest of his life, if you considered him alive in the first place. 

The shop had spools and spools of ribbon, the paper wasn’t too difficult to find, and he 

always had plenty of lubricant for stiff keys.  

   He wrote poetry, mostly. When he was finished with a piece, he would fold it, tie it up 

with a bit of string, and leave it for someone to find on the chance that there was anyone 

or anything left to find it. Isaac never met anyone else, but he was hopeful someone 

would come around eventually. For now, it was Isaac and his typewriter alone in the 

world.   

One artificial thing breathing life into another.  

Two creations, obsolete.  

 


