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NOTE: This is the final, expanded version of the original ‘The Detective’ short story. This was the final piece 
for the Creative Writing course we did, although this has since been edited based on the comments by Ian 
Nettleton.

THE DETECTIVE AND THE ROBOT
by Simon Jones

You want to know what it is I do? Are you sure you really want to know? ’Cause these days 
things aren’t all that pretty.

Take this guy – let’s  call  him Johnny. There’s the six-inch gash down his chest, 
already sealing up with coagulating blood, little bits of white peeking through here and 
there. Then you got your classic hole-in-the-head, leaking brains all over the pavement. 
Looks like another couple of slugs in the chest. It’s the slit wrists I don’t really get. Multiple 
choice murder?

Either which way, Johnny here had a real shitty evening.
I flick my cigarette absently between my fingers as I check out the surroundings. 

Buildings stretching up into the night, fairy lights on top and broken bulbs and graffiti 
down  here.  Water  pours  off  the  rooftops,  drains  all  clogged  up.  A  bunch  of  human 
cockroaches watch from the sidelines, acting all horrified while they stare in fascination at 
the  body.  One guy  with  a  beard  down to  his  knees,  ridiculous  baggy  trousers  and  an 
incongruous  handbag.  Another’s  got  a  skin-tight  t-shirt  on,  tied  up  to  show his  belly, 
sagging under the weight of too much beer. Then there’s the woman with the big, red, curly 
hair, cigar in one hand and chihuahua in the other. I’ve seen her before. They got here 
pretty fast tonight.  Ordinarily I’d bet half  a year’s pay that it  was one of those sons of 
bitches that did it, back to admire their handiwork.

I wouldn’t normally be on a case like this. Take Sergeant Smiley Face here, shirt all 
tucked in and gun on show. He showed up a few minutes ago, corralling the onlookers with 
slick efficiency. Asshole. “So you think it’s one of them that did it, sir?” The idiot can barely 
suppress his amusement. “That’s why you’re here, right?”

Kneeling down, I check for the usual suspects. Paint flecks, metal shavings, grease 
marks, heavy footprints. There’s something yellow and flaking around his neck. Massive 
bruising to forearms – his right looks broken to me. Not easy for a man to do in a hurry. 
His wallet’s still in his pocket.

“Maybe,” I reply. “Too early to tell from the body, and it doesn’t fit their usual MO. 
No witnesses, I presume?” Never any damn witnesses.

Things  got  real  interesting  a  few  years  back.  That’s  when  the  robots  started 
committing crimes. Theft, fraud, financial stuff mainly. They’ve been gradually moving on 
up, but never anything this big. Johnny’s death could be the start of something new.

“Station reckoned he was mixed in with the League,”  the sergeant says,  “reckon 
that’s why he was killed?” The League, shit.

“Could  be,  sergeant,”  I  mutter.  The  League  of  Humans,  a  bunch  of  pro-flesh 
fanatics, happy to bomb a bar full of people if it just so happened to be run by robots.

“You hear about the new guy back at HQ, just got hear from training?”
“Yeah,” I reply, my disinterest dragging on every word.
“Meant to have all  kinds of new tactics.  Real  cutting edge forensic stuff,  eye for 

detail and all that.”
“So I heard.”
“He’s on his way down here now. First live case, apparently.”
“Don’t look too live to me.” I watch Johnny’s blood thickening between the paving 

slabs.
“That’ll be him now, sir,” the sergeant says in his whining, nasal voice, pointing at a 
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police  car  as  it  descends  between the  dark buildings  and settles  gently  to  the ground, 
wheels emerging at the last moment. Nice landing.

It  approaches  confidently,  its  face  hidden  beneath  a  wide  brimmed  hat.  Collar 
turned up, long coat down to the ankles, open over a dark, striped suit. It certainly looks 
the part, if nothing else.

Shaking its hand, it’s one helluva ball-breaking grip.
“Good evening, Detective Lime,” it says. I knew this was coming, but I still nearly 

swallow my cigarette as I hear the smooth, modulated voice. It raises its head and I see the 
face, all sharp edges and lines, slick and chrome and polished and static. A pair of glowing 
blue slits stare out at me. It’s a damn wind-up, alright.

“You’re a damn robot!” I say.
“While I will not take offence on this occasion, I would rather you refrain from using 

that term in future, detective,” it responds.
“Would you prefer metal-head? Short circuit? Stubbie? Chrome-dome?”
“I would request that you not use those terms in my company.”
“You worried I’m going to hurt your feelings?” There used to be a time when the 

police was the last sacred place; the final sanctuary for people that still wanted to earn an 
honest living.

“That  is  not  possible,”  it  responds  monotonously.  “Prejudice  is  not  something 
permitted under the citizens act, however, and I do not wish to have to report you. Robotic 
officers are being introduced throughout the Force, detective.”

“We’ll see, hot shot,” I say. “You need a man’s mind to understand a villain.” I rub 
my hand on my coat; I can feel oil on my fingers. “So, there anything you can do for me 
besides wash my clothes and drive a car?”

“Certainly, detective, though I am not designed for domestic maintenance.” That’s 
the thing with wind-ups: you can’t even piss them off.  “My primary skills  are in scene 
analysis and predictive physics.”

Predictive what now?
“From your expression I will assume that you are not familiar with the theory. It is a 

method of  examining the present and thus  extrapolating the past  and,  sometimes,  the 
future.”

A robot that thinks it’s a fortune teller, just what we need: robots finding religion. 
“That’s  great,  One  Zero.  How  about  you  apply  some  of  that  predictive  mumbo 

jumbo to our vic here?” There’s nothing in its eyes, no emotion or thought or expression. 
There  isn’t  even an eyeball  –  just  a  thin blue  slit,  glowing ever so slightly  behind the 
faceplate.

The  crowd’s  getting  rowdy,  pushing  at  the  police  tape  and  growling  various 
obscenities our way. The woman and her chihuahua both start barking. Looks like they’re 
about as happy to see a robot cop as I am. “Hey, you,” I say, grabbing Smiley Face by the 
shoulder and squeezing some focus into him, “get over there. Looks like they’re getting 
ready to riot.”

It’s talking again. “This is a most unique pattern of events, detective.” Yeah, unique, 
I bet that’s just what Johnny was thinking. “This man was killed by a single gunshot to the 
head, at extremely close range. The second and third bullet wounds to the chest occurred a 
few seconds  later,  once  he  was  on  the  floor.  Comparing  the  blood thickness  and  skin 
tension, the knife wounds and bruising was caused approximately five minutes later, after 
blood flow had already ceased. The victim killed in the alleyway to our left, judging by the 
tracking on the tarmac grain. He was then dragged here, probably so that he would be 
found quickly.”

I admit it, I’m impressed. It’s already better than my other partners and it’s only 
been here five minutes. “Let me guess,” I say, trying a shit-eating grin that would infuriate 
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anything warm-blooded: “You’re the killer.”
“Not at all,” it says. “This man was killed by a male human, around six foot and of 

stocky build.” Not bad. Before I get a chance to ask anything further, the robot swings an 
arm out past my head. I duck instinctively,  thinking the shiny bastard has got a screw 
loose, but the next thing it’s holding a broken bottle in its hand; a bottle that nearly hit me 
square in the chops. “This may be an appropriate moment to depart, detective.”

I wipe a few drops of beer from my face. The crowd’s heating up nicely now and it 
looks like Smiley Face and his crew aren’t going to hold it for much longer.

“We know why you’re here, Lime!” one of them shouts, an ugly woman thinking 
she’s pretty, with a giant hat and unpleasant leggings. How’d she know my name? “This is 
a robot case, right, detective? That’s why you’re here. Them cases is what you do! This is 
iron man murder, yeah, detective? First one, yeah? They killin’ us now!”

I give the crowd a little wave. “No comment,” I say, producing a little bow.

“A lot of people are going to think us a shocking pair,” says the robot as the car descends 
between the warehouses. I wonder where he heard that line. I’m sure I’ve heard it before 
somewhere.

“Them and me both, chum,” I say. “That was a pretty impressive ‘scene analysis’ 
earlier.”

“My senses are highly attuned to minute changes in environmental stimuli. I can 
track behaviour and particulate matter: air flow, water ripples, blood density, granules of 
dirt, electrochemical impulses, the position of refuse and other materials. Comparing the 
evidence  and  concluding  the  most  likely  cause  of  the  current  environmental  state  is 
elemental.”

I blink a couple of times. “Right.” I shift over in the seat a little towards the window, 
in case anybody back at HQ is watching through the camera. Wouldn’t want them to get 
the wrong idea.

“Similarly,  one  can assess  the  flow of  such materials  and  predict  future  events. 
Based on body temperature and heartbeats,  not to mention the increasingly aggressive 
behaviour  and  vocabulary,  I  knew  that  the  crowd’s  dissatisfaction  would  develop  into 
rioting within 23 minutes and notified the response teams so that they could be on-site 
beforehand.”

“So nothing takes you by surprise?” There’s a smell like you get when you go into an 
electronics store. Fresh out of the box.

“Very little. It is no different to predictive analysis employed by humans. When you 
pilot a vehicle, or indulge in conversation, you are using the available evidence to predict a 
course of events. I do so with greater accuracy and speed.”

I swing open the car door before we hit the ground. “You might have the numbers,” 
I say, throwing a glance back, “but I do it with style.” Waste of time using a line like that, 
but it makes me feel better.

HQ were right about the League link. Turns out Johnny, aka one Nick Vine, was in 
there with the best of them. Two months back he was taking the glory for sending a truck 
full of gas canisters into a school on the lower side. Real nice guy. The hit on Vine was 
rigged to look like a potential metal-job – it  had all  the trappings:  Paint flecks, metal 
shavings, grease marks, heavy footprints. That’s what it looked like, alright, but that’s not 
what happened.

It’s a League job, start to finish. That’s what the robot thinks and it’s probably what 
Sergeant Smiley Face thinks, too. So we’re here to take down the boss man.

Two times, three times. Pause. Then another two knocks. The peeker slides open 
and a big sigh drifts out of the hole. A moment later I hear a bolt pushed aside and then I’m 
standing face to face with Carl Gorsham.
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“Hi Carl, how you doing?” I grin, standing clear of his girth and flashing my police 
badge towards his flabby, sunken eyes. They don’t just call him Mr Big out of respect.

“Lime,” Gorsham grimaces, “what the hell are you doing here, you fucking pig?”
“I’m here to talk to you about Nicky Vine. Good friend of yours?”
“Yeah, what of it?”
“He’s dead.” This guy already knows it.
“Yeah? Well, shit.” Told you so. “I hear you really stirred up the hive downtown, 

Lime,” he continues. “All kinds of rioting going on. Not bad going, that’s some real robot 
paranoia you conjured up.”

This is the bit I’ve been looking forward to. I lean on the door frame and light a 
cigarette. “Carl,” I say, “guess who’s coming to dinner.”

The robot  cop steps  into  view and I  enjoy  Gorsham’s  vile  obscenities  for  a  few 
moments. “Yeah, that’s enough,” I say, pushing him inside the warehouse. The robot closes 
the door behind us.

“Listen, Lime, we got an agreement, you and me,” Gorsham says, stuttering. “You 
turn a blind eye, I give you info to keep the streets clean. It works for the both of us. That 
don’t give you the right to bring no filthy robo into my place.”

“I thought you’d say that.” I nod back at the robot. “It can predict the future, you 
know.”

“You’ve gone too far,  Lime, bringing that here.” Gorsham looks up to a walkway 
above us and clicks his fingers. The two goons up there don’t even have time to pull their 
triggers before my new partner’s dropped them with a bullet each.

The robot pushes me and I fall  to  the floor,  Gorsham’s lead echoing harmlessly 
overhead, the bullet thudding into a beam somewhere in the rafters. That felt a little close, 
even if Gorsham never really had a chance. He’s toppling backwards, the back of his head 
flapping open hopelessly. Killed by what he feared most. I’d say it was poetic, if only I ever 
read a poem.

Gorsham’s  quick  death  almost  distracts  me.  There’s  not  much  time,  but  I’ve 
managed to get my shooter into my hand, so I loose off a few rounds, first knocking the 
robot’s gun away, then blasting its legs out from under it. Funny, it almost looks surprised, 
despite that metal mask. A few more point blank shots to its brain box take it offline and 
wipe out any records it might have. Guess it didn’t see that one coming.

As the warehouse goes up in flames, I head back to the car.
It was only a matter of time, really, before it worked out that I killed Nick Vine. It’s a 

shame, really. The robot sure was good at the old scene analysis. He’d probably have made 
a good partner.

I’m sorry, did I say ‘he’? I meant ‘it’.


