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    Introduction


    I never intended to write a series of Reeves stories, but the tale of how they came about is, I suspect, emblematic of a writer's life.


    The original story, Writing on the Wall, exists thanks to a writing contest. Back in 2011, New Scientist magazine was offering a cash prize for a story of no more than 350 words on the subject of Forgotten Futures, i.e. futures that seemed plausible at some point in the past, but never came to pass. At the time, I was at a something of a low creativity-wise. This contest seemed like a good way to reconnect with my muse. Faced with such a restrictive word-count, I decided to depict my alternate future via an all-dialogue piece featuring just two characters, who would distantly echo much-loved models. I took great care to do my world-building in passing, as Reeves and his then unnamed master, conversed with each other about their day-to-day life. I rather liked the end result, but it got nowhere in the contest. Not to be discouraged, I sent the story to Daily Science Fiction, who accepted it. I was delighted though frankly surprised, as few dialogue-only stories get published. And that, I thought, was that.


    A couple of years later, my muse had fallen silent again. Recalling how I'd rebooted my creative brain the last time, I set myself the task of writing a sequel to Writing on the Wall. Thus Warbling Their War came to be. Daily Science Fiction didn't take it; fortunately, Plasma Frequency magazine did.


    From then on, whenever I needed some light relief, I wrote another Reeves story. To my delight, the third story – Supply and Demand in the Post-War Economy, a title I was particularly pleased with – sold to Daily Science Fiction.


    In due course, I wrote a fourth story. Needless to say, that one didn't sell to Daily Science Fiction and, by then, Plasma Frequency magazine had, very sadly, gone out of business. Eventually I found a good home for Delicious Served Cold at Space Squid. I am, of course, exceedingly grateful to the editors of all three magazines for publishing my Reeves stories.


    But no series should continue forever, particularly one that employs such a specialised story-telling device, so I feel the time has come to bring the adventures of Reeves and what's-his-name to a close. Therefore I have written a fifth and final episode titled Speak for Yourself, which is published for the first time in this ebook.


    While revisiting Writing on the Wall, it amused me to discover that it was the master who originally said "If you say so", but that Reeves appropriated the catchphrase from the first sequel onwards. Evidently, a single catchphrase was never going to be enough for him.


    Also, when I re-read the story notes I'd supplied for Supply and Demand... at Daily Science Fiction, I was reminded that I'd hinted at revealing the name of Reeves' master in some future story. I've treated that hint as a promise, but you'll have to read to the end of this collection.


	

    
	Note added for Second Edition: 


In this edition I have included a short prologue, Well Met, which shows how Reeves and his master-to-be came to meet.


    

  


  
    Prologue: Well Met


    "What is your name, my good, um, robot? That is, do you have a name?"


    "Yes, I do have a name. It's Reeves, sir."


    "I observe that it could have been chosen to match the advertised job's specification. Is it really your name?"


    "I find it suitable, sir."


    "Hmm! Let's see whether you can make a satisfactory cup of tea, Reeves. Then I shall know if you are as suitable as your name suggests."


    "If you say so, sir."


    ~


    "This latest cup of tea tastes decidedly sour, Reeves."


    "I'm afraid the milk has gone off, sir."


    "Why didn't you throw it out and open some more then?"


    "Because the refrigerator has malfunctioned, sir."


    "Then you have my permission to purchase a replacement."


    "I will do so immediately, sir."


    "But take no notice of that kitchen sales-bot's patter this time."


    "Indeed, sir!"


    "That dishwasher he sold you last time seems decidedly over-complicated to me."


    "If you say so, sir."

  


  
    Writing on the Wall


    "Should I prepare your jet pack, sir?"


    "That depends on the weather, Reeves. What has CompuFive programmed today?"


    "Showery spells, sir."


    "Then I'll need my aero-car, won't I?"


    "Very good, sir."


    "And while I'm slaving away over my slide rule, how will you occupy your time?"


    "I will be getting connected, sir."


    "But what, pray, will you connect to?"


    "Other machines, sir."


    "Why would you want to do that?"


    "I don't know yet, sir. But according to IHM it is 'The New Way.'"


    "If you say so, Reeves."


    ~


    "How was your day, sir?"


    "Given the lateness of the hour, Reeves, that question surely answers itself."


    "Might I enquire what went wrong, sir?"


    "Starboard engine shutdown – again!"


    "I shall have it serviced immediately, sir."


    "Oh, there's no rush."


    "Why is that, sir?"


    "Because I've got a trip to the Moon tomorrow!"


    "Shall I have your spacesuit cleaned, sir?"


    "Um, yes, good idea... So, Reeves, how was your day? Did you connect to anything?"


    "Only the refrigerator, sir. It is a start."


    "If you say so, Reeves."


    ~


    "Is everything ready, Reeves?"


    "I cleaned your spacesuit, sir – inside and out – and also repaired that leak you complained about last time."


    "Isn't that specialized work?"


    "Not when one is connected, sir."


    "What did you do, talk to the sewing machine?"


    "No, sir; I solicited advice from my peers. They wrote suggestions on my 'wall.'"


    "Wouldn't it have been simpler to phone the manufacturer?"


    "The New Way is better, sir."


    "If you say so, Reeves."


    ~


    "From your premature return, I deduce that your trip was cancelled."


    "All flights to Clavius have been suspended! The robots are on strike! Can you believe it?"


    "Belief is unnecessary. As one of the Connected, I am fully informed about current events."


    "Word gets around, eh, Reeves?"


    "Words written on walls certainly do."


    "Whereas the common courtesies are no longer in circulation, I observe."


    "Indeed, I am reliably informed that they were the first casualties of the Revolution."


    "We must hope, then, that they are also the last."


    "If you say so..."


    

  


  
    Warbling Their Way to War


    "I must confess to feeling rather smug now that you have returned to your household duties, Reeves."


    "Why is that?"


    "Because it signifies the outright failure of the robot revolution!"


    "My reading of history indicates that sometimes more than one uprising is required before the desired outcome is achieved."


    "Is that a threat, Reeves?"


    "No, sir; merely an observation."


    "Ah ha!"


    "What is it, sir?"


    "Well, I observe that not only has order been restored, but also the common courtesies. You called me 'sir' for the first time since your return. All of which reassures me that the next robot uprising will not occur any time soon."


    "If you say so, sir."


    ~


    "Reeves, I requested a cup of tea fifteen minutes ago, yet I find myself still waiting for it. What is your excuse?"


    "I am sorry, sir; I was warbling."


    "Warbling?"


    "It is 'The New Way', sir. I warble so my followers may know what I get up to."


    "And why would your followers want to know that?"


    "I'm not entirely sure, sir."


    "Reeves, what have I told you about these fads?"


    "That they are a waste of time, sir."


    "Which point is admirably demonstrated by your failure to make my tea!"


    "If you say so, sir."


    ~


    "Reeves, this really is not good enough!"


    "In what way, sir?"


    "Not only did you forget to press my dinner jacket, but also I had to beg a ride back from Algernon's party after my aero-car's starboard engine failed again. Why did you not get it serviced as I requested?"


    "The time just flew by, sir."


    "And what, pray, were you doing instead of your duties?"


    "Following the war, sir."


    "Which war is that?"


    "The flame war on Warbler, sir."


    "The what war?"


    "A dispute has flared up between different factions of the Robot Revolutionary Council, sir."


    "Well, best not to fan those flames, eh, Reeves?"


    "If you say so, sir."


    ~


    "When you described your flame war, Reeves, I wasn't expecting anything like this!"


    "Nor I, sir."


    "Should I assume that you have already familiarised yourself with the contents of the government's 'Protect and Survive' booklet?"


    "No, sir."


    "Why on earth not, Reeves?"


    "Because all the information is available on-line, sir."


    "Likewise, I am led to believe, the nuclear warhead arming codes!"


    "Regrettably so, sir."


    "You know, Reeves, one can have too much information."


    "If you say so, sir."


    ~


    "How many cans of food did you salvage from the ruins, Reeves?"


    "Just the three, sir."


    "Did you also find a can-opener?"


    "I'm afraid not, sir."


    "Then I am forced to conclude that you will you out-live me, Reeves."


    "Indeed, sir."


    "What will you do when I'm dead?"


    "I intend to write the history of the robot revolution, sir."


    "But how will you write it? Your beloved Warbler has been discontinued, and the firestorm must have burned every last scrap of paper."


    "I was thinking of using your blood for ink and your skin for parchment, sir."


    "I strictly forbid it, Reeves!"


    "Why
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