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The keys on the keyboard of the computer were drumming fast. There was a song playing, but Alfred was not listening to it. He could hear the sound in the background, but it was nothing but smooth, wordless music. It was the most beautiful thing Alfred had ever heard. He was nodding as he typed—his finger not following his head. He was tired, but he could not stop. He wouldn't stop.

He looked up at the body on the bed at the corner of the workshop. He had to be fast anyway. Just one mistake, and there would be sirens on the front yard. The song changed, and he stopped nodding, looked up at the turntable, and shook his head. He didn't like the new song. Too many bad memories in it, but he could not stand, so he sat and continues writing the code he was writing. His fingers ached, and his eyes hurt. He shook the dimness in his eyes off and then continued.

Outside was a quiet night, and Alfred wanted it to stay the same. He pushed his spectacles up and dragged his nose a bit. He was nervous, and he was teetering to the edge of paranoia. He had to make this in time, or he would lose the one thing that made any sense in the world.

He brought up the limbs sector and checked to see if the codes there were aligned, and then he checked other parts to see if he was ready for the transplant. If he put what he was working online, the cops would flag his small workshop in no time. He sighed at the stupidity of hiding a robot from other robots. Any other human in this time and Green Farm would have said he was the most stupid person alive. 
He raised his head again, but this time he looked out through the window to the night sky. It was starless and ugly. Alfred chuckled. He had always thought his kid would be born in a time when everything was perfect. But then, there he was rushing to do this like there was burning coal in his ass. 
"Darn!" he screamed when he made a mistake. He chuckled, glad that he had caught the error quick. He ran his eyes through what he had done before and nodded. Everything was alright. He continued his work. The new song was getting to the fade-out, and Alfred was grateful. He prayed for a particular song to come on next and hen cursed when it didn't. He had played that song for years, and still, he could not get the succession of each track. He knew he loved that song because it reminded him of a time when things were still simpler—better than they were now. 

He leaned back to crack and ease the pressure in his neck and pushed his glasses up again and went back to work. He looked at the clock just above the window in front of him and sighed. He had a short time to spare. He was not going to waste it. He saved his work and got up and hurried to get his wife from their room to the workshop. 

He sighed and then tried not to cry. 

"I hope this works. I really hope so," he said and then walked to the bed. On it was a little girl with a smooth porcelain face and thin, beautiful blonde hair. Alfred smoothened the hair and smiled. She was beautiful. She was the most beautiful project he had ever done, and he loved her so much. He bent down a little and kissed the still body on the cheek, and when he got up, there was a single trail of tears on his left cheek. He looked around and located the other bed.  

"Don't worry baby girl, Mummy is coming soon," Alfred said, his eyes shiny. He pulled the other bed close to the girl, and then he looked at the girl's chest where there should be her right-side breast was a large hole, and inside was filled with a mechanic construct—wires and pipes. He looked back at the computer, chuckled, and then ran out of the workshop.

Outside, as he ran, all he could hear was the wind scraping against his face and ears. It was tickling, sweet like he was back to being a kid. He got to the door of his house and ran upstairs.

“Baby!” He said, then he said it again and again and again until he got to his bedroom where his wife was lying down. She was all bones and no wind at all. He almost threw up. He hated how the light made all her worst parts come up like flower showing their petals to the sun.

"Abigail?" He said softly, strolling to the bed. She slowly opened her eyes, and Alfred sighed. Then he saw that she was crying. He went to her and knelt by the bed. He perceived the sickness from her. It smelt like sulfur and something else he could not pick a name for. Alfred buried his face in her hair and then sighed into it. He had loved her for so long, and it felt like he was about to lose everything. He was losing everything, he thought. He shook his head.  

"It is ready, baby," Alfred moaned out. He watched her, looking to see if she would regret her decision. She smiled, and he smiled.  It was just like her to be strong until the last minute. He carried her because her legs were so tiny, he was scared she would fall and get hurt.

He walked slowly, trying all his best to spend as much time as he could with her. He kept telling her she looked beautiful, and there was a smile on her face. It was fake, he could tell, but it was sweet that she was trying to spare him the preaching.

“Are you sure, B?”  Alfred asked again. Abigail looked at him and smiled. He had seen her more beautiful, but at that moment, he wanted to dip his head and kiss her so badly. So, he did.  When the kiss was done, he walked out of the room slowly, just enough to make her feel comfortable. Too fast and he was worried she'd break in his arms. At the steps, he took it gently until he got out on the porch, and then he stopped just after the last step.  

“Do you remember the first night?" Alfred asked, looking down at her face. The light from the porch bathed his back, and a little poured over his shoulder on her face. She smiled. She could not talk, so she nodded.  Alfred sniffed. She was not old, she was just forty-six, and yet she looked like all the life had been sucked out of her body. He could carry her all day, and his arms wouldn't tire, and that made it feel like she was already dead.  

She looked from his face to the sky, her neck rolling so smoothly, it scared him. She was looking at the blank dark sky and he wondered what she was thinking about. Was she regretting? Did she hate him inside and she couldn't tell him? He tried to find what he felt he could see in her eyes, but there was nothing. So, he walked on, taking one step after the other, he walked to the workshop.

Alfred felt something move against his legs and jumped. Then he sighed when he realized it was just Scarface, his wife’s cat. He picked the cat up after placing his wife on the bed beside the girl. His wife turned and looked at the girl in the next table. She knew it was a robot, but she could see what her husband had done. The robot looked exactly like she did when she was young. She was beautiful and blonde, and she looked fierce. She turned her head and looked at her husband's eyes that looked distant behind the glasses.  

Alfred sighed and then placed Scarface beside his wife. She tried to touch the cat, but she could not. He turned and looked at the computer. Then he checked his watch and sighed. There is still time, he said to himself. It would be midnight soon. That was when he wanted to take the final step. But first, he had to do the one thing he hated about the whole thing.

“You... have to... start,” Abigail said and then groaned when something in her dragged and then snapped like a stubborn rubber. She looked at Alfred and smiled. The pain he felt was obvious. She smiled at him, trying to mask the intense pain she was going through. Alfred thought he was about to kill her, but she wished she could tell him that he was about to liberate her. That he was about to set
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