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Thad sat astride the RM-8390's back, as if it were a horse, with a big smile on his face while General McLyman took pictures. The RM-8390 is a robot that looks like a Centaur. A meter and a half high, half a meter wide and two meters long to house the 40 hp diesel engine. The torso was pushed far forward, almost like a ship's prow, leaving a broad, flat, back for cargo or spare weapons. The torso itself has two arms, each with a hand with three fingers and a thumb, and an instrument package atop that looks like some massive, misshapen, human head. The RM-8390 is popularly called the 馬马机器人, or mǎ jī qì rén. Horse Robot. The RM-8390 was not developed in the United States. It was developed in China, in secret, by The People's Liberation Army (PLA).

General Erin McLyman and Colonel Thad Bollinger walked back across the vacant lot to the canopy tent. Even in civilian clothes -- their short hair cuts and bearing screamed military. Thad's Aloha shirt just made him more obvious.

"Michael, how did Minor Miracle Software succeed where Wright Patterson failed?" McLyman said.
Michael Jarrett, CEO of Minor Miracle Software, sat in a folding chair, long hair, beard, faded Oakland Raiders t-shirt, and strumming his guitar. He always strummed his guitar before a major test. It calmed everyone down.
"We didn't. We just picked up where they left off. The only option left was the EMF detector. The real problem was creating a virus that destroys the robots but spares humans, cows, dogs, e.t.c.," Michael said.
"So the robots destroy each other?", she said.
"No, the humans destroy the robots," he said.
"How does that work?", she said.
"Watch and we'll show you," he said with a broad grin.
On a cool October day the canopy tent stood on the parking lot behind the Minor Miracle Software building facing the treeless vacant lot. Scattered across the lot were derelict cars, clothes dryers, refrigerators, and lamps. Their power cables snaked back to the tent. Bushes and rubble piles broke up the terrain.

Minor Miracle Chief Electronics Technician Kristina Garcia sat at a table under the tent checking all the systems with three laptops and switch boxes. The five robots were lined up facing the tent. Three built in China. Two copies built in Wright Patterson AFB in Ohio. Miguel Hernandez, Software Lead at Minor Miracle Software, was napping in a folding chair.

"We're a go," Kristina said.

Michael nudged Miguel. "Wake up. You're on," he said. "Huh? Me? Oh yeah. No problem." Miguel stood up and walked onto the lot, stopping about three meters from a decrepit Honda and faced the tent. "How is this?" "Wonderful. Just stand there."

Erin and Thad looked from Miguel to Michael and Thad said, "Are you willing to risk him?"
"Why not?", Michael replied, "It worked last night."

Michael stood up, put his guitar down and looked around and started talking to himself. "The robots are gassed up. All the lights are green. All the systems are powered up. Ok Kristina, put the theory into practice. Switch On.", he said. Kristina took a deep breath and hit a laptop key.

The robots came alive as their engines started up. Making an awful noise. Each seemed to snap to attention with the heads revolving 360 degrees, as if looking for something. Then the torsos started revolving as well.

"Cue the cars and lamps," Kristina said. Seven lamp glowed bright. Three cars came to life. Including the Honda behind Miguel. The robots didn't respond to the cars but did change their formation from a line to a V formation pointing north. The revolving stopped.

"Cue the virus," Kristina said.

The robots started revolving as before but this time stopped when they faced a car. Then they started trotting towards the cars. Two headed right for the Honda behind Miguel. Miguel just stood there, impassive. When the robots were two meters from Miguel they split, one passing him on the right, the other on his left before continuing to the Honda. Erin and Thad applauded. "Bra-vo," Thad said.

The poor Honda didn't stand a chance. As if co-operating the robots ripped the hood apart, then started ripping at the engine, metal and wire flying. When the Honda died the robots stood at attention with their torsos rotating. Looking for a new target. An Oldsmobile Station wagon lay nearby. The one robot tearing at it had given up on the hood and was pulling on the driver's side door. The two robot started off to it.

"Cue the dryer," Kristina said.

A clothes dryer spun to life, rocking side to side, almost dancing, with a "Whaamp, Whaamp, Whaamp" sound as the three-phase power spun the drum. All the robots perked up. Turned their attention to the dryer. Then ran for it. "They look for the strongest EFM signal, then attack it. Do they take proximity into account?", Erin asked. Miguel sat back down on his lawn chair and said, "No, they just focus on the strongest signal." Erin and Thad nodded in understanding.

Two robots pulled violently on the dryer. Each trying to gain control. One grabbed the drum for a better grip, but the spinning drum snapped its arm, hydraulic fluid an sparks flying.

"Cut the dryer," Kristina said.

The robots stopped pulling on the dryer - just holding it above the ground for an instant - then dropped it to the ground. They stood still, torsos rotating, looking for a new target. Then, in a group, they trotted in a circle. Torsos still rotating. As if looking for a new target. As each passed a lamp, it was pointedly ignored.

"Cut the lamps," Kristina said. The lamps went dark. "Cut the robots." The robot stopped.

"For review," Erin said, "after the virus engages the robots attack the strongest electro-magnetic signal. Avoiding everything else. The dryer 3-Phase electrical producing the strongest signal. Thus all the robots fighting over it. And... they can't detect a 100w lamp. Did I miss anything?"
Michael was leaning back, strumming his guitar. "Nope. Hit it right on the money. The crude EMF detector picks up serious electromagnetic fields. ...a car, washing machine, TV, that kinda thing." "What if they are holding weapons?"
"They drop the weapons and attack hand-to-hand. Just like you saw."
"No weapons. Human avoidance. A slow enough speed so anyone can run away. I'll recommend it to the President."

As January fades the annual Minor Miracle Software NFL Championship Party broke for half-time in Michael's living room. The Puppy Bowl from last year's Super Bowl is on the big screen TV. Kristina's boys are playing football with the stadium themed appetizer tray that fills the dinning room table. Using carrots and celery for players and a cocktail frank as the football. They move players from one dip tray to the next, then eating the ones knocked down. The football shaped pizza on the coffee table is half eaten. Michael and Miguel were debating what kind of mustard tasted best on a hotdog.

"Breaking News. A robot demonstration by the Chinese Army went awry as the robots, called Bàn rénmǎ, started attacking people, " the announcer said.

No one was listening. No one was looking at the TVs. No one noticed.

"Look! A horsey robot!" Everyone looked at the TV to see several RM-8390s chasing a limousine across a parade ground. "That's a Mǎ jī qì rén! Um, an RM-8390!" "The robots can't keep up with that limo!," the announcer said. The limousine raced out of view and the camera fished around for something new. It stopped on two robots attacking a tank, without much success. A soldier was swinging an axe at the robot. "He's swinging at the hydraulic lines." "How do you know where the hydraulic lines are?" Um..."

Monday after the Super Bowl the newspaper China Daily published a story about a factory manager who was arrested while driving a red Mustang GTO convertible. It implied he was involved in the Bàn rénmǎ Scandal.
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