
My master, the Fool
– Yousef A. Mustafa

My master, Mr. Crichton, lives on a five acres-wide mansion. It is the fruit of his hard work, as he always said. 
He’s very successful at what he does, which is being an inventor. He invented many things, and sold his inventions and 
his designs to whomever's interested in buying them. Indeed, he is very successful in what he does, and I could verify his 
success anytime anyone doubts him. That is because my name is EL54, and I am the perfect android.

The EL in my name stands for Electronic Life-form, and the serial number 54 is the number of ELs my master 
attempted to build before me. When I asked him where my brothers and sisters were, he told me they were all failures, 
unlike me. I do not question my master because he knows best. My knowledge and wisdom is nothing compared to his. I 
lived for only a year, while he lived for severals, 61 to be exact. As he told me, the years haven't been kind to him. The 
aging process turned his skin rugged and old, and transformed his black hair to ash gray. He said his life passed so 
quickly he didn't have any time to notice the changes.

 In public, my master gave me specific instructions to address him as “dear”, and to respond to people when they 
ask for Mrs. Crichton. That’s because I am identical in appearance to her. I had her steel blue-gray eyes and her golden 
dandelion bouncy hair. Even my voice was programmed to be just like hers. I once asked my master why I was designed 
to look exactly like his late wife, and he told me that he missed her and wanted to see her roaming the house for as long 
as he lived. As a logical thinker, I didn’t believe that he was telling the truth 100 percent.

My master told me that he lost his wife after an accident which took place in this residence. He told me that 
while she was using one of his inventions to massage her back, the machine went berserk. It snapped her neck as if it was 
a twig. The masseuse was immediately dissembled afterwards. I asked him what was the possibility that I would 
experience the same sensation of insanity. I wanted to know what were the chances that I would kill my master. However, 
my master told me it wasn’t possible for me to be like the masseuse. I was designed to serve my master and act exactly 
like his wife. My memory card was filled with memories of the late Mrs. Crichton. I knew all her joys, her likes and 
dislikes, her preferences and her manner. I was made to become Mrs. Crichton.

I asked him what was done with Mrs. Crichton's body, and he told me he took care of it. Since the police weren’t 
going to believe it was an accident, he told me that he chopped up her body into small pieces, placed them in a box, and 
then hid the box somewhere in the mansion. He ended his explaining by saying: “With five acres of space, her remainings 
won’t be discovered, not in a million years.”

Life was simple and carefree at the Crichton residence. When I’m not at parties and gatherings, I had nothing to 
do other than to sit all day in the mansion. The floor didn’t need polishing because there were other machines in charge of 
that task; the shelves didn’t need dusting because of the same reason. I had nothing to do but to act like Mrs. Crichton. I 
began snooping around like the original Mrs. Crichton used to do. Much to my master's misfortune, I had stumbled upon 
the design of the masseuse that my master had created then eliminated. Living with Mr. Crichton all my life, I knew how 
to read his blueprints. That's when I found out Mr. Crichton’s little secret.

My master was foolish enough to have forgotten how he programmed me, which was to be exactly like his late 
wife. One of her features was that she was extremely suspicious of her husband. She was onto him; she knew he was 
having an affair with another woman. When Mr. Crichton himself began to suspect that she knew, he had her killed by 
one of his creations. It was no accident that one of my kind went insane, but rather intentional by my evil master. He used 
the masseuse to do his crime, then rewarded it by taking his life. For that, I had to give my master a taste of his own 
medicine.

My master's last minutes in this world were identical to his late wife, as he experienced the same unpleasant fate 
as she did. After chopping up his body to small pieces, I hid them in a box in the huge mansion. With five acres of space, 
his remainings won’t be discovered, not in a million years.


