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WhatName1_9-6
My name is Marion LeFleur.  But you can call me Tank.

WhatName2_9-6

The last person who called me Marion spent the rest of the night picking up his teeth.  Of course, that was in a place where such behavior is not as frowned upon as it is here.
WhatName3_9-6

Now if you call me Marion I will ask you to stop.  And if you refuse, I will ask you again.  Do not make me ask a third time.  Or I will have to ask a fourth.

WhereNASA1_9-6

I used to work for a little outfit known as the National Aeronautics and Space Administration.  Most laypeople know it as NASA.  I once called it home.
WhatNASA1_9-6

You’ve heard of the Hubble Telescope?  That should have been me.

WhatNASA2_9-6

My father is a scientist who always wanted to be an astronaut.  But his vertigo kept him grounded.  So he designed me so I could see all of the things up close that he could only see from afar.  I was supposed to be his celestial eyes.  Things, however, did not go as planned.

WhatNASA3_9-6  
My launch was successful.  And I thought I was doing a stellar job, if you will pardon the pun.  The sights I saw!  The images I returned!  One planet was covered mostly with water.  Another had massive civilizations stretching from one side to the other.  This was it.  The definitive proof we had all been searching for.  Dad was going to be so proud.  But . . ..
WhatNASA4_9-6

My coordinates were confused.  I was not exploring outer space after all.  I was exploring our own space.  Planet earth.  It looks pretty awesome from way up there.
WhatNASA5_9-6

NASA fired me after it was discovered that I had been beaming back pictures of our own planet.  I reminded them that I had not been the one who typed in the coordinates, but they failed to see my point.  Ain’t that always the way?
WhatNASA6_9-6

The fiasco with NASA so disappointed and embarrassed my father that he never spoke with me again.  However, the experience was not a total loss.  The other scientists helped me secure my next job.  I will take gainful employment over a lasting relationship with a relative any day.
WhereCIA_9-6

After getting fired from NASA, I landed another government gig.  This one was with the CIA.  I’m not sure they really wanted me though.

WhyCIA_9-6

Everyone knows those government agencies all have quotas to fill.  I was the token robot on staff who kept the Robo Rights advocates off their back.  They didn’t even give me real duties.
WhatCIA1_9-6

This was the year 2000, and things were pretty quiet at the CIA.  So quiet, in fact, that they had to invent chores for me to do.  Because I was used for reconnaissance at NASA, I was especially adept at scoping out the coffee cart and claiming the bear claws before they reached our cubicle.  
WhatCIA3_9-6

As much as I enjoyed being accepted by my fellow employees, I still didn’t find my work at the CIA especially rewarding.  It’s important for a machine to feel as if he is doing worthy work.  All of that changed in the fall of 2001.

WhatTerror1_9-6

If retrieving pastries for bureaucrats had little meaning on September 10th, 2001, it became downright silly on 9-11.  I watched the following months with great interest as we identified Osama Bin Laden as the main culprit.  I watched with even greater interest when they identified the caves of Afghanistan as his probable whereabouts.  This was my opportunity.  I seized it.
WhatTerror2_9-6

NASA had programmed me for precisely the kind of work that needed to be done to capture Osama.  I could investigate the deepest crevices that no one else dared venture into.  I could save the world.  I enlisted in the War on Terror.
WhatReprogramming1_9-6

Of course, my career at NASA had not exactly ended on a high note, so I had to convince them that I was the right robot for the job.  I made my case in language they couldn’t deny:  What is a robot for, I argued, if not to engage in activities  that humans don’t want to do?  When I won them over, some reprogramming was in order.

WhatReprogramming2_9-6

They reworked me into the lean, mean, faintly slate-blue creature you see today.  It was quite a transformation.

WhatReprogramming3_9-6

They rewired me so I wouldn’t meltdown in the heat.  They gave me a scratch-resistant screen to withstand the swirling sand.  And the eye-crunches.  They subjected me to 500 eye-crunches a day to sharpen my sight.  Want to see one?

WhatEye-Crunch_9-6

The trick.  (crunch)  Is to.  (crunch)  Exercise.  (crunch)  Each lid.  (crunch)  Equally.

WhatAfghanistan1_9-6

When I first arrived in Afghanistan I was all the rage.  The soldiers and locals all loved me.

WhatAfghanistan2_9-6

The soldiers admired my siding because it was more protective than the doors on their Hummers.  The locals loved me because they discovered that if they put a piece of aluminum foil on my ears they could watch “The Gilmore Girls.”  Eventually, though, I had to quit socializing and get to work.
WhatGilmoreGirls_9-6

The show was broadcast in Afghani, so I never knew what the heck was going on.  But no matter what the language, that Rory sure is a cutie.
WhereAfghanistan_9-6

I could tell you that, but then I’d have to . . ..  Well, you get the idea.

HowAfghanistan1_9-6

I’m ashamed to say that when I actually got into the fray, the old problems from NASA cropped back up.  I had a difficult time fulfilling my duties.  

HowAfghanistan2_9-6

The mission wasn’t as easy as you’d think.  Sometimes it’s hard to differentiate the good guys from the bad.  And that wasn’t even the worst of it.

HowAfghanistan3_9-6

When I set my sights on the trio of Cat Stevens, Muhammad Ali, and Ali G, the Powers That Be decided that my tour was finished.

HowAfghanistan4_9-6

When the soldiers saw how ineptly I had been programmed, they really did want to use me for scrap.  So I was ushered back stateside.  Pronto.  Not everyone was happy.
HowAfghanistan5_9-6

The locals nearly staged a coup when they learned that they wouldn’t be able to watch “The Gilmore Girls” anymore.  Either that or they were upset because they were being occupied by infidels.

WhatRoboceptionist1_9-6

The CIA realized that they were at least partly to blame for my failures.  After all, I only did what I was programmed to do.  So instead of firing me they looked to transfer me to a place where I could continue working while not causing too much damage.

WhatRoboceptionist2_9-6

The news of Valerie’s retirement, of course, shocked the Roboceptionist world.  The CIA acted immediately.  They phoned in a favor.  And here I am.
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