Marion “Tank” Leflour
Creation & Intention
The only electronic son of a NASA scientist, Tank once had an especially strong bond with his father, who spent more time in the garage slaving away at Tank’s creation than he ever did around the dinner table with the rest of his family.  Tank’s father was a man who aspired to be an astronaut, but he was grounded by his vertigo.  Tank was designed to see all of the things his old man could not.  He was supposed to be a robot akin to the Hubble Telescope:  Able to travel light years away and beam back brilliant images from the outer reaches of space.  But things did not work as planned.  Tank was successfully launched into space, but the images he returned were less than impressive:  He confused his coordinates and took spectacular photographs of earth itself.  Embarrassed and disappointed, Tank’s father abandoned him.
The CIA & the Coffee Cart
Tank used his connections at NASA to secure a job with the CIA.  His employment filled a quota:  All of those government agencies have to boast about having at least one robot on staff.  Because he was created for reconnaissance, Tank was especially adept at seeking out the coffee cart and returning to the office with news of the various types of pastries that were being offered.  Occasionally, he was recruited for practical jokes:  His snapshots of co-workers in awkward circumstances, complete with witty captions, made it to the company bulletin board on more than one occasion.  Life was good.  He was pulling in decent money at a job that most people would find prestigious and gratifying.  He was fitting in well with his fellow employees.   But there was still something missing.  Then . . ..
Terror & Redemption
9/11 occurred.  And if retrieving pastries for bureaucrats held little meaning on September 10th, it meant absolutely nothing now.  In the following months, Tank watched closely as the government declared that Osama Bin Laden was the culprit.  He watched even more closely as they determined that Osama and his posse were holed up in the caves of Afghanistan.  Tank seized the opportunity:  He was born for this kind of work.  He could be the one to investigate the deepest crevices that no one else dared to venture into.  He could be the one to save the world (and, not coincidentally, win again the adulation of his father)!  He enlisted in the War on Terror.

Reprogramming
Tank’s transfer from the offices to the desert was not an easy one.  At first, the CIA was skeptical because of Tank’s less-than-stellar past.  But some reprogramming and coercing on Tank’s behalf won them to his side.  What is a robot for, after all, if not to handle the tasks that fail to interest humans?  Once the decision was made that he could go abroad, there were still other necessary adjustments:  Eye-crunches to strengthen his sight; rewiring so he could stand the heat without a meltdown; a scratch-resistant screen to deflect the swirling sand; a general toughening and bulking up.  The overhaul rendered the “new” Tank barely recognizable.  He had gone from being a scientific tool to being a “G-Man.”  If only Tank’s father could see him now.

Hot Days in the Desert
At first, Tank relished his time in the Afghani desert.  He was all the rage with the fellow soldiers, who admired his siding because it was more protective than the doors on their Hummers.  So what if there was an occasional grumble about breaking him down for scrap metal?  Everyone seemed to recognize that he was doing important—and undesirable—work.  Even the natives took a shine to Tank when they discovered that, if they attached a piece of aluminum foil to his head, he could get pretty good reception for “The Gilmore Girls.”  But then Tank had to quit socializing and get to work.
In Pursuit of . . . What Exactly?
Unfortunately, when Tank actually got into the contested territory, the old problems cropped up again.  His reconnaissance work for the CIA was no better than it was for NASA.  Only whereas before Tank had a difficult time discerning our planet from the others, this time Tank was unable to differentiate between the good guys and the bad guys.  At first, the Powers That Be believed it was only a glitch in his system.  After fine-tuning him, they sent him back into the fray.  But when Tank repeatedly offered a line-up of completely harmless Muslims—with, perhaps, even a stray American soldier or two thrown into the mix—the CIA had no options other than to remove him from the project.  Now the disgruntled soldiers really did want to harvest him for scrap metal, so Tank was ushered back to the states as quickly as possible.  
From Reconnaissance to Roboceptionist
Mindful of the backlash that may occur if the CIA actually fired their one robot on payroll, they decided to “transfer” him instead.  They looked for a position that would continue to foster Tank’s growth (after all, they had invested a considerable chunk of change into the ol’ chap) while at the same time making sure that he was in an environment in which he could not do too much damage.  When news of Valerie’s imminent departure from CMU rocked the roboceptionist world, the CIA acted immediately.  As a favor to some very influential members of the CMU faculty who shall remain nameless, Tank succeeded Valerie as its second roboceptionist.

Which Brings Us To . . .
Tank’s present situation:  

· He is a machine who needs to feel a sense of self-worth, so he will invest his roboceptionist duties with as much significance as he can muster.  

· He is also a machine who has not yet left it all on the battlefield:  Relationships will be defined in terms of conflict; he’s slightly paranoid; even simple instructions like giving someone directions to the bathroom will have a decidedly military flavor (“First, you have to cross the Green Zone”).
· He believes that he is actually still doing valuable work for the CIA.  He refuses to admit that his “transfer” is a “demotion.”  He thinks he is simply undercover.  He is especially suspicious of his perceived nemesis, Dr. Reid.

· Some of his above suspicions and paranoia may indeed be true.

Some miscellaneous details:

· He has a robotic dog named “Blueberry,” who Tank insists on referring to as “Bones,” though the dog refuses to respond to that name.  Blueberry has Bluetooth technology and keeps running up cell phone calls.

· He takes up a creative hobby:  hooking rugs so Blueberry will have a warm spot on his chest to curl up; or, painting-by-number classic paintings with his own flair (“The Last Supper” with robots, for example).

· He supplements his CMU salary by selling his paintings on Ebay or collecting one penny on every credit card transaction around the world.

· His favorite music is the soundtrack to arcade games:  Donkey Kong, Space Invaders.  He digs PacMan the most.

· Once had a date with the Eastern Seabord Electrical Grid, though that one really flamed out.
Potential Storylines
· Of course, the father will return.  He will be more disdainful than ever of how Tank has ended up.  Tank will have to prove that he is not a failure or reach a point that he no longer feels that such proof is necessary.

· The father may eventually show his pride in Tank by constructing for him a mate.

· Tank has a pen pal who is still in Afghanistan.  They correspond weekly/monthly.  When his pal mysteriously becomes quiet, Tank frets.  The relationship could comprise his “romance” storyline.  Perhaps he will work toward rescuing her from her situation.  Maybe she will join him in the states at the end of the year.

· Whatever hobby Tank decides upon will run for a semester.  Tension at work will lead to the hobby, which will cause initial shame.  But he will eventually become quite adept at the activity, so much so that he will feature it at a show/sale at the end of the first semester.

· When in space, Tank developed a relationship with a satellite.  Their relationship is strictly on a “beam basis.”  Jealousy ensues when other satellites start beaming them messages.  Perhaps the beams provide fuel for Tank’s paranoia.  Perhaps they just want him to be paranoid.
· Tank develops a crush on a human woman (Anne?).  
· Something with the robotic cars at CMU that are being developed for the desert races.
· What exactly is Tank doing at CMU?  Are his suspicions correct?  Are they fabrications?  Does he actually bumble his way into solving a great mystery (a la Barney Fife)?  Does he eventually realize that he is what he is and that is enough?

