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Far away in the distance shimmered the robot city. In the daylight, one 

could see all the tall towers, the buildings, the arcs, the bridges, the jumble of 

steel and concrete. 

 

It was a really beautiful city or so it seemed to the people who weren’t in it. 

Far away from the robot city was a town. And in that town stood a tall tower, 

so tall that his head was in the clouds. A few paces away from the great tower 

stood a pole. It was dwarfish and weak compared to the great tower, but in its 

own right, it was grand. 

 

“Can you see the robot city, from up there?” Asked the insignificant pole. 

The tower could not hear him for he was too far and above the pole. 

 

“He cannot hear me.” Sighed the pole. “He must hear me or I shall never know 

about the robot city. 

So he spoke again a bit louder this time and his voice was carried over to the 

great tower. 

 

“Dear me, what’s that horrible noise. It sounds terribly similar to electricity.” 

Mulled the great tower. 

 

“It is I, oh great tower.” Said the pole craning his neck to look. 

 

“It’s the pole, how interesting.” Observed the tower. “What does he wants?” 
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“Can he not hear me?” 

 

“What is it, my dear fellow?” said the tower. 

 

The pole at once felt delighted for he was heard by the great tower. He looked 

up at the tower; he could barely make out the top of it. 

 

“Ah, well, I wanted to know if you could see the robot city from up there.” 

 

“Yes I can see the robot city from here and I can also see the sun setting 

behind it.” 

 

The pole’s curiosity was ignited. For days he had been hearing about the robot 

city but everything he had heard was from other poles and he distrusted the 

information. He looked up again at the tower and tried to gather his thoughts. 

What did he really want to know about the city? God, there were too many 

things that he wanted to know. He wanted to know how the city looked like. 

He wanted to know how far it was. He wanted to know how many towers 

were in there but most importantly he wanted to know that how he will be 

able to get there. 

 

“Tell me how it looks like? He finally said. 

 

“It looks like a dream, it looks like a masterpiece on a canvas, it looks like a 

longing and an ache.it looks like a final destination for a traveler who had been 

traveling for a million years.” 

 

“Is it really that beautiful?” the pole asked. 
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“Oh, it’s beautiful and more.” The tower said, staring at the robot city in the 

distance. 

 

The sun was setting behind the city and the lights were coming on. 

For a while, they both became quite lost in the vision of the robot city. 

 

“I would like to go there you know,” the pole said. 

 

This amused the tower, for he himself had wanted to visit the robot city for a 

while; but that was before his hopes and dreams had died, that was before he 

had fallen in love. 

 

“We all want to go there, don’t we? But none of us ever get there.” 

 

“I will get there, I know I will,” said the young pole who was barely an year old. 

 

“How young are you?” inquired the tower. 

 

“I am a year and a half, but what does it matter?” answered the pole he was 

feeling a little defensive by the question. 

 

“It matters… for when you will be as old as I, you will understand that not all 

dreams come true in life and sometimes we must settle at looking at the mere 

impression of a thing we really want.” 

 

“That’s a terrible thing to say, for I shall not be satisfied until I see the robot 

city.” 

 

Miles away from the tower stood Diana. She was beautiful, the steel of her 
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body shined in the dying sunlight, her body was carved in intricate patterns 

which gave her stability and also made her look fragile. She was tall and lean 

and all sorts of types of equipment were loaded onto her but this does not 

seem to wear her down for she carried herself rather gracefully. On top of her 

blinked a bright red light like a crown. To signal danger to oncoming planes. 

But this was the light that had first caught the attention of the great tower. he 

stared at her with longing from far away. day by day, night by night he stared 

at her until one day he realized that he could not look away from her that he 

was very much in love with her. 

 

“What are you staring at?” asked the pole. 

 

“Nothing” the tower became instantly self-conscious and made a show of 

looking in every direction. 
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“Why don’t you talk to her, I have seen you staring at her before.” 

 

The tower blushed. “I didn’t think anyone noticed. It’s strange that you did. I 

have been looking at her for a year now yet she hasn’t noticed. I also sent her 

countless messages but haven’t received any back; that may because my 

antenna is broken or maybe because she never returned any of my messages.” 

 

“Why don’t you go to her?” 

 

“What a silly thing to say, I can’t possibly go to her because my legs are 

weighted down by tons of concrete. I can’t go anywhere. I just stand and 

stare.” 

 

The pole wanted to say something to lift the spirits of his new friend. 
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“Sometimes I go to places, the engineers come and put us into their trucks and 

we go to places sometimes countryside, sometimes to some new town or a 

different city.” 

 

“I bet that’s nice?” asked the tower. 

 

“Not really… it’s all the same, the engineers put us up then leave us in sun and 

rain getting all dusty by workmen’s drills.” 

 

“If you ever passed by Diana, would leave her my message.” 

 

“A message,” enunciated the wide-eyed pole. “I don’t know, what’s the 

message?” 

 

“It’s this: Dear Diana, I am the great tower who stares at you from across the 

abyss, I look over the places far and beyond but I have never beheld a sight as 

beautiful as you, Dianna please do not go to the robot city, for if you went 

there you will never come back for it is a horrible place full of mystery and 

mischief but turn towards me so I can gaze on thy beauty.” 

Finished the great tower. 

 

“I am not sure if I could remember such a long message.” The pole paused. 

“But I will try to pass it on.” 

 

“Thank you,” said the tower. 

 

“Why do you call the robot city a horrible place now when previously you told 

me that it was exceedingly beautiful?” 

 

“Oh, it is beautiful indeed but the things that are beautiful are also horrible; 
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the robot city although beautiful, yet it has only brought us misery. 

“How so?” the pole said, a crow come and sat on him. 

 

“You are so little and you cannot see, but from here I can see the whole town. I 

can see the countless poles and towers all traveling to the robot city. For years 

and years, they have burned their backs in the harsh summer suns, for years 

and years, rains and storms have fallen on them; relentlessly yet they will 

never be able to reach it for what they chase is just a mirage. 

 

“I have seen the robot city, it’s very real.” Said the crow. 

 

“What is it like?” asked the pole. 

 

“It is the most beautiful of the cities.” 
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Days went by, they argued about the robot city, about its beauty, about its 

nature then one day a truck stopped on the road. The pole watched as men 

came out of the truck and made their way to the great tower. 

 

“They must be here to fix the antenna. The tiny men made a lot of noise, they 

got their tools out of their bags they flailed their ropes put on their safety 

belts, and started climbing the tower. 

 

“That tickles,” laughed the tower. 

 

But the pole wasn’t laughing; the crow got up and shifted to the rooftop.  

Somehow they sensed that something wasn’t right. And when the men 

got their motor saws out. They knew exactly what was going to happen. 
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Morning turned in to day, and the day into evening still they hacked at the 

great tower, days turned in to weeks, the men made their camp on the other 

side of the road and drank at night, they made a fire and sometimes they 

danced and when the morning came they again hacked at the tower. 

 

“There is something very unsettling about the crow; for he never leaves he just 

sits there.” Remarked one of the men. 

 

After one month the great tower lay on the ground in a jumble of broken steel 

and iron. 

 

That night a man in a suit and a shiny car came. The men gathered around him 

and they spoke in hushed voices. Later when the men had been paid they left. 

 

The crow and the pole tried to look away from the broken body parts of their 

friend but they couldn’t for the pole was stuck in the ground and couldn’t go 

anywhere and the crow although could go anywhere but didn’t want to. 

 

Days went by, the iron from the tower started to rust and the crow told the 

pole that he had seen somebody snatchers at night who might have stolen a 

part or two. This horrified the pole but there was nothing he could do but 

bemoan the death of his beloved friend. 

 

Days went by and then more men came. This time they made no camp. They 

brought giant trucks with them and started loading the iron into them. Soon 

nothing of the tower was left where he once stood. 

 

The metal from the tower was brought to the robot city. Where at once it was 

hammered and melted and used to make another tower. 
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The new tower stood in the robot city and men marveled at its beauty and its 

height. 

 

For it was highest of towers in the robot city. But this new tower was not the 

great tower that had once given shelter to the crow in countless storms and 

had saved the pole from endless lightning strikes. 

 

The crow flew to the robot city and he looked for the great tower everywhere 

but couldn’t find him. At last, his attention was caught by the newest tower, 

for it shone even from miles away and the crow flew to it and at once he saw 

the pieces of iron from his old friend. 

 

And he saw that the new tower had many pieces in it, from old towers and 

poles whom the crow had once known. And the more he looked the more he 

found them, of poles and towers which once had been his friends. 
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And then he could see it, for the first time he saw the robot city up close that it 

was a jumble of patches a meshwork of pieces and scrapes, taken from the 

countless poles and towers and suddenly he was very afraid of the robot city. 

For it was a graveyard; a collection of bones and skulls hauled in by the 

murderers and put together to form something dreadful something awful and 

appalling. 

 

And he flew away, the crow flew away as fast as he could, his vision blurred 

and there was something hot and wet at the corner of his eyes. He flew for a 

long time but the robot city was still in the corner of his vision he flew away 

from it further and further until he could no longer see the robot city. 

 

When the night came he found himself in a distant village where there were 



14 
 

only a few mud huts and a barn full of sheep, their braying broke the silence of 

the dark night every then and now. 

The crow wanted to be with his friend the pole, but he couldn’t bring himself 

to go 

there, he knew he would not be able to face his friend. What would he tell him 

about the fate of the tower? And how would he look at the place where the 

tower once stood, no, no, he could not bring himself to do it. And what would 

he tell him about the robot city? 

 

He realized that he will never see the friend again in fact he will never go back 

to the town. He will stay miles away from the robot city. 
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Dianna could see children playing in the distance, for she lived in a park. Lush 

green trees lined the park and grass covered the ground, she could see the 

mothers chasing after the kids and she could see some kids chasing after other 

kids it must have been beautiful sight but it didn’t lift Dianna’s spirits. For 

another sight was in her vision. The sight where once stood the great tower. 

 

The tower who had written her such beautiful poems, she could recite most of 

them yet there was one almost on the tip of her tongue. 

 

Day by day he gazed upon her 

Day by day he sighed with passion 

Day by day his heart within him 

Grew more hot with love and longing. 

 

Dianna’s throat started to hurt and warm tears filled her eyes. Her vision 

blurred she looked again to the place where once the great tower had stood 

but he was no longer there. 



15 
 

 

She had seen the men do horrible things to him. And she had wept because 

there was nothing she could do. Later that evening a group of engineers visited 

Dianna because something was wrong with her. She wasn’t passing the signals 

correctly. They went into the control room at her feet. They pressed buttons 

and pulled levers then they gave up in despair and left. 

 

At first, Dianna was appalled by the nature of graphic messages sent by the 

great tower. And she didn’t answer but when a month passed without the flow 

of messages seeming to cease. She gave in and started to read the messages 

more carefully beyond the flowery words and exaggerated emotions there was 

something else, a strong sense of loneliness. And that’s what Dianna could 

relate to, she understood loneliness completely and wholly, the solitariness. 

For being a giant tower had its price although you could see further away than 

almost anyone else on the planet. Eventually, the scenery became dull, it lost 

its color and the birds brought the same stories over and over again until there 

came a time where you could almost finish their sentences. 

 

And that’s where the loneliness came in. the trees and beauty no longer 

inspired awe in her. The birds didn’t understand. How could they for they were 

gregarious creatures, they had family and friends plus they traveled a lot. The 

birds weren’t aware of it but they had really short memories. Sometimes they 

told Dianna the same story several times a day. But Dianna didn’t correct them 

and when they wanted to sit on Dianna’s strong arms to watch the sun go 

down right before they left for their nests. Dianna didn’t stop them. 

And when the evening fell and the birds went to their nests and the kids went 

to their stone houses Dianna got really lonely, the full moon didn’t help 

because the light highlighted how lonely she was. She would look around and 

see some tower or obscure pole at least a mile away. 

 

At night she would steal glances at the great tower but he wouldn’t know 

because it was too dark. There was usually a crow sitting inside the tower. She 

found that curious. The crow didn’t seem to leave at all. 
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One night when the sky roared and the lightning danced across the sky and the 

rain came down in sheets. She saw the great tower neutralize several of the 

lightning strikes. It was a great sight. The storm was raging wildly, thunder 

shook the ground and the wind howled like an angry beast.The purple-white 

veins of lightning appeared and disappeared against the dark skies and through 

all this stood the great tower. The men had taken refuge in their stone houses 

and animals hid in the forest. But the tower stood immobile, unhesitating, and 

firm. When the lightning threatened the world below the tower caught it and 

safely buried it deep in the ground. Throughout the night the tower fought the 

lightning and held its ground against the storm and when the dawn broke the 

storm finally gave up the clouds dispersed and the lightning retreated to fight 

another day. The tower had stayed awake throughout the night and 

after the storm left he considered sleep his just reward. 

 

That was the morning she answered his message. It was a simple message 

written in a single sentence. “Thanks for saving the world.” It said. But the 

great tower never received the message because his antenna was broken. And 

Dianna wondered why he never returned the message. 

 

But the tower was no more, now he had gone, gone to the robot city and as far 

as she knew anyone who went to the robot city never came back. 

 

Dianna herself had been traveling to the robot city although she didn’t seem to 

be getting any closer. Maybe someday I will reach the robot city and meet him. 

She thought. 
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The crow woke up. Somewhere a wolf howled. The crow prickled its ears. The 

moon was lounging low and the sky was filled with stars. The leaves of the 

trees rustled and strange 

noises filled his ears. 
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He could see the tops of the thatched roofs of the huts in the silver moonlight. 

His thoughts went back to the day. With melancholy, he remembered his 

friend the great tower. Images of his benevolence rapidly followed by images 

of his body parts lying on the ground, the broken steel twisted in thousand 

angles but the image that came after surpassed everything. It was the image of 

the robot city and the new tower. 

 

He stopped thinking then. And looked up to the sky the moon was still 

and the stars didn’t twinkle. He remembered the promise he had made to the 

pole. 

 

“She must know,” he said to the darkness. 

 

The darkness said nothing but seemed to understand. 

 

When the dawn broke and the sky turned from black to blue to pink to gold 

and the birds started flying. The crow stayed and watched the sun come out. 

The mystery of dawn soon turned into another ordinary morning. 

 

The crow took to the sky, he had only one purpose in mind to reach Dianna. 

He flew throughout the morning at noon he made a stop to drink some water 

and eat some food. He found none for the place was barren and deserted.  

Once he found a pitcher filled with water he was making his way 

towards it but the women and children threw pebbles at him and he had to 

take flight they all seemed rather hungry and dehydrated. It became harder to 

fly on an empty stomach but he wanted to reach Dianna at any cost. So he flew 

on and refused to rest, few hours passed and he felt a dull ache at the joint of 

his wings, vertigo passed over him, he felt disorientated, next thing he noticed 

was that he was terribly close to the ground then everything went black. 

12 
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When he reopened his eyes he realized he was no longer flying he was lying on 

the hard-packed earth, pain shot up from his wings to his left eye. He could 

only open one eye when he tried to open the left eye a blinding pain filled his 

being. 

 

After sitting for a few minutes he tried to make sense of where he was? 

Apparently, he had crashed against a low wall. He figured that much. His wings 

although stiff were not broken. His mouth was parched and his stomach 

hollow. He looked around if he could find some water. 

 

To his surprise, he found a jar filled with fresh water. He half dragged half 

flapped himself to the jar and drank the water until he couldn’t drink anymore. 

This seemed to reenergize him, he could think better now, his pain lessened. 

 

“Want some food?” a human voice asked. 

The crow turned around, An old man with a long greyish matted beard, 

wearing a cowboy hat and a dirty suit sat barefooted against the wall. He 

didn’t wait for an answer and threw few dry seeds in towards the crow. 

 

The crow stared at the seeds suspiciously. Only when he saw the man chewing 

the same seeds himself he started to pick them. 

 

The man had deep-set eyes guarded by bushy white eyebrows, he stared lazily 

at the barren ground, every then and now his hand went into his pocket and 

he chewed a bit more seeds. 

 

“What brings you here?” the man said without looking at the crow. 

The crow looked around uncertain that the man was speaking to him. When he 

found no one else he said. “Oh, I am delivering a message.” 

 

The old man nodded. His coat flapped in the wind then lay still. 
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“Where are we?” the crow inquired. He walked over and moved to the shadow 

of the wall. It had gotten unbearably hot. The wall seemed to be the only 

structure for miles, the crow could only see a barren desert. 

 

The old man chuckled and chewed on for a few minutes longer. “We are where 

everyone goes in the end.” 

 

“What, am I dead?” the crow said with a start. 

 

“Not yet, but you might be getting there.” The man seemed utterly 

unimpressed by this revelation. 

 

The crow thought about death and thought about how he had lived his life he 

wished he could go back and live it all over again. “Who are you?” he asked his 

anxiousness increasing with every passing minute. 
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“Oh me… why I am the old man.” He seemed surprised at such a naïve 

question. “I am supposed to answer some of your questions.” 

 

“What questions? I am just a crow.” 

 

“Well if you don’t have any that’s a pleasant surprise, people come here with 

whole darn lists.” 

 

The crow thought about that. “Why is it so bright in here?” 

 

“It’s just the way they made it.” 
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The crow thought about that. The sun didn’t seem to move that was strange.  

“Did you know my friend… the tower?” 

 

“I did, what about him?” 

 

“He deserved better, he was good to me, good to all of us.” He said 

 

The old man said nothing. 

 

“Tell me about the robot city.” 

 

“There is not one robot city there are as many as the people down there, we all 

have our own robot cities, a robot city is something you want to achieve, 

something you want to become, or a place or person you want to possess. 

 

The crow was silent. 

 

“To become something you must destroy your old self and many men when 

they become something that is to say that when they reach the robot city they 

no longer like it, they no longer like their new self. Many men try to achieve 

things, to be exact; a lifestyle that’s their robot city, but when they have 

acquired this they realize it is not what they thought it would be.” 

 

“I am just a crow.” 

 

The old man said nothing. 

 

They fell quiet the crow didn’t ask more questions and the old man went back 

to chewing seeds. 
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“If I wanted to go back can I?” the crow asked. Dreading the answer but unable 

to stop himself from asking. 

 

“You can go back anytime you like” the old man answered and suddenly a door 

opened few paces away from the crow. The crow could feel the cold wind 

coming from it and could glimpse the blue sky. 

 

He walked towards the door when he reached it he looked at the old man and 

said. “I was supposed to tell Dianna about the tower,” he paused. “And the 

robot city, should I?” 

 

The old man tossed some more seeds in his mouths and said, his accent 

distorted by half-full mouth. “tell her about the tower but don’t tell her about 

the robot city, everyone must come to their own understanding of the robot 

city.” 

 

“Is the robot city down there real?” 
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“Oh, it is very real.” 

 

The crow passed through the door and immediately found himself in a garden 

apparently he had just woken up he wondered what he had just seen was it a 

dream but the pain in his body and left eye said otherwise he must have 

crashed and had become unconscious he wondered about the dream again 

and what the old man had said about the robot city. 

 

With a start, he realized that the evening was falling and he still hadn’t reached 

Dianna. 
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He took to the sky at once. His body seemed to hurt lesser now. To his 

surprise, he realized that he was very near to reaching Dianna. 

 

15 

 

Dianna watched, in the distance, she could see a crow coming. Was it the same 

crow? 

She had seen with the great tower. She wondered and her thoughts went back 

to that day the day they had cut the tower, her eyes became wet again. Finally, 

the crow made it to her and sat on one of her strong arms. 

 

“Greetings my dear lady.” The crow said. 

 

Dianna was astonished at such a greeting never had she heard a bird speak like 

that. 

 

“Don’t be so surprised my dear lady although I am just a crow but I am a well-

read crow.” 

 

“I think I know you,” Dianna said. 

 

“Maybe, but it matters not for the message I bring you is more important than 

me.” 

 

“Tell me is it about him.” Said Dianna impatiently. 

 

This surprised the crow for he hadn’t expected Dianna to take any notice of the 

great tower. Like many men he had underestimated the power of female 

intuition. 
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The crow then told her about the tower and how he had felt about Dianna. He 

told her about the habits and thoughts of his old friend. The sun was setting as 

they talked. 

 

“This I know, tell me is he still alive,” Dianna asked. 

 

The crow felt the impact of the question, he felt its weight, he was not sure 

what to tell her but in the end, he settled for honesty. 

 

“He is dead, they took him to the robot city and he is never coming back.” 

 

Dianna’s words drowned in her sobs, the tower shook with such force in that 

instant that the people around it thought that it was going to fall. 

Dianna and the crow spoke till late at night sharing the thoughts about the 

great tower and the memory of their friend warmed them in the cold night. 
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The crow then fetched the present he had brought for Dianna. It was an old 

sheet of steel nearly burnt; on its backside was an image. Dianna watched the 

image with fascination it was an image of a lightning bolt that somehow had 

been saved at the back of the sheet, beneath the image a line was written.  

“Many will you promise you stars but I have bought you the lightning” it 

read. 

Dianna laughed and cried holding the metal sheet close to her. 

 

“The tower had saved it for you he had wanted to give it to you.” 

 

They talked a little more. 
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“Tell me about this robot city, you have been there?” 

 

“Although I have been there I cannot tell you what it’s like for all of us must 

come to their own understanding of the robot city.” 

 

They became quiet for a while, the moon traveled across the sky. It was late at 

night when the crow decided to leave. 

 

“You can stay here if you want to,” Dianna said. 

 

“I must go.” 

 

“I understand.” 

 

They said their goodbyes. 

 

“You are a good friend I will never forget you.” Said, Dianna. 

 

The crow flew away. 
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In the silver moonlight, one could see thousands of towers and poles slowly 

and patiently making their way to the robot city. Their backs baked by harsh 

July suns, their iron frames battered by rain and storm. still, they stood 

patiently, forever, driven by an idea; traveling to a place they called the robot 

city.  
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Afterword 

 

 

Many will be able to see the parallels between my story and Oscar Wilde’s 

Happy Prince. I wrote the story after I got very impressed with Wilde’s Happy 

prince. But my idea wasn’t to copy him but I wanted write something similar. A 

story over powered with sadness. A story that will give you depression for 

weeks and make you sad whenever you thought about it. Because that’s 

exactly what Wilde’s story did to me. 

 

I am sure after finishing my story you will be out there hugging poles and 

asking them if they were okay. 

 

My character ‘The Great Tower’ is real, ‘Diana’ is also real, ‘The robot city too is 

real. 

‘The crow’ is the only fictional character. I can’t say where I got my characters 

except that they were very real when I started telling their story. 

 

I have written several stories now. And if I had to say which one of them made 

me most proud and most sad. I would say it was indeed none other than ‘The 

Robot city’. 

 

Wilde broke the barrier when he extended empathy to non- living things. He 

created a whole new genre in which we could write about non-living things 

and give them souls and emotions, feelings of their own. It was a unique thing 

he did, a pioneer indeed. 

 

This story is my tribute to Wilde. May God rest his soul. 


