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The destruction of NoRa (I) - an unsolved mystery
„NoRa“ was a nonverbal robot, programmed to assist our
community with daily tasks as well as longterm ecological
restoration. It could forecast the weather with an antenna that
looked like a beautiful flower, blooming out of its head but by
far the most convenient skill was its ability to transform waste
into useful objects. Metal waste would be turned into screws,
nails and even tools that it could use by itself by exchanging its
hand for the needed tool. Plastic waste would be turned into
bags, raincoats or reusable water bottles. It would
communicate with us through writing in the dirt or sand with
its feet. When there was no news, it would even draw mosaics
on the ground that would turn our already magnificent garden
into the most pretty one on earth.
One day, NoRa suddenly broke down. How? Nobody knows.
Why? We have our theories. Did the government have anything
to do with it? Maybe.
Lately, the world has become darker and darker. Not
necessarily literally but the kind of darkness that takes over
when you always have to watch what you say and to whom you
say it. People were sent to monitor our community after
another community in our neighborhood was building some
kind of robot. The thing was removed from them before we
even found out about it - but we heard stories. Since then, we
started seeing drones at least once a week. The surveillance
was supposed to be subtle but it never really was. We tried to
cover up our worries and fears, smiling and dancing while
making trips to the mountains, the sea, going on



home

with our daily lives. However, we never really could keep
living like before. 
When NoRa first appeared, we were not happy or excited - we
were scared. Scared of people finding out, scared of the
robot being sent to monitor us. We soon realized we were
wrong. NoRa was after all our only hope to get back to our
carefree and quiet way of living. It didn9t speak, it didn9t
judge, it didn9t report. It was there to serve us, to show us
how to love the economy and the nature surrounding us
again, like we once did before. And for a while, we thought
that things would go back to normal for good. The chance of
NoRa being seen by anyone but us was close to zero since it
was able to blend into nature perfectly when you twisted its
arm. That8s when we made a mistake. We let it into the house,
the tents, you name it. What we didn9t know is that it could
not just blend into any background. It needed moss, grass,
earth, stillness. So when the scary people came back, we
were all inside, twisting NoRa8s arm - but without any luck.
„SYSTEM ERROR“ is what it said on its helmet. Two words,
blinking at us, almost screaming that something was wrong. 
The people came, looked and left. They didn9t take NoRa.
However, the next few days, it started to act weirder and
weirder. It wouldn9t write the weather forecast in the dirt or
draw mosaics, it drew symbols and wrote single letters. The
letters „R“, „I“ and „P“ where the last letters it ever wrote.
First, we were afraid one of us would soon see the light,
maybe even all of us. We would find out the next day, NoRa
itself would break down forever. 

A month had gone by, no sign of NoRa starting back up. The
darkness came back and took over our lives again. Suddenly,
when we were gardening, smiling like we loved our world the
way it was, rotting and decaying, we spotted something
coming out of the forest. That9s when we got to know NoRa 2.
That9s how we named it, in memory of our loving and helpful
friend. Since then, our days have gotten brighter again and
the only worry we have is the words „SYSTEM ERROR“ to pop
up again.
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