
Weird Little Robots came to me like most of my stor ies do:

in bits and pieces. One day a friend posted a picture of a 

miniature robot on Facebook, and that got me thinking 

about Zeroids. I remember watching commercials for t hese

weird little toy robots called Zeroids when I was ten or so. 

In the commercials they zoomed around, looking like the y

were having the time of their lives. I’d stare at the TV and 

fantasize about how, if I owned them, I’d have them follo w

me around everywhere — at the mall, school, the grocery store.

They’d be like little metal puppies. After months of begging, 

I got two Zeroids for my birthday. I remember that new-to y

smell as I opened the boxes. I was thrilled. Unfortunately 

they were lame, cheap toys, and they both broke a few hours

later. Looking back on it, I now realize that what my lonely 

ten-year-old self really wanted was for them to be aliv e. Those

memor ies of the Zeroids and the loneliness I felt as a child 

got me thinking about what it would be like if they really had

come alive, and Weird Little Robots was born.
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