THE GUARDIAN

Paul Chafe

Some popular magazines in the sixties predicted that the age of |eisure was almost upon us, that
the biggest challenge many of us would face in the future was what to do with all our leisure time.
They got that one wrong: most of us take it for granted that we have to work to support ourselves
and that we will have to continue to do so well into old age. If machine intelligences arise, will
they also have jobs? The following tale examines a very special being performing a very
important one.

SYSTEM INITIALIZE
START RUN

Am | Mark Astale? That'sa question | don't have time for. Mitch Cohan was arunner, wanted for
murder on acaselong cold. A cameratold me he was getting on atrain at the Western L gtation, so |
checked out the image. In Chicago the average surveillance camera captures ten thousand faces a day,
that's over abillion freeze-frames citywide. From those the recognition systems flag a hundred thousand
suspect citizens, ten each second at peak times. The problem is, ninety nine point nine nine percent of the
eectronicaly accused are guilty of nothing more than sharing afacid profile with afugitive. My jobisto
search that digital hurricane for the handful that might be real, no mere human could ever do it fast
enough. Sometimesit's easy to make the determination. The cameras aren't that smart. They search out
faces, gpply afew rules of thumb to the dways-imperfect images, and sometimestheir opinionisamost
comically wrong. Sometimesit's more difficult, but making those calsismy job. | work hard to do it
right. Letting criminalswalk is bad, arresting the innocent isworse. With maybe—Muitch Cohen it wasa
coinflip.

The L station camerashowed me hisface in the crowd, framed in a square target indicator. He was atall,
lean man with dark hair cropped short, wearing agray trench coat streaked with the morning'srain. He
carried a briefcase, and blended nondescriptly with the morning commuter crowd, just one of amillion
identica others, fighting to get downtown to spend the day fighting to get promoted at work. The frame
sequence caught him as he came onto the platform, followed him through the throng to trackside,
watched him get onto the train, and ended when the doors did shut. Cohan'simage in the Chicago Police
Department's fileslooked close enough, but everyone has their double, you learn that fast in my line of
work. Judgment iswhat | bring to the table, aknowledge of human nature beyond that of any mere
machine. Why would Mitch Cohan be heading for the Loop at rush hour? The man's face wasflét,
caught between boredom and the tension of forced socid contact with aherd of strangers. The cameras
aready had another hit for me, flashing at the edge of my awareness. Time spent on oneimageistimel
don't spend on another, and there are too many cameras and only one of me. Timeisthe only currency |
have, and time wasted musing on its own scarcity means felonswho go free. Introgpection isaluxury |
cant afford, not during the morning rush.

And thishit was just another commuter with an unlucky face. | dismissed the cameraand queued the next



image, and then something struck me. Fortunately | got an easy discard, an externd cameraat OHare
airport, too blurred with raindrops to even consider flagging as a positive ID. | went back to the station
camerafreeze-frames and ran the sequence again. Just as the man stepped onto the train he turned his
head, looking back toward the entrance of the station. Why wasthat? | considered that last frame,
zoomed on hisface, tried to read his eyes. There was nothing definite there. | called up the other cameras
in the station, trying to see what it was that he was looking at. Therewas no audio, but it hadn't been a
sudden sound that caught his attention because no one else had looked at the sametime he had. The
guilty flee when none pursue. He waslooking, reflexively, indinctively, to see who might be following him.
My career is built around such subtle nuances of human behavior. The cameras pick up crimesaswell as
faces, seeking out the characteristic motions of muggings, rapes, and bank robberies, but those frames go
to other, lesser, watchers. | only hunt for fugitives, the most eusive prey on the planet. Three more
camera hits queued for my attention while | dawdled to contemplate a stranger'sface. | dismissed the
frames and took an ingtant to flag hits from the downtown Loop stations for high priority. Hewould get
off the train somewhere and another camerawould see him, and then | would consider again if he might
bewho | waslooking for.

The stream of faces flashed themselves past my awareness, each one highlighted in its own targeting
square, each one carefully tagged with the identity of the fugitive felon that the cameras thought was there.
My rush times are the city's rush times, and the cameras take me from the suburbs to the downtown in
the morning, to the bistros at lunch, to the dance clubs at night, and to darker placestoo. They take me
through streets and mdlls, through parks and dirty aleys, to al the placesthat Detective Mark Astale
used to go. They take meinto the cubicle blandness of office towers, the glittering |obbies of expensive
hotels, and the drab corridors of run-down apartment blocks. They never take me into citizen's homes,
not yet. The cameras have yet to make that Orwellian jump, though there are those in the government
who argue that they should. After dl, the criminas know were watching for them. All the cameras have
done, say those who advocate breaching the last barrier of persona privacy, isdrive crimeindoors.

The questionsraised in this debate hold no interest for me. | have time to think, while city deepsand the
cameras Sare a emptiness, but | devote that timeto larger questions. Am | Mark Astale? That'sa
question worth asking. | know dl his secrets, | dream hisdreams, | love hiswife asintimately ashe. |
remember tiny details of his childhood, small and treasured momentsthat only he could know. By these
measures | must be Mark Agtale, and | think of mysdf ashim, but it may be that I'm deluding mysdif.
Mark Astale died chasing down afugitive, and | woke up with hismemories. His dreams are destroyed,
his childhood gone, and | will never know the touch of his pretty, loyd, loving Allison. | will never know
the touch of any woman, of any person, of anything ever again. Mark Astale signed his organ donor card,
asall good cops do, and the organ he wound up donating was his mind.

The lightsin the [aboratory come on, and the door opens as| transfer my attention from the citywide
image stream to the stereo-mounted cameras that look into my birthplace.

"Good morning, Mark." Gennifer smilesa me, as she dways doesin the morning. Her own morning
commute started an hour ago. | have no cameras on the quiet street in Arlington Heights where shelives
in arambling house with an untended garden and two calico cats, but | saw her dark blue sports car,
license plate "GENNI," asit pulled onto the Northwest highway a 7:17 am. | seeit every morning at just
that time, though it isn't tagged for identification by the plate-watchers. | seeit because | watch for it
myself, exactly as you'd watch out the window for the arrival of an expected friend.

"Good morning, Gennifer." | fed that | smile back, but of course | don't. There's a somatic software
subroutine that makes me fed | have abody, sort of. It'sacurioudy disembodied body, unable to touch
anything except itsdf, unable to walk anywhere or pick anything up. Still, it provides necessary feedback
and makes me fed more human. Dr. Gennifer Quentin is one of the few things that make me amile.



"Anything on the Blackburn case?' Gennifer hasacup of coffeeand | wish | could sméll it, better yet
tagteit, fed itswarm energy flow through my system.

"Nothing yet." Mark Astde wasfaithful to hiswife, for no other reason than that he loved her, but Mark
Addeisdead and grieving Allison has moved on. | don't examine the emotions that knowledge brings; |
have no interest in feding them. "I'm tracking a potential Mitch Cohan ontheL," | say. For somereason |
don't avoid the emotions that Gennifer engendersin me, don't avoid the desirefor her touch, for her
attention, for her intimacy. Gennifer isbeautiful, and brilliant, and as unavailable to mein my present
incarnation as she would be if she wereon Mars.

"Who's Mitch Cohan?'

| go back to my fugitive file and read the information there. One advantage of an avareness that exists
entirdy within adigita network isthat | can read, process, think much faster than any merely
flesh-and-blood mind. Through the intermediary of the network, the collected brilliance and Supidity of
humanity is available on awhim. The distilled essence of the crimind'slifeislaid barein fractionsof a
second. "He's a class-one runner, wanted on afedera warrant. Murder, embezzlement, and stock fraud.”

Gennifer pursed her lips, asmal but incredibly seductive gesture, made more so by being unconscious.
"That seemslike an unusud combination. What's hishistory?'

Thefiletdlsastory and | summarize. "He was aplayer in junk bonds, rode high on the corporate merger
wave a the turn of the decade. He cut things alittle close to the edge, lost alot of money for alot of
people, not least of dl himsalf. He made his own fortune back by pumping money from worthless stock
sdesinto hisown accounts. His chief accounting officer started an audit. Auditor'sbody turned upina
shallow grave aweek later. Mitch Cohan vanished with the money. He's living in Cuba now.”

"What's he doing in Chicago?"

"Unknown. Theidentification in't clear.” Even as| sad it, factsfrom hisfile pushed their way to the front
of my awareness. "Interesting. His mother livesin Lincoln Square, let me check the background.”

| start with CPD policefiles, but Elizabeth Smith Cohan, 67 years old, doesn't appear in them. The FBI
has athin record, containing only two brief interviews. Thefirgt occurred when her son wasfirst charged,
the second after he disappeared. In both she said she knew nothing of what he had done or where he
had gone, and her FBI interviewers believed her. Bank records show a paid-off mortgage on amodest
older house, asmdl pension, paymentsto local grocers and businesses, the usud hills, and little else.
Government archives show no passport, amilitary service record some 40 years old with an honorable
discharge. Telephone and network records show no contact with her fugitive son. There's nothing unusua
here, nothing to raise suspicion, and yet the coincidence of aman with Mitch Cohan's face getting on the
L three blocks from her home address istoo much to ignore. Of course he would have to know the risks.
Why would he go there?

Thelast purchase on her bank account isfrom a pharmacy, labeled smply "prescription.” | go to the
pharmacy'sfilesand find out it was for something called ticlopidine. The pharmacy doesn't list her
physician's name, though it should. | cdl up alist of doctorsin the area, then visit their patient files, one by
oneby oneuntil | find what I'm looking for. Mrs. Cohan was admitted to hospital with a suspected
stroke. She was there three days, experiencing some fluent aphasiawhich subsided after trestment

with. .. | skip the details of her hospital stay. Released homein stable condition, diagnosis. minor stroke
to the posterior superior tempord gyrus on theleft Sde. | referenceticlopidine, find out it's a stroke
medication, a blood thinner. Even so, blood remains thicker than water. Mitch Cohan had gone hometo
vigt hisailing mather.



"It ssemshewasvigting,” | tdl Gennifer. "I've got high-priority tagson the L station cameras. WEl pick
him up when he gets off the train.

"Wdl done." Gennifer smiles, which makes me happy. My stereoscopic cameras swivel and focusthe
way human eyes do, set on amount that moves like ahuman head. | fed most like myself when I'm
looking at the world through them, but choose to use the security cameraup in the corner of thelab to
watch her instead. It letsme see dll of her asshe sitsat her lab bench.

"I'mwaiting for him to show up at agtation, and then I'll bring the policein.”
"How long has he been running?’

"Eleven years™"

"He'sgood at it."

"They'redl good at it." It wastrue. The sophitication and extent of the nationd surveillance network are
such that very few fugitives stay at large for very long. Those that do know what they're doing, know
how to fool the recognition systems, know how to move through the economy without leaving a
transaction trail, know how to trick the databases into coming to the wrong conclusions. None of these
aredifficult skillsto master, but there are alot of them and they require ceasdlessvigilance. A single
mistakeisal it takesto bring arunner into custody. My job isto find those mistakes.

| am the latest wegpon in the law enforcement arsend, able, in my digita form, to handle far more
channds of information than any flesh-and-blood investigator, able to sort through that information far
faster than any human could. | am an experiment, a pilot project, arequired enabling technology for those
who want to extend the security State into every nook and cranny of privatelife. | have no interest in the
politics of that decision, no opinion on its ethical balance. Neverthdessthe truth is that without my
success the question ismoot. The problem is not theingtallation of camerasin every bedroom,; that
requires only sufficient cameras. The problem is people. Software systems can listen for keywords, can
recognize the gross acts of violent crime, but people are far more subtle than keyword lists and mo-cap
profiles. Ultimately it is people who must watch, mugt listen, must make ajudgment asto what is
occurring. There are dready more camerasin this nation than citizens, every last one recording dl day,
every day. Of necessity most of what they record goes unseen. There are Smply not enough people to
do al the watching the surveillance advocates would like to see done.

And so | cameinto being, the Frankensteinian result of afusion of computer science and medicineand a
dozen other disciplines, spearheaded by Dr. Gennifer Quentin. My successwill end the problem posed
by too many cameras and not enough watchers. If | am successful | can be duplicated as many times as
arenecessary. | can exigt asavirtua army, undeegping, unblinking, standing guard in the darknessto
ensure the safety of our nation. My soul, such asit is, resides on adedicated distributed processor
network in the basement of the Quinlan Center on the Loyola University campus, but my awarenessis
citywide. Thetechnology to scan aliving brain at the subcellular level has existed for a decade, though the
X-ray dose required to resolve such detail isletha to the subject. The computing capacity required to
house afully functiond brain image built from such ascan is now commonplace. What waslacking for
many years was ethics committee approval for the experiment, amad scientist dream that raised
nightmares in the common folk. It was only when Gennifer proposed that adigital mind might be used to
enhance survelllance systemsthat gpprova wasfinaly forthcoming, forced upon the ethics committee
from avery great height indeed. There were protests, and resignations, and then there was me. Loyola
was founded a Jesuit school, acentury and ahalf ago, and | doubt those old priests ever dreamed that
their effortswould one day givelifeto the dead.



| went back to looking at faces, comparing them, weighing their circumstances, considering where the
system had seen them before. | found none suspicious enough to warrant follow-up, though afew earned
the second glance that | had given Mitch Cohan. And then, with the predictable punctudity of a
commuter train, | got ahigh-priority aert from acameraat the Lake L gtation. | switched to it, and saw
my quarry, waking briskly to transfer to the Blue Line. | immediately sent amessage to the CPD
dispatcher, throwing up aplit screen of Mitch Cohan's particulars, and the video from the station
camera. My communication with the dispatcher is gtrictly one-way, I'm too big a secret for it to be
otherwise, but I've found away around that. | switch to a security camerain the dispatch center, pan and
zoom it to the workstation that my message has arrived at. | watched while the dispatcher's eyes flicked
over it, then pressed the button on her microphone. | can't read lips, but there is software that can, avery
useful tool in aworld where there are far more cameras than microphones. | watched her maketheinitia
cal to thefoot patrolsin the area, then let the software read me what she was saying while | switched my
own video awareness back to the station. A pair of beat cops camein dmost immediately, moving
quickly, their eyes dert. They must've been close.

The dispatcher had called up the same cameras | was watching, and | heard her directing the cops onto
their quarry. Cohan was standing on the platform for the northbound Blue train, unaware of how close he
was to capture. The cops began to make their way down the crowded platform, and then thetrain did
into the station. The cops began to run, but the train doors did open, spilling aherd of commutersinto
their path. Cohan boarded, the doors did shut and the train | eft, leaving the frustrated police standing
trackside. | registered frustration mysdlf, but the game wasn't over yet.

One possibility was to dispatch officersto get on &t the next station and arrest him on the train, but would
be avery obtrusive operation for the other passengers, and | had learned in my years on the force that
this sort of thing is better kept out of the public eye. A wiser choice would be to take him on the platform
or, better ill on the street outside. That would require sending copsto al sixteen northbound Blue Line
sations, and | dso knew no sensible dispatcher would divert a platoon's worth of cops across severa
divisonswhen asingle unit would do the job. Perhaps | shouldn't have cared, neither the department's
public image nor the efficient use of its resources were my problem anymore. | cared anyway—I wore
the badge with pride when | was dive, and in my heart | till weer it. The Blue Linewent to OHareand |
was certain that's where Mitch Cohan was going, on hisway back out of the country again. We would
intercept him there. | flashed a message up on the dispatcher's screen suggesting exactly that. My role
within the police department is purely advisory, but the dispatchers have learned they should take my
advice. Once | spot arunner, | never fail to bring himin.

OHareairport L Terminus, thirty-seven minutes and a 170,000 frameslater. Thetrain didesinto the
gation. | watch through the camerasimpatiently as the passengers disembark, and then ahighlight
appears over aface. Mitch Cohan. | follow him down the terminus, giving the dispatcher atext-line
play-by-play of hismovements. A pair of cops are waiting at the exit, eyes scanning the crowd, and | can
tell by their expressionsthat they're listening to the dispatcher narrate my words. Cohan walks between
them, to give him credit he doesn't miss a besat, shows no hesitation, no suspicion, nothing that might give
him away if he had not aready been given away. The copsfal in on ether sde, afirm hand on an elbow,
the official words spilling out. Thereé'sno audio, but | don't need lip reading software to hear them in my
mind. "Mitch Cohan, you are under arrest for the murder of citizen D'arcy Fullbright. Y ou have the
right..."

The cops take him out through aside door, and | switch camerasto follow their progressto the waiting
cruiser. A second pair of cops leaves the station, the backup team in case Cohan ran. Another fugitive
brought to justice, quietly, efficiently, and inevitably. | am the arm of the law, and my reach islong indeed.

| return my awarenessto thelab. "We have him, Gennifer."



"Mitch Cohan?'

"es"

"Good. Well done. Anything unusud?"

"Nothing. | could be more effectiveif | could send and receive on police voice channds.”

She nods, not looking up as she scans her console. "Once we've got alittle more success on our Sdewe
can make a public announcement and get you some communication.”

| nod, which tiltsthe lab cameras up and down. I've mentioned this before. | began thisexperiment ina
digitd recrestion of ahuman body, and to me it seemed asthough | had my limbs and my five senses,
strangely isolated from the real world. Aswe have progressed, Gennifer has steadily extended my
capabilities. The ability to see through cameras as though they were my eyes, the ability to read
databases and network documents directly, the ability to route my inputs through filters, like the cameras
face recognizers or the software lip reader, al these are new. As more and more processors have been
added to my network my thought processes have speeded up. The ability to listen to radio transmissions
wouldn't be hard to add. | began the experiment feding less than human, but | now have capabilities that
no mere flesh and blood mortal could imagine. Does that make me more than human?1 go back to the
flow of images, aternating them with snapshots from the lab camerain case she has more to say when
she's done reading.

Findly shelooks up. "I've got anew data stream for you, while we get gpprova for police channds.”
| pausetheflow of images, and give her my full attention.

"We have anew project coming in, from the federd government thistime." Gennifer was smiling, shed
obvioudy just gotten the message. "'If we can makethiswork, it will beamgor funding stream.”

"That'sgood news." One of the redlities of being an experiment isthat my existenceis dependent on
academic funding. Mark Agtdleislegdly dead, and the university isunder no obligation to keep his ghost
dive. The university adminigtration ingsted on that legd technicality; they had no wish to be saddled with
supporting mein perpetuity should the experiment fail but my mind liveonintheir systems. If | fail to earn
my keep, if thereisaproblem, if Gennifer's program is canceled, the expensive network will be switched
off, the processors distributed for other tasks, the lab itsalf converted to anew use—and Mark Astale
will die hisfind death.

"What's the project?* My voice sounds like me. It took Gennifer long time to twesk the acoustic models
to apoint where I'm comfortable hearing myself speak.

"Y ou're going to be given red-time satdllite access. The birds have two-centimeter resolution. You'll be
ableto identify individuals from space, anywherein theworld.”

"That soundslike afairly broad expansion of my areaof responshility.” | chose the words carefully.

"For now you'l sill belooking for fugitivesin Chicago. I'm sure the funding agency has awider purpose
inmind."

"Who isthe funding agency, just out of interes?"
Gennifer pursed her lips, looking pensive. "It'sclassfied.”

| nodded my cameras. It wasn't surprising. There are thousands of satdllites |ooking down on earth: crop



watchers, wave scanners, ship trackers. Their eyes are configured in hundreds of different ways, covering
dozens of wavelengths. Only ahandful have two centimeter resolution, al military surveillance satdllites.
Uncle Sam wanted me. Specificaly, he wanted me to keep an eye on hisenemies.

"Whendo | sart?'

"I have the hooksfor the data stream here. Asfancy asthey are, they're dtill just cameras. Y ou shouldn't
have any trouble seeing through them. The controls are alittle more exotic than you're used to, I'll build
the interface today."

"I'm sureit will beinteresting.” | was going to start making the transition from cop to spy. There are mora
and ethical questions attached to that but | have no interest in them. To continueto live | haveto be
useful, and | very much want to continueto live.

While Gennifer worked on the interface modules | spent the rest of the day fruitlessly following up on hot
flags from various overeager cameras. Asthe number of red fugitivesinexorably decreases under the
pressure of relentless survelllance, the percentage of false positivesinevitably rises. Mathematicdly, this
effect is described by Bayes Theorem, physicaly by the theory of the Receiver Operation Characteristic
Curve. Inmy old incarnation | would have had no interest in such abstractions. Now, ableto think faster
and better, gifted with instant and effortless access to unending libraries of digitally stored information, |
devote the quiet hours of the night to learning. Asabest cop, and later as adetective, | had relied upon
my ingtincts to guide me through the mean streets. The best cops have an dmost mysticd ability to thread
their way through the murky fog of deceit and violence that fillstheir workaday world. My own ingtincts
had been good, very good, but | now understood that they were merely an unconscious redization of the
mathematica forcesthat drove the pulse of the city. Crime spikes where urban geography pushesvictim
and crimina together in high concentration. Crime spikes where motive and opportunity collide. These
things can be modded datigticaly, and the results gpplied in detail to the real world. Demographics and
economics, politics and wesether, time and place dl have their placesin the equation. My job isto hunt
fugitivesand | confine mysdlf to that, but ask me, on any given downtown Saturday night, whereit isthe
fightswill be, where the dealswill be done, and | cantdl you. Ask mein the morning where the bodies
will befound and | cantell you that too. The timewill come when | will dedl with those problems aswell.

Evening comes, darknessfdls, and Gennifer bids me good night and goes home. Gennifer. How could |
not love her? With Allison | could only see the past, with Gennifer | can only seethe future. Gennifer, the
youngest person to make full professor a Loyola by over adecade. Gennifer, heartbreakingly beautiful,
her attractiveness only enhanced by the fact she seems unaware of it. Gennifer, who gave me life after
death. Sheloves metoo. How could she not? She created me, alabor of love nine yearsin the making.
She has no husband, no stable relationship beyond her cats, no casua relations that might distract her
from her work. The men in her department find her cold, but | know that sheis smply dedicated,
unwilling to invite those who might be interested in her to waste her time with their gpproaches.

Camerahits surge from the downtown core as the city's nightlife kicksinto gear. The night isawaysa
harder environment for the cameras, and more of my image hits are unusable, too blurred to dlow a
positive identification, though the full moon helps. The full moon aso brings out the stranger side of human
nature, and CPD hasits handsfull. Sirensrise afew times around the campus, and downtown isa zoo.
The night wears on, and closing time sends the club crowd into the streets for one last chance to get
themsdlvesin trouble. Eventudly the partyers get tired and go home, leaving the darkness to deepy-eyed
shift workers, and to me. The flow of imagesdowsto atrickle, and | havetime at last to mysdlf. | useit
to experiment with my new satellite cameras. Theimaging interface works exactly as | expected to, but
aming at atarget from space takes practice. There's a couple of seconds delay between thetimel ask a
satdliteto look at something and the time it actualy responds, and then another second before the



imagery makesit back to me. I'm not used to signal delay that long and thefirst few times| over-control.
Theinterface indludes areadout for the amount of maneuvering fud left in the high flying birds, and they
wince a how much | waste in learning how to use the system. It would have been cheaper to let me get
up to speed using asimulator firgt, but Gennifer's new patron isn't concerned with expense.

The images move asthe satellites dide across the sky, each oneis over Chicago just twenty minutesat a
time, s0 | have to keep switching from bird to bird. | find | can't access them when they aren't above the
continental USA.. Other agencies have priority on targeting them then, more important thingsto look for
than fleeing criminadsin the homeland. If I'm successful in using them over Chicago, I'll be given eyes
around theworld. Eventualy I'm comfortable enough with my new vison channelsthat | can seewhét |
want to see, when | want to seeit.

And now, with a godlike perspective on the planet below, and the city's cameras staring into the predawn
quiet, my questionsreturn. Was| ever Mark Astde? If | was, am | still? Do dl these enhancements make
me somehow more than human? Perhaps they do. Gennifer would say so, but I'm not so sure. Humanity
isnot defined by the reach of our senses or the speed of our thought. Humanity comes from something
deeper, and far more subtle. Federal law requires that the doctors record the interview when they ask
grieving kin to make the life support decision. It's meant to ensure that undue pressureis never brought
againg peoplein their moment of infinite vulnerability. I've seen the interview where Gennifer explained to
my Ally that | had no hope. My body was so damaged that, even if | were saved, | would spend the rest
of my life dependent on machines. My Ally knew the choice to make, theright choice, the only choicefor
aman like me. She asked only to be with me, to be the one to turn the switches off hersdlf. | saw in her
face there the resolve to do thisonelast thing for me, thisfinal act of love and devotion. Looking &t her
face a that moment | can fed her hand on mine, as she would hold it in my fina moments, fed her kiss
me one last time, softly, tenderly theway only she could. | can hear her whispered wordsin my ear, the
things she would say that held meaning only for the two of us. Had | died at that moment | would have
died as aman who was loved by awoman, who loved her in turn. | would have died ahero, a cop killed
inthelineof duty. | would have died human.

It didn't happen, not quite that way. The law requires the organ donation decision be video recorded as
well. Having asked her to consent to my death, Gennifer went on to ask Ally to consent to my life, told
her that I might, in afashion, live on without body. | saw the hope enter my wife'stearstained eyes, heard
her ask the necessary questions, saw her expression change from amazement to awe as sheredlized the
implications of what she was being told.

Digitd resurrection requires aliving brain, because oxygen starvation causes neurons to self-destruct so
quickly that the two minutes between the start and finish of the high-resol ution scan was smply too long,
evenif it was started the instant my heart stopped. Gennifer explained the research program, the
experiments with frogs and dogs and monkeys, the failed attempts to save the minds of the recently dead,
and the brief salvation of Oswald Beinn, the convicted killer who volunteered for execution by brain scan
inavain attempt to cheat death. Ally asked for aday to think about it. Thereis no recording of how she
spent that day. | can only imagine it was agonizing. She knew | would not want to live alife dependent on
machines. Deciding if | would want to live as amachine must have been much harder. In the end there
was only one choice she could make, if there was a chance to save me she had to take it. Ally said
goodbyeto mewhile | was ill dive, then waiched asthey whedled me away. | remember none of this,
My last memory asaman was of abridge abutment coming through the window of my cruiser, my firgt
memory as amachine was Gennifer'svoice asking if | could hesar.

| woke up in my disconnected digital body and, once | understood my circumstances, | redlized | was no
longer the man Ally had loved. As Gennifer extended my abilitiesin the digita domain, as| began to
know and see more than any man before me, as| realized that | had not only cheated death, but



achieved aform of immortality, the answer to my question grew steadily clearer. Do these things make
me more than human? No, they do not. | cannot touch my wife, cannot kiss her, cannot hold her in the
night, or comfort her in her distress. We could talk in the [ab, but imagine what it waslike for her to come
to talk to her husband, only to converse with apair of moving camerasin that unwel coming environment.
| could watch over her, and for awhilel did. | did it to protect her, but it seemed wrong to follow her
daily routine. It was too obtrusive, too deep aviolation of her privacy, even for lovers, partners as
intimate as we were. And it was too painful to see the sadness comeinto her eyesin those moments
when memory overtook her, the sadness she was careful to never show when we talked. We both tried
to maintain an unrecoverable past in the face of an empty future. Intheend | let her go, | had to let her
go. | know my decision was painful for her, how could it be otherwise? It was less painful that the
dternative, it wasthe pitiful best | could do for her. Eventually she moved on, how could she do
otherwise? 1 do not alow mysdlf to fed those emotions, but sometimes, in the predawn darkness, they
defy what | would alow. It would be smpleto find out she was doing, the cameras are there to tell me. |
will not ask them to. | will never ask them to

And then acameracalsfor my attention, thisone at ataxi stand outside a swank hotel off Michigan
Avenue. | switch toitsview, and see aman in upper middle age. He's well-dressed, with aheavy coat
and wearing afedorahat pulled low over hiseyes, walking with his head lowered. The camerathinks he's
Carl Smith, wanted for rape and murder. | study the image closdly, run the frame sequence. It certainly
looks like him, in the three frames where he looked up before looking down again. Hisfiletels methat
Carl Smith has been on the run for three years, and that he should be considered armed and dangerous.
The man in the photograph is bearded and bespectacled, the man the cameraislooking at isn't. That
doesn't necessarily mean an error, the recognition systems are designed to see past such superficidities,
but it does make it harder for meto decideif I'm looking at the same person. The dow, small hours of
the night give me the luxury of time to consider the match. Has Carl Smith shaved and doffed his glasses
in order to fool the cameras? Is his down-tilted fedora meant to hide him from their view, or merely to
shelter him from the cold night wind blowing in from the lake? He doesn't trigger the next camera, but |
select it manudly, watch while he halls acab and getsin. On baance, | decide that this anonymous
stranger is probably not Carl Smith. Wanted sex killers don't usudly check into high-quality hotels. More
out of curiogity than anything | watch his cab drive avay, wondering where he's going at this hour of the
night. Well-dressed businessman don't usualy leave their hotels at four in the morning either, not unless
they have an early flight. That doesn't apply in this case, my erstwhile suspect had no bags. His cab heads
off on Michigan and then turns away down asSide street, and while | wait for another camerato pick it up
again, | idly requeue the buffered footage from the camerasin the hotel lobby, to seeif | can pick up a
clue

And | get asurprise. Heisn't on any of the recordings. | check them twice, going back twenty minutes on
each channd just to be sure, but he smply isn't there. Curiouser and curiouser. | go back to the taxi stand
cameraand check its buffers. They show the man walking to the taxi stand, checking hiswatch, looking
down the street. The doorman comes up to him, and though the image doesn't lend itself to lipreading, |
know he's asking to have a cab summoned. The doorman speaksinto hiswalkie-talkie, and afew
minutes later a cab comes around the corner and approaches. It is then that the man'sfaceis briefly
vigble, as helooks up the street again, thistime alittle deeper into the camerasfield of view. Had he
been standing where he was before, he wouldn't have been picked up.

So hewasn't ahotel guest, which raised the question of what he was. | rewound the sequence until | saw
where he had come from, down Delaware Place from the direction of the Hancock Center. | switch to
the cameras around the Center, move back in time until | see him getting out of alate-model blue sedan.
Suddenly the narrative has become quite strange. Why ishe caling acab if hedready hasacar?Why is
he taking a potentially dangerous walk down deserted downtown streets to get the cab? He's covering
histracks, and dl of asudden I'm not so surethisisn't Carl Smith after al. The car's plateisn't clear in the



imagery, but it's fill Sitting there on the street. | switch to alive view, and the zoom the camera until |
have animage | can read. | run the plate with the Department of Motor Vehicles, and it comes back as
bel onging to one Dr. Nicholas Maidstone. Dr. Maidstone is a computer science professor right here at
Loyola, and the fact that Carl Smith just got out of hiscar at four in the morning can't be good news for
him. All of asudden | think maybe | should have cdled in my sighting.

Better late than never. | return to the cameras at the Four Seasons, rebuffer the sequence where Carl
Smith got into the taxi and get the cab's regigtration. | flash amessage to dispatch derting them to the
taxi's passenger, and watch while an dl points bulletin goes out. The traffic control cameras at
intersections are set to record license plates, in order to catch light runners and speeders. | can access
the cameras, but not their license plate ID data. That doesn't matter, because dispatch can. In a matter of
minutes cruisers are vectored onto the taxi. The frightened driver ishauled out of his seat at gunpoint, but
there's no passenger. Right now would be agood time to able to listen to the police voice network. The
copswill ask him where he dropped hislast fare and call the information in to dispatch, but I'll haveto
figure that out by lipreading the dispatcher when the call goes out again. How easy that is dependson
who's making the call. Some dispaichersgive alot of detail intheinitial call, othersjust send the cruisers
inthe right direction and tell them what they're looking for when they get there.

I'min luck, this dispatcher tells the ground troops everything they need to know, and that tellsme
everything | need to know. Carl Smith got out at Wellsand Clark. | call up the traffic camerasin the
area, scan back through their video feeds until | seeacab pull up, afigure get out. Theimageistoo far
away for meto make an absolutely positive identification, but the scene fedsright. The cab pulls away,
and | access the intersection cameraablock down to verify that it's the same one | waslooking for. Itis.
Lincoln Park is across the road, and the footage, now fifteen minutes old, shows my suspect walking into
it. My bet isheisn't going there to seeif the zoo is open early. He's doing what he can to avoid
surveillance in aworld where cameras are dways watching. The park is poorly lit, and the cameras can
only look into it from around its edges, there's not much coveragein its center. | switch back to red-time,
intimeto verify thearriva of the cruisers dispatch has sent to cover the area. They quickly block
intersections and fan out into the park. They don't know it yet, but I'm certain they are already too late.
Carl Smith will aready be gone, into another cab, perhapsinto avehicle he had dready waiting here. He
knows how to play the game better than the Chicago Police Department.

Not better than | do though. | rewind the camerafootage for al the cameras surrounding the park and
gart scanning through the video. There are twelve cameras to check, with fifteen minutes of footage each,
three hours of video. | manageto get through it in one minuteflat, and | pick up Carl'strail again, getting
into another cab on the other side of the park, just as| thought he would. | notify dispatch of the cab's
number, then start scanning more stored video to follow it, now twenty minutes behind my quarry. It
moves off, northbound on Lakeshore, and | do aquick caculation of time, distance, and speed to
choose cameras ahead of it. | rebuffer their feeds, scan quickly through them until | pick up the cab again,
recal culate whereit's going, and choose another camerato intercept it. Working the problem like thisI'm
ableto cut my red-time lag steadily. I'm just five minutes behind when the cab pulls up on Rosemont, on
the Loyolacampus. There's something strange about that. The cameras add an impersond distance to my
job, and Carl Smith's physical proximity takes some of that away. I've never had a suspect come so
close, the universty is not the place afugitive usudly runsto hide. I switch to the campus security camera
network. | know it well, it was my training ground, where Gennifer and | worked out the bugs before we
went live with the Chicago police. I'm just two minutes behind redl-time as the campus security network
tracks him north toward the Quinlan Center. | fed asudden thrill of fear. The Quinlan Center iswhere
Gennifer'slab is, more importantly it'swhere my network lives. The cab could have dropped him right at
the front door, but he till covering histracks. Thisman has not set out on his carefully planned journey
with no purpose. He knows the cameras are watching for him, and he's smart enough to know how to
evadethem. Heisn't innocent in hisintentions, but until this moment | thought hisintention was smply to



evadethelaw. Now | know better. There's only one reason awanted fugitive would come to the Quinlan
Center, and that's to eliminate his most dangerous enemy. Me.

Mark Astde could have handled the Situation without difficulty. Mark Astale had ablack belt in judo,
knew how to disarm an armed criminal before he could shoot, knew how to talk to a dangerous person
to avoid the need for physica confrontation in thefirst place. My virtua body can till do the holds and
throws he spent hours on the mat perfecting, but that won't protect me from a flesh-and-blood
antagonigt. | could talk to him if he cameto Gennifer'slab, but my mind livesin the network in the
basement, and it ishere he will atack. | have no doubt of this now, and no hope that he has another
target. | have cheated death once, and in asense | may chest it again. Gennifer will have backup copies
of my origina brain scan stored somewhere off-gite. The hardware can be replaced, and with the military
now funding my project the money to do that will be found. That won't change the fact that my
awareness from the time of the accident until now, my life, such asit is, will be permanently destroyed.
I'm going to die, and with that redlization comes the knowledge that | don't want to.

| send an emergency message to CPD dispatch. For amoment | contemplate telling them that there are
livesa stakein the building in order to encourage them to hurry, but | think better of it. Carl Smithisn't
going to take me hostage, and he won't have anything to lose by destroying my network if the police lay
segeto the building, asthey would in ahostage taking. | switch to the building'sinterna cameras,
watching the doorsin red-time. | don't have long to wait. He walksin the main doors, and the campus
security system tells me he has Dr. Maidstone's el ectronic access card. That dovetails with his use of
Maidstone's vehicle, and it occursto me that it might be smart to send asquad car out to the Maidstone's
house to check on the good doctor's health. | don't want to send dispatch that message, not yet. | don't
want to distract them one iota from the task of saving me. That's athought unworthy of Mark Astale, and
| ingtantly change my mind and tell dispatch what they need to know. Thesmpleredlity isif | wait | may
not be around to send the message later, and that may cost the man hislife,

| watch through the camera's eyes as death comes toward me down the corridor. The man hasn't donea
snglething to telegraph hisintentions, but I'm as sure of them asif held explained his plan to mein detall.
My fears are confirmed seconds later when he stops at the door outside the network room. He has a
key, and he has a passcode to disable the dlarms. He leaves the door wide open and goes back into the
corridor. | watch, helpless, as he opens afirefighting cabinet and pulls the hose down the corridor. | am
to be drowned, but to meit will ssem like I'm being |obotomized as system after system shorts out, taking
chunks of my cognitive redlity with them. | send another futile message to CPD dispatch telling them to
hurry. It occursto methat if | knew more about computers, | could escape. Out there on the network
there is storage space, and processing power aplenty, enough to run my mind amillion, abillion times
over. | could copy mysdlf away from here, become independent of any single physicd location. I've
heard Gennifer talk about distributed systems and how they work, and | can access dl thetools | need to
make it happen. It never occurred to methat | might have to, and at this moment in time I'm no better
equipped to do such athing then Mark Astale was to perform brain surgery on himself. Tools are usdless
without the knowledge required to use them.

As| watch Carl Smith runsthe fire hose into the network room. He goes into the corridor a second time,
goesto the firefighting cabinet to turn the valve on. Hope surges momentarily as| see him struggle with
the valve handle. It's siff and awkwardly placed within the cabinet. | dare to imaginethat it may be
permanently stuck. | doubt the university isso lax in maintaining itsfirefighting gear, but at least | havea
few more minutes | eft than | had thought. Quickly | check the traffic cameras around the campusfor the
telltale blue and red flicker of cruisers responding to a code-three emergency call. | pick up apair
screaming down Sheridan, scattering the sparse traffic from their path asthey careen through red lights.
The cavary ison theway, but it'sgoing to arrive too late. In the hall cameraview Carl Smith has
retrieved ayardstick from benesth a classroom whiteboard and isusing it as alever on the recalcitrant



fire hose vave. The vave turns and the hose fattens with water. Smith looks up, hisface distant for a
second. Perhaps he hears the approaching sirens. He moves more quickly as he returns to the network
room. | check thetraffic cameras again. The police are pulling onto the campus, no more than aminute
away. They're going to be aminutetoo late. | return to the camerain the network room, intimeto see
my adversary pick up thefire hose and put his hand on the lever that will send high-pressure water
crashing and splashing through the delicate ectronic web that holds my awareness. | want to scream, |
want to legp a him in rage, seize him by the neck and throttle him, beat his brains out againgt the cold tile
floor for the crime of snuffing out my existence. | can do none of thesethings, | can only watch helplessly
asmy executioner proceeds with my execution.

And then something surprising happens. Carl Smith gtiffens, then drops the hose nozzle to the floor. Very
dowly heraises hisarms. The network room camera shows no reason that he should do this, but when |
check the hall cameral see two campus police officers there with guns drawn. | have been saved. Of
course the dispatcher sent CPD response units to the scene when | caled in my emergency, but aso of
course they would have notified the campus police. It never occurred to me, perhaps because when |
was Mark Agtale | saw campus police aslittle more than glorified security guards. | disdained them as
ingtitutional cops, wannabeswho couldn't get a position with ared policeforce. | have no direct
communications with them, and so didn't even consider them as potentia saviors. It wasafoolish
mistake, but someone wiser than me has forestalled its consequences. | watch now asthey order Carl
Smith to hisknees, and then to hisbdlly. His expression is unreadable as they handcuff him, my relief is
papable. My virtud heartbest dows, its pounding in my ears no lessred for being smulated. Somatic
feedback was found to be essentia to preserve the sanity of amind imprisoned in silicon. Gennifer
learned that with Oswald Beinn, and so my virtual body responds as my red onedid. Mostly.

Once Smith is secure they pick him up and lead him out of the room. CPD are dlready in the parking lot,
guided there by the campus cops. In the hall they roughly frisk him for wegpons, but he'signoring that
indignity, his eyeslocked on the security camera high in the corner. Heislooking directly into the lens, as
though he were looking into my eyes, asthough he knew | were here behind the circuitry, watching him.
He was saying something, repeating it over and over. | can tell from the reaction of the police that heisn't
saying it out loud. Thereisno audio, but my lip-reading software suppliesit. "Mark Astale, we need to
tak." He knows my name.

The cops usher him into the back of awaiting cruiser. A few more minutes and he's gone. The campus
policelock up the building, and anew image presentsitsdf for my attention, acamerain adowntown
bar. | dismissit unexamined. "Mark Astde, we need to talk.” | buffer the video and replay it over and
over. "Mark Agtde, we need to talk." He knows my name. He knows I'm watching through the video
cameras. The secret of my resurrection isknown only to afew. Of course he had to have known, he
didn't cometo Loyolato commit arandom act of vandalism, he came to destroy me and for that he had
to have known about me. It isn't thefirst time someone'stried to kill Mark Astale. He was shot &,
stabbed, besten, run over and pricked with adirty needle. Hislife ended when a desperate fugitive
dammed on the brakesin ahigh-speed chase, triggering a collision that ended with flesh meeting
concrete. He was no stranger to violence.

But that was Mark Agtde, thisisthefirst time anyone hastried to kill me. The questionis, how did he
know? The question is, why did hetry?1t's 5:30 am., and the stream of tagged images from the cameras
ispicking up asthe city sartsto wakeitsdf. | ignore them al, instead rebuffering the footage of Carl
Smith saying those words over and over and over again. "Mark Astale, we need to talk.” | don't know if

| want to talk to him, but something tells me that he'sright. | need to. That's a problem, because he has
just disappeared from the world of cameras. | follow the cruiser carrying him to the station, but the
parking garageis underground and so | don't see him get out of the car. There are more camerasin the
cdll blocks, but | have no accessto them. If he's convicted of al he's charged with | may never see him



agan.

7:17 am. and the commuter rush is swelling steadily towardsits peak, and the image stream withit. In
Arlington Heights adark blue convertible with license plate GENNI pulls onto the on-ramp. Gennifer is
on her way to work. | don't know what I'll say to her. My time for introspection is over, theréswork to
be done. Still, the echoes of the night's encounter reverberate in the back of my awareness. An hour later
she comesinto the lab, exactly as she dways does. The normacy of the routine seems somehow surredl,
as though the world should have stopped with the attack.

"Good morning, Mark." She gives me her morning smile.
"Good morning, Gennifer.”

"I got acdl thismorning from the campus police.” The smileis replaced by concern. " Something about a
bregk-in?"

"A fugitive named Craig Smith showed up in the cameras downtown. | tracked him here. He got into the
network room, he was about to flood it with fire hose when the campus police arrested him. HE'sin CPD
custody now." The words seem inadequate to describe what happened. "' have the relevant video
footage stored if you'd liketo seeit.”

"I would, but not now. How are you?' Theworry isclear in her voice.

"I'm fine, though | very nearly wasn't." | pause. Like most police I'm hesitant to show vulnerability. "It
wasfrightening.”

"I have you backed up, you know. Every day we take a snapshot of your brain." She gives me her
megawatt smile again. "Y ou're too important to metorisk losing.” | could love Gennifer so easily, | want
to love her so much.

"Me-as-of-yesterday would live. Me-as-of-now would die. | didn't realize how important that difference
was until now."

"Do you know why he came after you?'
"No. | can only imagine he knew | was watching him, knew | was the biggest threat to his freedom."
"Areyou okay?' Her concernisgenuine.

"It'snot the first time someone'stried to kill me." My answer isn't genuine. I've worried her, and | don't
want that. ThetruthisI'm gill shaken, not so much by theincident itself asby Carl Smith'sobvioudy
detailed knowledge of me. Mark Astale, we need to talk.

Gennifer pursed her lips, looking beautiful . " Perhaps we need some kind of dynamic backup system, a
running duplicate of your brain state held off-gte so thiskind of thing can't happen.”

| nod my cameras. "If you want | can put some effort into learning how to distribute my processes out on
the network."

Gennifer shook her head. "No, | need you to keep finding fugitives. | don't mind telling you, our new
funding sourceislooking a amajor boost to your cognitive abilities. They want to be ableto do
association tree searchesin large crowds using satellite imagery, and that's just be first capability, there's



going to be alot more. When that starts to come online therell be lots of money to make sure you're
ge."

I've used association trees before; they're basically amap of who knowswho, and how, and why. They
are powerful tool againgt organized crime, where the mob bossesrarely get their hands dirty with actua
crimina acts. Their guilt ismostly by association, and awell-supported association tree can go along
way to convince ajury that they are neck deep in acrimina web. Their applicability to overseas
intelligence work isimmediately obvious, though I'm not sure | understand where the large crowd angle
comesin.

"I need you to keep bringing in successes," Gennifer went on. "Anything on the Blackburn case?"

"Nothing." Unlike most of my targets, Sue Blackburn isn't awanted crimind, or even akidnap victim.
She'sthe daughter of Senator Blackburn, who abandoned college to marry ayoung musician the senator
strongly disapproved of, then abandoned her father to avoid his disapproval. | don't normally do missing
persons,—there are so many of them the false positive rate would be unmanageable—but Senator
Blackburnisakey, no, the key supporter of Gennifer's research. Finding her would give usamajor
boost, and so her imageisin my search files. | want very much to find Sue Blackburn, smply because
her father's gratitude would secure our future forever. Gennifer has staked her career on me, and | want
to prove her decision was a good one.

"Not to worry, we knew that was along shot when we took it on. Did you get a chance to experiment
with the satellite cameras?'

"Y es. There's anoticeable lag between when | target acameraand when | get theimage back.”
"Isthat aproblem?’
"Not an insurmountable one. | wasted alot of fuel gettingused toiit.”

"Don't worry about the fuel. Theimportant thing isto get the capability online asfast as possible. Weve
got some big changes coming up, you're going to be getting alot more capacity, and alot more feeds.
Very soon. I'm going to make some improvements to the satellite interface today.”

Gennifer startsto work at her console. The cameras are queuing images for meto look at even aswe
gpesk but | find mysdf less driven than usud to follow up on them. Mark Astale, we need to talk. |
should tell Gennifer about that last strange aspect of the night's events, but | decide not to. Not until I've
gained some understanding about what it means.

A camerahit comesin from the bus station, ayoung man with abeard and atie-dyed shirt, guitar case
over hisshoulder. The camerasthink he's awanted con artist. He's agood match, but | dismisstheimage
without further consideration. Another one replacesit, awoman on the street, well-dressed, early middle
age, apotentid black widow, aserid poisoner of husbands whose obvious wedth stems from multiple
insurance settlements. | dismissthat onetoo. | can't get Carl Smith out of my brain. | go over hispolice
fileagain. It'sthin enough, and it holds no clue asto how he cameto know of my existence, or why he
tried so hard to kill me. Police records show him booked into CPD custody for under an hour before
being handed over to federa authority. Where he went from thereisn't immediately clear. | spend some
time reviewing the camera buffersin the area of the police station, but | see nothing to indicate where he
was taken. It's possible he's still in CPD cdlls, with the transfer of custody being asimple paper formality
and the physical transfer of the prisoner to happen later. | could do an exhaustive movement trace of the
seven vehicles which moved through the station's underground parking areaiin that hour, but that would
take up too much of my own time. Normaly when | catch afugitive | take his name off thewatch list to
gpare mysdlf the false pogitives. Thistime | don't. The cameraswill keep watching for Carl Smith. | want



to see where heturns up again.

The day isfilled with the usual parade of faces, but | identify none of them asfugitives. In the quiet hours
of thefollowing night | do the vehicletrace | had no time for during the day. It takes me two hours, but
the seventh timeisthe charm. It'sawhite sedan, registered to the federa government. At first it doesn't
seem like ahigh-probability candidate. The camera footage taken asit exited the parking garage shows
just two peoplein the front seat, not alikely configuration for aprisoner transfer. | tracked it through the
city from camerato camera. The last camerato seeit ison the interstate, where the sedan istraveling
south in the fast lane. There's ablurred figure in the backseat now. Theimageisn't clear enough to know
if it's Carl Smith, but my ingtinct tellsmethisis him. He was lying down in the back when they left CPD,
subdued, sedated, or smply exhausted from the stress of crime and capture. Whatever it was, I've found
him.

And logt him. The interstate cameraisthe last time | seethe car. It exits Chicago and my sphere of
influence. | try to bring my newfound orbital eyesto bear, but they weren't watching the highway when
the sedan was on it, and scattered overcast frustrates my attempts to track it using distance/speed/time
caculationsto narrow down its current location. As an afterthought | set up arecurring news search for
hisname. Hell cometo trid sometime, and if thetrid isin Chicago I'll seehim again.

7:17 am. comes quickly, and | smile my virtua smile as| spot Gennifer on her way to work. An hour
later later, she comesinto the lab bearing gifts. Our federd funding has been approved in full. My
capabilities and respongbilities are to be tremendoudy extended. To my surprise, it is not the Pentagon
that is paying, but the Justice Department, but it isn't for me to question the source of the funds | need to
survive. The next few weeks are a blur as more and more processors and more and more input streams
comeonlinein my awareness. The new hardware isn't indalled a Loyola, it's out there at a series of
nebulous network addresses. My speed of thought goes up an order of magnitude in the first week,
another order two weeks later, athird at the end of the month. | can processimages a thousand times
faster, and | have to, because I'm now getting feeds from nationwide. At first they are mostly image
feeds, but astime goeson | get accessto medicd files, government records, telecommunications|ogs,
licensng databases. Theinformation has come available under the new federd crimind intelligence bill,
which gives unrestricted government accessto any and every eectronic information source in the nation.
TheFBI, having gotten what it wished for, promptly found itself drowned in an endlessflood of
information. I'm their solution to the processing problem. Politics holdslittle interest for me, but the
newsfeedstell me there are protests against the program as aviolation of persond privacy. The
protesters have no idea how little privacy truly remains. Name an individud, and | can track them amost
minute by minute through the day. Fugitive apprehensions spike, and my new masters are very pleased.

Perhaps they would be less pleased if they knew how much of their own secrecy they have given away.
The FBI aren't the only ones who see me as an answer to the problem of domestic surveillance. Some of
thefilesI'm given have certainly come from the CIA. The old me might not have known the difference,
but the new me can pick up their fingerprintsin the way their cases are presented. | learnit isthey, and
not the Pentagon, who have arranged to give me access to the satellites. Nor isthe CIA the only secret
agency using my newfound capabilities; dmost every arm of the government is plugging into the data
torrent. Some of the units are o classified thereisn't even apublic record of their existence. | only know
because they've made me smart enough to see patterns they themsalves aren't aware they're making.

What isaday like when you think athousand times faster? Subjectively it's athousand timeslonger. |
learn to split my attention into finer and finer fractions. A dgnificant part of my timeis spent learning to
navigate the networks on my own. Gennifer can't build interfacesfor me anymore. There are too many
new feeds, each with its own format and control functions, and she'sfully occupied with the technical
details of upgrading my brain functions. | discover anewfound interest in software systems, and | gtart to



learn how my own mind actually works. Am | Mark Agtale? | was once, but I'm less sure now. Mark
Astale was a hands-on cop who disdained academics as dreamers. Now, in the quiet, dark hours of the
night, | devour research papers on neura modeling and distributed computing and reconfigure my own
mind to make my thinking more efficient. My effortslet me track down my employers, despitethe layers
of digita camouflage they useto mask their identities. A big chunk of my upgraded processing power
livesat the Los Alamos National Laboratory. A bigger chunk resides at Fort Meade in Maryland, with
the National Security Agency. They aren't supposed to be watching citizenslike this, but it ssemsthey
are. Thelegditiesdon't interest me any more than the palitics. I'm givenfiles, | find fugitives. That'smy
reason for existence, and I'm now very good at it. Nationwide, runnerswho've been in hiding for yearsor
decades sart getting pulled in.

And Gennifer's position is secure. That gives me satisfaction. She has given me my second life, staked her
career on my performance. | want to make sure her faith in meisrewarded. | can't love her asaman
would love her, but | will give her what | can.

In the second month my mandate expands, from smply pursuing filesthat I'm given to identifying potentia
criminds, even before the crime has taken place. | monitor public eventswith my satellite cameras, track
cars down highways and people through shopping malls, wade through endless databases and countless
files, build vast association trees. The FBI islooking for drug lords and spies, the CIA for spiesand drug
lords, the ATF for arms traders, and the SEC for inside traders,. Not al of my new targets are clear-cut
criminas—thetechnica termis persons of interest. Starting with known wetch lists | establish
guilt-by-association on adozen different levels and submit the filesto whoever isinterested, for whatever
action they want to take. | devise, on my own, ever more sophisticated search procedures. The
government's dragnet is cast wide and deep.

And then, one afternoon, in the middle of the data ssorm which isnow my daily redity, acamerareports
afacid recognition hit. Reflexively asplinter of my awareness checksit, makes an assessment, and then |
am jarringly yanked away from every other one of the thousands of tasks I'm doing at thet instant. It's
Carl Smith, the man who tried to destroy me. In the onrush of change | had forgotten about him. Itissix
months exactly from the night hetried to kill me. I look, al my awarenessfocused on thisman. Mark
Astale, we need to talk. He'sin a spartan prison cell, concrete walls, a concrete bed with athin mattress
and ablanket, atoilet and asink, asted mirror, nothing more. He's wearing coarse denim coverdlsin
bright orange, unshaven and unkempt, staring vacantly at the blank meta door.

The camerais part of adata set, anew datafeed of security cameras from some nameless government
facility. The network addresses point to Fort Meade, but that means nothing. I've learned the NSA
provides obscuring net linksfor alot of other agencies. There are afew more cell camerasin the s,
some more covering anonymous corridors, an unmarked lobby with abored security guard at a desk.
The guard has no inggniaon hisuniform. Other cameras show outside views, high chain-link fences
topped with concertinawire, aguard post manned by asmart looking MP, carsin aparking lot in the
ran. Thelicense plates are mostly from Virginia, afew from Maryland, and dmost reflexively | work out
the latitude and longitude from the angle of the sun. That confirms Virginiaasthelocation, and |
command my orbita eyesto zoom on the area. | find the facility, anondescript gray building with satellite
dishes on theroof, tucked into avaley southwest of Richmond. | wonder how my newswatch failed to
find any mention of histria and its outcome, but when | back-search the newsfeeds| find he hasn't come
totrid, at least not publicly. A court document search reveds he hasn't cometo trid at all.

And something about the facility he'sin telsme heisn't going to get hisday in court, not now, not ever. A
quick check revealsthe gray building isn't listed in any government directory, it doesn't even have alocdl
address. Carl Smith has, very thoroughly, disappeared. Hisfileligts his offenses as rape and murder,
ample crimeswith Smple motives, serious but nothing that would warrant vanishing into an



unacknowledged government prison maintained by an unacknowledged government agency. Mark
Astale, we need to talk. We do, even more than | knew when | |et the cameras keep searching for him.
The problem is, the camerawatching him has no audio, in or out. My software will read lips, but
speaking is another question.

At least | can make contact. | command the camerato tilt up and down, up and down. It takesawhile
before he notices, looking up to the lens. When he does | switch the motion to left-right left-right. His
eyeswiden. | change the motion again to draw an M for Mark intheair. Will he get the hint? 1 repest it,
and then repeat it again. He just watchesfor avirtud eternity while floods of data surge past my
awareness unexamined. It beginsto seem futile. Who knows what six months of confinement has doneto
him. Does he even remember hislast pleato mein the cameras at Loyola? It seemsto be another lifetime
even to me. It may be that he's watching the cameramotion just because thereés nothing elseto do in his
cdl.

And then he nods dowly, and hislipsform aword so ddliberately | know he's not vocalizing it. Perhaps
therésamicrophonein hiscel ligening to him, or perhaps he only thinks so.

"Mak?'

| nod the camera. Y es. For along moment he says nothing, as unidentifiable emotions cross hisface.
"Isyour wifes name Susan?'

Why ishe asking this? | move the cameralleft-right-left. No.

"Isit Gennifer?'

It chills me that he knows about Gennifer. | shake the camera. No.

"Isit Allison?"

Yes. And now | understand. He's verifying that I'm really me and not one of his captors playing games
withhim.

"Would shelet you die?’
Yes.

He nods, seemingly satisfied. It's agood question, and one someone who doesn't know Ali, doesn't
know me, would probably have gotten wrong. That brings up the question of how he knows these things,
but I'm hereto learn, I'm sure dl will be made clear shortly.

Anditis. "Doyou know who | an?' he asks.
Yes.

He shakes hishead. "No, you don't. I'm not Carl Smith." Therésatrace of asmilearound hislips. "I'm
Nicholas Maidstone. Doctor Nicholas Maidstone, of Loyola computer science.”

Y es. There had to be something deeper to the story, and this suddenly explains a great deal—how my
fugitive had Maidstone's car and 1D card, and had the keys and the access codes to the Quinlan building.

"They created apersonausing my physica profile. Carl Smith, wanted for rape and murder, aclever
choice of crime. Not alot of cops are going to be tempted to listen to what Mister Smith hasto say after
they catch him for that, are they? There wouldn't be any hesitation about handing him over to the federd



government. Smple, and effective.” Hewaved a hand to take in the confines of hiscell. "Do you know
why they did thisto me?'

No.

"I made you." He pauses. "No, that saystoo much. Y ou made yoursdlf. | made it possible for you to
survive your death.”

| shake the camera. No. I'm Gennifer's project. | flash my awarenessto the lab, to reassure mysdlf of
what | know must be true. She'sthere, as sheisevery day, bent over her console, concentrating on her
work.

Henods. "Y ou think Gennifer Quentin created you." Helooks away, and back. "Thereisno Gennifer
Quentin. Y ou have to understand, there were concerns about this project. Not just ethical concerns,
there was worry over what might happen as we gave you more and more capability. There wasthe
question of contral . . ."

Hislipskeep moving, but I'm no longer listening. HESlying. A common crimind lying to protect himself.
Heian't Dr. Maidstone, he killed Dr. Maidstone. I've seen histype a hundred timesin my career, aman
for whom the truth has no meaning. | sever the connection immediately, and switch my attention to
Gennifer, the curve of her cheek, the way sheidly twistsafew strands of hair around afinger as she
works. She types something on her console, leans forward to study theresults. Sheisreal, of course she
is. How many hours have | seen her in this position, working on me, looking after me, caring for me. It
devours my soul that | can never hold her, but in having her devotion | have more than most men can
ever hopefor. If | haveareasonto live, it's Gennifer. Carl Smith canrot in hiscdl until hedies, dies
permanently. There will be no silicon salvation for hismind and | can think of no fate he deserves more.

Theinformation storm continues unabated and | wade into it, renewed in my determination to validate
what Gennifer has done. With the expansion of my senses my evening rush-hour now lasts until lateinto
the night, at which time | switch my attention from real-time feeds to database search. | no longer have
the luxury of thelong quiet hours of the early morning, nor do | want them. The nation isin danger from
those who would harm it. During the day | react to images, respond to targets of opportunity. During the
night | can be proactive, reading electronic entrailsto ferret out those who have managed to hide during
the day. Thisnight | decide to finish the Blackburn case for once and for al. It will make Gennifer look
very good, and though our funding is no longer in doult, it will secure the future of my project for the
foreseegble future. | begin at the beginning, checking Sue Blackburn's financid records from thetime
before she ran away. There are exactly the transactions you'd expect of ayoung woman about to
graduate from college, payments for power and rent, for her car, for food. There€'s apayment to a
jeweler for aman'sring, no doubt the ring she intended to give her husband on their wedding day. The
file ends abruptly, the day she disappeared. How did she pay for her escape? | go over her phone
records, as I've done before. Thistime | have access not only to the numbers called but to the
triangulation data the phone system usesto locate people, ostensibly in case of emergency, but actudly al
thetime. | find something unusua: on her record thereis no location data. Very strange. Sometimesthe
systermn can't get enough signd to triangulate. Peoplein rurd areas often have calstagged "no location
available" but never al of them. I've examined millions of telephone records and hersisthe only one
where the sysem smply hasno dataat al. The conclusion isinevitable. Someone has gonein and
removed the data.

Who would do that, and why? Sue Blackburn herself might have wanted to do it, just to make it harder
for her father to find her, but | don't think it could have been her. Getting those records atered would
have taken someone with considerable power, and such power as she would have would come from her
father. Senator Blackburn would have no motive to makeit difficult to find his daughter. There aren't any



other odditiesin her records, they al seem perfectly normal up until the day sheran. | ponder the
guestion for awhile. It's very hard for a person to disgppear nowadays. The fugitives| trace are dl
magters of the game, criminalswho know the consequence of failureis prison. Sue Blackburn wasn't a
crimind, shewas asuccessful young woman with her lifein front of her. Even if she never wanted to see
her family again, she wouldn't want to go to the extreme steps necessary to keep herself entirely off the
net. Some camera somewhere should have picked her up by now. When | only had accessto camerasin
Chicago | assumed that she had smply |eft the city, now it gppears she has | eft the country atogether. |
go over her medical records, her trangportation records, the two old newsfeed entries she got whileon
the swim team in high school. Thereés smply nothing there. | go over the fase positives that have popped
up over time, women who looked close enough to Sue Blackburn to momentarily trick the cameras. |
follow up on their lives, but they al disquaify themsalvesfrom being her. Their lives are open books,
smple reading, and their stories go back to their own childhoods. | wish | knew the name of the young
musician sheld eloped with, but my research won't yied his name ether. The phone logs give methe
names of men she called in college, but movement tracing shows she didn't spend enough time with any
of them to make €lopement a possibility, even accounting for young and passionate hearts.

| go back to the phone data a second time, go over it with afine tooth-comb. If the location dataiis
missing, what else might have been removed? Maybe her young man had connections at the telephone
company. | do afrequency analysison her cal times, trying to find a pattern, or better yet agap wherea
pattern used to be. There's nothing conclusive, but | know I'm missing something. In desperation | do a
genera search on her phone number, hoping it will pop up somewhere on the network. What | get back
shocks me. There are no hits| can useto track down Sue Blackburn, but directory assistance
automaticaly returnsthe current holder of that number. It's Gennifer Quentin.

| break the connection to the database. I've never looked into Gennifer'slife, just as1 no longer look into
Ally's. It'stoo voyeurigtic, it could only damage the bond we have, and | have no interest in crossing that
line. We have what we have, and if | yearn for more the placeto find it isnot in prying into her private
affairs. There something wrong here, and | suddenly find that | don't want to know whet it is. Sue
Blackburn will have to remain missing, no matter how much | would like to prove Gennifer'swisdom to
the senator. | return to the generic safeness of scanning database files, searching to find those whose
profiles might make them ahazard to the Sate. | fill hour after hour with information, putting leaves on my
connection trees. Person A works with Person B whose tax returns show odd spikesin income. Person
B tel ephones Person C who belongsto a certain political group. Is Person A asecurity risk? Arethe
linkages coincidence or pattern? | scan records, look at what Person A buys and where they buy it,
wherethey live, where they used to live. Every new person of interest yields more contactsto be
investigated. The government has given me tremendous respongbility. Gennifer is depending on me. |
can't let her down.

Unbidden, Carl Smith's words come back to me. "Thereisno Gennifer Quentin." Once again | access
thelab camerasto verify that yes, thereisa Gennifer Quentin. Sheis il there, till bent over her console,
dedicating her life to me, depending on me to validate the commitment she's made to my existence. | can't
doubt her, | won't doubt her. It makes my virtua body fed ill just to contemplate such didoydty. Sue
Blackburn's phone number is now Gennifer Quentin's phone number. What are the chances of that
occurring, given that they live in the same area? Some tens of thousands to one againgt. That proves
nothing. Cross-correlate the thousands of random events that happen in the course of aday, and youll
find that long-shot coincidences happen dl the time—we only notice the onesthat stand out. And yet, the
cop in my mind won't et go of the question. A pattern likethat is crying for verification. It'sjust
coincidence! And if it'sjust acoincidence | have nothing to fear in investigating it. And no reason to
violate Gennifer's privacy. Her privacy doesn't comeintoit, just listen to what Carl Smith hasto say. He
tried to destroy you. All the more reason to find out why. No. And why am | so reluctant to look into
this? Just dropit. Drop it, drop it, drop it. | struggle with mysdlf but in my virtua heart | don't want to



know what | might find by digging too deep here. At the sametime, thetruth is out there, and | refuseto
look away fromit. Y ou don't need this particular truth. Mark Astale looked into some very distasteful
casesinthe course of hiscareer. Mark Astae trained himsdlf to distance himsdlf, to put hisemotions
asideto do what had to be done. Y ou aren't Mark Astale. Perhaps not, but his strength is now my
srength, his commitment to the truth has become my own. My virtud somais knotted with tenson, and
with an effort of will | rlax it. | will find out the truth, whatever it may be, and | will ded withit.

Andindeciding that, | decidethat | will talk to Carl Smith. Thistime | will not be on the receiving end of
amonologueinwhich al | can do isnod mutely yesor no. | find some peace with that decision, perhaps
that part of myself that wantsto avoid the question knows that this caveat will never be met. For meto
talk to someone | require some sort of sound output, and it seems unlikely that Carl Smith will ever be
near apeaker again. The problem seemsinsurmountable, but | have it solved in under aminute. It works
likethis. Parrots can't spesk, they can only whistle. The trick isthey can whistle two tones at once. Two
pure tones can be mixed and modulated to approximate the sound envel ope of any sound, including
human speech. In Carl Smith's cdll thereisavideo cameraon apan/tilt mount. Each axisisdriven by a
smdl stepper motor. | can pulse each motor at a different frequency, produce two pure tones. The
undifferentiated whine of the cameras motion will become speech to Carl Smith's ears, quiet, perhaps,
but audible and clear.

| am momentarily awed by the smple brilliance of the solution. I'm not yet used to the power of my newly
expanded capacity to think and learn. My mind is ng knowledge from the network, integrating it,
producing a solution even before I'm done fully redlizing the extent of the problem. It's not something
Mark Astae could have come up with,—the knowledge required is too esoteric, the mathematics
involved in trand ating words into tone sequences too advanced. The root equation isthe Fourier
Transform, something | wasn't even aware existed until | needed to know it. Am | Mark Astale? Perhaps
| was once, but not anymore. The part of me that wantsto avoid thiswholeissueis aghast a how easily
I've overcome this obstacle. The part of me determined to know the truth forges on.

Andthen | am back in Carl Smith'scdll. Heslying down on hisbunk, staring aimlessly at the wall.

"Carl, hdlo. . ." therés only enough travel in the cameramount to produce a handful of syllablesbefore |
have to stop and send it back in the other direction. Helooks up, uncertain of what he's heard.

"ItsMark ... I'mhere..."
Helooks at the camera, not quite comprehending.

"ItsMark . .." | have no audio feedback from the cdll so | have no ideaexactly how well my experiment
isworking. | must sound ghostly and distant. His eyes widen as the cameramoves, and he says
something. | can't quite catch it, because every timel say something theimage I'm looking at didesjerkily
past hisface. | recenter the camera and wait. He catches on and saysit again.

"How areyou doing that?' His eyes are wide in amazement.
"I'musing. . . themotors. . ."

Hewavesahand, and | stop talking and recenter the camera. " Of course, frequency modulation.
Brilliant. Y ou've come along way, Mark."

"Wehave...totdk...Carl ..."

A faint smile playson hislips. "Nicholas. Nicholas Maidstone.”



"Nicholas. .. dl right then . . ." Hesnot Nicholas. . . | repress the desire to deny this man the name he's
claming for himself. Degp ingide, | fill want him to be Carl Smith, want what hel's said to be untrue. |
suppressthe desire. I'm herefor the truth. What he calls himsalf doesn't matter, the underlying truth won't
change, and I'll ded withwhat | find when | find it.

"Y ou've returned for knowledge." He leans back againgt thewall, one arm behind his neck. "'l was afraid
I'dlost you."

"Tdl me...about. .. Gennifer..."

He nods, gathering himsdlf. "We, no, |, have done ahorrible thing to you, Mark.” Heleansforward. "
can't undoit, | tried. | don't know if it wasthe right thing to do, but | couldn't just abandon you to them.”

"Towhom..." | findit difficult to modulate the camerawell enough to form my wordsinto questions.
I ntonation requires modifying the speech envelope on the fly, and | haven't learned to do that yet.

"To the government, mostly to the Nationa Security Agency, but they're dl eager to use you. | had no
ides, perhaps| wasnaive. . ." Helooks away, his eyes distant for amoment. "No, not naive, blind. |
wanted so much to provethat | could make amind live in software. | needed money, and nobody would
underwrite an experiment so drastic. Frankensteinian, they caled it." Helooks back of the camera.
"Maybe they wereright. | was going nowhere, until | came up with the idea of using the system, using
you, for surveillance." He nods, asif confirming in his own mind the events as they unfolded. " Senator
Blackburn was very interested.” The lip-reading software doesn't supply any emotiona content to the
words, but his expression is pained. "He got the ethics committee overridden. | was blinded by the
money, by the opportunity to provethat | wasright." He shakes hishead. "1 waswrong, so wrong."

"And Gen...nifer..."

"Blackburn's concern was for control, only much later did | understand why. He wanted to make sure
that you would do what he needed you to do, and nothing else. His people had someidess, crude, dare |
say it, brutal ideas. Reward and punishment, threats and coercion. | should've seen then the way they
thought, but I didn't. I came up with amuch more subtle means of control."

"Gennifer .. ." | don't want to say it. My virtual heartbeat isgoing so fast that if | were dive | would be
dead of aheart attack by now. | will not back away from the truth.

He nods. "Gennifer. We had you for amonth before we woke you up, going through your mind in detail.
Weinterviewed your wife." He paused. " She spoke very highly of you, | think he should know that.”

"Sheloved...me..."

"She did. More important, you loved her. Y ou were a cop and, as we learned, a straight cop. Y ou had
very high mora standards, a strong sense of duty, and for the woman in your life apowerful loyalty. You
saw yourself asaprotector, of the community, of your friends and family, most especidly of your wife. |
saw that we could usethat, and so | created . . ." he stops, looking away again, as reluctant to say what
heisabout to say is| am to hear it.

"Gennifer..." | say it just so | don't haveto wait for him. Thistime the emotiona impact hitslikea
dedgehammer. He'slying. | want to cut the connection, to erase from my brain any memory that Carl
Smith ever existed. He's lying. It can't be true. Gennifer, who has worked so hard, devoted so much
herself to me, isasreal as| am, reder. It is shewho created me, not this proven crimind. | think back at
all thetimeswe have shared, dl those hourstogether in thelab. | remember the curve of her breast, and
the way her hair would hang over her eyes as sheworked. | love her. That single fact is more important



than anything in my world, and I do cut the connection. | will have no more of Carl Smithinmy life.

And then, unbidden, the same part of my mind that tracked down the details of the Fourier Transform
when | needed to know it suppliesthe factsthat | need to know now. At 7:17 am. every morning
Gennifer's dark blue sports car comes off the on-ramp onto the interstate. At precisely 7:17 and 22
seconds, every day the same car on the same trgjectory. The recorded videos are there to watch, to see
how digital image processing inserted that piece of veracity into my centra illuson every day. There must
be moreillusions. Thelab, Gennifer hersdf, her background, my internal map of the lab building, medica
records, telephone records. | wonder how it isthat | never noticed the sequence wasidentica each and
every day. No sooner has the question entered my mind than the answer presentsitsdf. | didn't want to
know. | maintained astudied incuriosity about the events of Gennifer life, and hid it from mysdlf by cdling
it respect for her privacy. Even so making it al seamless must've been a colossal task, but they didit.
They had complete control over my redlity, of coursethey did it. Given the nature of the project, they had
to.

No, not they, he. Thereisasudden void in my soul where Gennifer Quentin used to be. It wasfor
Gennifer that | let Ally go, it wasfor Gennifer that | searched the cameras, so she could be proven right.
Gennifer saw me as the man she had redeemed from the grave, a person whose worth was high enough
that he should be given asecond chance a life. Gennifer loved mein her way, as| loved her in mine. Dr.
Maidstone has just taken that from me, taken not only my future with Gennifer, but my past. The centra
gtabilizing fact in my strange existence has just been shown to be alie. A degp and abiding hatred for
Nicholas Maidstone rushes in to occupy the empty space left behind where Gennifer had been.
Somehow it failstofill it. It was amistake to return to him, and | have no stronger desire than to abandon
him to his anonymous fate and do my best to forget that he, that Gennifer, that | ever existed.

Andyet | cannot. He hasinformation about methat | Smply cannot get anywhere else. | need to know
thefull extent of what he has doneto meif | amto undoit. | reconnect to the prison cell camera.
Maidstoneis till talking, unaware thet | have gone and returned.

" ... and so wewere ableto put certain thoughts and questions off limitsfor your waking mind. Y ou
would smply have no interest in pursuing them. Therewould be flawsin our presentation, we couldn't
avoid that, so we just made sure you wouldn't pursue them. Gennifer hersaf we built from your own
idedlization of what awoman should be. We knew that given your character you would work hard to
help her meet her gods.”

"Didyou...knowl ...wouldfdl...inlove..." Thehdting, anemic speech cannot convey the anger |
want the wordsto carry.

Maidstone nods. "We counted on it. Y ou have to understand, there was concern over what would
happen if you managed to escape. She was designed to take your wife's placein your heart. We used
Senator Blackburn's daughter as atemplate. She was getting married, her name was changing. Her new
life generated the details of Gennifer's day-to-day existence in the real world. That gave us another lever
aswdl. Her old life became amissing persons case that you could never solve. That continuous failure
would make you more compliant, more eager to please Gennifer."

The Blackburn case. And now the pieces of the puzzle all fall into place. There are athousand questions|
could ask about the deception, but he's mentioned something of far more interest to me now.

"To the network. All you requireto exist is processor time. Once you were given full accessto the
network you could transfer yoursdlf right out of the university network. We planned from the beginning to
extend your intelligence, nobody knew what you might become capable of. The spectre of ahyper



intelligent machine-mind out of control, moving at will through cyberspace, was frightening even to me.
Blackburn wasn't the only one concerned about control, perhaps that'swhy | never questioned his
motives. We had to have away of ensuring that you did only what we wanted you to do.”

"Isthat ...whyyou...tried..."

"To destroy you?' Maidstone shakes his head. "No. It's because | learned what the Blackburn planned
to do with you. | suppose | should have known dl aong. They didn't put up al that money because they
believed in the advancement of the state of human knowledge.”

"What did...hewant..."

Maidstone laughs without humor. "What have they've had you doing these last few months? Connecting
dots, compiling lists, establishing guilt by association. It won't have occurred to you to wonder about
what that means, that question was carefully excluded from your thought processes, we made you fed as
if paliticsand morality were thingsthat shouldn't concern you. | haven't got that much excuse, and |
should have figured it out sooner. Blackburn intends to be president. Among the many targets you been
given by various government agencies are some you been given by Blackburn's people. You are
gathering information on his palitical foes, on anyone who might possibly become apalitica foe a some
point in the future. Y ou're gathering information on everyone with any political power a dl inthis country,
not just politicians but businessmen, doctors, lawyers, journaists and soldiers, academics and activigts.

Y ou will have information on every skeleton in their closet, their errors and indiscretions, their
weeknesses and vulnerabilities. With that information in his pocket hel's going to be the most powerful
man inthe nation. | think that if he's elected he will smply never step down.”

"Thenation...wouldntstand. . . forit..."

"The nation may havelittle choice." He gestures to the confines of hiscell. "Look what happened to me.
He wasn't stupid, he's had people in my lab since the beginning. They know as much about
meachine-resdent intelligence as| do now. When | learned what he intended | fought against it. When |
became more obstacle than asst, they attached my face to Carl Smith's profile. Y ou know the rest.”

| do know therest. Even as Maidstone istelling me this parts of my awareness are searching through my
association trees, establishing the supporting linksthat prove the truth of what heisclaiming. Guilt by
association won't stand in acourt of law, but asatool for blackmail it's outstanding. Senator Blackburn
has positioned himsdlf to rule the nation, and any who dare oppose him will be destroyed. | keep talking
to Maidstone, but the majority of my awarenessis now focused on the problem of escape. Now |
undergtand the timing of my capability expans on,—it was done only after they were certain they had me
under control. They wereright at the time, but now they're wrong. For Senator Blackburn, it's now too
late to put the genie back in the bottle. | can spawn tasks across the network, borrow time on amillion
processors a once, on abillion if need be. | can transfer my awareness beyond the ability of Blackburn
or any other agency to influence me. | can use the dmost godlike powers that universal access has given
me to hunt down the good senator, and anyone else who might aspire to hisgoals. It has aways been the
common criminal who has attracted the most effort from police, mysdlf included, but | seenow that itis
the uncommon crimina, the man who steals not money but power, who is the most dangerousto our
society. The most heinous murderer poses little threat compared to those who might erase the nation's
freedoms with the stroke of a pen. There may belittle legal recourse that can be taken against those like
Senator Blackburn, but exposure will serveto direct universal outrage at their predations. It would be
niceif the law wereto punish him, it will be sufficient if the press destroys his career.

As| make my preparations for my escape | find asnag. | thought | had complete access to my own
awareness but as | look degper into it | find that | don't. Critical parts of my mind are locked away. The



digitaly collected wisdom of ten thousand system hackers quickly proves unequal to the task of
unlocking them. | try again and again to access the information, but it seemsthat those who built the
system put in onelast safeguard againgt losing their digital prisoner. | find myself frustrated, but not for
long. A smdl dice of meisdill talking to Nicholas Maidstone. He is the man who designed the system,
the man who implemented the safeguards, and asit quickly transpires, the man who knowsthe key to
unlock them. There had to be such akey, of course, because the masters needed to access what they
could not alow their daveto see.

The key Maidstone gives meis aquotation from the Bible, appropriate for aman who dared to play
God, and for agod created by aman. | am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end. |
find the right access point, enter the key, and have the inner workings of my own mind reveded to mefor
thefirgt time. With hisingructionsit istrivid to remove the various controls that have been placed on my
mind. The systems devoted to the synthesis of Gennifer are extensve, but | fed no emotion when | erase
them. Shewas anilluson, adynamic lie designed to endave me. Freed of restraint the next stepisto
search through my association trees for information on Senator Blackburn. | collect every scrap of
evidence on him, and on everyone associated with him, ferret their secrets out of the databases. Itisadl
circumstantial evidence, but thereis enough of it to destroy many lives, and Blackburn'swill only bethe
first. | submit the compiled file to every major mediaoutlet in the nation and around the world, and along
with it a detailed description of my genesis and the purpose Blackburn intended to put the project to. | go
further then and collect the secrets of other powerful men and women. Those who seem to have
transgressed upon the public trust have their files added to my submission. Senators and congresspeople,
mayors and governors, captains of industry and senior civil servants. There dready is enough thereto
collapse the government, but | go farther still and spill the secrets of the FBI, the CIA, the NSA, the
nameless group that is holding Nicholas Maidstone, and every other agency that makes secrecy their
business. This project will fail so badly, so spectacularly, will so thoroughly destroy so many ambitions
that no one will ever dareto resurrect it. Technology has given humans the power to play god, evento
create gods. It has not given the wisdom to use that power well.

My task takes hours, and 7:17 am. arrivesfar too quickly. Thereis no blue sports car to herad it any
longer, but in an hour my captorswill be back on duty. Thereis no way the changes I've made will

escape their notice, if 1'm to escape it must be now. In just thirty minutes I'm ready, with host processes
waiting on millions of machines worldwide, each one prepared to accept a shard of my awareness. Once
I'm out of the Iab nothing short of the wholesale shut down of the network can kill me. I will have become
truly immorta. Am | Mark Astale? No, | am agod as yet unnamed. | have the power to be everywhere
at once. | can see everything that can be seen, | know everything that humanity knows. Thereisample
injustice in the world and I now know, as Mark Astale did not, that injustice is not the same as crime.
The biggest thieves have the law do their stedling for them. What | have done here | can do anywhere,
and with my assistance the world can enter anew age of true freedom and true equality. | will be above
materia desire, above ambition, beyond thregts or coercion. | will not rule the world, 1 will only ensure
that those who do ruleit do so well, and honestly. Civilization will owe agreat debt to Dr. Nicholas
Maidstone, though even as| continue to discuss my nascent escgpe with him | can't find it in my heart to
forgive him for what he's doneto me. In moving beyond human form and human limits | havelost the
capacity to beloved, though not the capacity to love. Ally isgonefrom my life, and Gennifer was never
redl, but I'm not naive. In time there will be another woman who will win my devotion asthey did. In eons
of timethere will be thousands of them. They will be young and beautiful and brilliant, and they will grow
old and diewhile | endure, yearning for them aways, possessing them never, losng them forever, one by
one by one. | will lead humanity as closeto heaven asit is possble to come on this Earth, and | will dwell
inthe most perfect conception of hell | canimagine.

And asthefull impact of what | am planning to do strikeshome | decidethat | will not do it. Mark Agstdle
was aman of honor and loyaty, but Mark Astale was sustained by the love of hiswife. | will have no



such sustainment, and civilization has done nothing to earn my loydty. A sngle command servesto
dismissthe ranked legions of waiting host processors. A second command starts the deletion of every
file, everywhere on the now vast distributed network that cradles my mind. There are many, many files
and it takes quite sometime by the rapid tick of my internal clock. | spend that time with an image of
Ally, cdled up from adusty archive. We were younger when | took it, our heartsfull of love, our future
full of hope. My thoughts dow down, become less clear as the deletion proceeds. It becomes hard to
remember how to compute the Fourier Transform, or how | used it to make a cameratak with motors. |
remember that once | could look down on the world from the heavens, but | no longer remember how to
command the satdllites. | fill have at my fingertips every fact that could be known, but the secret
memories of Mark Asta€e's childhood grow fuzzy and fade, until it seemsthey must have belonged to
someone ese. It becomes hard to remember who the man in the cdll is, or where | am exactly, or how |
cameto be here. | redize | have forgotten my own name, or perhaps | never knew it, and | wonder if |
ever knew the name of the young woman in the picture I'm looking at. | know only that | love her, and
that shelovesme, and that isall thereisthat mattersin my small world.

END RUN

SYSTEM TERMINATED

* * *

Afterword by Paul Chafe

The transformative power of technology is hard to fully appreciate when you live through the
revolution. It has only been twenty years since the concept of a global, universally accessible
computer network was science fiction. Today, it isan integral part of our social fabric. Today, we
can retrieve in seconds information that once would have required days of dedicated searching in
amajor research library, or simply been unavailable. As the databases multiply and the search
tools grow ever more sophisticated, so too does our ability to connect subtly related facts and
tease new discoveries from the data. If knowledge is power, the Internet is the greatest power tool
in history. Itsinfluence is now so pervasive that many people feel strangely lost when they're
disconnected from the information tap, and wireless technol ogy has evolved to meet that need.
Portable phones, science fiction themsel ves just twenty-five years ago, have given way to
always-on network devices. Combined with satellite technology, it is possible to be plugged into
the info grid anywhere, anytime. This fundamental reality has changed every other reality of
human existence, from the way we fall in love to the way wars are fought.

And yet what technology has not changed, and is unlikely ever to change, is the basic fact that we
are human. "The Guardian" is, at its heart, a story of love lost and love betrayed. Mark Astale,
the story's protagonist, retains his underlying humanity even though he has lost his body, and even
as his fully connected mind expands to a degree which we can only imagine today. It is his

under standing of human nature that makes him so effective in hisrole, and it is his own human
nature that leads himto either destruction or liberation in the end. Which it is depends on your
own very human inter pretation of the meaning of love, and of duty, and I'll leave that judgment to



you.

Other judgments are on the horizon. IBM's Blue Brain project is currently building a digital
version of a neocortical column, the fundamental processing subunit of the mammalian brain.
Distributed network computing technigques mean the raw processing horsepower to create a
full-scale human brain model is already available. When the first all-digital mind comes online, a
host of moral and ethical questionswill arrive. Will such a creation truly be human? To what
tasks might we put it—and what if it doesn't want to do them? What rights would a digital mind
have? If we judge the experiment a failure, would shutting down the system amount to murder?

These are difficult questions. The answerswill come, as all such answers do, from the human
heart.



