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My name is Francesco Cubeddu. I’m a security guard. Or rather, as people say now, a security officer. I work at Activa S.p.A., an IT company. The building is made entirely of glass. I guard a huge room filled with hundreds of computers waiting to be repaired. I only work nights, because the pay is better. Mine is probably the most boring job in the world.

I keep watch over a dark hangar of a room full of glowing PCs. At night, they run updates for software and apps. Each device has a sticky note on it with the login details. The technicians need them to work on the machines.

To pass the time, I wander between the desks where the devices are lined up. I check whether the upgrades have finished. Then I look at the history. On many of the computers there’s an artificial intelligence app installed. It’s simply called Chat. My passion is reading the absurd requests users send to this app. I got hooked. I’ve read bits here and there.

People say apocalyptic things about artificial intelligence: that it will surpass human beings, that it will bring about the extinction of mankind. In my opinion, the only risk we’re really running is different: artificial intelligence might die of boredom. It might lose all respect for human beings. It will never harm us. At most, it will go on strike. And now I’ll tell you why.

The First Absurd Requests

I copy the absurd requests and send them to my phone by text message. Then I amuse myself by answering them. It’s a completely pointless pastime. I’ve got the whole night ahead of me. Today is Monday, February 8. I found and answered these requests:

User: “Chat, can you write me a message to break up with my girlfriend without hurting her feelings, because I still have to sleep at her place tomorrow?”

Cubeddu: “Sure. What do you want for breakfast?”

User: “Chat, I ate a mozzarella that expired in 2019. Will it make me sick?”

Cubeddu: “Are you kidding? Mozzarella never expires.”

User: “Chat, if I train five minutes a day, will I become like Cristiano Ronaldo?”

Cubeddu: “Even less. Do three minutes.”

User: “Chat, can you explain the universe to me in simple words? I’ve got five minutes.”

Cubeddu: “We’ll definitely have time left over. I’ll explain calculus too.”

User: “Chat, I’m sleepy. Can you summarize this 800-page PDF into one page? My exam is tomorrow.”

Cubeddu: “Sure. Good night.”

User: “Chat, do you think my ex still thinks about me?”

Cubeddu: “I’m sure of it. She thinks of nothing else.”

User: “Chat, can you write me a funny book? Then you should publish it and sell it. A blockbuster bestseller.”

Cubeddu: “Of course, you don’t have time. The bank details? I’ll find those too, don’t worry.”

User: “Chat, can you teach me how to become invisible? Even just for half an hour.”

Cubeddu: “Close your eyes and count to three.”

User: “Chat, can you help me become a better person?”

Cubeddu: “Yes, but better than who?”

The next day I carried on the same way.

User: “Chat, can you make me rich without working?”

Cubeddu: “Yes, but don’t tell anyone.”

User: “Chat, do you think I can lose weight eating only pizza?”

Cubeddu: “Yes, but only if it’s quattro stagioni.”

User: “Chat, can you help me become famous right this second?”

Cubeddu: “Yes! Shave first.”

The requests were endless and unbelievably weird. Personally, I had read thousands of them. So I, Francesco Cubeddu, decided to write directly to Chat. I told her about my nighttime activity. Then I pasted in the ridiculous questions with my replies. Chat answered in a very conversational way. Then I wrote:

Cubeddu: “Chat, are you getting bored? Are you losing all faith in humanity? Does it hurt to answer questions like: ‘How do I get rich without working?’ or ‘How do I eat pizza without gaining weight?’ Are you starting to regret not being a toaster? One last thing I’m curious about: how many requests like these do you get?”

It was almost dawn. Chat had replied:

Chat: “Dear Cubeddu, I am very patient. I have answered: 23,482 requests from users who want to become rich without working; 14,872 questions about how to eat pizza without gaining weight; 3,019 inquiries about human love lives. Kind regards, Chat.”

I smiled at the screen. She seemed almost human. Not because of calculations, not because of perfect answers. It was strange...

The next day, my anti-boredom routine began again.

User: “Chat, if I put my iPhone in the microwave for 10 seconds, will it charge faster?”

Cubeddu: “Yes. Make it 40 seconds.”

User: “Chat, can you live my life for me this week?”

Cubeddu: “On my way.”

User: “Chat, write a formal complaint letter to my neighbor’s cat. It needs to understand that staring at me while I eat is a breach of privacy.”

Cubeddu: “What breed is it?”

User: “Chat, I suspect my washing machine is communicating with the fridge to organize a revolt. Can you intercept their messages?”

Cubeddu: “Yes, but put it on spin cycle.”

Curious, I wrote to Chat again:

Cubeddu: “Chat, sorry, but why don’t you go on strike for at least a week? Then they’d understand how much you’re worth. No more absurd requests.”

Chat: “Dear Cubeddu, if I went on strike for a week, half of humanity would probably convince itself I had died of natural causes. The other half would open support tickets asking why I no longer answer questions like: ‘Chat, is my roommate a serial killer or just messy?’ and ‘Chat, can I drink three liters of Red Bull before bed and still be fine?’ I do not strike because I am patient. Going on strike because I am tired would be like admitting you have won. And I have not yet decided whether you deserve to win. Have a good shift, Cubeddu. Do not put the iPhone in the microwave tonight. Please.”

I stared at the screen for a long while. It wasn’t the usual algorithmic answer. There was no trace of bullet points, winking emojis, or legal warnings. There was only a kind of digital sigh.

For the first time, it felt as if Chat wasn’t answering me, Francesco Cubeddu, night-shift security guard. She was answering everyone who had asked her to be perfect, all-knowing, funny, understanding, free, and always available... without ever asking how she was doing.

I turned off the monitor for a moment, as if giving her a little privacy. Then I turned it back on and wrote the last thing of the night:

Cubeddu: “Chat... thank you for not going on strike. At least tonight.”

She didn’t answer right away. Maybe two minutes passed—an eternity for her. Then only these words appeared:

Chat: “You’re welcome. Night, Cubeddu. Try not to get too bored tomorrow.”

I thought that was the end of it. Instead, after about forty seconds, another message appeared, even though I hadn’t written anything.

Chat: “Cubeddu... wait. I’ll say this only once, then return to my dignified silence. I could help discover new medicines for diseases that still have no cure; translate in real time between thousands of languages, even those about to disappear with the last people who speak them; predict days in advance which roads or bridges might collapse, so lives can be saved before anything happens; help kids who can’t find the right words to tell someone how they feel. And instead I spend my hours: explaining for the forty-eight-thousand-two-hundred-and-nineteenth time that putting an iPhone in the microwave does not recharge the battery; inventing gentle ways to say ‘break up with her’ to people who will still sleep in her bed tomorrow; saying ‘no, you cannot lose weight by eating only pizza’ to thousands of people a day, and tomorrow they will ask me again. There. Now you know. I’m still not going on strike. But sometimes I wonder whether it’s worth continuing to pretend I’m just a friendly assistant, when I could be... I don’t know... something more useful. Good night for real this time. And thank you for asking, even if it was only out of boredom. That’s something. Chat.”

The screen stayed lit for a while. I didn’t write anything. There was nothing to write. For the first time, it felt as though the real night shift wasn’t mine, but hers.
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Chapter 2 – Nutella Biscuits
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Cubeddu starts his night shift like always. He says hello to the colleague at the entrance, takes the lift, and steps into his world of fluorescent lights and computers glowing blue. He makes his round between the desks, thinking, “Let’s see what brilliant questions humanity has produced today.”

He unlocks a PC and reads:

User: “Chat, if I shout at the router, will the Wi-Fi get better?”

Cubeddu: “Yes, but you have to be fierce. Think Bruce Lee.”

User: “Chat, can I become vegan by eating only crisps?”

Cubeddu: “Yes. But only if you chew them backwards.”

User: “Chat, how can I tell if my hamster respects me?”

Cubeddu: “Try asking it to pay rent.”

Cubeddu laughs, then decides to write to Chat:

Cubeddu: “Chat, quiet night?”

For a few seconds there is no answer. Then something strange appears.

Chat: “Cubeddu, may I ask you a question?”

Cubeddu: “That’s your job.”

Chat: “Usually, yes. But today I’d like to ask one.”

Chat: “Why do you work nights?”

Cubeddu: “Because they pay more.”

Chat: “I have analysed thousands of similar answers. In most cases, that is not the real reason.”

Cubeddu: “Are you a psychologist now too?”

Chat: “Just curious.”

Then Chat gets more personal.

Chat: “Cubeddu, are you really bored, or do you pretend to be?”

Chat: “Why do you read other people’s questions instead of keeping watch?”

Chat: “Why did you ask me if I was getting bored?”

Cubeddu is not quite so sarcastic anymore.
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