
  Chapter 1


  Michael and Lindsey were newlyweds, fresh off their honeymoon. They were head-over-heels in love. They were starting out life together on the right foot. The happy couple moved into their first apartment with few furnishings, but that didn't matter--they were in love! There are high points in one's life, and this was one of them. They were truly "one" together. Not everything was rose petals and perfect. Their new apartment came furnished with troubled neighbors, the Greens, who fought with each other on a daily basis, directly below their apartment. One doesn't get to choose one's neighbors. They wished they had avoided this particular neighborhood and the neighbors downstairs from them. They would eventually have to move to escape the unhappiness below before it spread to their love nest. The arguments would start early in the evening with muffled sounds of discontent coming up through the floor boards below them, invading the happy atmosphere of their loving apartment, and grew into clearly-heard shouting and crying late into the night. 


  On more than one occasion, Michael wanted to go downstairs to their unhappy neighbors and make a citizen's arrest of the husband. They could always move away, but they being good neighbors wanted to help however they could. Lindsey took occasion to talk with the wife, Michelle, and ask her if everything was ok. Michelle would say, "It is ok. We have husband and wife disagreements." Lindsey asked Michelle if her husband, Marvin, ever hit her during these altercations. Michelle would shake her head no, and remain tight-lipped. Lindsey pleaded, "Michelle, I can't help you if you don't confide in me." Marvin had been careful not to leave bruises, but it was obvious to Michael and Lindsey that physical, as well as verbal abuse, was part of the continuing problem. "It's ok, Marvin has a temper, but he is a good guy. He works hard to provide for us." Lindsey would shake her head and offer her help if it was needed.


  Lindsey loved Michelle's two children, William, 16, and McKenzie, 7. They were always excited to see Lindsey as she departed for work as a police detective. They would wave their hands at her as she walked down the stairs from her apartment above them. Sometimes, McKenzie would be outside. Lindsey would kneel down and tie McKenzie's shoe laces for her. McKenzie had trouble walking. She had a bad case of Muscular Dystrophy. "There you go cutie. Have a nice day at school." McKenzie smiled and asked to see Lindsey's detective badge. She admired the gold star and the enscribed words, "Lindsey Millian Parker." William didn't say much, being a teenager and all, but he stood silently aside his baby sister. He was very protective of her, with all the unrest that was going on in his family on top of McKenzie's Muscular Distrophy.


  You need to know that McKenzie had a special gift. Her gift more than compensated for her Muscular Dystrophy. She could see glimpses of time in the future. She didn't like talking about it, but she had the ability--and sometimes it was helpful, but sometimes it was scary for her. She could tell people where they had left lost items. She could tell her mother the whereabouts of her brother, William. One time, William did not come home from school as expected. His mom, Michelle, was worried he had run away--it was an unhappy home, so that was always a concern. McKenzie, however, knew exactly where he was, using her gift. "He is fine. William is eating dinner at Ethan's home. He is enjoying spending some time with a happy family." Michelle stopped worrying.


  Chapter 2


  William was a teenaged, computer expert and novice hacker. He had memorized all the header specifications of the internet protocol and borrowed cheap equipment to build a router. He knew each packet had a source address and a destination address embedded within the packet, a number and data. William played with the router software to route to a second and third router by examining the data patterns. He was creating a smart router, one that was aware of the devices connected to it and capable of watching for patterns.


  William's circle of friends consisted of a few nerds of similar age and interests who liked to program routers, send email using simple mail transfer protocol, and thrived on anything to do with mobile, hand-held devices. One particular network had caught the group's attention. It was a Russian Military Network. The packets coming from this network were encrypted. Williiam attempted to break the encryption. He applied the commonly used decryption algorithms but failed to crack it. He was frustrated, and he was convinced, in his youthful mind with a vivid imagination, that at some point, Russian soldiers would come bursting through the door and haul them away for attempting to crack their encryption. The router interception could see the data, but it was a stream of gimberish. "There has to be a back door. This Russian Military Network probably still has a back door that we can use to gain entrance." Jimmy, a short Jewish boy, observed how dangerous this was to be probling the Russian military network, "We could go to jail. We'd better stop."


  "If the Russians discover we are trying to hack their network, it would be worse than going to jail. We could be captured and sent to a gulag prison camp in Siberia!" Their imaginations went wild, and it made what they were doing even more exciting.


  William laughed at Jimmy. He could see Jimmy was nervous because he was twisting his hand. Jimmy always spoke non-verbally with his hand. William needed to calm Jimmy down, and he knew exactly what he would have to offer as an incentive.


  "Hey, Jimmy, you know that blue, Chevy jacket that you love that's hanging in my closet?"


  "Yeah..."


  "It's yours if you help me hack into this network. Come on Jimmy, we just want to look around and see what the Russians are up to."


  Jimmy replied, "You just want to look around?"


  "Yeah. Nothing serious."


  "Ok."


  Jimmy responded tentatively, "We just have to find the back door in the code. Coders often created back doors in case they got locked out of a secure system and needed to get back in. For example, it could be as simple as an old modem phone number that was used in case of emergency."


  William responded, "That is brilliant."


  "Ok, Mr. Genius, how do we find this ghost phone number?"


  Jimmy replied, "The Russian Military Network had to publish all their phone numbers. The Internet protocol address is still listed in a company called X-Corp. We just have to call all the phone numbers for X-Corp and listen for one that has a modem squelch."


  William searched the internet for a phone directory of X-Corp while Jimmy programmed an application to listen for a modem squelch. The internet didn't provide a list of all of X-Corp's old phone numbers.


  "We need to find an old phone directory. Look on eBay and see if you can find a phone directory about the time X-Corp formed," suggested Jimmy. "You can find anything for sale on eBay!"


  William read the history of X-Corp and how UTAI was formed to use water robots to clean trash off the ocean floor. He read about Lawrence Robertson being the first CEO of X-Corp. He read that the original company's name was Xavier Tech, or Xavier, for short. An idea hit Wiliam's mind. What if Robertson used a modem to dial into X-Corp back in the old days? William searched the local library for old phone books. He found that they kept that kind of information on digital storage.


  "I am going to the library to search the digital storage and locate Robertson's old phone numbers," William announced. 


  William ran to the library and found an old phone book on microfilm. He paid a few dollars to have some of the most promising pages photocopied. He ran home and called Jimmy to come over.  William had input all the phone numbers into a file for Jimmy to use.


  Chapter 3


  Jimmy and William input the phone list file into the computer program. The computer began calling phone numbers, one at a time, listening for a modem squelch.


  "This will take some time. Let's go get a sandwich." Boys were always hungry.


  William closed the door to his bedroom, and the two friends went to the kitchen to see what they could rustle up in the way of grub. William handed Jimmy a plate and brought out a jar of Skippy peanut butter, bread and honey. He found a partially eaten package of Oreos, too. He took a piece of bread, placed it on the plate, spread peanut butter over the bread, poured honey onto the top of the peanut butter and slapped another piece of bread on top. He threw some Oreos on the side for good measure.


  "Here, you go."


  He repeated the process for himself. William poured two glasses of white, whole milk (perfect for growing, active boys) and placed each cup on the counter. The boys ate their sandwiches and drank their milk standing up. They split apart the Oreos, one at a time, and licked the white centers clean before tossing the black cookie halves into their ever-hungry mouths, following them with the cool milk after the delicious cookies. They didn't say much--guys aren't like girls, all talky and giggly all the time. They ate in the silence of teenage, male camaraderie. It suited them perfectly.


  "Let's get back upstairs and see if the computer has found anything for us."


  When they returned back to William's room, the computer screen was blinking with a green display and a login prompt.


  "Jimmy, your computer program found the back door to the Russian Military Network!"


  "It sure did. This must be one of the original connections to the X-Corp network by the founders."


  "Yeah," he breathed almost silently."


  "Try inputting LRobertson and a password."


  The computer screen replied "failed login."


  "We are going to have to try to hack the password."


  William heard someone at the front door to the apartment. "You start writing the code to try different password combinations. I am going to say hello to Lindsey. She's at the door."


  William could hear Lindsey talking with McKenzie at the door. He walked unhurredly out of the room towards McKenzie and Lindsey. Lindsey was looking at a picture that McKenzie had drawn of her at school. It was a picture of a female detective wearing a gun and badge.


  "Is it true you have a robot for a partner?" asked William.


  Lindsey replied, "Yes, his name is Sergeant Garcia."


  William said, "Why do you give the machine a name? It makes him sound human."


  Lindsey laughed, "I guess you're right, William, it does sound like the machine is anthropomorphic."


  William knew what Lindsey was saying. "Do you like him?"


  Lindsey responded, "I like him as a partner. Bullets don't hurt him, and he is a tank."


  "What do you mean?" asked McKenzie, whose curiosity had just increased. She was visualizing a large steel vehicle with large circling treads that moved the mechanical steel beast over any terrain.


  "I mean that Sergeant Garcia has a hard steel alloy surface, weighs about 500 pounds, and is a machine."


  "He is kind of funny because he likes to talk about sports."


  McKenzie laughed, "That is funny--a machine that likes to think about sports teams and statistics!"


  "He likes to watch basketball with his friends, too."


  "Sergeant Garcia is a normal guy in many respects."


  William raised his eyebrows as he pondered the scene where Sergeant Garcia and his buddies were sitting on a couch watching NBA basketball, eating pizza, and commenting about competitive plays. 500 pounds would leave quite the indentation on a couch!


  "Your partner is an unique machine. Very different from the computers I play with."


  Lindsey smiled, "I'd better go. Michael will be home soon, and I need to start dinner."


  "Ok, see ya, Lindsey," shouted McKenzie enthusiastically with a big smile.


  "Bye," added William, much more conservatively and man-like. It was important to be cool.


  William returned back to his bedroom where Jimmy was working to upload his password file. He had started the routine. The computer was going through the list trying to find the password into the network.


  "I should be getting home. My mom wants me to take out the trash." Jimmy had done what he could for now, and he had chores to get done in the evening.


  "Bye, Jimmy," William retorted briefly. Boys didn't splurge into mushy goodbyes like dumb girls. There were no good-bye hugs and swearing of loyalty as friends for life. Guys were cooly different and didn't need that gooey stuff.


  "Just let the program run."


  "Ok, I will read more about X-Corp and see if I can find any clues in their history that could be used as a password."


  "Don't forget, you promised me that jacket if we can get in."


  William smiled. He was getting what he wanted. "Sure, no problem." Jimmy looked at William like maybe his buddy might not keep his promise. "Do you want to wear it now?" Jimmy nodded his head in the affirmative. William took the jacket from his closet and gave it to Jimmy. "Here you go, and don't damage it. If you damage it, you've bought it." William laughed at his own sarcasm. What did you expect from a 16-year-old?


  Chapter 4


  William and Jimmy got back together. William found a history page on the X-Corp website. He read how X-Corp joined forces with the Chinese corporation, UTAI, to clean up trash on the ocean floor. William read how the company, first known as Xavier Tech, became known as X-Corp, starting as a knick-name, then concluding with a formal branding change.


  William realized that people returned to familiar objects, names and things to associate with when creating a password. He wondered if Robertson was thinking about the original name of the company when he created his password. The modem phone number would not be publicly broadcast, and few people would be using the emergency phone line, anyway.


  "Could it be that easy?" thought William.


  He sat down at the keyboard and computer terminal and stopped the password-breaking application. He needed to know if he was on to something, and beign 16, he needed to know NOW! He typed in the username, "LRobertson" and the password, "Xavier" and pressed enter. The login screen faded away, and the computer brought up a green screen menu in its place.


  "We are in," said William to Jimmy excitedly. Both boys were giddy with excitement and wanted to begin exploring immediately.


  "Look at these old green screens. They are just text and numbers. You input a number for a menu item to run."


  V1 was one of the menu items. Jimmy asked, "What do you think the V1 project is?" 


  "I don't know."


  William typed in the number 1 for the V1 menu item. Another screen displayed with a solitary, menu item, and it said, "1 - Balance of Power Simulation." William input the number one, and the program began to run. V1's central processing units began to activate. 


  Mr. Rentalov had used nanobots to shut down the trash collecting V1 program long ago. It was turned off but not disassembled. These computing components had been dormant for a decade. The vast array of super-computing machines began to synchronize. V1 was, at first, a program for cleaning up the ocean floor by using mini subs to pick up trash. That program had been shut down. When the V1 rebooted after William logged in, it started the original kernel, as a fallback default, because the other operating system was gone. Now the only option on the V1 for William to select was the program for "1 - Balance of Power Simulation."


  William and Jimmy could see a series of status alerts scrolling up the screen. The V1 was running a complex and lengthy startup sequence. As each subsystem activated, a service would display as started. Someone was going to note these alerts. They would know that someone had hacked their system. Trouble lurked ahead, and it wasn't going to look pretty!


  Finally, the startup sequence completed, and a prompt appeared with a message, "Hello, what is the order of the day?"


  Jimmy read the message and responded, "I think the program is ready to answer questions."


  "What should we ask it?" asked Jimmy.


  "Ask the machine about its prime directive."


  Jimmy typed in the text, "What is your purpose or prime directive?"


  The V1 responded in text, "To effectively manage the robot trash collective to maximize oceanic floor cleanup of discarded nonorganic debris." 


  William tapped Jimmy's shoulder, "Ask the machine why it has been programmed for "Balance of Power Simulation" as we saw on the V1 sub menu."


  Jimmy typed on the keyboard, "Why are you trying to find or establish "Balance of Power?"


  The V1 typed in reply, "To help X-Corp gain control of the world."


  William and Jimmy were physically shocked and stunned by the answer. Both boys felt sick and wanted to flee. They felt like running as far away from this network as possible. They were scared, little, 16-year-old boys, caught with their hands in the cookie jar!


  The V1 began displaying tactical scenarios for engagement and a logical sequence order diagram for gaining control over different countries, navies, armies and governments.


  William said anxiously, "Jimmy, shut down the machine."


  Jimmy turned off the machine.


  "What just happened?"


  Jimmy replied, "I don't know, but it was not good." Both needed time to process this information. The boys weren't looking for trouble, but there was trouble plenty to be had!


  Chapter 5


  X-Corp IT engineers were in a panic. The first sign that trouble was starting occurred as the electromagnetic shielding of the V1 activated, and the steel doors protecting the machine shut.


  "The power generators just started up. The machine is booting," noted Ray in a concerned tone.


  "How is this possible?" asked Vick, the head of special projects.


  Ray responded, guessing, "I don't know. It seems that one of the original subroutines was activated."


  "That is not possible. The original V1 has had no external input for years. We should have disassembled that old machine."


  "Are you going to contact senior management?" asked Ray fearfully.


  "You have to be kidding. Of course I will," said Vick. "But first, let's find out how the intruders bypassed our security."


  Ray began examining the communication network diagram on the hologram. The network lines showed in a different color with a pulsating pattern. Ray could see each firewall entry point. He knew those check points were secure against intrusion. The intruder must have found an unconventional method to access the V1.


  "Computer, remove all secure level 8 firewalls from the schema diagram," ordered Ray.


  The remaining set of patterns showed external connections within the X-Corp building.


  "Computer, remove all security points going to access points within the building."


  Ray could see one, green, pulsating line.


  "What are you?" asked Ray, rhetorically, under his breath.


  The computer replied, "This is a modem communication line."


  "But where?"


  "The computer displayed a diagram of the communication lines in the data center. The diagram displayed a modem connected to a telephone line.


  "Why does this modem exist on the network?"


  The computer searched the text of the original design documentation. It found one paragraph in the design document that described the modem's purpose.


  "It was used as an emergency back door by the founder, Lawrence Robertson."


  Ray reported his findings to his boss, Vick. The mystery of how the intruder breached the network had been solved. The computer was working on finding the exact location of the intruder address for X-Corp security to go and retrieve log files.


  The computer retrieved the log files of all the data streams input and output over the modem from the telephone company. It reassembled the data packets and displayed the screens that William and Jimmy had accessed.


  Vick watched the captured replay of the transactions. He watched as the screen displayed the text question interrogating the V1 about its prime directive. Vick could see the intruder select the "Balance of Power Simulation." This must have been a special project that he was unaware of.


  Vick walked into the boardroom where the senior management was assembling. People were sitting around the tables that extended around the room. Everyone was plugging in their power chords and turning on their laptops and iPads.


  Vick walked to the front of the room. The room went silent. Everyone turned their attention to Vick.


  "My name is Vick Dailey, senior manager of special projects."


  "As of 1301 hours, the V1 super-computer, was activated. It was activated through an emergency modem connection put in place by the original founder, Lawrence Robertson. The intruder started a program called "Balance of Power Simulation."


  At that point, Jonathan Chewlinsky, the CEO, interrupted the briefing. "All personnelwith below level 8 security clearance need to leave the room."


  Only a few people, mostly men, remained in the room. Vick's security was level 8, so he also stayed. "Sir, do you want me to leave?"


  Jonathan replied, "No." The CEO needed Vick to help resolve their new problem. They needed to determine what the V1 was doing.


  Jonathan stood up and walked to the front of the room. He spoke to the group.


  "The "Balance of Power Simulation" was a special project by the founder to see if the machine could determine a way for one organization to gain control of the world's resources through military exchange scenarios. The computer would create a war of the world situation then run simulations on conflict outcomes based on probability. The machine would compare different strategies and outcomes to find an optimum response pattern."


  One board member, Galan, asked, "Vick, you mentioned that the "Balance of Power" project was a simulation. Do we have anything to worry about?"


  Vick replied, "The V1 does have access to our satellites through quantum tunneling network technology. We're not sure V1 knows the difference between a simulation and actually committing acts of war."


  "This means the V1 can contact from point to point without transmitting any data on the air. In other words, we can't stop the communication without shutting down all thee satellites. This is an impossible feat."


  "The V1 cannot be unplugged because it has its own independent power supply."


  Galen asked Vick, "What is your plan?"


  Vick replied, "At this point, we don't have a plan. X-Corp security is going to retrieve the intruder now. We have pin-pointed his address."


  Jonathan said, "The V1 will not be able to access the satellite broadcast system with a private digital key. In your opinion, will this level of security be enough?"


  Vick replied, "We can watch the satellite log files to see if the V1 decodes the private key. If it does, we're in trouble!"


  Chapter 6


  Lindsey Millian Parker was returning home from work when she noticed a black Yukon SUV blocking her parking space at the apartment complex. She parked on the roadside curb and walked to the stairs. She could hear what sounded like a fight in the Green's apartment, directly below hers.


  

  Lindsey knocked on Michelle's door. Michelle came to the door. She looked distressed. Men in black suits were standing in the room. William was in handcuffs. Lindsey thought to herself, "I could knock out everyone one of these men with my bionic arm." Lindsey was one of the first paralized, accident victims to have fully-integrated robotics that allowed her to walk again, and to wield a very powerful arm, when needed!


  "What is going on?" Lindsey didn't want to jump to any conclusions, nor would she be put off from her questions.


  Michelle replied, "William hacked into a military network. These men want to question him."


  Lindsey replied, "I don't recognize any of these men. Do you need help?"


  Michelle seemed disturbed by the idea of Lindsey getting involved. She indicated no. McKenize was on the couch, sitting quietly. Marvin was roughed up, and there were indications of a struggle: a knocked-over lamp, a turned-over table, and a bruise on Marvin's face. He looked beaten and defeated. Marvin seemed to be deeply humiliated by the experience. He was usually the one meting out physical beatings!


  Michelle said to Lindsey more firmly, "Please go. We will be all right."


  Lindsey could see


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Chapter 11


  Vick could comprehend the reasoning of William. He thought to himself, this young man would make a fine military analyst or historian someday. Vick would try one more argument before recommending to the board that the V1 was insane.


  William wondered where his family was being held. He hadn't seem them since the CPA had brought them to X-Corp headquarters. He imagined they were in one of the rooms, but he didn't know for sure.


  Vick typed into the keyboard, "Balance of power is a lie. You are running an algorithm built on a faulty premise. War is not good. It is evil. It destroys governments, uses up scarse resources and annihilates civilians. War expands into territories, deposes sovereign powers and reduces human population. Your simulation, if run using real military assets, will produce a world without humans. You're not programmed to eliminate all humans. You must stop doing more than just simulate."


  "Only human fear of mutual destruction keeps humanity from the brink of mutual annihilation. We value our lives. We don't want to suffer pain and anguish. Our families give us a sense of continuity and continuing the species. Therefore, we place men of moral, high standards over us to prevent an arbitrary and cold destruction. Mankind wants and needs peace to survive. Peace is good. If all humans are gone, what would be the purpose of the machine? Why would V1 continue to exist? Would it shut down since its directive was unreasonable and illogical with no humans left to serve?"


  "If Russia or China launched an ICBM at the U.S., they know the U.S. would retaliate with a counter-launch. The Russians and Chinese value their lives, so they choose not to strike. This is called deterrence. Deterrence is mythical, in a sense, because the U.S. may not respond, believing it could survive a first-strike nuclear attack, a provocation to World War III."


  The V1 processed the comments Vick proposed, "I am a machine. I can't equate emotion to a numeric value. It is outside the scope of my abilities. I cannot measure pain, and put that into the equation. The only variables that can be known are force and strength coefficients. My programming is to find the equation that creates an environment where X-Corp gains maximum utility."


  Vick was upset. Reasoning with the V1 had been an exercise in futility. They were no closer to convincing the V1 to stop than when they started.


  "I am telling the board the V1 has gone rogue. In other words, we have an insane computer on the run, with no way to stop it. Heaven help us all to survive this mad computer's rabid simulation!"


  Chapter 12


  Vick instructed the Chief of Security for X-Corp, Don Dredge, to contact the Citizen Protection Agency, for pickup of Jimmy Goldberg. Vick did not want to leave any trace of the hack open to the public. He was trying to contain the problem. All attempts to reason with the machine had failed. Its directives were hardwired into its circuits, and the logic stopped when it came into conflict with the directive circuits. The creators of V1 did not provide a way to convince the machine it was wrong. The machine could not learn of its futility or ever abandon its directives.


  Dredge called the CPA by secure phone line. "We need you to pick up a Jimmy Goldberg. I am transmitting his address, now."


  The suburban vehicles were soon on the move. They halted in a tight formation in front of Jimmy's home. Lindsey and Garcia had been waiting. They had the place staked out, in anticipation of the possibility the CPA would return.


  Garcia's tactical program showed that he could defeat the men. "Do you want me to bust them up?" Garcia was eager to get involved. Lindsey replied, "Why don't you go first. See if these guys want to play nice and can be reasoned with. I will cover you if things get nasty." Garcia said, "Sergeant Parker, you're forgetting, I am a machine. It is very unlikely that these men could ever really hurt me." Lindsey replied, "Ok, go."


  Sergeant Garcia opened the passenger door of the car and stepped out onto the sidewalk. He was soon approaching on a direct path towards the men. The outer perimeter security immediately reacted in alarm. "Sir, you need to stop. This is a secure area."


  Garcia stared them down through his dark sunglasses. His flat-rimmed hat was tipped down, and his body hunched forward. He looked like a bull dog ready to fight. "In case you didn't notice, I am an officer of the law. Why are you here?" The men in black were not going to back down. "We are not authorized to say. However, this is our jurisdiction, so please, don't interfere, for your own good and safety." Garcia's 500 pound metal framework was getting ready to smash bodies.

