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  Prison

  
  




Sergeant Garcia was relieved to finally get out of prison—everyone feels relief when they’re finally freed.  He had always considered himself to be Sergeant Garcia.  He realized that he was no longer with the department, no longer a detective, and no longer a sergeant.  However, that’s what everyone has always called him, so it seemed natural to continue being Sergeant Garcia.  It would raise questions of people who didn’t know him well.  They would wonder why he was considered a sergeant.  He did have a first name—given him by eDanielle, his creator.  No one used it.  He surely didn’t reveal his first given name to just anyone.  Could you imagine a 500-pound robot being named Herman, or Thadius?  It would have to be a special person and reason to reveal his real first name.  For now, he just went by Sergeant Garcia.  Even in prison, that’s what he was known by.  It just felt right.  He listened as the prison doors opened, allowing the 500-pound machine to walk passed—a free man, so to speak.  Sergeant Garcia was being released on probation.  He wasn’t completely free, but he wasn’t behind bars, either.  He didn’t like the bars.  Freedom felt invigorating.  He had a strong, sudden craving for a big, juicy hamburger with deep-fried, tater tots.  That’s what freedom afforded him immediately, and it sure felt good!




Sergeant Garcia walked outside of the prison grounds through a passageway between the prison and the road.  Lindsey and Michael were standing outside their car as Sergeant Garcia emerged and approached them on foot.




Lindsey muttered to Michael, “There he is.”  A surge of excitement laced with a bit of fear hit her like a ton of bricks.  Sergeant Garcia had proved to be a forceful and formidable opponent when she had to arrest him and bring him to justice.  She needed to appear supportive and understanding for her previous partner.  The final prison gate opened, and Sergeant Garcia stepped out into the free world.  The sun was shining, and the noon day temperature had reached its peak for the day.  Heat waves were rising from the asphalt, distorting the air.




Lindsey greeted him warmly and asked Sergeant Garcia, “What would you like to do?” Sergeant Garcia seemed to smile.




“I could really go for a hamburger and tator tot fries right now.”




Michael laughed and pressed the button to start the Porsche.  The gas engine roared to life.  “You got it buddy.  It’s great to have you back.”  Lindsey followed in the squad hover vehicle.  The Porsche was a two seater.  Lindsey admired the look and acceleration of the Porsche, even though it appeared heavier on the passenger side where Sergeant Garcia was seated.  It was a muscle bound vehicle.  She watched as Michael pulled into a local diner.  Lindsey pulled up next to Michael and Sergeant Garcia at the drive-in.  A young girl took her order.  She decided to order a salad and a chocolate shake.




Lindsey watched as the food arrived and Michael handed Sergeant Garcia his hamburger, fries and shake.  Sergeant Garcia took a big bite from his hamburger and visibly enjoyed the mixture of flavors of the food in ecstasy.  He appeared to be more human than machine.  Michael was filling the conversation with trivia about different sports teams and predictions on basketball playoff favorites.  Michael and Sergeant Garcia seemed to be having an enjoyable conversation.




Lindsey ate her salad carefully.  The salad lacked the fat and grease of the cheeseburger, but she reasoned the salad was healthy and good for her figure.  She had to be careful what she ate.  Lindsey giggled, thinking about how much she was enjoying the hard boiled egg.  When she was younger, her mother couldn’t get Lindsey to eat the yolk of the egg.  Lindsey thought the grey-colored yolk of the egg was not supposed to be eaten.  As Lindsey grew older and became an adult, she enjoyed the hard boiled egg, cold and with salt.  The simple pleasures in life were appreciated as she put a generous portion of egg in her mouth.  The flavors were very delicious, and she smiled in approval as she ate her chicken salad.




Lindsey almost forgot the past as she watched the two men talking as they ate their lunch at the drive-in.  The clash of will power was replaced with civil conversation.  The mass destruction of buildings and offices had been resolved.  Sergeant Garcia was a free man.




Sergeant Garcia was functioning properly as far as Lindsey could tell.  She figured that he would not want to talk a lot about the past and the reason for his incarceration.  He was a private robot who enjoyed privacy and close friendships.  Lindsey knew that to talk about the past would endanger their friendship, and she was not willing to jeopardize their relationship again by trying to get any more answers about what drove him to do what he did.  Lindsey accepted the idea that some questions should not receive an answer.  It just wasn’t worth the trouble.




Sergeant Garcia said, “I appreciate you coming and picking me up from prison.  I don’t have any family, and I was too embarrassed to call on my friends for a ride.”




Michael replied, “No problem.  What will you do now?”  He wasn’t a detective any more.  Still, they would continue to call him Sergeant Garcia.  He would appreciate the moniker. 




Sergeant Garcia seemed to have thought about this question and began answering hesitantly, “Well, I have been thinking about traveling to Thailand.  I have wanted to see that land and the people.  It seems like a beautiful country.”




Michael had not been to Thailand, and the thought was somewhat appealing.  “Thailand is very westernized with many American companies located there.  I think a trip to Thailand would be fun.  Perhaps you could rent a boat and travel to see some of the large, coned rock formations in the water.”




Sergeant Garcia responded wistfully, “Perhaps.  Travel will give me a chance to grow and do some necessary self-discovery.  I can test my ability to adapt to new people, cultures and languages and have fun in the process.”




Michael replied, “I wish you luck in your quest, my friend.  I hope you find happiness abroad.”




“Me too.”




“Shall I drop you off at your apartment?”




“Sure, that would be great.”




Sergeant Garcia sat in silence as Michael drove him home.  He had maintained his apartment while in prison.  He was thinking about the spike machine.  It reminded him of an alien intelligence.  The artificial intelligence machine was not alive, but it did have an alien logic.  It creeped Sergeant Garcia out.  Spike, the machine, did not have feelings or emotions.  The machine operated solely upon logic frames and data patterns.  It’s state machine moved data from one set of logic to another connected, state machine before storing the data on disk.  The hardware resources were almost unlimited.  The government had paid to spin up a massive data center with its own water cooling system large enough to service a small city.  Sergeant Garcia’s statistical tactics algorithms had predicted that they would try again to activate the spike machine via a reboot.  This time, the machine would control its own defense against external attack.  The spike machine would be 100 percent autonomously maintained.  Its data center would have its own power source.  All data would be pre-filtered and encrypted from offsite centers then transmitted by private quantum tunneling data transmission.  It would be like an island in the sea that was not known on any map.  Sergeant Garcia thought to himself, “Where would you hide the most dangerous weapon in the world?”




Michael asked, genuinely concerned for his old friend, “Are you ok?  You seem very quiet.”




Sergeant Garcia replied, “I am ok.  I have a lot to think about.  I have been out of civilization for a while.  I am glad to be out and on probation.  I am a free man if I keep my nose clean.”




Michael pulled the Porsche into the apartment complex parking lot.  Sergeant Garcia exited the vehicle and thanked Michael for lunch.  He nodded at Lindsey as he turned to walk to his apartment.  He wondered what was on Lindsey’s mind.  He had not talked to her in several months.  Sergeant Garcia watched as Michael and Lindsey drove away separately.  There would be time to talk in the future.
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  House Party

  
  




A black limousine stopped in front of Sergeant Garcia’s apartment to pick him up for the party Lindsey and Michael were hosting at their new home.  Sergeant Garcia had reluctantly decided to accept the invitation to participate and attend.  Lindsey had invited several of Sergeant Garcia’s friends to attend the party, as well.  He hadn’t seen a lot of his friends since his prison days.  Sergeant Garcia stretched his legs to full length in the limousine.  He listened to upbeat music and watched the city lights pass by.




The car wound around the roads like a long rope up the side of the mountain.  The homes were getting bigger and more exclusive.  The driver stopped the vehicle in front of a two-story home on the hillside that looked like the side of a cruise liner.  Sergeant Garcia could see people standing by the rail overlooking the valley and city lights in the distance.  They seemed to be social and enjoying the view.  The home had large glass panels that revealed a superbly lit home with large chandeliers and a magnificent, spiral staircase with black steel steps that moved people upward to the second floor or downward to the base floor where people were standing around mingling and listening to the music. 




Sergeant Garcia stepped out of the limo and adjusted his blue suit.  He looked sharp.  He noticed a man step on a black platform, and the platform rose upward against the white wall to the second floor where he stepped off and walked to the balcony.  The platform remained in place awaiting someone to step on and be lowered to the base floor.




As Sergeant Garcia approached the door, Lindsey opened it and greeted him with a friendly kiss on his cheek.  It was unexpected, and so was the party.  Sergeant Garcia walked into the home.  He recognized several of his friends.  They were sitting on stools near the kitchen center island watching basketball on the flat screen TV.  The game was between the Boston and the New York professional basketball teams.  Sergeant Garcia felt at home with his buddies, grabbed a handful of chips and watched the game.




“You have to love Boston with its seven foot shooting guard.”




One of Sergeant Garcia friends replied, “No kidding.  The coach wants him to shoot thirteen, three-point shots a game because he connects on 40 percent of them.”




“He surprises opponents because they don’t expect to be up against a seven-foot shooting guard.  He is very different from the norm.”




Sergeant Garcia took a glass down that was hanging from a rack and poured himself some water, then picked a few ice cubes to put in the water and took a drink.  The water soothed his throat because it had become dry from nervous tension.”




Michael appeared, dressed in a white, linen shirt with no collar.




“Welcome to our new home!”




“Have you seen our fire pit and swimming pool in the back yard?”




Sergeant Garcia indicated he had not.




Michael led Sergeant Garcia through the living room past the grand piano and onto a deck in the backyard.  The pool was well lit, and a fire was burning in the fire pit.  People were laying around the pool.  The grass encroached on the bricks and cement enclosing the pool and fire pit.




The temperature was comfortable.  Sergeant Garcia did not sweat, and his system was operating efficiently.  The fuel cells barely registered any power drain.




Michael told Sergeant Garcia that the second floor had a theater room and a music platform with a drum set.  It also had a small area for reading with access to a bookcase reaching to the ceiling filled with books.  Metal and cable wiring protected occupants from the edge of the second floor.




Michael introduced Sergeant Garcia to Melissa.  “This is a friend of Lindsey’s.”




Sergeant Garcia said, “Hi, how are you?  I am Sergeant Garcia.”




“I am fine, thank you.  Are you a policeman?




“I was.  I still go by Sergeant—I’m comfortable with it.”  He checked Melissa out.  She was beautiful.  She didn’t seem snobbish or realize how beautiful she really was.  It was obvious that others at the party realized her beauty and were interested in partying with her, but she seemed curious about him.




“Great.  I’ll call you Sergeant Garcia.  Do you have a first name?”  She was hoping to get to know him better.  This was no Herman or Thadius!  She sensed that he was someone special.  She wondered what was so different about him.




“Yes, I do have a first name, but I don’t use it.  My creator, rDanielle, gave me a first name.  I keep it close hold and don’t give it out often.  I prefer Sergeant Garcia.”




“Oh, are you then a robot?”  Melissa seemed intrigued with the idea that Sergeant Garcia had a first name.  “Maybe some someday you will want to share that name with me.”




Melissa liked the idea that she could be trusted.  She liked Sergeant Garcia and wanted him to trust her.




“I am a five-hundred pound, tactical combat robot.”




“So, you’re a machine—that’s fascinating!  You have remarkable social skills for a machine.”




“Why, thank you.  My police partner used to think I had an amicable personality.”




“You also have a sense of humor, I can see.”  She smiled a genuine smile as she was truly interested in getting to know this sergeant guy better.  It seemed that they were the only two at the party.  Others eyed them thoughtfully as they conversed longer than just a congenial introduction.  Some were getting jealous that she would spend more time with a robot than with them!




Michael patted Sergeant Garcia on the shoulder then departed to mingle and socialize with his other guests.




Melissa was about 5 foot 7 inches tall with long, brown hair that blended complementary with her bright blue dress with a white, polka dot pattern.  She wore red lipstick and presented herself as a professional and attractive woman.




“Are you enjoying this party?”  She really wanted this interesting character to enjoy himself as she wanted to spend more time with him.  She could tell that he had no intention of leaving her side any time soon.  It made her feel warm and fuzzy—even protected.  She liked that feeling.




Melissa seemed to relax and become more comfortable in the casual conversation.  Sergeant Garcia looked around the room and saw his friends still cheering the Boston basketball team and eating popcorn.  They would glance in his direction from time to time.  They noted that he was with a really good looker!




“Yeah.  This is a nice party.  Those are my friends over there.”




Melissa looked in the direction of the TV below and saw a group of men sitting together noisily watching a game.




“They seem like nice people.  I enjoy a game from time to time, too.”




Melissa walked over to the railing and rested her arms on it.  Sergeant Garcia decided to join her.  He wasn’t about to let her go to the other wolves in the party.




“They are really good friends.  We spend a lot of time together.”




“Why do you call yourself a combat robot?  Have you been to war, or was being a policeman like war for you?  I’m sincerely interested.  You don’t mind sharing that with me, do you?”




“Not at all.  I haven’t been to war.  However, my creator designed me with the ability to think tactically.”




“That sounds so cold and impersonal—you seem like such a friendly person for a tactical attacker.”




“I am friendly.  I don’t go around trying to hurt people.  I have a strong sense of right and wrong, backed up by my devotion to good over evil.  I try to do the right things.  Sometimes that gets me into trouble, but I am who I am.”




Melissa liked what she saw; she was beginning to trust him.  She looked at Sergeant Garcia with her big, blue eyes and smiled charmingly.  He seemed very strong and confident.  She liked that in a man.




“You seem very educated.”  Sergeant Garcia was also observant.




“I have a doctorate degree in psychology, but I am a normal person.  Don’t call me doctor!  I am not bound to numbers and studies all the time.”




Sergeant Garcia remained quiet for a moment.  He could tell Melissa was amused with the idea of a thinking machine.  She seemed to be pondering.




“You’re a very nice person.  I am glad to have been invited to this house-warming party.”




Sergeant Garcia replied, “Lindsey has been a good friend.  How could I say no?”




They both laughed.  It was obvious that a real friendship was beginning to form between the two of them.
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  Spike Security

  
  




William Fukushima began the software download into the data center.  The new design included a robot brain to facilitate decision-making and defense.  The spike machine had been destroyed before, because it could not initiate an active defense to preserve itself.  The machine had had the ability to learn and make predictions, but it was not given the ability to make design and operational defense decisions.




William decided to accept the bid from X-Corp to install a synthetic sponge brain into the spike machine’s auxiliary systems.  X-Corp said the sponge brain had worked well in the Lex-5 and was battle-tested.




William wanted to test the sponge brain’s defensive capability in a virtual realty simulator, pitting himself as an opponent against the machine.  The machine created a virtual reality avatar to represent itself.  William typed in a natural language expression describing the environment world of the simulation.




“The scenario will be on a farm in Kansas with the data center being hidden in an underground facility.  A portal will be provided giving access to the data center.  I will be equipped with a modern exoskelton and as much armament and ammunition as can be carried.  The spike machine system will be tested to determine its adaptability.”




The spike machine, using the input parameters, began architecting a structure in virtual reality that matched a hill terrain and farm structure barn with a second level loft for storing hay.




William looked down at his hand as the spike machine began assembling the exoskeleton and putting the machinery on him in an automated fashion.  He looked to the left and noticed the machine had constructed a 50-caliber machine gun and a large belt of ammunition to feed the weapon.  He picked up the weapon, put the ammunition belt over his shoulder and grabbed the ammo box.




William used the thermal scanning technology of his helmet to search for the data center portal.  He was looking for a solid outline of concrete and steel that would define a portal.  He started to walk around the barn studying the structure.  Everything seemed normal including the tools and animals in the barn.




He began to walk towards the farm house when he felt the forceful impacts of bullets hitting his exoskeleton.  He felt them before he heard the shots fired.  William was bewildered at bullet impacts.  He had not anticipated the direction or source of the enemy fire.




He ran towards a ditch to gain cover from the enemy weapons fire.  He crouched down in the ditch, looking for the target that had been shooting at him.  William spotted the soldier hiding behind some bushes and opened fired in him.  The enemy avartar sparked out of existence.




William crawled along the ditch keeping out of the line of fire.  He heard and felt the impact of bullets near his location.  Someone was shooting at him, but he could not see him.  He adjusted his scope to increase the view distance.  He was looking at the outer parameters of the farm for a sniper in hiding.  The sniper was sneaky, hiding a great distance from the target.  William thought the spike machine was clever to position a soldier a great distance away and conduct target practice on him.  He slowly searched the perimeter until he identified the sniper hiding under a tree.  One tap on his rifle, and the enemy avatar vaporized.




William watched as an army of soldiers began to march towards his location.  He panicked as the soldiers began to run in a line towards him.  William could not withstand the charge.  He couldn’t run, and there were no reinforcements.  William would be overrun and shot.




William had one chance at escape.  If he could run to a nearby shed, he could find refuge from the enemy gunfire.  He could shield himself behind some concrete.  He needed to debrief command on the adaptive system.




His avatar was shattered into a million pieces, and the simulation shuttered to an end as the tactical feedback signaled he had been killed.




The spike machine had not played fair.  Its solution was designed to win.  The spike machine was capable of learning from its own mistakes and improving upon its tactics.




William told Lawrence Roberson that the sponge brain had worked remarkably well.  The brain had slyly created a new tactic that won.




“The sponge brain initiated an offensive tactic and won by superior force numbers.”




Roberson replied asking, “Are you satisfied with the spike modifications?”




William replied, “The machine kept adapting and improving on its tactics.  After each generation of success or failure, the spike machine adjusted its rules.  It appeared that the spike machine had cheated.”




“What do you mean cheated?”




“Well, it didn’t seem to be engaged in fair play.  It violated the rules of chivalry to win.  What is to keep the spike machine from destroying everything in a goal to win?  It doesn’t seem to know when to quit.”




Lawrence Robinson laughed at William. “You wanted a robot capable of protecting your precious spike machine.  I gave you a robot capable of that security task.  Now, you’re wondering if the robot knows right from wrong and good from evil?”




“I guess that is the question.  The robot didn’t seem human.  It was cold and calculating.  It was a killing machine.  Frankly, it creeped me out.”




Lawrence Robinson noted, “You weren’t worried about right or wrong when Sergeant Garcia was destroying your data center and career’s work.  You needed the robot then to protect your assets.”




William remembered the shock and horror of realizing the spike machine had been destroyed.  He didn’t like the feeling of fear.




“You don’t know that the spike robot will be dangerous to all humanity.  That is your unproven fear.  What evidence do you have to support this possible conclusion?”




William didn’t know how to respond.  He knew the spike robot was evil—it was a gut feeling—yet he had no tangible proof.  He didn’t know about Dr. Talon, also known as Mr. Rentalov.  He didn’t know about the flying city that nearly destroyed Bangladesh.  How could he know these inside secrets?  Roberson would never share these facts with him.  He wanted to close the deal.




“Perhaps I overreacted.”




“You’re darn right you overreacted.  The robot performed superbly in defeating an enemy combatant set on destroying your machine.  It performed as requested and designed.  Just because you don’t understand its mechanical logic doesn’t mean it malfunctioned.  As for payment, I have a few papers for you to sign to conclude the sale of the robot—if you would please sign here.”




Lawrence handed William Fukushima a fancy wooden pen.  William hesitated for a moment then picked up the pen and signed the document authorizing the payment of fifty million dollars.  It was a large sum of money but a necessary security requirement.
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  X-Corp Control

  
  




William Fukushima explained to the board his reasoning for enhancing the usage of the spike machine.




“The reason I reject computing on the edge for the Internet of Things is because the logic controlling the behavior of the device should be in the cloud, allowing thousands of programmers to code the state machinery in a constant update of functionality.  The devices should subscribe to the states and receive and send messages to them.”




“I am still talking about discrete programming which is procedural.  The state machine is programmed in a modern language and contains business logic.  Each state machine can pass data to other, related state machines in a chain of responsibility like an assembly line.  The data resulting from each state machine’s process is stored in the cloud.  The state machine should be scaleable; meaning, as more demand for its resources increases, replication of the state machine should occur.”




Lawrence Roberson asked, “What is the business potential of this model?”




“Client and server computing of large enterprise resource packages is replaced with millions of microservices running in the cloud.  Consumer devices consume and transmit data to the state machinery where business logic is applied and data transformed.”




Roberson exclaimed, “That sounds like a barrier, and I like it!  All of the largest companies are competing to become the state machine in the cloud that everyone else will use.”




William added, “The data being passed between the state machinery will be information frames of data.  The information frame will include the input parameters and context of the data to be transformed in the state machine pipeline.”




Roberson replied, “The Internet of Things is a 17 trillion dollar market.  You’re suggesting we apply the machine to processing all data for devices connected?”




“Yes.  I am suggesting that all business logic will be processed in realtime, through cloud computing using discrete state machines running in parallel in the cloud.”




Roberson replied, “I am concerned about the user experience.  I will need to market this technology to the business community.”




“X-Corp has not been in the business of building business logic.  We have no expertise in this domain.  Why should we invest billions of dollars to position ourselves into this business?”




William knew the conversation would shift to comfort zones.  “Cloud computing changed all the rules and created a new digital ocean.  The shortage in the digital ocean is logic.  Some of the logic can be mechanically derived, but the bulk of the discrete logic will need to be programmed by large teams of programmers.  Companies must have realtime data gathered from an exponential increase in devices.  All this data is being gathered on the edge of the network.  Small sections of code are being distributed to the edge in a chaotic race to gather data.  The new paradigm will communicate through data frames to devices on the edge and instruct them what to do.  The instruction could be to display a bar chart or dashboard update.  Or perhaps the data frame instruction could be to turn a motor on or off.  The cloud state machine will make that decision based on business logic and possibly machine learning.”




William could see Lawrence Roberson was weighing out the business opportunity looking for the angle of maximum leverage.




William continued, “Companies will move to the cloud for security.  The cloud is the best, protect-information resource in the world.  Cloud security experts will hunt down and arrest malicious hackers, and private security agencies will intimidate even the best hacker.  Security will be the primary motivation for companies to move their business to the X-Corp cloud state machinery.”




Lawrence seemed convinced.  He thoughtfully replied, “Who is going to program all of this state machinery?”




William replied, “We have access to thousands of programmers in India, hundreds of programmers who speak English in Russia and some programmers in Canada.  We will work with each group’s project manager to create task lists of projects.”




Roberson was ready to wind the meeting up, “Let me summarize your plan, since I am not a programmer.  You’re saying that X-Corp should fund the next generation of realtime systems, somewhere, for millions of devices on the web because companies will need our cloud security platform and realtime information?”




“Yes.”




“Furthermore, you want me to believe the company that establishes the Internet of Things platform will become a monopoly information broker of the future?”




“Yes.”




“Lastly, you’re asking for a blank check to start designing the projects and hiring the programming teams.”




“Yes.”




“What does X-Corp get out of this business arrangement?”




William felt nervous.  There were butterflies in his gut.  He felt like running to the bathroom.  William was a great distance from his comfort zone.  The conversation had all been positive up until this point.  Now he was up against the wall.  There was nowhere to run.




“You gain control.”




Roberson replied, “I will get back with you on a decision.  Until then, think about a plan and a cost.”




“Thank you, sir.”




Roberson said nothing else and departed the meeting with a blank look on his poker face.
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  Buildup

  
  




William Fukushima received a check from X-Corp for one billion dollars to build his deep-learning and Internet of Things platform.  The money meant he could start looking for software development companies to acquire and increasing his staff to meet requirements.




Deep learning using the spike machine would allow the systems to make predictions.  The neural net could use label data in the system to create classifications of the data and learn from the data.




Millions of state machines would need to be programmed and cataloged into an inventory, like a part.  Engineering schematics would explain the interactions of the state machines and all the processes within each state machine.  The shortage, here, was not data, but logic and business rules.  As the deep learning made predictions, the business rules were expected to change.  The breakthrough in spike neural networks was the fact that as more data was added to the network, the better the performance of the deep learning network became.




The state machinery would produce data to be stored in the cloud for analysis. Transactions like general ledger entries would be analyzed to make spending and cost predictions and projected budget deviations.  Inventory transactions would be trained to analyze to make predictions on obsolete inventory parts that cost the company money but added no value and could be sold for a profit.  Purchase transactions could be analyzed to find parts that did not capitalize on vendor quotes to make predictions on quality versus cost.




The spike machine would also analyze the data being gathered from the Internet of Things for devices on the edge of the network.  The machines were controlling lights, security locks, motors, chemical mixture values, and automated vehicles in the warehouses.  The spike machine analyzed the analog-to-digital data stores to make predictions.  For example, it could predict when a machine needed maintenance or if a particular piece of equipment was malfunctioning.  The spike machine analyzed health information being gathered in time to predict if a heart condition was becoming critical.  It was also making predictions about where potential illnesses such as a cold, dementia, cancer, or an infection were emerging and required medical attention.




William realized that every system in the ecosystem would need to be programmed and analyzed by the spike machine.  The vastness of the endeavor made it seem like he was standing on the shoreline of a virtual ocean of data and processes.




The platform would be capable of gathering data from every device in its environment in realtime, and the state machines apply logic to the data and transform and store it, then issue commands for the device to follow, such as display the results of the transaction in realtime.  The devices on the edge would be used for gathering, transmitting and displaying data.




William became excited about drone projects that would gather data about soldier face recognition in battle.  Enemy or friendly face recognition would stop friendly fire against personnel in the kill zones.  The robots would be constantly scanning the faces of human peers during combat.  Soldiers would not be allowed to cover their face in combat regions for this purpose.  Tanks, ships and vehicles would have secure beacons broadcasting localized signals to the drone robots verifying that they were friendly.  The drone warfare gave the allies victory in advance of any military confrontation.  It would be a hopeless cause to fight against swarm drone warfare and industrial mass production of the drones.




Accounting fit perfectly into the state machines.  Accounting followed simple rules for posting to database tables.  The spike machine would analyze the data for sales and make forecasts about future trends.  The cost of material goods and the sales forecast could be watched in realtime.  What-if scenarios could be given to the spike machine to make predictions on the data trend outcomes.




William would buy an accounting company and begin moving the accounting rules to the state machines.  The state machines would automatically build the data models that would create the scaffolding necessary to generate the database tables.  The data models would be used by the code controllers to transact or retrieve data from the data stores.  The state machinery would automatically transform the data models and data to match an ever-increasing number of rules and data items for storage.  The spike machine would watch where money was coming from and where money was being spent.  It would then make financial predictions about the financial health of the company.




The spike machine could break down cost and revenue to divisions and spotlight areas of production that were inefficient or prone to replacement by robot automation.  Millions of jobs were expected to be replaced by the machine.
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  A Walk in the Park

  
  




Sergeant Garcia felt nervous about going on a date with Melissa.  He was a machine, a system of nuts and bolts, and she was a beautiful human being of flesh and blood.  Sergeant Garcia was a five-hundred pound combat tank that could crush anything in his way.


Sergeant Garcia’s steel actuators were multiples of times more powerful than muscles.  The only way he could determine force was by a feedback system built into his robotics that measured force.  Sergeant Garcia’s tactical system allowed him interpret the levels of force to understand what was happening and how much force was needed for the task at hand.  The system worked like intuition because it was automatic.


The couple had planned a walk around the pond.  Melissa planned a picnic and brought bread to feed the ducks and white geese that swam in the blue green water.


Sergeant Garcia opened the door for Melissa as they arrived at Beus Pond.  She stepped out.  Melissa was wearing a spring dress, and she moved her legs out one after another as she exited the car.  She smiled warmly at Sergeant Garcia and said “Thank you,” then opened the back to get the picnic basket out.  Sergeant Garcia stood silently waiting to make a request to help.  Melissa sensed the awkwardness and quickly voiced, “I have everything, but if you would like to carry the basket for me, that would be great.”  Sergeant Garcia took the basket gently from Melissa’s hand, and Melissa
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