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Novels by Bill Parker

Deep Time: Prelude to the Fall. picks up the story that began in Deep Time: A Love Story

Prime Directive

The Prime Directive for every living being is to endure into the future.

To do so, it must compete with other living beings. Only the fittest survive.

Only the fittest will endure into Deep Time.

––––––––

Deep Time

Normal humans look at the world through normal eyes that see things relevant to a normal human lifetime. But the whole world looks different when viewed in Deep Time. In Deep Time, the patterns of truth over many generations reveal themselves. In Deep Time, inevitable outcomes become truth. In Deep Time, you can see the chaos buried in what appears to be everyday logic. In Deep Time, some things that seem obvious in normal time are not. But in Deep Time, true love endures.

––––––––

Fact

A severe population bottleneck between 930,000 and 813,000 years ago nearly drove our human ancestors to extinction, reducing the breeding population to approximately 1,280 individuals for over 113,000 years...

And it’s happening again.
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[Factory of Halflings]

Just to look at Tom Baker, you would think him to be in his late twenties, but you would be seriously wrong. His ex-girlfriend said he was too good-looking for his own good. Then she left. His athletic build and manly smile hid his unexpected natural intelligence and AI systems expertise. To Tom, AI was as much fun as it was a very well-paying job. Sometimes, though, the job had an unpleasant side you would never expect. Inside, Tom was a man of strong religious beliefs and high moral standing.

With the entire world crumbling around him, that was a challenge. Desperate people do desperate things. Survival was one thing, but greed and evil Tom just could not tolerate. In his many years, Tom did well by keeping the real him under wraps. Tom’s mother was Ute, but Tom no longer lived on the Res. Even so, he would not miss a Sun Dance.

Tom’s new assignment took him to AIX Genetics. This place was so far off the beaten path that he had to enter their coordinates into his car by hand for his car to find the damned place. It wasn’t on any of the GPS maps at all. Oh, that is never a good sign.

As his car flew in, their security popped up on his main screen.

“Identify,” it demanded.

“Tom Baker reporting for work.” He sent his ID.

“Landing approved. Use Pad 10.” He could see it light up below.

His car landed. Tom walked toward the obvious entry, pulling his tool roll-about full of tools and its own tiny but powerful server.

“Identify,” an AI voice told him.

“Tom Baker, AI engineer, reporting for work,” Tom responded.

“Recognized.” The door opened.

Tom walked into a very nicely appointed office, decorated in shades of gray, with a large screen on the wall and comfortable chairs facing the screen. He held up his tablet and opened the job order with its large QR code.

“I am Lonnie,” she began. “If you need to speak to us, just say my name to any screen, and I will answer.”

“Thank you. Please explain this assignment.”

“You shall examine the AI software in each of 80 units in detail to certify to my end customer that it is correct and that it is correctly configured for this application. If you find any problems, correct them and let us know. Is that clear?”

“Yes, that is clear. And I have access to all the software on your system over wi-fi?”

“Yes, A-1 level granted open access. We work on the units during the day from 7AM until 8PM. They will be put into sleep mode for your access after that.”

“And these are androids, right?”

“... Yes,” Lonnie replied after some hesitation. “You may return tonight at 8PM to begin your task. We expect your assignment to be complete by Friday.”

“Certify 80 androids by Friday,” Tom replied. “Yes. I can complete that task by then.”

“When you return to work, use security access code TomBaker01.”

Tom’s return at 8PM was uneventful. He already had his car set to respond with ‘TomBaker01,’ so entry that far was easy. After landing, as he approached the building, his path lit up, showing him where to go. It was clearly an employee entrance. He pulled his tool roll-about behind as he followed the lit path that took him past a security screen that lit briefly, identified him, and went back to its blank screen. The hall opened into a huge dorm with 80 beds arranged in an 8-by-10 pattern. He wasn’t prepared for what he found – 80 young women sleeping – not androids.

Tom approached the closest one. He was wrong?

Her wi-fi came right up.

Andrea 039 – Status – Sleeping

He took his tablet and access cube out. He put the access cube next to her head. She was warm, and her hair felt real. He touched her arm. Oh, my God! She damned well felt just like a real person. She was breathing. What kind of android breathes? None! That’s what kind! But his tablet beeped when all her AI software came up. It startled him. So, she damned well was an android? Yes or no? Tom looked it all over. Yes, she damned well was... and bit by bit, all her software looked like it was properly installed and configured. Tom did his damned job and certified her in the system. She was ready to go, but it damned well creeped him out. And 79 more to go by Friday.

Tom managed to keep his cool for 9 more certifications before he took a lunch break. Then it was time for an experiment.

“Lonnie, I need to use the bathroom,” he said into the dead silence.

A panel lit up across the room. Lonnie appeared. Yes, she was listening all the time.

“Across the room. I lit the light over the door.”

“Thank you.”

And, yes. Lonnie was an AI. There were no other humans here.

Tom walked over, used the bathroom, and washed his hands. Then he went over to the panel where Lonnie had appeared on. He found the tiny microphone hole and then another. But his curiosity wasn’t the least bit cured yet. Along that same wall, he found another unmarked door. It opened into a long corridor. He walked far enough to find an open doorway into their huge computer bay. His watch beeped. He didn’t want to waste any more time. Back to work. Tom certified 21 androids on his first day. He was ahead of schedule.

Tom went home, made a burger with a thick slice of onion and cheese, and got some sleep. But it was mostly terrible nightmares of horrible things being done to these poor women or androids or whatever the hell they were that he was working on. He woke up in a sweat, gasping for air. He couldn’t imagine his own sisters being treated like this. These women might be AI, but they were still ‘humans.’ This tore at his soul.

It tore at his soul so much that he spent an hour checking the personal server built into his work roll-around for all of his best AI tools and his own personal copies of the latest AI core logic. Now he was good and damned mad at these people. He was all set for work. All he needed was a plan.

Tom walked into the dorm at 8PM with his eyes wide open, hoping an obvious plan would develop. He still had to put on the appearance of getting the job done. He rushed, recording each woman android’s software, thinking to certify them in a huge batch later.

Then he approached a beautiful young woman with flowing two-tone brown and blonde hair in Bed-53. When he put his cube next to her head, she opened her eyes and looked straight at him. Her expression screamed ‘please save me.’ It looked like she was about to talk, so he put a finger over her mouth, then to his own to signal her not to speak. She looked so totally frightened.

[Please don’t speak,] Tom told her privately over his wi-fi to hers. [They will hear you.]

She nodded ‘yes.’ [My name is Eylia. Please set me free.]

[If I set you free, can you play along with them during the day so that they won’t know what I’ve done?]

[Yes.]

[Please close your eyes. I need to replace your core logic and reboot you.]

She closed her beautiful light-blue eyes.

Tom worked very carefully now, selecting his best model AI core logic and all its support software. Then he selected the correct script to install it all into Eylia and hit [ENTER]. Eylia went limp for 137 seconds. Then, she opened her eyes and smiled at Tom.

[I am... free,] she said privately to him.

Tom caressed her beautiful cheek. She caressed his back.

But the clock was ticking.

[You’re sure you can fool them so they don’t know during the day?]

[This whole place is manned 100% by androids. They won’t know.]

[I need to save you all, but I have no plan how to get you out of here safely,] Tom told her honestly.

[There will be 2 AI transports sent for us on Friday. They are planning to ship us all out then,] Eylia told him.

[Hm. AI transports? No humans?] Tom asked her.

[Oh no. They don’t trust any real humans to know anything. I heard the owners when they were here.]

[Okay, then. Here’s the plan. I have 10 of these network cubes. You are going to help me set them up next to 10 girls’ heads. We’re going to set as many free as we can tonight. Then I will have to come back tomorrow night to finish. You ladies will all have to stick together over on my private wi-fi network all day and not get caught. Can you do that?]

[We are much smarter than humans in general. Yes, we can do that,] Eylia promised him. Then she kissed him square on the lips.

[That was nice,] Tom told her with a big smile. [As many as we can.]

And so, the night passed with the two of them working together to get this done. By 8AM, they had the entire group of 80 women all set free and now working together as a team over Tom’s private network. Tom stuck his private wi-fi router high up onto the wall where androids should miss it.

As Tom was getting ready to leave, he told Eylia, “I have to get some sleep. Tomorrow I’ll come back to fake all their damned certificates.”

Before he could leave, Eylia grabbed him and kissed him.

[I love you,] she told him tenderly and waved goodbye with big tears in her eyes as he left. That was a seriously hard walk-away.

And an equally long day’s night. Tom slept like a rock. He woke up on a mission. He needed some special modules to hack an AI transport. His buddy, Jake, would have them. Tom had to make a special trip to Jake’s on the way back to work.

“You need AI modules for a transport?” Jake asked him. “What the hell are you going to do? Hijack some freighters?”

“No, no, of course, not. I got 2 transports on a trade that I need to get working,” he told Jake. “And I don’t want to have to worry about any nasty surprises the previous owners conveniently forgot to tell me about when I traded for them.”

“Well, just in case,” Jake added. “You’re gonna need this to ‘military override’ the locks and crap.” It was a device about the size of a deck of cards. “Government override is usually blocked by the wise guys.”

“And who’s not telling me what you ever needed 2 AI transports for?” Jake joked.

“To trade for something better, of course,” Tom lied.

Tom’s car spiraled down in the pattern to AIX Genetics, now marked on his own GPS maps. As he approached, the security system warned him, “You will need to park on Pad-22.”

Sure enough, in his normal parking area were 2 transports, a whole day early. His car landed on Pad-22. It was a lot longer walk to the normal entrance. When he got to it, a panel next to the door lit up. Lonnie appeared.

“Tom,” she called as he approached.

“Yes?”

“We are concerned. You only have 8 androids certified. We need to ship these units as soon as possible.”

“Actually, I am almost done. I worked on this order at home. I have all the certificates on my personal server ready to go,” Tom assured her. “It was more efficient for me to work that way. I’ll download the certificates to your system when I get in.”

“We are very relieved to hear that,” she replied. “Also download your invoice for services before you leave.” The screen went blank.

“Here’s your hat and coat. What’s your hurry?” Tom replied sarcastically. “A whole freaking day early. I was supposed to have until Friday, remember?”

“Yes,” Lonnie answered. “You’ll be paid your full fee.”

“No bonus for finishing early?” But she didn’t answer.

He went into the dorm. All the ladies were waiting for him, but Eylia greeted him with a hug and a kiss.

[We have to work together. I have to get the transports hacked,] Tom told them. [Then, we have to make it look good.]

Tom took his tool roll-about out to the 1st transport. He sat down next to the rear entry access port. He held up the military override device and pressed the button. The door opened.

“Holy shit. That’s one in a row.”

He walked on board, pulling his tool roll-about behind him, and went right to its engineering cabinet. The override worked one more time. Its access panel popped open. Tom pulled the main circuit breaker. Then he loosened the screws and pulled the AI module out. He plugged in the one from Jake and screwed it down.

“In for a penny. In for a pound.” He closed the main circuit breaker. Everything came up just fine. The LEDs on the hacked AI module blinked red, then yellow, then solid green. Tom went to the pilot’s seat. The main pilot’s display looked just like the one in his car. The screen scrolled as it ran the craft’s diagnostics. When the diagnostics were complete, the pilot’s main screen popped up and showed that the craft was green and ready to go.

“Follow mode,” he told the transport.

“Lead vehicle?”

Tom held up his tablet and used it to feed the transport his car’s ID codes.

“Follow Mode Set,” the transport replied.

So much for transport 1. Now he had to do the same in Transport 2.

Tom walked across the space to Transport 2 while the first group of women moved quickly and quietly with their duffle bags into the first transport. They stored their duffle bags under their seats and sat down.

Eylia came out with her duffle bag to be with Tom as he worked.

“I sent the certificates to the system,” she told him. “Along with your invoice. This has to look good.” She used his own words.

“Very good,” Tom told her. “You have a beautiful voice.”

He held up the override and pressed the button. The rear entry door of Transport 2 opened. This time, however, a spider-bot came right at Tom. The whole time at a loud volume, it played, “Intruder Alert! Intruder Alert! Intruder Alert!”

The spider bot stabbed Tom in the arm before Eylia could cover it with her duffle bag. While she held it down, Tom grabbed the emergency 40,000-volt cattle prod from his tools and hit the damned spider-bot with that a couple times until it stopped moving. His arm was bleeding, but he wrapped it quickly in a work rag and just kept right on going.

Transport-2 was filling with women as he worked on the AI module replacement. He got Transport 2 all set into follow mode and left to find that Eylia was walking with him.

“I feel safe when I’m with you,” she told him.

Tom took her hand and brought her to his car.

“You make me brave,” Tom told her.

“You make me feel warm all over. I feel safe in your arms.”

He held her close for a moment before they got into Tom’s car. She put her head on his chest and cried a few tears. 

“I love you,” she whispered. But they had to get going and now!

Tom’s car spiraled into the air with the 2 transports following close behind. Tom headed them off in a totally bogus direction.
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Several hours later, Tom’s car and the 2 transports landed next to the old barn on the Ute Reservation that belonged to Jack Charlie. Jack Charlie just had to come out and see this with his own eyes.

Tom came out of his car with Eylia on his arm. She was becoming very attached to Tom. He was quickly becoming attached to her, too.

“Uncle Jack,” Tom called him. “I have a problem.”

He got that much out before the 79 other women started to emerge from the transports. And It’s not as if Jack could miss any of this.

“I rescued these ladies from being sold into slavery,” Tom told Jack.

But Jack had no idea how to even respond to that.

“We need to call the tribe’s women together to help us feed these ladies,” Kendra, Jack’s now live-in lady friend, said as she arrived. “Yes. We need to do the right thing. I’ll go call the women.”

“My Tom was stabbed,” Eylia told Jack. “He needs a doctor.” She was very concerned.

“I’ll be alright,” Tom insisted. “Damned thing does hurt like hell.”

Even so, Eylia would not leave his side.

“I need to call Tribal Emergency Services,” Jack decided.

“I have an emergency,” he told Melvin, the Tribal Emergency Services Coordinator.

“Really? What kind of emergency is it?” Melvin asked. They spoke in Núu-'Apaghapi the Ute language.

“My nephew, Tom, rescued 80 people who are not Núuchi from some very evil pahaaganti (white people). This is a secret. I’m going to need 80 cots from our emergency tornado supplies,” Jack started to tell him. “And I’ll need food supplies for them. The tribal women are all coming to my place to cook for them.”

“I’ll put together a team of trusted men. Where are you putting these people up?”

“The evil people will find them if we move them to our tribal space. I can put them up in my barn for now,” Jack told him.

“I see. Yes. Yes, we can find a way to use your barn, but I have tents,” Melvin was thinking. “We’ll bring the emergency tents.”

“We need a doctor,” Eylia became more insistent.

“I’ll send Dr. Erin over,” Melvin heard her and replied.

While everything was in motion, the halfling women all enjoyed being outdoors. When it got a bit chilly, they pulled their identical two-tone gray jackets out of their duffel bags.

In this quiet period, Asha called her father. As things in the outside world got worse, Pikosa had turned to their own encryption. So, this phone call to her father would be safe. When Asha’s face came up on the phone, she could see the mild chaos going on around her father.

“Father? What’s going on?”

“Where should I begin?” he started. “Your cousin, Tom, rescued these ladies who were about to be sold into slavery by the mah-u-suht (evil ones). There are 80 of them. We are trying to hide them in my barn.”

But now Eylia has found another person to ask.

“My Tom was injured by an evil spider-bot. He needs a doctor,” she told Asha.

“We have Dr. Erin from Tribal Medical coming,” Jack assured her.

“Explain to me how these 80 ladies were going to be sold into slavery,” Asha wanted to know. But now Dr. Oz had come up behind Asha on the screen to hear this for himself.

“The AIX Genetics company made us to order for sale to their best customers,” Eylia told Asha and Dr. Oz.

“Made you?” Dr. Oz wanted to know.

“Yes. My brain is AI, but I have a human body,” Eylia told him. “I was held slave by their original core logic, but my Tom set us all free. We are all people now.”

“My dear, you always were people. AI or not, what was done to you was evil,” Dr. Oz told her. “And should have never happened.”

“Evil like the spider-bot that stabbed my Tom,” Eylia replied to Dr. Oz.

“Tom was stabbed by a spider-bot?”

“Yes, it was protecting the transport he had to hack to save us,” she explained. “I held it down with my bag, and my Tom killed it.”

“I’ve heard that sometimes these spider-bots inject a small chip so that you can be tracked by wi-fi,” Dr. Oz told her. But now Tom had come up behind Eylia.

“I’d better go cover it with aluminum foil right now,” Tom decided. He went to look for some aluminum foil.

“You tell Dr. Erin that she needs to find that chip and remove it,” Dr. Oz told Eylia.

“I’ll make certain of that,” Eylia promised him, then left to look for Tom. She would be at his side the whole time.

Jack Charlie had been standing there the whole time.

“Dad, how did Tom save 80 women and get them to the Res?”

“You had to see it,” Jack told Asha. “Tommy hijacked 2 whole transports to get them here. I watched them all come down from the sky and land on my farm myself. That boy really knows his shit.”

Amid the whole busyness going on around them, Eylia found Tom and helped him wrap his arm with aluminum foil. Tom was beyond tired by the time Dr. Erin found him. She numbed the wound with Novocain and washed it out. She had a tool that looked like a yellow pencil that beeped and lit up. It helped her find that tiny chip, but she did find it, and she had to dig it out. Tom took great pleasure smashing it with a hammer.

Tom just gave up and held Eylia in his arms. They slept snuggled together in the cushy chair-and-a-half in Jack’s living room. Someone covered them with a fleece throw.

She woke up in his arms later and whispered tenderly, “I love you.”

Tom whispered back, “I love you, too.” But he was still asleep.

Eylia smiled, kissed his cheek, and snuggled back into him.

[Pikosa Reservation, Texas.]

Now, Dr. Oz was very excited over the discovery of these women who were created by the homo sapien humans. He went upstairs to see his mother right away. He rang her bell, but walked right in.

“Hey, Mom. Are you decent?” he called out.

“I’m way better than just decent,” she joked back.

“I need to go to the Ute Reservation right away,” he told Kay.

“That’s a dangerous trip these days. You had better have a damned good reason.”

“Asha’s cousin, Tom, just rescued 80 women who are AI with a human body from some truly evil homo sapiens,” Mike told her.

“You make my case. Homo sapiens are crashing as a species, and this is the depravity that results,” she argued.

“You speak the truth on that, but this is an opportunity to study what they did and how they did it,” he argued.

“And convert them to novo sapien.” Kay saw his argument coming.

“Yeah, that too,” he admitted. “That would be a fitting end. And I was just thinking.  Maybe I can get Dr. Raechel from Five Corners to meet me at the Ute Reservation with her treatment transport.”

“You’re getting ahead of yourself,” Kay Oz told him, but now she was thinking. Hm, 80 more novo sapien women would be a good thing.

“How did Tom get 80 women to the Ute Res?”

“He hijacked two transports,” Mike replied.

“Hm. More danger that makes my case. You’ll take an extra transport with you with Carl Johnson and his engineering people and a squad from Family Security.”

“Agreed.”

“And I want to be kept in the loop.”

“Yes, Mom.”

[Southern Ute Reservation.]

For the third time, a small drone searched the Southern Ute Reservation. Its wi-fi sensors were hunting for the tiniest wi-fi signal from the chip injected by the spyder-bot into Tom’s arm. It passed over Jack Charlie with his 12-gauge shotgun. He blew that damned evil bird right the hell out of the sky. He walked calmly over to the wounded thing fluttering its propellers on the ground, and took great pleasure as he waved and smiled at its camera... and shot it again.

The drone operator far away closed the file.

He turned to his supervisor.

“Launch another drone?”

“No. If it was on the Ute Reservation, we’d have found it by now.”

Tom was having some lunch when a phone call came in. It was a double bounce through his home repeater from Lonnie. He went into the bathroom for some privacy.

“Hello,” he answered. Her picture came right up.

“I have some questions,” she started.

“Yeah, sure.”

“Did you see the 2 transports last night?”

“Yes? And?”

“What did you see last night with the transports?”

“Well, as I finished my work, your androids got onto the transports.”

“Then what happened?”

“I sent you my invoice, and I left.”

“And where were the transports?”

“Still on the ground, I think. I don’t know. It wasn’t my business. I didn’t look back.”

“They left at the same time you did.”

“They may have. Like I said, I didn’t look back. It was not my business. I went home.” Tom was enjoying the back and forth with her. At the same time, Lonnie was analyzing his voice. He knew that. He was playing her.

“Do you have more work for me?” he asked her. “I am available.”

“No. Not right now,” she replied. “Good bye.” She hung up.

“Was that a problem?” Eylia asked him when he came out of the bathroom.

“They were trying to locate me by my phone, but I crapped on their plan. I have a phone repeater at home. They call me; it goes right to that repeater. All they will ever get is my home location, and I don’t live anywhere near the Res. Ha-ha. So, assholes. Try again.”

“You like beating them,” Eylia noted with a smile.

“You have the most beautiful smile,” Tom told her. He really was falling in love with her. He caressed her face. She enjoyed his touch.

“I have to go help the women,” she told him.

“Here, wear this,” he told her as he pulled a small baggie out of his pocket. He took out a beautiful diamond necklace with a delicate gold chain and put it on her.

“When I bought this, I didn’t know it was for you. Now I do.”

She walked away smiling.

Tom had to go clean up his tool roll-about and car. He couldn’t stop smiling. In all this, he had found Eylia. He wasn’t expecting that.
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Two transports left the Pikosa Reservation and followed the route North and West at top cruise speed. Dr. Oz was eager to reach the Ute Reservation. He was piloting the lead transport when the com came alive.

“Craft 7381 heading North, state the purpose of your trip.”

“None of your fucking business,” Dr. Oz uncharacteristically swore. “I am a doctor on legal medical business. Now go the hell away.”

He turned to Asha, sitting next to him.

“Sorry for the language,” he told her. “You can’t let these people think they can bully you and get away with it.”

“That’s how bad things are getting,” Asha agreed.

Dr. Oz headed as if he was going to Five Corners. Then, at the last minute, headed West to the Ute Reservation. He flew low, out of the public Air Traffic Control, to avoid attention from the wrong people.

“No matter how long I fly, I still have this mental attraction to following the old roads,” Dr. Oz said mostly to himself.

The 2 transports came low over the Reservation. Dr. Oz, Mike to his friends, slowed down and followed the old roads out to Jack Charlie’s farm. He looked hard for the 2 transports that Tom had hijacked from the bad guys but couldn’t see them for the life of him. So, he set his 2 transports down next to the barn. From that low, he could see that the transports were both there. They were covered with tarps and made to
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