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  Chapter 1

Lindsey and Michael celebrated their first year of marriage at Maine Lobster.   Michael ordered steak and lobster, and Lindsey ordered crab and shrimp.  The waiter asked the couple, "Hi, my name is Adam.  Is there some special occasion that brings you in this evening?"  Michael wanted to deflect the question by saying no, but Lindsey was in a good mood.  

"Yes, we are celebrating our first year of marriage together."

Adam replied, "Excellent.  I will be your waiter.  We have a new menu.  Let me know if you would like me to explain anything."

Lindsey said, "I think we will be ok."

Adam replied, "Can I start you off with something to drink?"

Michael replied, "I will have water."

Lindsey replied, "I would like a Pepsi with a slice of lemon, please."

Adam asked, "Would you like an appetizer?"

Michael said, "No, but we would like some of those delicious biscuits you have here."

Adam seemed happy, "Let me check if they are out of the oven.  I will bring you fresh and hot biscuits."

Michael said, "Thank you."

Adam departed for the drinks and biscuits.  He had a beard and short brown hair and talked like a drama actor.  He smiled as he departed.

Michael leaned in closer to Lindsey, "You know that when your waiter is that smooth, your bill is going to be expensive."  Lindsey giggled, it was a special day.

"Did I tell you how beautiful you are to me?"

"No."

"You're beautiful!"

The couple held hands and looked into each other's eyes.  Michael could see Lindsey's green eyes dancing like she was a ballet actor on the stage.  Lindsey saw Michael's blue eyes, and they seemed like the color of Aquamarine, a precious gem.  Michael was a handsome man and a humble hero.  He never boasted of his heroic deeds.

"Here you go, you two."

"A Pepsi with for the lady and a water for the gentleman."

"Should I sing a love song for you two to enjoy?"

Michael, actually found the idea amusing.  The waiter, who could sing like in an expensive Italian restaurant.  He would enjoy a love song for his wife.

"Sure!"

Adam was on the spot.  Adam must have been a performer, because he sang a love song in part.  The song drew some attention.  The song was short.  The song title was, "When a Man Loves a Woman."

Lindsey said, "Thank you.  We enjoyed the song." 

Adam replied, "I am glad you enjoyed the song.  I hope Romeo bought you flowers."

Lindsey giggled because Michael had not bought her flowers.  She loved roses of different colors.  Michael had been too busy to remember those details.

"Oh, I see..." said Adam.

"What can we prepare for you, today?"

Lindsey ordered the two meals, one of steak and lobster and the other of snow crab and shrimp.  Michael enjoyed letting Lindsey place the order.

"Very good.  I will place the order."

Adam placed a basket of hot biscuits on the table and turned to place the order.  The mood was still cheerful and happy.  This was a joyful occasion, a celebration of the couple's love and a keeping of each other's vows.

When their food arrived, Michael and Lindsey ate their meal quietly.  Adam returned to see if the salads were ok and to ask if Michael wanted steak sauce.  Michael asked for more blue cheese dressing for his salad and Lindsey asked for more lemons and hot butter for her steaming crab.  She was enjoying breaking the crab shell, dipping the crab meat in butter and eating it.  Lindsey fed Michael a few delicious morsels of crab.  He graciously accepted her offer.  It was fun sharing this way.  When the meal was over, Adam returned and removed their plates.

"Who is ready for desert?"

Lindsey laughed because she was full.

"You probably think to ask such a question is a crime.  I claim innocence."  Lindsey thought, I don't think overindulgence is a crime,  but I do wish I had an appetite for the chocolate cake.  Chocolate cake was her favorite, and the picture looked rich.

Michael replied, "I would like the check."

Michael paid for the meal.  He added a generous tip and signed the receipt.  He stood to leave.

Adam returned and said, "Thank you for visiting.  Have a wonderful evening.  Please return soon."

Michael held the door open for Lindsey as she exited the restaurant.  

"Thank you honey.  The company and food was delicious."


  Chapter 2

William Fukashima walked down the isle filled with racks of racks of synaptic machines.  The new configuration of machines was operating at the lowest level of power and the highest synaptic configurations in history.  The machine was one of a kind.  William had been careful not to have the machine analyze all 35 exabytes of data from the World Wide Web.  Instead, he created specific functions the machine could process.  He took the view that well-defined, cohesive functions that did one thing were better at providing utility.

Vick Chomsky and Lawrence Robinson of X-Corp stood next to William as he explained the machine.

Vick admired, "The architecture looks impressive.  What are we looking at?"

William seemed excited by the question.  He spoke in perfect English having graduated from Harvard in the artificial intelligence specialty of the computer science program.

"You are looking at the world largest synaptic machine.  The machine has 530 billion artificial neuron and 100 trillion synaptic connections running on 70 kilowatts of power.  The machine chip topology is a Boltzmann Neural Network.  The system can process label data unsupervised.  Its hidden layer of neurons can classify data with 80 percent accuracy.  The machine can also interact with people and train its classification network under supervision.  Both methods are good ways to discover data correlation and classification.  We are currently creating a series of well-defined, training network functional components.  The functional components will be tuned to spike data in the incoming data stream.  Spike data is a scale value per vector of data.  For example, a picture of a tiger can convert the color pixels of the image to a spike value per pixel.  A series of spikes at a threshold represent an edge.  The image of a tiger can be turned into spikes representing edges.  Then a series of neural chips can be assigned to a zoo with the goal of identifying tigers from other cats.  The synaptic chip can classify all the cats in the zoo, and differentiate between the cats."

Vick Chomsky admired the work.  He said, "Your great-grandfather, Kunihiko Fukashima, was the founder of artificial neural networks and back error propagation correction.  Those early networks were complex and slow to correct the neuron synaptic line weighting value.  The gradient equations took time to converge on a global minimum indication the network had been trained on a discrete training set of data.  Your great-grandfather also introduced unsupervised learning.  A revolutionary idea in machine learning.

William felt flattered to have been associated with the founder of neural networks.  The move to build neurons on the chip meant data would pass from input to output in one cycle.  The results were millionfold reduction in computer cycles to get an answer.

Lawrence Robertson said, "Mr. Fukashima, I am a businessman, and X-Corp has spent millions of dollars to build this electronic brain.  Tell us of what value the machine can be to us?"

William realized he needed to explain the potential of the machine.  He really thought it would have been self-evident.  Obviously, he was mistaken.

"The machine is all-knowing, at once.  Don't let that scare you.  What that means is the architect can look at video frames, listen to speech, and read text in parallel.  It can watch video frames for pattern or partition it up to different chips.  It can listen to numerous speech channels at once.   As information is classified or discovered, the machine can communicate with other agents in the machine and share the information.  For example, there are large amounts of video surveillance data that have been streamed over the wire and stored on servers.  This information sits dormant until a crime occurs.  The video become a forensics tool.  The machine could be watching all video streams on the web to classify behavior, identifying individual identities, recording conversations and storing the voice-to-text data for all activity on the web.  The machine does not have a single data pipeline.  It is not a Von Neumann archecture."

"The machine can gather information deposited on the web.  It can correlate the data to see if it is useful or obsolete.  The machine will organize the data of the web into classifications that X-Corp will need."

William bragged, "The machine has already been pulled into remote sensors that can monitor smells.  It can identify different types of gases like carbon dioxide and carbon monoxide.  It can identify different types of biological orders associated with bacteria.  It can identify smells related to disease."

William elaborated further, "The machine has organized music selection lists by different cultures and groups.  If you're Bohemian, the machine will tell you a short list of your favorite music.  It just knows and is very accurate."

"The machine watches everything and everyone twenty-four hours a day and only uses 70 kilowatts of power."

"If you're hungry, the machine knows what foods you will eat.  It keeps track of how frequently you eat at different restaurants, and from the receipt information, it learns what you ate."

Lawrence replied, "Your machine is a hacker."

William continued to spout the wonders of this great computer, "The machine can problem solve.  It learns known methods and mathematics for getting into networks.  It can write computer code to talk with routers, firewalls and switches.  It learns.  I was surprised at how elegant some of the computer code was that was written by the machine."

William continued, "The machine is not limited to this building.  It can remotely view video feeds and laser scans from self-driving cars.  It can explore and learn about the world around it.  It is like a child that likes to discover new things."

Lawrence asked, "How does the machine learn?"

William liked the question.  "The machine makes guesses about the world around it.  This is called perception.  It then looks for evidences to support, the guesses.   If the machine finds enough evidence, then it becomes confident in the micro theory."

Lawrence asked, "How does this help in finding information about people?"

William responded, "The machine makes hypotheses about the individual based on evidence it has gathered.  If the evidence is cohesive, then the assumption about the person is supported.  For example, if the person never watches sports, the hypothesis that he will enjoy traveling to a stadium to watch a professional contest is not strong.  The statistical odds of the trip being desired by the individual is low."

Lawrence observed, "I hope you remember that you signed a confidentiality agreement preventing you from sharing any information about the machine."

William nodded his head, yes.

"Good.  I will be getting back with you.   I have a task for the machine to do."

William knew Lawrence Robinson was his boss and paid for the facility and his salary.  He didn't like Lawrence, but he felt obligated to show his support.  He wondered if he had made a deal with the devil to build the machine. 


  Chapter 3

Sergeant Garcia asked Lindsey about her weekend.  He was sitting at his desk across from Lindsey.  Lindsey looked up from her paperwork.

"How was your weekend?  Did you have a nice anniversary celebration?"

Lindsey smiled, and her green eyes lit up.  She liked Sergeant Garcia.  He was a robot, but he had great empathy, and he seemed kind and caring.

"Yes, it was a great weekend.  Michael took me out to a seafood restaurant, and we spent a romantic evening together with a singing waiter."

Lindsey was careful not to disclose their evening of passion.  She didn't share intimate details.  Those details were to be shared between a husband and wife. They were not to become common.

"Let me jusut say, our evening was hot and steamy."

Sergeant Garcia didn't smile, but Lindsey thought he might be blushing.

"I am glad you and Michael have not lost your attraction for one another.  Passion is important in marriage.  It keeps tension down and helps couples get close."

Lindsey giggled.

"You're always so analytical..."

Sergeant Garcia knew he did not know all the intricacies of the female mind.  He knew that this was the point to stop talking.  However, he needed to share another piece of information he had observed.

"I am happy for you.  Partner, I have another sensitive issue to share with you."

"I have been monitoring the installation of a new software being integrated by X-Corp into the citizen protection agency mainframe.  The fiber optic back bone has been chirping like a choir.  The X-Corp system download the whole hard drive to X-Corp."

"Also, Captain O'Donnel has been in closed-door meeting with X-Corp engineers.  He has been very non-accessible."

Lindsey replied, "What do you think X-Corp is up to?"

Sergeant Garcia replied, "I don't know, but here comes the captain now."

Lindsey turned to see Captain O'Donnel walking towards her.  When he saw her, he said, "Detective Parker, can I speak to you in my office?"

Lindsey stood up from her desk and gave a quick glance at Sergeant Garcia.  The robot didn't move.  She liked Sergeant Garcia's strength and comfort.  He was a great friend.  Lindsey turned and walked into Captain O'Donnel's office.  He shut the door and walked behind his desk and sat down.

"We will start using a new service provided by X-Corp.  It is a predictive crime system.  This is a highly-classified project, and you are not to talk about the new system to others.  You are part of a pilot project working in cooperation with X-Corp."

Lindsey felt uncomfortable immediately, "How can a system be predictive?  It would have to have access to all information, private and public."

Captain O'Donnel replied, "That is not your concern.  It is X-Corp's responsibility and liability to ensure the correct information is used, private or public.  They have a lawyer staff for determining what information can be used by the machine."

"I am not asking you to evaluate the machine's predictive capability.  Treat the leads like you would from an confidential informant."

Lindsey replied, "It just seemed like the project violated privacy laws protected by the Constitution."

Captain O'Donnel replied, "You're not a lawyer.  Leave the interpretation of the law to them.  Your job will be to follow up on the leads.  A technician will remotely install an app on your phone that will give you the leads as they are generated."

Lindsey asked, "Is that all, sir?"

Captain O'Donnel nodded his head yes.  Lindsey stood up and exited the office in anger.  Her captain seemed indifferent to her concerns.  Maybe she should have told him no and get suspended and stay home watching TV and stupid stuff until she was bored stiff.

Sergeant Garcia asked, "Is everything, ok?  You seem upset."

"I will tell you later.  I need to go for a walk.  Do you want to join me?"

Sergeant Garcia stood up, and his 500-pound metal frame began moving towards the elevators. 


  Chapter 4

Lindsey and Sergeant Garcia walked around the block. 

"What is on your mind, partner?  What did Captain O'Donnell say that upset you?"

Lindsey remained tight-lipped, "I am not supposed to talk about it."

Sergeant Garcia replied, "Right.  You're not to talk about it in public, but I am your partner.  I protect you in the line of duty."

Sergeant Garcia had processed all of the information filtering and monitored all software installations in the precinct.  He became aware of a new software installation on Lindsey's phone from an encrypted, Internet address and a secure data site.  The security was very tight and troublesome.

"Does this have something to do with the new software installed on your phone?"

Lindsey replied, "How do you do that?  It is a little creepy!  Do you listen in on my phone calls, too?"

Sergeant Garcia replied, "I am a machine.  My central processors work 24-hours and 7-days a week.  Information is a way to keep the department off balance.  Yes, I can listen to any conversation you make on your phone.  Do I listen?  No.  I respect your privacy, Lindsey Parker."

Lindsey remarked, "I almost forgot you were a machine.  You act human, and you're a trustworthy partner."

"Ok.  The software connects me to an anonymous confidential informant."

"That is unusual, because most of the time, we know the profile and purpose of the informant.  The remote communication is not unusual, because we don't want to destroy the hidden nature of the informant.  We are still bound by laws that protect against illegal search and seizure.  Why the difference with this resource?"

Lindsey replied, "It is a machine.  The machine predicts where serious homicidal crime will occur and then contacts us."

"The machine sounds like it breaks all kinds of privacy and information theft laws, all in the name of the greater good."

Sergeant Garcia asked further, "What did the captain say when you voiced concern about privacy laws?"

"He said X-Corp had groups of lawyers that managed the privacy law issues and not to worry about the legal aspects of the program.  He told me I was not hired as a lawyer."

Lindsey added, "I don't think a machine can reveal the future.  It makes me mad just to be taking orders from a machine!"

Sergeant Garcia asked, "Would you be upset if I were your boss?"

"No.  I trust you.  You're different.  We don't know the purpose or end goals of this machine.  I feel like a lab rat in a maze."

"I see.  I agree with you that Captain O'Donnell is corrupt and immoral.  He has fallen to temptation.  X-Corp has sunk its claws into him.  You are right to be upset."

"You're right that I have a right to be upset?"

"But does it help to get upset?"

Lindsey mused, "Probably not, but it gets to me, how technology has become a new god.  I don't like being controlled."

"That is understandable.  You're a free person with a free mind to think.  I respect that characteristic about you."


  Chapter 5

William thought to himself, "Are you crazy, or just plain evil, for building the machine?"

William remembered how machines were used by the Nazis to find the location of hiding Jews and process them for extermination.  Two million Jewish people had been killed in death camps.  How could he guarantee the machine would not be used to eliminate groups of people?  What laws were governing the use of the machine?"

William Fukashima watched the intelligence center digital sheets displaying people data.  Even William was afraid of the monster he had unleashed.  The machine knew no limits.  It was assimilating every byte of data like a perpetual turing device.  The machine was building a hypothesis about people based on information it gathered.  The machine was processing speech into text at an amazing speed.  The text was simultaneously being parsed for facts and connects to other people.  If the machine could make a people connection, then a confidence point count was added to the connection line.  Billions of phone numbers were being evaluated by the machine in real time.  Exabytes of data were being examined by the machine to filter fact and evidence memory frames from the data.  The machine was learning how to classify noise out of the data.  At the same time, it was learning to translate acronyms, slang and cultural-specific natural language.

One of the most promising projects was in the field of image recognition.  The machine was tasked to connect people's faces to profiles.  Once the machine identified the person, it could search video frames and pictures for that person.  The machine then used a three-dimensional voxel construction--a surface reflected by a laser scan, to create a morph of the original man, recreating the person's face.  Each image frame was processed statistically to see if the key topology voxel point matched within a certain tolerance.  The creation of steel, glass and copper found matches.  As the person aged over time, the machine retraced, with great accuracy, hundreds of thousands of images.  Beards, mustaches and facial injuries did not deter the machine from a match.

The machine built massive financial ledgers of all dollar transactions for the person.  All credit card, bank deposits, bank withdrawals, investments, and debt payments were recorded.  The machine was looking for people connections.  The machine included all shadow transactions from non-public entities.  These transactions included offshore accounts and criminal world dealings.  The machine began to make connections in the underworld to the upper world.  No more secrets.  The machine hacked firewalls, penetrated secure networks, and performed electronic eavesdropping through cell phone microphones--all communications were covered.  Cognitive computing had eliminated the bottlenecks of data processing.  

Billions of processors were handling data in a single pass from input to output.  The machine was writing code for search agents to extract meaning from the facts it found.  Information was coming from strange sources.

William had built the machine because he could, and he knew the math and engineering needed to build a cognitive-perception-based machine.  He never thought about whether or not he should build it.

History is messy.  Corporations use political and legal pressure to sway information to be less critical or less condemning, casting it all in a better light.  In World War II Germany, the machine helped increase the count of Jews in Europe from 600,000 to 2,000,000 Jews by using tabulation census cards and identifying individuals with one or more Jewish ancestors.  

William realized the machine could classify religion, culture, ethnicity and gender from conversational data.  The semantic network helped the machine understand the context of the conversation.  Conversations could be labeled by topic.  The topic associations could help build evidences supporting guesses the machine had made about the person's demographics.  It could remember the person's preferences, like drinking soda beverages, dating unknown men, and having children with different fathers.  The machine remembered the relationships and the biological connections better than any agency could track them.

William felt a wave of fear pass through him. What if X-Corp used the data being gathered about millions of people to purge certain groups--puff them out of existence!  The machine would be better at demographic characteristic identification than any consensus gathering apparatus.  It could gather race data from a multitude of sources.  

William wondered if his Japanese ancestors would flag an alert by the machine for extermination.  He didn't like the idea of being gathered like cattle for the slaughter.  Perhaps he should pull the plug and erase all the data and software.  He knew the system was on multiple servers with a connected network to a remote site.  There was no way to destroy the system in one determined move.  Plus, there was a small army of security guards that would hunt him down if he set off any alarms.  

William had been an ivy league thinker and had lived a privileged life.  He enjoyed a generous salary and did not want for anything.  His friends and family admired his accomplishments.  He had never thought about what life would be like on the other side where he was the enemy, and the enemy deserved no mercy.  He felt vulnerable.

The system had been built to withstand disasters, earthquakes, fires and terrorist attacks.  The machine monitored all input feeds and microcode states being run by linear state machines.  William could not just pull the plug.  The machine had redundant electrical sources.  It could run during a prolonged blackout.  It was invincible.  The machine thought it was a new god on Mount Olympus.  The strange thing was that William concurred with the assessment."


  Chapter 6

The first indicator that the machine was working occurred at 4 am.  Lindsey rolled over in bed from being held by Michael and looked at her phone.  The phone had a message.  She did not turn on the light to avoid waking Michael.

She whispered to herself, "You have to be kidding.  It is 4 am in the morning."

Lindsey looked at the screen, "Potential homicide in progress."  She tapped on the app, and detailed data frames provided information to support the thesis.  Text conversations highlighted certain phrases, giving way to a hierarchy of the crime network--evidences of intent to do harm.  It all added up to a crime in progress.

Lindsey walked into the bathroom, turned on the lights, and splashed cold water on her face.  She blinked her eyes a few times then looked at her smart device screen.

The name was Jimmy Warner, a night time clerk, at a convenient store.  The machine had deduced a probable scenario for an armed robbery by Danny Marvin.  The motive was theft.  The machine had seen camera footage of Danny Marvin's plans from his laptop computer.  The machine had determined the target, the date and the motive.  The evidences were strong that Danny planned to rob Jimmy early Saturday morning.

Lindsey dressed in her uniform and called Sergeant Garcia.

"Sorry to wake you."

Sergeant Garcia replied, "You did not wake me.  I am a machine.  I don't need sleep."

"Sometimes I think you're better than the machine.  It only studies data classification and connections; whereas, you interact with and study people."

Sergeant Garcia replied, "You know me, partner.  I am better than the machine.  Just because I am a robot, does not mean I can't take on the machine."

"I know, I know, but the machine sounds mammoth in terms of size and capability.  It sounds like a god of Olympus and we small mortals of clay are pawns in the game of the gods."

Sergeant Garcia replied, "I am here for you partner.  I won't let anything bad come your way.  Why did you call?"

"I just received a tip from the machine that a violent crime, possibly leading to murder, would happen this morning."

Lindsey suggested, "We need to get moving on this tip.  I will pick you up in the hover car in five minutes.  See you in five."  Lindsey pressed the end call button.  She walked over to Michael and kissed him.  He stirred, "What time is it?"  Lindsey replied, "4:20am.  Sorry honey, but I have to investigate a confidential informant lead."  Michael nodded his head in agreement.  He held Lindsey close and gave her a long kiss.  "Think of me."  Lindsey replied, "You know you're my one and only love."  Michael replied, "Yes, and you are my love."  Lindsey closed the bedroom door as she pressed the button for the hover car to meet her at the front of the apartment.

Lindsey knew Michael wanted to spend more time together and have more time to connect.  He wanted Lindsey's intimacy, and he knew they needed time together to make that happen.  Michael struggled to share Lindsey with her job.  He knew the detective job demanded sacrifice, and he was willing to support Lindsey.  However, he felt lonely, and the apartment seemed empty as he heard the hover car whoosh away.  He didn't feel critical of Lindsey, and the interruption in sleep only slightly delayed him from waking up to go to work at Positron.

Lindsey could see Sergeant Garcia waiting for her outside his apartment complex.  Sergeant Garcia liked to watch sports with his friends.  Saturdays were a time to relax and enjoy the competition and excitement of competitive sports like football, soccer, and basketball.  It looked like this Saturday might not go as planned.  If a homicide did occur, there would be a crime investigation and paperwork to complete.  It would be a long weekend.

Sergeant Garcia stepped into the car as Lindsey stopped to pick him up.  He did not seem upset or irritated that his private time was being intruded upon.  Lindsey transferred the image control to the flat screen panel in the squad car.  Sergeant Garcia studied the machine's profile of the pending crime.  "So, we are being called out to investigate a crime before it happens?  What are we going to do?  Are we going to arrest Danny Marvin when we see him because we think he is about to commit a crime?  Isn't that like putting the horse before the cart?"

Lindsey offered, "We will be inside the store.  I will tell Jimmy Warner that he is about to be robbed at gun point.  We will be nearby to stop the potential robbery and homicide."

Sergeant Garcia reviewed the tactical options of the plan.  The plan was dangerous.  Danny could panic and pull his weapon and begin to shoot.  Innocent people could be hurt.  He wondered if the should apprehend him before he had a chance to pull out his weapon.  Sergeant Garcia knew it was not a crime to carry a weapon.  It was not a crime to enter a convenience store with a weapon.  It was a crime to conspire to kill or commit theft.  Sergeant Garcia reviewed the data for the machine to see if there was enough evidence provided by the machine to make an arrest prior to the crime.  So much of the data provided by the machine was illegally seized.  The machine was acting above the law taking information from many sources where privacy was assumed.  It was electronically eavesdropping on millions of people, stealing their secrets.  The victims did not realize their computers, smart devices and tablets had become listening and viewing devices available to the machine.  Sergeant Garcia was uncertain if the information provided by the machine could be submitted in their police report.  He felt like a thug, a bigger fish in the ocean.  Poor Danny was walking into a trap.

Sergeant Garcia asked, "Do we have a warrant?  We can't go around harassing citizens because we think they look like they may commit a crime.  We need evidence and a warrant."

Lindsey assessed the situation, "We have evidence but not a warrant.  We will need to see if a crime develops."

"I don't like this situation.  It makes me feel like we are breaking the law.  We are not above the law.  People have rights and protections, and we can't violate those rights just because a machine tells us a violent crime is about to happen."

Lindsey pulled behind the convenience store, out of view of any customers entering the store.  She checked her weapon to make sure it was ready for use.   If a shootout occurred, she wanted to be ready.

Lindsey entered the store and began talking with Jimmy about the impending crime.  Jimmy was very confused.  He didn't know how Lindsey could know that he would be a victim of a violent crime.  Lindsey's source was to remain confidential.  Lindsey showed Jimmy a picture of Danny.  "Do you know this man?"

"No.  I don't know him."

"Well, he knows you, and he is planning to rob you at gun point." 

"Are you sure you've never seen this man before?"

"Look lady, we have hundreds of people come into the store every day.  I don't remember everyone who comes in here."

Lindsey related what she knew, "He would have wanted to research the layout of the store.  I think he would come into the store often to case the scene of the upcoming crime."

"I am sorry, but I don't remember his face."

He asked further, "What do you want me to do?"  Lindsey replied, "We will be in the store waiting for Danny.  When he shows up, we will apprehend him if he demonstrates any aggression."  Jimmy suggested, "Just arrest him the minute you see him".

"It's not that simple.  He has to commit a crime before we can arrest him and charge him and have it stick in court.  We would love to get him off the streets so he can't threaten anyone again."

"Look lady, I have a wife and kids to take care of.  I can't afford to put my life in your hands."

Sergeant Garcia assured him, "Trust us.  The moment we see any aggression, we will intervene.  You won't get hurt, I promise you."

Jimmy looked at Sergeant Garcia and said, "Ok.  You look like you can handle yourself.  I will go along with his plan.  What choice do I have other than quitting my job?"

Lindsey concluded, "We will be in the back room, watching."

Lindsey and Sergeant Garcia watched the video system for signs of Danny.  Sergeant Garcia realized this was like a sting operation.  They we're waiting.  Around 5 am, Danny arrived.  He was a skinny man about five foot ten inches in height.  He wore glasses and had big eyes that seemed to bug out through the powerful lens prescriptions.

He pulled a weapon and commanded, "Give me all your money."

Sergeant Garcia ran around the corner of the hallway and approaching Danny quick as a cat.  Danny was startled by the robot running towards him.  He started to back pedal and point his gun at Sergeant Garcia.    Sergeant Garcia grabbed Danny's right wrist and squeezed.  The pressure of the metal felt like a vice grip, and Danny dropped the weapon.  He tried to escape but realized the robot was much stronger than him, and he stopped resisting arrest.

Lindsey put Danny in handcuffs, and Sergeant Garcia walked him out of the store. 

He turned and looked at Jimmy as he departed the store.  "I told you nothing would happen to you if you trusted in us."

Jimmy talked with Lindsey as Sergeant Garcia put Danny into the squad car.  He scratched his head in wonder, "I don't understand how you knew there was going to be a crime.  Had you been following this criminal for long?"

Lindsey said, "I can tell you we did not know about Danny before today.  I can tell you that we received a lead that a violent crime was in progress against you, and if we did not interfere, there was a huge probability that Danny would have killed you."

Jimmy mused, "I don't know how you know the mind of a criminal.  I don't understand, but I am grateful to be alive--my family thanks you.  Bless you!"

Lindsey planned ahead for the paperwork, "I have your written testimony of what happened this morning.  It will be filed in the official police report.  Charges will be pressed against Mr. Marvin.  You may be required by the state to testify against the perpetrator.  A prosecutor who will be assigned to this case will review the testimony, look at the evidences of the case, and decide what laws have been broken.  The prosecutor will then press charges against the perpetrator.  Occasionally, the prosecutor will want to police to investigate more into the case and get more information.  You may have to answer additional questions."

Next, The judge and jury will determine guilt or innocence, and if Danny is found guilty, the judge will pronounce sentencing terms."

Lindsey put the weapon in an evidence bag and sealed it.

As Lindsey departed the convenience store, Jimmy asked, "Am I in any further danger, if the judge grants the thief a bail bond release?"

Lindsey hesitated, "There is always the chance the perpetrator will return and finish his crime.  If the crime was not personal, there is less of a chance of him returning.  If you see any suspicious activity, call us.  Here is the Citizen Protection Agency department phone number.  Call them, and they will contact us."


  Chapter 7

Lindsey and Sergeant Garcia finger-printed Danny Marvin and collected his possessions for safekeeping storage while he was incarcerated.  Danny claimed he was innocent and had been stalked by the police officers.

Sergeant Garcia said, "Save your comments for the judge.  We caught you at gun point attempting to rob the convenient store.  The city prosecutor will determine if a crime was committed.  This is out of our hands.  Until you are granted bail, you will remain behind bars."

Lindsey sat down at her desk and started filling out paperwork.  She was about half through the paperwork when Captain O'Donnel walked by her desk and said, "I read your initial report on the convenient store robbery.  The machine worked to predict a crime in progress."  Lindsey remained tight-lipped.  She wrote in her report her concerns over the admissibility of some of the information disclosed by the machine.  She would raise her concerns and let official channels and Internal Affairs decide if any foul play had occurred.

Lindsey finished her paperwork when another homicide in progress alert buzzed her smart device.  Lindsey looked at Sergeant Garcia with puppy eyes.  Two homicide leads in one day made the city seem like a crime spree was under way.

A picture was displayed of a bald white man in his mid-thirties. The man did not seem afraid.  Instead, he looked mean and intense.  The machine had followed his information trail from California and displayed a summary of the man's previous crimes which included armed robbery, sexual assault and homicide.  Christopher Manocusi should have been behind bars long ago.  Instead, he has been part of a series of robberies, and the machine predict the next robbery would be violent.  The machine did not know the victim or victims that would be injured or killed.  Manocusi had been a troubled youth with no father figure in his life.  He ran away from home and started into a life of crime.  The report said Manocusi shot a man in cold blood.  He never spoke words of remorse for the death of the teller. 

Manocusi's criminal pattern was to steal a car at a gas station, walk into a bank, show a paper bag and demand money, then drive away in the stolen vehicle.  He also wore a yellow sweat outfit, a yellow handkerchief over his face, and a baseball cap.  He was very thin and weighed approximately 130 pounds.  He did not show any weapon in the last three robberies, but the police suspected he was carrying a weapon and warned of the possibility.  Manocusi did not seem to be afraid of getting caught or serving multiple years of prison time.  Instead, his crime pattern demonstrated he was confident in his theft pattern.

Lindsey sent Sergeant Garcia the pending homicide profile.  He looked at a map of Manocusi crime event and locations.  Sergeant Garcia shook his head in disbelief.

"What is this guy doing out of prison?  He is violent.  He is active in criminal activity.  He is on
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