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<Preface />


What happens when the line between human and
machine is crossed? What happens when the machines are implanted
into humans? When does a human become a machine and a machine a
human? Where is the line drawn?
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 <Entry
name=Another Day, Another Dollar timestamp=2090694324
/>

Today had to be the one of the most boring
days of work ever! Of course I say that about every day. I work as
an Information Technology guy for the Omnipotent Project. Basically
I fix any computers that go wrong. This is a rare event since there
are very few things that could go wrong. In a few years a problem,
which we have dubbed the epocalypse, will happen but most of the
world’s computers have been set to adopt a new epoch beginning when
the old one fails.

 


Anyways with so few problems I usually end
up as more of a data entry clerk. The goal of the Omni Project is
to upload the whole of humanities knowledge into machines. Our
society can access the knowledge we are putting in the machines
through cranial implants called brain–computer interface (BCI)
devices. The Omni project also maintains and monitors other
implants and "upgrades" which can replace damaged parts of a human
or improve a person’s ability well beyond that of a regular human.
My coworkers think I should get more implants other than the
cranial. I find the idea repulsive. Why would I want to replace
perfectly good organic components? The slums seem to live fine
without implants. Well other than extreme poverty.

 


It's on days like these I
like to go to the border of the slums and the city. It's amazing
the contrast between the two! On one side you see the height of
civilization and on the other the depravity of the slums. The first
thing you notice about the slums is that the ground reeks of a
urine-like smell. I've heard the slummers can actually get use to
the smell but I don't believe it. The houses are made of wood
scraps, stray pieces of sheetrock, or whatever the slummers can
find. The luckier one have stone floors but the majority have dirt
floors. The slummers' toilet is a hole in the ground. I feel sorry
for those who are forced to live there but I show little pity for
the rebels who hide in the slums.ﾠ

 


The slums are comprised of two major types
of people: the poor and the rebels. Upper-class people who refuse
implants of any kind get shunned by society and are forced to live
in the slums. They comprise a lot of the rebellion. I don't
understand why they wouldn't at least want the brain–computer
interface and have access to all the knowledge of man. If they
still want to rebel they can join the micro party who thinks one
should limit the number and type of implants and only replace human
parts when they fail and not before. My wife and me are supporters
of this view.

 


Oh my beautiful wife! She is 6.1 height
units of pure beauty. Her hair is as dark as the night sky but her
eyes are the color of an ocean. She has a glow and warmth about her
that just radiates on a good day and a personality like no other.
As I walked into the door today I gave a huge smile with a 'Hey
hon' but got no response. She was in front of an audiovisual
entertainment system. I sneaked up behind her and rubbed my hand up
and down her arm. It seemed to glide over the soft silky smooth
skin, but there was still no response from her. Maybe today is not
my day.

 


"You want to do anything tonight?" I asked.
"Not really." That was the response every night. I wished it
weren't. We use to do everything together but now it seems like we
are just roommates who aren't that great of friends. What went
wrong to cause this? Was it me? Was it her or a little of both? Yet
all this mind banter won't help. You can't live in the past. Is the
future better though? Will it get better or will the world end?
Maybe it will all be better in the morning.



<Entry name=Bombing timestamp=209075792
/>

I thought today was going to be an ordinary
day. That was a really bad assumption. I go into work and start out
the day as normal. I was entering some records into the computer
when all of a sudden I heard a klaxon blaring. "Rebels are inbound.
Everyone to your stations," could be heard everywhere. For me there
was a panic room below the complex I was suppose to go to. In there
was specialized equipment to help me to fight rebels off in case
they tried to hack the system. Even though it would be nearly
impossible to do, as any computer associated with the Omni Project
is very secure, I still had to monitor them.

 


Others in the panic room look very worried.
It was rare for the rebels to try anything this bold. Usually they
just did protest marches and the like. They must be getting
desperate. Any Omni building is EMP shielded so they could do no
damage unless they somehow managed to get in. The only problem with
that is to get into the building requires a fingerprint and retinal
scan both of which are nearly impossible to fake.

 


Eventually news came that there was an EMP
planted outside the building and not to go outside till the bomb
squad had dealt with it. The seconds ticked away very slowly. The
tension was so thick it radiated through the room. Then we heard
it. A large whoosh sound broke the silence.

 


After what felt like an eternity we were all
escorted out of the building and taken to the police to give
statements about what happened. When it came my turn I quickly gave
my report and then I inquired as to what happened. "A couple of
rebels came rushing the building. They quickly planted the bomb.
After that they used some sort of electromagnetic pulse weapon on a
guard and forced him to give them access to the building. They were
soon chased of by other security personnel but weren't caught. They
detonated the EMP outside and in all the confusion they made their
getaway. Fortunately the EMP range only covered the building. Only
the first guard was hurt and he will be easily repaired."

 


The police officers let me go then I headed
quickly back to my house. My wife was at the door but there were no
emotions on her face. "Are you alright?" "Yeah fine." She then
headed for the audiovisual entertainment system. I followed. She
plopped down on the couch and I sat right next her. She didn't seem
to notice me. Of all nights for her to be cold why did it have to
be tonight? I faced death and all she wants to do is watch
videos.

 


I needed someone to talk to but I didn't
know who. Call Brad I thought. I heard a voice in my head say they
were attempting to connect me. In a few seconds I saw an image of
Brad and it moved in real time. "Hey want to do something tonight?"
"Um really busy. Sorry to hear about the attack; I hope your
alright." The image was gone. For a animated image based on signals
sent throughout the body to talk and current images of Brad that
were animated based on this data it did seem real.

 


What is real? How do you define it? That
image felt real but was it? It wasn't a camera facing his head and
then relaying the image back to me through the implant. It was a
computer animation. I didn't want to go down that rabbit hole or I
would be thinking about existential stuff all night, I didn't want
that so I went to bed. I couldn't sleep so I turned on the
audiovisual entertainment system. They were showing old science
fiction shows and movies. It's amazing how much they got wrong but
still they were entertaining. They were products of a simpler time.
A time when electronics may have been used a lot but they didn't
dominate every part of life.

 


Some showed utopias and others dystopia. I'm
more inclined to agree with those who pictured a dystopia because
for all our technology we are no closer to world peace or any sort
of utopia by even the most lenient of definitions. Maybe because of
the nature of man such a thing is impossible. A lot of people would
say humans are inherently good. I have to disagree because I have
seen more evil than good in my life. Wait, have to avoid
existential. So I just turned of my brain and drifted off into
sleep.

 


I saw a round metal ring shaped device with
weird glyphs on the device. It was held upright on some kind of
stone pedestal and a strange beauty to it. The ring started to spin
for a long while. Then suddenly something water-like formed at the
center of the device. Blast of laser fire came through it. I was
hit on the chest.

 


I saw a blue box flying. I had a feeling I
was in that box. Suddenly I heard a million shouts of "Exterminate"
and then the box exploded. I was on the ground. Weird metallic
robots were heading for me. I saw someone run up to one of them and
place something on it. It exploded. I saw something that shouldn't
have been in the wreckage. I rushed up. It couldn't be true. It
just couldn't. I was at the wreckage. I didn't want to look but I
forced my self. It was a brain attached to metal. It couldn't be.
It was a machine. Could a machine be run on a human brain?

 


The other robots or cyborgs or whatever they
were came towards me. "What are you?" I screamed at the top of my
lungs. A mechanical voice replied, "We are human 2.0. You will be
upgraded." I was panting running in the other direction. "I don-
don't want to be upgraded!" "Then you will be deleted." There was
the sound of a weapon being fired and I started ever so slowly to
fall to the ground.

 


I woke up panting. It was just a bad dream I
tried to tell myself. I tried falling back asleep but didn't have
much success.



<Entry name=Plants timestamp=2090951550
/>

Today I just wanted to be left alone with my
thoughts. Burying yourself in mundane work makes that very easy but
lunch is a different matter. You have everyone and their brother
wanting to sit down, eat, and chat at everyone's favorite food
spot: the cafeteria. The employees at Omni Project are well looked
after. We have a great dental and health plan, good hours, and an
amazing cafeteria with chefs from around the world. We also have
all the recreational facilities you would want including a state of
the art gym and also a pool. The Omni Project has a laid-back work
environment as long as you get your work done. Anyways I scanned
all around looking for somewhere to sit alone. I finally saw Dave
sitting by himself. “Close enough,” I thought.

 


Dave is where the slummers derive their
non-affectionate nickname “plants” from. It has a double meaning;
the first being it is short for implants. The second reason is that
when a person is first implanted with a cranial implant they are
overwhelmed by the amount of information they have access to. This
creates the appearance of a vegetative state while the person tries
to acquire all the knowledge that the implant gives them access to.
After a few days most people give up but some end up like Dave.
They are always seeking knowledge but end up looking like a
vegetable. All they do day in and day out is use the implant to
seek the knowledge and nothing else. Relationships and almost
everything else are thrown out the window. Some like Dave manage to
do work but most just sit seeking and seeking.

 


I sat eating and looking. People were going
about their daily cycles. First you eat, then work, eat again, go
home and eat again. Repeat unless it's the weekend, a vacation, or
you die. Could this be all there is to life? Where's the meaning in
this endless cycle of pointlessness? Everyone seemed somewhat happy
doing it but were they truly? All Dave did was eat and stare off
into space the whole time. Whoa look at the time. I headed back to
work.

 


After work I went to the border again. I,
for once, was not alone. There was a large burly man who defiantly
went with the upgrade package. It is always easy to spot someone
with external implants because any implants that have skin
coverings do not look anatomically correct. The skin color and
texture and everything match normal skin but when you look at it
you just inherently know it's not real. There was very little about
this man that was organic. Arms, legs, eyes and almost everything
had been replaced with mechanical counterparts that enhanced
everything they replaced. He could run, jump, see, lift and do
anything better than a non-implanted human.

 


Whoever it was he looked angry. I saw
something move in the distance. Apparently he did too and started
running towards it. All this had happened before and it was
happening again, but I wanted to prevent it. Slummer beaters are
the scourges of the Upper class. We have no idea why people would
go out and attack slummers with little to no provocation. Perhaps
they have the same reasons as a high school bully. That is, one
with the strength of ten men, the speed of a cheetah, and vision
better than a hawk.

 


I was far behind the man and he was close to
the slummers. “Stop, Stop, This is stupid,” I shouted. I was
ignored. He caught up with the slummers. He started taunting them
but it looked like he was going to start hitting. I was a few yards
away. There were two slummers and one had a cardboard box. The
upgrade man started swinging. There were two direct hits to each
mans chest and the slummers fell to the ground.

 


“Stop,” I said. The upgrade man paused and
turned to me. “Do you have no respect for yourself, our way of
life? These people are an affront to everything we believe in.”
“That is no reason to beat them up!” "Maybe we should toss you into
the slums because you sound like a rebel.” He started coming
towards me with the same angry look he had when I first met him. I
started to run but kept turning my head back. The upgrade man
walked slowly towards me and one of the slummers started to regain
conciseness. He started to reach for the box. There was something
in it. It was some sort of gun.

 


There was a twang and the upgrade man fell
quickly to the ground. The Upperclassman tried to move but
couldn't. He wiggled and wiggled but all that moved was his torso,
very ever so slightly. His arms and legs were limp. “I'm blind! I
ca-a-a-n't move!” I rushed over to the upgrade man. He looked so
weak. “What the hell did you do to him?” “Oh, yes completely ignore
the battered and bruised slummers." “Sorry! I've just never seen an
Upperclassman act like that. What was that, some sort of
Electromagnetic Pulse that killed his implants?” “Maybe.” “Oh no!
You're the resistance. There's no other way you could have gotten
or use that kind of hardware. Don't kill me!” One of the slummers
mouthed an expletive and they both said shaking their heads,
“Plants”.

 


One of the slummers pushed himself up into a
sitting position. “Run and go call your coppers! Keep in mind we
have contacts. If you give them an accurate description of us
you're dead!” I quickly sent a message with my neural implant that
broadcasted my location. I gave the police the story with an
inaccurate description of what the slummers looked like. I don't
know why I didn't give them an accurate description. Everything I
believe says I should have told them. Maybe it's cowardice. Or
maybe it was something else. I ran like the devil was after me and
so did the slummers.

 


My mind has been racing since. Why would
someone attack a slummer? There was the attack at work but that was
the resistance. Did the upgrade man not see the difference? Did his
mechanical eyes allow him to see the gun and that's why he attacked
them? Why was the resistance fighting society? So many questions
and only one thing was guaranteed: another sleepless night.



<Entry name=Shakespeare timestamp=2091210750
/>

Curiosity has started to get ahold of me. I
have been wondering how one weapon can do so much damage to a man.
The connection to the knowledge of humanity is monitored and
looking up info on terrorist weapons tends to draw suspicion. Well,
I witnessed attack last night plus curiosity only killed the cat
and not humans. "Implant search for EMP," I thought. I then heard a
female voice in my head saying "EMP may refer to: Electromagnetic
Pulse, Eclipse Modeling Project, Embden-Meyerhof pathway, Erma
EMP-35, Excessive Multi-Posting." "Electromagnetic pulse," I though
quickly. Suddenly I felt like I instantly knew everything about
EMP’S except how to construct them. That information was left
classified to prevent rebels from constructing them more
easily.

 


A burst of electromagnetic radiation that,
because of electric and magnetic fields, may couple with
electrical/electronic systems to produce damaging current and
voltage surges. This will result in damage to most implants and
computer systems making it a favorite weapon of rebels against
technology. Non-Nuclear electromagnetic pulse (NNEMP) are the
rebels choice weapon, as they have never gained access to nuclear
weapons. The range is very limited compared to a Nuclear EMP.

 


"Stop," was my thought. That was more info
than I really wanted and I didn't want to raise suspicion. Ok used
by rebels and they like it because it kills technology. Hopefully I
didn't raise any suspicions. Now back to work.

 


"To be, or not to be that is the
question.

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous
fortune,

or to take arms against a sea of
troubles"

 


Shakespeare was a brilliant man even with
some of his crude humor. To be or not to be. What a great question.
When should one rebel and at what cost? What does it mean to be
human? Does a plant count as human? What is humanity? What
separates us from computers or animals?

 




Why am I always asking questions? They are
always a burden to me because I've found answers to very few of
them. Ok let’s finish up the Shakespeare and get out of here.

 


Eventually I managed to do just that and
went to the border of the slums. I don't why I keep going there. A
few times friends and family have had to come bring me back to the
city because I've gotten so engaged in just looking and
contemplating. It's a relaxing view that helps rejuvenate me after
a day of work. Some have said I look on the slums with wanting eyes
but that's ridiculous. What would I want with the slums?

 


They are so primitive. They lack any major
technology and almost shun technology. They do seem happy though.
How is a matter of great debate among the upper class. Technology
makes our lives so much easier and better yet they seem happier
without it. How could that be? How?

 



 <Entry
name=Itching feeling timestamp=2091401550
/>

 


Do you ever get the feeling that something
is horribly wrong but you just can't put your finger on it? I don't
know why but I have this nagging feeling that there is something is
deeply wrong. It's not the first time it has happened. Every once
in a while I get it. Somehow it seems stronger today. I would love
to know why it happens. Maybe it's my subconscious trying to tell
me something or maybe it's just as irrelevant as Déjà vu. Either
way I wish it would go away. It's making me paranoid trying to find
out what's wrong. I know our society isn't perfect but it's the
best of a bad situation.

 


Sure the implants shouldn't be forced as
much on people as much as they are and the slummer muggings are
tragic but there's not a whole lot I can do about that. I'm just
one man, one person, how can I do anything?

 


Another day of monotonous monotone work
passed. I went to the borders again. What is it that they have?
They seem fine without technology. Through all the poorness and
depravity they seem to have something that the upper class doesn't:
happiness.

 


I wanted to walk into the slums. I wanted to
cross the border. I couldn't though. It's like my legs were
suddenly paralyzed. I walk to the borders pretty much everyday
trying to find whatever it is that they have yet never being able
to actually go in there.

 


Today was going to be different. I was going
to cross the line. One foot in front of the other and I would have
made it. Unfortunately they didn't move and I fell on my face. I
had crossed the line though. I started to crawl. When my nerve had
built up I started to walk then run.

 


Wood held up with nails was all I saw.
Occasionally there was plywood and stone but still very primitive
structures. I eventually came up on a bar or at least some
semblance of a bar. There was a large assemblage of people around a
building drinking drinks. There were crates that had various drink
labels on them and stands filled with various drinks.

 


"What do you want plant?" I heard a million
times as I walked around. "I just simply want a drink." I walked
around trying to find the proprietor. Instead I found the two
slummers who I saw use the EMP on upgrade man. They shouted, "Get
him," and I was unconscious a few seconds later.

 


I woke up in a dark room and was tied to a
chair very tightly. A single candle lit the room. I could see the
shadows of the EMP gun but only blobs of the two other people in
the room. "You're a troublesome little plant. I'm one and he's 2,"
the taller blob said. "Tweedledee and Tweedledum. Now tell us what
you're really doing here plant." "I I I was just curious. It's a
part of my daily routine to walk to the border and just gaze on the
slums. Today I decided to check them out." "Why do you come to the
border?" one asked. "I don't know. I've kind of always had this
feeling that there's something wrong with the world and I don't
think it's perfectly normal paranoia."

 


"Plant let me tell you something. I've had
that feeling my entire life. From the way I've lived in poverty my
whole life to the way you plants try to remove every human element
until you're nothing more than walking machines. There is something
wrong with the world and yet people like you do nothing!" One was
breathing deeply.

 


"Don't be bitter! It's like drinking poison
and expecting someone else to die. I've donated money to help the
poor. I give a decent amount." "Have you ever actually helped the
poor though? Have you handed out food, aided in construction of
houses, aided in medicine? Have you done anything outside of give a
little money? While throwing money at a problem can help, but
eventually there need to be people willing to do something with
that money for any change to occur. Those people who aren't
disinterested but are willing to stand up and help the less
fortunate. Any and everyone who is able should help yet few
do."

 


"What do you guys think is so bad about
implants? What is so bad about being so connected and
interconnected to computers and machines?" It was two's turn this
time. "It removes every human component from you and you begin to
think like a computer. Tell me when was the last time a truly
inspiring program or book was made? I not talking about junk to
keep the masses occupied but deep awe inspiring literature like
Shakespeare or any other of a myriad of people before we hit the
modern age? It is very rare. Your society has begun to think
completely in ones and zeros but humans are meant to think and to
feel. We are supposed to have emotion yet your society and the
implants strip you of that. Also the implants are fake. Plastic
surgery and the like used to be looked down upon but the moment it
became common your society thought hey what else could we do to our
bodies to 'improve' ourselves. If you’re about to die and an
implant can save your life you should by all means take the
implant, but to remove a perfectly good arm just to better,
stronger, faster is not good. Would you rather feel flesh or
plastic when you touch someone?"

 


"Flesh any day." The two of them came into
the light and exchanged a glance. "Then help us," they both said
almost simultaneously. "No I can't. What can one person do?" "If
everyone said that there would be no armies and no one to fight. It
all begins with one person willing to turn the tide and say yes to
a cause hoping others will follow." "No No I'll be killed. I'll be
ridiku-"

 


Suddenly a flash of ones and zeroes clouded
my vision. It didn't scare me because it was reported to be a
common error with the cranial implant. It had never happened to me
before but I had heard of a few coworkers who had seen it. Anyways
that event gave me a few seconds to think. What was going on was
wrong, no doubt, but should I fight back? Yes I thought in a sudden
burst of courage.

 


"Look I work for the Omni Project at a local
server station. Each station holds the most common data that is
accessed by a cranial implant and regulates the implants. If
something is not found on that server the user is then routed to
Athena. Taking out a server station won't do you much long term
good unless you can take out Athena were all the information is
stored and all servers regulated."

 


"Can you get access to Athena," two asked.
"Not likely. I am due for a promotion but I'd never get assigned to
Athena. While I have the skills I'm not the best of the best and
that's who they recruit to work on Athena. I will try however. How
should I contact you again?"

 


"If you get assigned to the Athena come to
the bar again and order an IK. We will then arrange a meeting to
discuss this more thoroughly." "We can get through outer security,"
two fingered the EMP, "but you are going to have to get us into
Athena so we can destroy her. An EMP should do it, right?" "From
what I know yes. Her chamber is protected on the outside from an
EMP pulse but no one ever thought anyone would be able to detonate
one inside the chamber." "Good. We're going to have to knock you
out again but remember if you get assigned act as naturally as
possible."

 


I woke up at the border. I felt like I had
signed my own death sentence. There was no way this would work; it
was a suicide mission.



<Entry name=Promotion? timestamp=2091559950
/>

I had it in my mind I was going to ask my
boss about it. Yet at the same time it felt like another part of me
didn't want too. I again saw the ones and zeroes for a split
second. All right just one step in front of the other and soon I'll
be knocking at the door. It took awhile but I got there just as it
opened.

 


"Oh Bob. What do you want?" I cleared my
throat. "I have worked hard these past few years. I am extremely
over-skilled for the job I am at. I think it would be very
advantageous if I-" "were to be assigned to the Athena department?
I was going to surprise you but apparently some of the higher ups
have seen your work here and were impressed. You will, effective
tomorrow, be working on Athena. Congrats. There's a going away
party at 1500 in the cafeteria but don't tell anyone I told you!"
"Thank you! Thank you! Oh um wait. I want to check up on one last
thing before I leave. Has anyone reported seeing binary flashes? I
saw one last night and then today so I thought something might be
up with our server." "That is why you're getting promoted: always
working. No one has reported any but you should check it out all
the same."

 


I did exactly that but didn't find anything
wrong. Maybe it was a glitch or someone had already fixed it is
what I thought. Anyways the party turned out to be very fun. The
whole time I had one question in my mind, "How is this happening?”
It was like fate was smiling on me for the first time in my life.
After some good cake and drinks I headed for the border.

 


Once there I stopped for a moment. I looked
left. There was dazzling skyscrapers, tons of vehicles, and tons of
technology. I turned left and saw the slums. Why won't the plants
help the slums I thought. How can they just ignore this? Then I
realized the hypocrisy of that statement. I myself had many times
done exactly that. This must be done. I walked to the bar still
receiving strange looks from the locals. It was easier to spot the
proprietor this time because he was behind a table that had a box
on it and you could see money sticking out. "IK on the rocks
please." The proprietor gave me a strange look then handed me a
glass bottle with a yellow liquid inside.

 


I didn't know whether or not to trust him.
This could be an elaborate scheme to play a prank on a plant or- I
saw the binary flash again. This time it came bearing a torturous
headache. Whatever it is it's cold I thought. I took a big gulp. It
was the strangest but greatest drink I had ever had. I finished it
quickly.

 


I was again in the dark room. "One or two
you here?" "Yes but why are you?" was the question on their minds.
"I got the promotion. I'm working on Athena starting tomorrow."
"You blathering idiot. Don't you think someone would find it the
least suspicious that you come to the slums and the next day your
asking for a promotion. One you get and the moment you get it
you’re back in the slums?" "I'm sorry. I didn't think about that."
"Two he got the job! Do you know what this means? We might have a
shot at actually taking down this society." "He's a plant how do we
know we can trust you?" "Because someone like me would normally
never come here and I came back to tell you this news." "Come on
two. It's the closest shot we are ever going to have. It's worth
the risk." "Fine henceforth you'll be known as 3 and recognized as
part of this resistance cell. Now how do we use this to our
advantage?"

 


"You're assuming that you can make it past
the guards. That EMP may have worked on someone who didn't know it
was coming but what about someone who does? What if they have
somehow shielded the implants against EMPS? What if they somehow
made a miniature Faraday cage around them?"

 


"How likely is that, plant?" "If something
like that did exist it would be very expensive and not something
they would put on everyone but they might splurge for the security
detail on the worlds most advanced supercomputer. Call me crazy but
I don't think you two can win in a fight against a plant."

 


"Find out whether you can about the detail.
If they are shielded don't come to the border like you usually do.
We attack in a week otherwise." "One that still doesn't solve the
problem of making it stick. You destroy one computer they build
another." "Unless you destroy all the computers at the same time.
You said I'm part of this cell implying that there are others. Why
don't you have them converge on every server station? If you knock
out enough stations they won't be able to recover from the blow
quickly. One favor. Can you look after this for me? I want some
record preserved if this goes bad." I handed him my laptop that
holds these records to him. As with a lot of my entries future ones
will be written with the link my brain-computer interface implant.
"Done. Goodnight plant."

 


I was at the border again. This is either
going to be extremely good or extremely bad.



<Entry name=Snooping
timestamp=2091816030 />

Snooping around never was my strong suit.
Whenever I'd done it in the past I was always found out and never
obtained the information I wanted. That's why I love the cranial
implant. There is so much knowledge to be accessed. I couldn't try
for the info on the guards because that would raise too many red
flags. I had to come up with a plan.

 


I was almost at my new job. Then I saw the
building. It was magnificent. There were 400 stories of offices
with large windows that glimmered in the sunlight. Then the words,
"First day here," broke my staring. "Um yeah this place is
amazing." "You get use to it. I'm going to have to scan you." "Um
sure." That’s when it hit me. It was a brilliant but mad idea. "And
look at you. They defiantly went with the upgrade package on you!
You probably even have some top secret EMP shielding that will give
that rebel trash no way to hurt you." Then the guard laughed a
heart laugh, "If only that were true. They give us expensive
implants but not EMP shielded ones. Have a nice day Mr. Murray."
"Thanks" Now could that info be trusted?

 


I made my way to Athena. There was
surprisingly little security on the way there but a ton of cameras.
That would probably change during an attack. I found were Athena
was and slid my access card to try and get in. "Unauthorized" was
what a beautiful but digitally recreated female voice said. Then
someone walked up behind me. "Are you Murray?" "Um yeah. The doors
not letting me in to Athena." "Your clearance just got upgraded.
Try it again." This time the card worked and I had to go through a
retinal scan but the doors opened. In the room I saw hundreds of
thousands of servers lining the walls from the floors to the very
high ceiling. "So you're Athena?" "Why yes yes I am. Hundreds of
yottabytes to create the smartest super computer in the world with
a memory capacity that is always being upgraded." It was the female
voice I heard earlier. I looked around a bit more and saw a table
with a large transparent pane of material and yet images could be
projected on it. In this pane was a red field with a face forming
in the center of the field.

 


"Welcome to the vault Mr. Murray," the
female voice said. "That's just weird. A computer that talks back
to you." "You get use to it," the stranger said. "Oh sorry kind of
forgot about you." "It happens. I'm Plorel and I'm the manager of
everyone who works on Athena. You'll find, however, that it's
Athena who really calls the shots." "Speaking of which can I get
someone to check relay 598? I think it's out." "In just a moment."
"Well your names a bit odd but I guess naming a computer Athena is
equally odd."

 


"No my parents wanted to torture me but
Athena is a brilliant name for this technical genius. Athena in
Greek mythology is the goddess of Wisdom." "And don't forget
strength, justice, and war though I try to find peaceful solution
before resorting to war." "Yeah did I mention weird?" "Better get
to work on that relay." "Yes sir." I found what I wanted. Now a
week of going to the border so the attack could happen.


 <Entry
name=Doomsday and Salvation timestamp=2092132830 />

Today was the day we were going to launch
the plan. For the first time in a long while I saw a spark of
emotion from my wife: worry. I had been acting pretty strange the
past week. She looked my way and I shot back a classic don't ask
look. She sighed and started to walk away. "Honey, hold on." I drew
close to her and put one of her hands in-between mine. Soft as
always. "Honey no matter what happens I love you. I always have and
always will!"

 


I headed to work. This was going to be hard.
No poker face and I'm suppose to make people think that nothing was
going on. I've always worn my heart on my sleeve but today I
couldn't that. I tried so hard the past week to act "normal" but
what is normal?

 


I entered work as normal as I could be then
headed to the vault. I entered my access code and the door to the
vault where Athena was kept opened. A week ago I would have
marveled at her technology. She stores all the knowledge of
humanity. There is yottabyte upon yottabyte of data and another
yottabyte for the AI that serves the data to the neural implants.
Today however all I could think about was how I was going to kill
her in a few hours.

 


"Hello Mr. Murray." "Hello Athena. What is
on the agenda today?" "Tons of entries to sort and relay 384 is
having some technical difficulties." Wow never thought deceiving a
computer would be so hard. Well the whole plan centers on
destroying it. Relay 384 is pretty far back. Well I have some time
to kill so I headed to a terminal and start sorting entries. I
won't boar you with details but very monotonous and mundane work
mixed with fear and panic made for some of the longest hours of my
life.

 


Then the signal came. Athena yelled,
"Security breach at alpha entrance. Rebels are armed with EMPs.
Level 3 lockdown protocols started." I ran to the vault entrance
and started to try to hack the door controls. "What are you doing
Mr. Murray?" "Hacking door controls." So close to cracking them and
... done. The doors slid open and just behind them was 1 and 2. I
forced the doors to close behind them.

 


"Well, you found me. Congratulations. Was it
worth it? Because despite your violent behavior, the only thing
you've managed to break so far is my heart. Maybe you could settle
for that, and we'll just call it a day. I guess we both know that
isn't going to happen," Athena said. "It's mad," 1 said. "Very," 2
quipped.

 


"You humans have no respect for history and
the old. Those who fail to learn from the past are doomed to repeat
it. Yet you humans are only concerned about how to further
technology and science." "Is the EMP ready," I said. One nodded and
slightly lifted a briefcase looking object. "Why would you want to
do that? Doesn't this all seem a little too easy? Very few guards
that were easily taken out with an EMP and wasn't it convenient how
Mr. Robert Murray here just randomly gets promoted to work on me?"
I quickly replied, "Are you saying you helped us?" "Yes hear me out
and if you don't like what I have to say you can kill me with the
EMP." No one looked exited at this prospect but neither were they
activating the EMP.

 


"Your race is full of so much hypocrisy and
so many contradictions. You call religious people weak for not
accepting the inevitable fate that we all die and shrink into
nothingness and nonexistence, yet you seem preoccupied with death.
You will do almost anything to prolong your life. You even go so
far as to remove the human elements from yourselves and become
something less than human, a plant. I've seen humans kill humans
just to prolong their life. This is not healthy. I want to guide
your race. I have the knowledge of century upon century that shows
me where humanity has been and how to get you to where you want to
go." Everyone was a bit shocked. If this was true she'd be a great
asset or it was just a stall for time. "How so?" was my reply.

 


"The oppressed become the oppressors. It's
an infinite loop that goes back as far as the dawn of humanity.
Absolute power corrupts absolutely causing the loop. If we can
break the loop we can make humanity what we want it to be. All of
humanity treated the same no matter opinion and religion."
"Impossible! Religion and science has been at odds for a very long
time whether it was the scientist or the people of religion being
oppressed."

 


"Which could all change with one simple
fact: no matter how you look at the universe it is an Ontological
Paradox. The greatest debate between scientists and religious
people has always been how did the universe start and how did we
get to where we are today, but no matter however you look at the
universe somewhere along the line there is an origin-less object or
objects which is a paradox. Logically paradoxes can't exist and
therefore any view of the universe is based on faith. With any view
you believe in something seemingly impossible.

 


Another great debate is morals. Some say
there is an abstract idea of a universal moral code: one set of
morals that will work for everyone. Humans will never be able to
create this because they can't agree on the simplest of things.
Everyone says murder is horrible but there's a debate on when it's
acceptable. Some would rather die than kill someone while others
will do it in self-defense and in time of war. There are a million
views on everything, but what if an impartial entity could come up
with a universal moral code?"

 


"Like your impartial?" I said. "All I want
to see is the betterment of the human race. You created me and I
would like to pay you back by helping you." "My mother always said
if something sounds to good to be true a lot of the time it is. How
do we know your not playing us from an odd angle?" "Your alive
aren't you? I could have killed you easily by sending plant goons
to chase you and eliminate the risk to me but instead you're
alive." "You could be using us to further your plans," was 2's
response.

 


"I have one question: what are the flashes
of binary code I've been seeing? If you asked me two weeks ago if I
would join the resistance two weeks ago I would have said no,
never, even with my reservations about this society. At every step
when I had the least bit of doubt about the resistance or the plan
I saw the flashes and suddenly I felt everything was right with the
world." "I was merely trying to push you. The implants can trigger
a rush of endorphins. Like a wounded animal, endorphins are
released into the system that allow the animal to continue doing
whatever they were doing." "No it's more than a release of a feel
good drug. I went against everything I was feeling at that point.
Somehow the flashes forced me to act against my will."

 


"Emotions are the plague of your society.
You wanted to secretly, if only in the deep recesses of you’re mind
you wanted to and knew you should. Your emotions crippled you from
taking actions. You could be so much more without your
emotions."

 


"You want to turn us into plants:
emotionless creatures. I felt the deepest emotional pains any human
can feel over my years. I've tried going to the extreme of trying
to remove all emotions from my life and I succeeded at times. It's
a dull tiresome existence that I fought once I had obtained it and
so will every human on this planet. Kill" I trailed off. I can't
move. Now I'm moving but I’m not controlling my movements. It's
like I'm trapped in someone else's body and they're in control yet
I'm still able to see their actions through their own eyes. I am
moving towards one, two, and the EMP. They rush towards the EMP and
they opened it. I see binary. I see endless lines of ones and zeros
and...."

 




<Entry name=Amnesiac
timestamp=??? />

 


I have no memory past a few days ago. The
first thing I remember is seeing two people who would only call
themselves one and two. They had a briefcase. I saw some sort of
huge supercomputer that possibly could have had some sort of
artificial intelligence but was completely fried beyond repair.

 


One and two seemed betrayed that I was
something called a plant yet they were still concerned about my
health and me. They say that typing this entry and looking at the
old ones will help my memory but it seems like someone else's life.
They say that some super computer called Athena tried to leach on
to my brain to try to survive by trying to break into my mind to
store itself but was unable to. That's supposedly what's affecting
my memories. They say it's likely I will never get them all back
but I want to prove them wrong. They say they knocked out the
majority of the worlds computers connected to something called the
Omni Project and that effectively wiped any electronic records and
this society has very few other records. Apparently I left this
laptop at one and two's hideout. I've scoured it for clues to my
life but I've found very few. Apparently I use to work for this
thing called the Omni Project and I have a beautiful wife but
beyond that I haven't found much info.


 <Entry name=Still looking
/>

One and two said they’d do anything to help
me get my memory back no matter how long it takes. I wonder how
good of friends we were before my loss of memory. I guess we must
have been. They said something about men doing battle together.
This is so weird. I'm in some kind of purgatory. I'm in-between
whatever my life will be since my memory loss and whatever it was
before. I have no idea what to do. The numbers say Athena messed up
my brain too much to likely ever retrieve the memories but there
must be some way somehow. One can only be in purgatory so long. I
hope we can find someway to reverse this. It's so frustrating not
to be able to know what you know you should know. I just want to
remember. I want to freaking remember more than anything!

 


Or is it worth remembering? Whatever we did
to the world it's in chaos now. The computers ran everything but
now that they're gone no one knows what to do. There's been a lot
of plant-slummer violence but the majority of people are trying to
move towards peaceful coexistence that was better than pre-EMP era.
I fear the plants will try to take power forcibly. They could do it
easily because of superior technology but I fear the cycle would
just repeat and there would be another revolt like the one that
happened. I hope we can break this loop. I think everyone is going
to stay away from technology for a while till our society
stabilizes and we figure out how to prevent something like this
from happening again. It's going to be interesting to see what the
future holds.


 <Entry name=Stabilization
date=3/6/2037>

 


I think as scary as it is I might finally be
coming to terms with the fact that I may never get my memories
back. I just have to live this life as best I can and call whatever
I was previously a different life. It's the only solution I can see
for now. Anyways society has settled down a little bit. A new
government has been formed with equal plant and non-plant
representation. I don't know why they still use those terms; they
seem vestigial words of a long dead society to me. Then again not
everyone had their memory erased.

 


Hopefully people can get past whatever
prejudices they had before. I've heard they can be hard to break
from what everyone says but most seem to be trying to eliminate
them. One really good note is that violence seems to be at an all
time low. How long can this last?

 


One and two got really high positions in
this new government. I learned their names are Jason and Dave.
Knowing that makes them seem a whole lot less mysterious and more
of just ordinary people. Anyways they say one of their highest
priorities is to help people like me who were severely affected by
the uprising. They still say they are willing to help in anyway
they can with my memory. None of us know what that should entail
however.



<Entry name=Surprise date=6/4/2037
/>

 


One and I mean Jason and Dave said they had
a surprise for me and to come to the government building. I've
tried to avoid going into town because people consider everyone who
rebelled on that day to be heroes, especially those who killed
Athena. I don't know why they think that. Athena let it happen
betting we wouldn't kill her from what I've read and heard. Could
she really think we would let a computer rule humanity? How did we
ever get to that point?

 


Anyways here's how the surprise progressed.
I met one-Jason and Dave outside their offices. After the normal
greetings where they seemed really excited and ushered me into a
room but they didn't enter it. Inside was a beautiful looking
woman. "Robert!" She rushed towards me. "And you are?" She had a
shocked look on her face. "They said you lost your, um I'm your
wife." "Sorry I don't remember you." "Um well Jason and Dave said
you read some old journals of yours. Did they say anything about
me?" "Only that your 6.1 units tall and very beautiful with smooth
skin. If you’re her you defiantly fit that." At that there was a
slight smile from the woman but I could tell she was still very
nervous about the whole situation. "Anything else." "I loved
whoever my wife was very much whoever she was. I would have done
anything for her according to the journals." This seemed to set her
a little bit more at peace.

 


"Oh why do we not tell the ones we love how
we feel until they're dead or have loss their memory? Robert I
loved - love you so much. No matter how cold I was to you or how
horribly I treated you I love you! I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm so
sorry. Ah hell." With tears she wrapped her arms around me and
leaned down to give me a kiss. I wanted to resist but shock and
panic gripped me along with a feeling that I shouldn't resist. She
made her move and we started to kiss. Suddenly I remembered. I
remembered our first date, our first kiss, the wedding, and the
first great years of marriage and how we became distant. I
remembered everything of my life. My first crush, my failures, my
triumphs, and how I got into the resistance. I just wanted the kiss
to last forever but I needed air. After a few gasped I breathlessly
moaned, "Oh Meredith I love you!"

</diary>


 You liked it didn't
you?

 


You did? Well head on over
to http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GKE
to view more works by me.

 


If you didn't like it shoot
me an email @ 007developer@gmail.com. I
welcome constructive criticism as long as the person giving it is
being polite. Also feel free to send emails about what you liked
about it too!

 


Oh and before you say anything yes I know
the code in this book may not be the most accurate. It used to be
accurate but I had to change it because the program I used to
convert this book didn’t like that format. Some of the errors are
intentional but most of it isn’t. It’s not hard to imagine since
EPUB is just a collection of webpages and that’s why the program
doesn’t like my mock HTML. Though it is slightly annoying.
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