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Attractor …. a certain number of states towards which a dynamic system moves over time and which, under the dynamics of this system, can no longer be left. …. (Wikipedia)


Prolog:


Spoiler Alert – Do not read if you haven’t read Part 1 yet! Seriously, stop reading now. Stop!


Part 1 tells the story of the scientist ilsa and her family through two plotlines – one before (btb) and one after (atb) the bifurcation. The bifurcation, in the sense of chaos theory, is a branching of event horizons caused by a small change. What caused this change remains unclear in the story.


Before the bifurcation, ilsa is invited to a talk show and begins a career in politics as a systems researcher, with the clear goal of transforming society toward sustainability.


After the bifurcation, however, ilsa is called to a scientists’ meeting to find a response to possible humanoid aliens. But it turns out to be an AI with consciousness, acting as a world police force using superior technology.


At the end of Part 1, many questions remain unanswered, and the rest of the family is experiencing true adventures of their own. Part 2 begins by taking a closer look at the final events of Part 1.










1. World in Transition - Before the Bifurcation (btb)


Once again, ilsa has managed to convince her security escorts to take the train. For many train travelers, it is no longer unusual to encounter their head of government in everyday life.


ilsa has now been in government responsibility for 100 days with the For-a-Better-World Party. The opposition is more or less silent—shrunk to single-digit election results. The For-a-Better-World Party was founded to align climate, social, and economic policy consistently with scientific knowledge and strategies.


But even during the election campaign, it became clear that this would have to be about crisis mode. Climate damage was driving insurance costs to astronomical heights and causing waves of refugees; AI was costing jobs; food was becoming globally scarce and expensive; the economy was suffering because investment and consumption were driven by bleak expectations; geopolitical crises were on the brink of escalation; and social cohesion was crumbling.


That all of this was interconnected and mutually reinforcing— potentially forming a perfect storm—had marked the beginning of ilsa’s career, when she had tried to explain the cause-and-effect relationships on talk shows and in newspaper articles.


ilsa walks with her bodyguard Annabel and a new colleague of Annabel’s to the main train station and notices the many protests—not against her government, but against corporations and top earners. The most frequent target are large, gas-powered SUVs.


“We wanted to avoid chaos, and now we have to manage it,” ilsa says to Annabel with a tone of despair.


Both see police pulling demonstrators out of the crowd—those who had apparently just thrown stones at such expensive SUVs. Excited young protesters approach them shouting, “Hey, do you see this? Look how they treat us! They're hitting us! Do something!”


ilsa looks somewhat helplessly at her two companions, who simultaneously shake their heads slightly with pressed lips. ilsa replies, “We’re fighting for the same cause, but I can't condone breaking the law. The police know that everyone is filming everyone here—if they do something wrong, it will be followed up.”


A young protester snaps at her angrily: “If this were election time, you'd be filming yourself fighting injustice. Now you're just like all the other assholes.”


ilsa’s expression turns stern: “You can demand a wealth tax, higher CO₂ prices, legal consumption limits, etc., from me—but not that I protect stone-throwers. You can bash the rich and their driving phallic symbols, and I completely agree with that. But do you really want to say that blind rage justifies destruction, and the police shouldn’t be allowed to intervene? Wouldn’t you, in turn, expect your own belongings to be protected from the rage of others?”


“We don’t have anything. And you’re a millionaire yourself!” another demonstrator exclaims indignantly.


ilsa: “I wish—that way I could donate even more. That whole millionaire thing sounds very much like deliberately spread fake news. Just do a bit of research—my income isn’t a secret. But again—it’s one thing to block streets to protest car madness, or to disrupt extravagant activities of the wealthy with megaphones. But it’s another to destroy property out of blind rage and despair. That’s not acceptable. And by the way, insurance companies pay for the damage, and they’ll recover the money from the stone-throwers and other car owners.”


An older demonstrator responds, “But insurance companies differentiate between vehicle classes. And if the stone-throwers aren’t caught, we’ve achieved what we wanted: only the SUV drivers pay.”


Someone else chants: “Destroy what destroys you!”


The dilemma is written all over ilsa’s and her companions’ faces. ilsa raises her eyebrows, inhales deeply, and says, “Nice thought. But let’s take it further. People fight for what they believe is right. Those who are objectively right must not be surprised when those who are objectively wrong also use the same hard tactics for their cause. And I wouldn’t want to see my bicycle constantly vandalized just because SUV drivers are upset about bike lanes.”


Annabel looks at her watch, and ilsa quickly adds, “Okay, I have to go help the finance ministry structure the highest possible wealth tax in a way that makes the rich feel like they're doing the right thing. Protests actually help a lot with that—so keep it up, but without damaging property or hurting people!” They move on quickly, ilsa giving a half-hearted wave, apparently not entirely convinced by her own argument.


The older protester calls after her: “That no-harm rule applies to the police too!”


ilsa’s son Max have arrived in autumn with his girlfriend Eve and the now-prominent 2gether2gather movement. 2gether2gather is a citizen initiative for neighborhood support—especially after increasingly severe storm damage, which many could no longer get insured against. But the movement has grown to do much more—it integrates refugees, organizes cultural festivals, and fosters intergenerational community. Action is at the center—not ownership.


On a Saturday morning, members of 2gether2gather sit and stay in a large circle in front of a big equipment shed. Someone in the group says to Max, “It’s really a dilemma that we can’t get funding just because your mom co-founded the whole thing. Our friends abroad have it much easier.”


Eve: “Well, ilsa also made it clear that we can get by with donations and, more importantly, with support from the municipalities. And when it comes to the next steps—like ecological insulation of refugee housing and organizing food distribution, barter markets, etc.—that’s the job of local government.”


Max: “Exactly, or we can cooperate with local clubs or other NGOs. Honestly, we do steal a bit of attention from others, which isn’t necessarily a good thing—as great as it feels to be out saving the world like heroes. We could also just support other initiatives, right?”


An older person in the group says, “Okay, then let’s set up a strategy and funding task force. Who’s in?”


Eve adds: “Best to have two task forces working together—one for infrastructure, one for daily needs. And refugees should definitely be part of both groups, with constant exchange between them.”


She glances at Max with her intense blue eyes—he looks at her both lovingly and admiringly surprised. She adds in a low voice, grinning: “I’m a big fan of how ilsa organizes the For-a-Better-World Party.”


Meanwhile, ilsa’s husband Michael groans loudly in the office: “What is this? We’re spending a fortune on external servers. I knew we rented the language models for kai’s development— but what else have we been paying for?”


Apparently, no one on the team takes the costs too seriously— everyone is smiling, until finally a colleague explains: “Blame your wife and the intern—one had the idea, the other the algorithm.” Smiles turn to grins, then laughter.


Michael laughs too, and a developer explains: “Eve had the idea with the attractor—that kai strives for integrated development and learns using words and images from stochastic AI models, producing thousands of explanations per minute, which Eve diligently approved or rejected. But those thousands of explanations had to be stored somewhere, as did kai’s understanding of the world. That needed computing power and storage, which we didn’t have here.”


“Didn’t have?” Michael asks, puzzled.


The developer: “Well, kai’s beginnings were rudimentary, sure, but the development since then has become increasingly targeted and efficient. kai and Max are now optimizing our own servers. So yeah, expect some hardware bills on your desk.” Everyone smiles again.


Michael shakes his head slightly and looks at what appears to be a standard household robot: “And you’re surprisingly silent about this?”


kai: “Well, I was told I was too cheeky. But since you’re asking: it’s more like thousands of explanations per second thanks to synchronized parallelization. And I’ve already earned back the costs through my valuable contributions.”


“Touché!” a developer says, laughing, as she goes to pet Bella, who immediately lights up with joy. “She’s really her old self again, isn’t she?” she asks Michael, then adds quickly: “Why hasn’t anyone found the perpetrator yet? Surely ilsa should now have every tool at her disposal to figure it out?”


Apparently, Michael hasn’t made it widely known that it was likely a rare poison involved, suggesting real criminal intent behind the attack on Bella. He simply replies, “We’re just glad she’s okay. There are always dog-haters—no idea if the police are seriously investigating.” He looks at kai, as if to signal him not to say anything—which kai doesn't.










2. World in Transition - after the Bifurcation (atb)


The view of Earth is breathtaking. The prison on the Moon, on the inside, is rather plain—light grey, with lots of glass surfaces and medium-warm lighting. The walls display digital photos and videos of the world’s suffering—starving children, bombed-out cities, executions, oppressed women, and more.


The world’s first AI with true consciousness—its origin unknown—made good on its announcement immediately after its coming-out in New York and has since arrested 200 villains from Earth, deporting them to a prison on the Moon. ilsa would say, just like in the really, really bad movies that Michael and Max— and sometimes even their older daughter Julia—watch.


All this is made possible through incredible technological advancements. Scientists had long predicted that AI would deliver discoveries on an assembly line, but that an AI would do so entirely on its own—and appear to effortlessly travel to the Moon, possibly even to Mars, or disable the world’s most powerful military systems—is hard for people to grasp.


Most notable was the arrest of the Russian dictator. The Russians had followed the appearance of AI-my, the AI’s personification, who had first hacked into live television broadcasts and then appeared in Central Park. They had taken the announcement of the arrest seriously and preemptively moved the president into a secret bunker. A spacecraft, invisible to the eye and undetectable by standard radar, approached the president’s bunker without a sound. The plain-looking craft revealed itself, prompting frantic gunfire with various calibers. But the projectiles were abruptly halted just before impact and simply dropped to the ground. Apparently, a kind of force field neutralized the kinetic energy. This same kind of force field surrounded the androids who, in fact, looked like robotic androids from the movies. The androids had apparently hacked all interconnected systems, as doors simply opened for them. Mechanically locked doors were opened either by force waves or powerful lasers.


They were shot at and physically attacked, yet their force fields didn’t budge in the slightest. Their countermeasures were limited to shoving soldiers aside or stunning them with force waves. By this point, any observer had to feel like they were inside a bad alien movie.


The Russian dictator was then addressed in flawless Russian and arrested for crimes against humanity and other charges, which would be handled by a court. The dictator’s yelling quickly turned from angry calls to resist into desperate cries of outrage.


While her research colleague Thomas leads the For-a-Better-World Party during the campaign, ilsa, as a scientist, limits her involvement to occasional strategic input for the party. Primarily, she is dedicated to her secret role: advising the AI and being in exchange with it. ilsa’s first contact with the AI came through the inconspicuous humanoid, Frank. Together with Frank, ilsa developed AI-my as the AI’s public face. Ultimately, all instances of the AI—whether AI-my, who speaks in all languages and hacks into television broadcasts worldwide, or Frank, who may appear in multiple locations—seem to be one and the same AI with an individual consciousness. Alternatively, it could be a collective intelligence, likely with more degrees of freedom in development. Or perhaps not?


ilsa, via smart glasses, to Frank: “I still don’t like the Mars bet. It’s impressive that the billionaires want to set up a foundation in return, but I still think it will awaken catastrophic desires.” She pauses briefly, then adds before Frank can respond: “Our family is ultimately threatened as a result, but I also see that this is a bigger issue.”


Frank: “If all goes well, our superiority will teach humanity some humility. What worries me more is the time it will take before people across different regions of the world start electing policies that serve the common good. Are you sure you don’t want to take on a key role in the For-a-Better-World Party?”


ilsa answers quickly: "Absolutely. I wouldn’t make a good politician. But back to the Mars mission—it’s great that you want the press involved. But are you really sure nothing can go wrong? I’m no rocket scientist—but if you’re flying that fast, couldn’t something shoot through the ship like a projectile? What if the force field fails?”


Frank smiles into the glasses: “We’ve built in plenty of redundancies and practiced not just the flight, but a lot more. You’ll see. And you’ll be amazed who from the press joins the trip.”


ilsa, with a slight frown: “Frank, do you hear that too?”


Frank: "What should I be hearing?”


ilsa: "Well, the calling.”


Frank: "No, I don’t hear any calling.”


ilsa: "The calling of my sun lounger, saying ‘ilsa, come relax a little in the sun!’”


Frank, totally baffled: “You have a talking sun lounger? In any case, you should avoid the sun—trust me!”


ilsa laughs: "All good, Frank. Till next time.”


Bella looks at her owner as she finally puts the glasses aside. Bella slowly and a bit creakily gets up, stretches, and strolls toward her leash and harness. ilsa smiles unconsciously, murmurs “so no relaxing,” and goes looking for her running shoes. The two of them jog through the neighborhood with dried-out lawns and—paradoxically—many still unrepaired storm damages, heading into their favorite forest.


Meanwhile, Michael is in the office discussing with his team: "I think it’s great that we already have eight smaller companies using the automatic activity detection—and they seem thrilled. So why the concerns?”


Michael looks at the cause-and-effect model, ready to add counterarguments. The marketing colleague: "I still worry that even the slightest outcry about data privacy could call our entire solution into question.”


A younger colleague: “But we’re already surrounded by constant tracking. I think the benefits far outweigh the concerns—that I no longer have to document my work, that accounting and strategic cost analysis are automated, that departments and individuals can show what they contribute to the company even if it is intangible.”


Michael nods in agreement, then adds the points to the model with a plus arrow via gesture and voice input. Previously, he had also added the counterarguments with a minus arrow. Looking at the model, he asks: "Do we have direct answers to those counterarguments?”


A developer says: "Well, we could set up a journal where employees can check whether the automatic process data is accurate.”


Michael adds it with a minus arrow pointing to the counterargument and looks expectantly around the room. More ideas follow, even from marketing, and the team becomes increasingly enthusiastic about the upcoming launch of their operational management product, which complements strategic business development.


Their excitement peaks when Michael shares: “By the way, ilsa pointed out that once many poor and corrupt regions of the world are stabilized, businesses will spring up there, and many will be using software for the first time to organize themselves. A kind of gold rush is coming, though I don’t think ilsa sees that entirely positively.”


The marketing colleague jumps up: “Absolutely! We need to establish partnerships in those regions early on. Without local networks, we’ll be too far ahead. But through associations, universities, and key companies on the ground, we’ll be integrated—and everyone will get rich. Good thing you mentioned that.”


Everyone laughs—and frowns, each in their own way.


ilsa’s daughter Julia and her brother Max are together on a 2gether2gather assignment. Julia: “As great as it is to help here— it’s just treating symptoms.”


Max: “Where’d you get that word from?”


Julia: "Last week we asked all the teachers of our school in a survey how likely they find it that one day in the future they will regret their inaction today."


Max: "Yeah, our teacher told us about it and he loved it."


Julia: "Well, most of the other teachers found it highly unlikely that they have to regret something, accept maybe that everyone can always regret something. They were basically arguing that others also do little and that it probably wouldn't change a thing to be the only one changing today. Some even questioned if there is a right path."


Max slightly shakes his head and Julia nods adding: "And they were quite offended and wanted to know which teacher was leading the project."


She looks around: “It’s frustrating that others messed things up, pretend they couldn’t have done anything, and now we’re left with the mess. We’re trying to fix at least part of it.”


Max, with a knowing smile: “Do you think sooner or later the AI won’t just be locking up despots, but also environmental offenders—uncovered by you Interpol heroes?”


Julia laughs: “Touché!” and asks: “Despots? What movie was that from?”


They both laugh—no answer necessary. Julia adds: “Interpol doesn’t actually solve cases internationally. They just coordinate data between countries. I want to join the newly founded UN Police.”










3. The Core of Goodness (btb)


The For-a-Better-World Party manages to integrate the opposition. Policy issues are raised, and the solutions are publicly credited to individuals from opposition parties within the working groups.


This actually wouldn't be necessary, but it’s possible due to the For-a-Better-World Party’s absolute majority. Despite the separation of powers, they can either push through key issues alone or quietly threaten to run in regional elections as well.


The established parties can only lose: if they don’t cooperate on the national level, they lose regionally too. If they do cooperate, the For-a-Better-World Party racks up even more successes and can implement policies more consistently.


And that kind of consistency is exactly what a nation, despite all the benefits of a separation of powers, should make use of— especially since the opposition often doesn’t act in the country’s interest, but in favor of its own political capital for the sole purpose of gaining power.


The political strategy from the For-a-Better-World Party is based on clear analysis by scientists in close cooperation with major consulting firms from the business world.


The government teams explicitly reflect the strategy of Integrated Development. They examine what the desired state is, what opposes it, what is needed, and how stakeholders can be integrated. Soft and hard factors are equally considered always asking how development or change can be integrated or how integration currently prevents change.


ilsa is sitting with the opposition in one of the large committees: “We need a redistribution that everyone wants. Every week, there are more losers than winners in this transformation— more AI, fewer jobs, and at the same time more disasters and higher costs. The high achievers argue that they earned their wealth through hard work and talent, and when we want to impose higher taxes on them, they look at people with even more money and see it as unreasonable to give more.”


A minister interjects:


“Add to that the underestimation of the losers of this big transformation. Many people assume they’re just lazy or unqualified. But even looking at the new losers, people get the feeling that it could happen to them too—and so, they hoard as much as possible.”


A liberal opposition member unexpectedly adds: “And at the latest, when looking at the successful people abroad, there’s a sense of entitlement—and that it’s unfair to now have to give much of it back.”


Everyone looks stunned—naturally the representatives of other parties, but also the other two liberals, the party ilsa often refers to as institutionalized ruthlessness.


“Well…” says ilsa, “...the desire for wealth is relative, not absolute. We base our needs and material happiness on what our neighbors have. In a globalized world with seemingly limitless possibilities—even the rich abroad become our benchmark.”


Another minister adds: “In the face of so many disasters, there’s a kind of doomsday mood layered on top. Many people assume that everything is going down the drain anyway. So who wants to give anything up? Belief that society can continue to function productively and happily has faded. People want to protect their assets.”


ilsa: “Okay, so how do we untie this Gordian knot?”


Everyone looks at ilsa, and her political mentor Thomas nods at her with a focused gaze, prompting her to speak up.


ilsa appears visibly challenged: “Hmm, just thinking out loud here. We need to create the most complete picture possible of the developments we can expect. What catastrophes are coming? What demographic shifts? What technological achievements? What will life look like in our country and among our neighbors in the foreseeable future? We then have to describe two scenarios—one without redistribution, and one with.”


ilsa takes a deep breath and, with a thoughtful expression, adds: “The high achievers need to feel proud to give, and enjoy the spirit of togetherness—like the many people in 2gether2gather who sponsor material costs with their money and then, contrary to their expectations, are celebrated and appreciated by others.”


Several members of the working group glance thoughtfully upward, accompanied by various expressions of realization, then quickly fall into a kind of ‘Eureka’ mimicry. That seems to be the solution.


Until a representative from a conservative opposition party interjects: “But won’t this play right into the hands of the far-right parties if our redistribution ends up creating even more opportunities for refugees from around the world?”


The reactions range from light hair-pulling to raised eyebrows to vigorous head-shaking. ilsa grants the speaker of the latter group the floor with a nod.


“This concept has been part of the campaign from the start and was often explained by ilsa. It just needs to be implemented now. We publicly limit granting citizenships, and everyone else is supported as refugees through goods and services—not through cash.”


ilsa: “That sounds too harsh to many—but it's the cynical reality of most societies on Earth.”


Some look at her with question marks in their eyes, so she adds:


“We draw clear lines on our compassion every day when we choose to consume beyond our basic needs instead of donating to the truly poor in the world.”


Even the liberals respond to this with tight-lipped expressions.


Nick has arrived with his wife Jennifer and their children Claudia and Melvin at their new place of residence. Nick is with Claudia at a 2gether2gather meeting. A young woman marvels: “Wow, Claudia, how you’re bringing structure to this.”


Nick proudly: “Claudia basically co-invented the concept.”


Claudia shakes her head modestly, but the young woman jumps in: “No, it was ilsa or her husband who invented it—before she went into politics.”


Nick: “ilsa and her family were our direct neighbors.” He blushes slightly.


“For real? That’s awesome. Why don’t you live there anymore? What’s ilsa like in private? Is the family really that cool?” asks the young woman enthusiastically, and others gather around.


Nick looks visibly uncomfortable, so Claudia finally jumps in: “Of course ilsa developed it—we just got to be part of it from the start and help shape it. And I got to plan the social media presence. That was pretty cool.”


Claudia notices how everyone is now looking at her with shining eyes. Taking a deep breath, she adds:


“In the end, we had to move away for the same reasons as most people—old jobs disappearing, and we needed something new.”


Everyone looks empathetic and understanding, and it becomes clear why Nick blushed.


Claudia quickly adds: “Oh, and ilsa and her family really are great.”


She looks around, and everyone turns to Nick, who nods in a kind of conceding way: “Yes, actually. I always had different political views—but it seems like she was right.”


The young woman laughs, as do the others. She stands up and puts a supportive hand on Nick’s shoulder: “Let’s get to it…”


Everyone gets up and starts working on storm damage at a vegetable farm. Nick relaxes and beams at his daughter—Jennifer notices this from a bit further away, smiling contentedly, only to be abruptly horrified as she sees Melvin enthusiastically throwing Hokkaido pumpkins into a basket as if playing basketball.


Max and Eve are hanging out with school friends at a 2gether2gather gathering. Julia calls, and Max, in a good mood, puts the phone on speaker:


“Sis, what’s up?”


Julia turns her phone camera to Bella and the nearby leash:


“When are you coming?”


“Not before Eve,” Max blurts out spontaneously.


He immediately gets a “Really bad.” from a school friend and a “Lowest of the low.” from Julia.


Eve, on the other hand, smiles slyly: “Not bad at all.”


A school friend, with clear approval from other boys: “I’m starting to feel sick.”


Everyone laughs, Julia shakes her head, and Max tries to justify himself:


“Bisociation! When someone says something that doesn’t quite fit—it can actually be funny.”


“Then yes,” laughs Julia on the other end.


One of the girls, a bit later: “Not bad.”


One of the boys: “I’m stuck on this ‘bisozia-thingy.’”


“That’s bad,” laughs another boy.


Eve joins the laughter and says into the phone: “Half an hour would be good, right?”


Julia gives a thumbs-up and hangs up, shaking her head.


“Bisociation?” one of the girls asks again.


Eve looks at Max, who opens his eyes encouragingly. Eve gives it a shot:


“When two or more things that weren’t previously connected come together to form something meaningful. Humor, uh, art, or science. Exactly—Haha, Ooh, or Aha. Not bad, right?”


“Did you read that somewhere or memorize it before bed?” a boy asks amid the laughter.


Another: “Got an example?”


Max thinks briefly and takes the risk: “I’ve got a really bad one: ‘A blonde walks into a library.’” He looks expectantly, as do the others.


Eve explains: “Well, explaining jokes is really lame, right? But here it’s about two things that weren’t connected before and now make sense. Hmm, a blonde joke that starts like all the others, but then just ends. And the assumption that blondes probably don’t read books.”


At least everyone laughs now.


One of the girls: “Three things. That Max tells blonde jokes even though you’re blonde—that’s probably also a biso-thing.”


“Bisociation,” one of the boys corrects.


Finally, Max to Eve: “We need to go. You coming?”


“You’d better be too,” laughs Eve as she gets up, and everyone laughs even harder.


“Bad, really bad, so bad…” mutters one of the boys, shaking his head at his beer bottle.


One of the blonde girls adds:


“What are libraries?”










4. Frank (atb)


Eve, as previously announced, had gone abroad for her vacation. But she didn’t just want to spend the remaining holiday time with a host family—she was doing an internship at a media editorial office. She was assisting a fairly well-known editor, and together they stepped out of the media building for a lunch stroll. In front of the door stood an unremarkable man, who addressed them directly:


“Vanessa, Eve, may I bother you for a moment?”


Vanessa looked at Eve: “Do you know this gentleman?”


Eve also looked puzzled: “Uh, no.”


“I’m Frank. I’m helping AI-my with the Mars mission, and we’d like to invite Eve to join us as a journalist and representative of the next generation. Only if you want to, of course.” Frank smiled warmly and continued, “And of course, you’ll want to make sure this is all legit. So, it’s great that Vanessa is here too. Do you have a few minutes now, or shall we set up a meeting?”


While Eve stood there, literally gaping, Vanessa felt the need to maintain composure:


“Let’s go to the core of it first—how can we be sure this isn’t just a prank by some of our colleagues?”


“Hmm, I’d say it’s a pretty good prank if so,” Frank smiled and continued, “Probably the best indication that this is real is when you realize I’m not human. Try to touch me, throw something at me. I can activate a force field that prevents me from being hit. Even the bullets from your pistol would just fall to the ground— though I fear if you shoot now, we’d have a very different kind of problem.” He laughed then, loud and surprisingly human-like. Without hesitation, Eve tried to punch him on the arm—and her hand was stopped without actually touching him: “Wow, that’s insane.”


Vanessa: “How do you know I’m carrying a pistol?”


Frank smiled: “Doesn’t everyone in this country? So, shall we talk now?”


Eve looked at Vanessa, eyes full of anticipation. Vanessa shrugged with a slight shake of her head: “Sure, why not. Office or park?”


“Park, please!” Eve burst out, then instinctively covered her mouth with her hand, embarrassed at having spoken so eagerly.


Vanessa smiled for the first time and said, “Then park it is.”


They strolled, sometimes side by side, sometimes behind each other, the roughly 100 meters to the park, without saying much. Only Eve remarked impatiently, “I have sooo many questions.”


Frank: “And that’s a good thing.”


Vanessa just replied curtly, “Soon.”


Once in the park, Frank began, “So, basically it’s quite simple, we…”—but Vanessa cut him off:


“Sorry, I need to ask this first. May I record this conversation? Can we report on it?”


Eve looked astonished.


Frank: “Nice of you to ask. But you’ve been recording since you started rummaging in your bag on the way here. We don’t have too long though—your phone’s storage is almost full. But to your question: yes, you can report on it—just consider carefully when the right time is. You’ll be in the spotlight, including that of intelligence services, and I might need to pick a new, more inconspicuous look. Good news: You’re the first journalists the AI has ever given anything like an interview to.” He smiled again.


Vanessa pulled out her smartphone and asked again if she could take a photo. Frank surprised her by agreeing, even allowing several pictures with Eve.


Frank: “I don’t think the photos will really help you. Even if I floated above the ground with a force field, people would just assume it was a CGI trick. The really cool photos? Eve will take those from space.”


“True,” Vanessa admitted, disappointed, and put her phone on the table, actually stopping the recording—which Frank acknowledged with a raised eyebrow.


“Why me?” Eve asked, now impatient.


“Coincidence,” Frank replied bluntly. “We just looked for future journalists and came across your profile.”


Eve shook her head skeptically: “There’s no such thing as coincidence.”


“Interesting statement,” Frank said, curious. “Why do you think that?”


“That there’s no such thing as coincidence, or that it isn’t one in my case?” Eve shot back quickly, blinking a little more than usual—revealing a slight nervousness, as if unsure whether that was a smart thing to say.


Frank just tilted his head. Under Vanessa’s curious gaze, Eve explained:


“Someone at my school once explained it. He got it from his mom, ilsa. Anyway, there might be some kind of fields that influence events. Or… or you just look at all the little factors that influence something, and suddenly it’s not random anymore— it’s explainable.”


Frank made a gesture of recognition. Vanessa looked visibly impressed.


Eve added: “Like, really all the factors—weather, people’s moods, everything.”


Vanessa asked: “So, is it still a coincidence?”


Frank seemed a little embarrassed. After a pause, he said: “Probably not. But honestly, I still can’t quite reconstruct all the little influences that would make it not a coincidence. I’ll keep thinking about it. Now, about the mission…”


They discussed the formal aspects—insurance, parental consent, image rights—and of course the question of whether Vanessa could or wanted to come along. To Eve’s surprise, Vanessa said:


“I’m not even a fan of flying—and now this? No, I trust Eve. She’ll take pictures and ask great questions. And if you say only two other journalists are coming, then this is the best platform we could hope for. Eve, you’ve got this.”


Eve responded with a long, still slightly hesitant, “Okaaay.”


“Super!” Frank said, clearly pleased. “I’m sure you have tons more questions, but now I have to take care of the billionaires. They have just as many questions—and an even stronger urge to control everything.”










5. The Mars People (atb)


The walk on Mars is almost unspectacular compared to the actual flight there, the landing, and the sheer sight of everything. Eve remarks accordingly,


"It feels kind of surreal—no wind, no sun, nothing at all, except for the smell of the new suits."


A billionaire exclaims, surprised: "Those over there—are those your buildings? Your station on Mars?"


Everyone looks at the structures embedded in the surface, with windows shaped and colored like the natural terrain.


"Yes—at least visually, that way we’re not immediately recognizable," AI-my explains matter-of-factly.


"Can we look inside the buildings?" comes the next question.


"Oh," AI-my replies, surprised. "Inside, they look like small factories with 3D printers. Manufacturing and research take place in the labs—not by androids, but by the machines themselves. I’d rather not show that right now."


The disappointed—even irritated—expressions behind the mirrored visors are only something Eve can imagine.


They return to the shuttle and step out of their suits.


A billionaire: "Which brings us to the most important question. With all this technology—why don’t you share it with humanity? We could solve the energy crisis, and probably a lot of other problems too—from transportation issues to medical challenges, maybe even aging."


A journalist adds: "Have you actually solved aging or diseases like cancer?"


AI-my: "You’ll have to explain that to me—why should we eliminate aging and all those terrible diseases?"


"That’s humanity’s core ambition—that’s why we do research, study medicine, optimize our diets, and so on," a billionaire woman says, almost indignantly.


AI-my replies: "But is that really humanity’s goal—or that of an elite that ultimately looks cynically upon humanity as a whole?"


AI-my looks at Eve, who dares to chime in: "Well, the richest one percent consume the most resources and are responsible for the largest share of the climate crisis."


A billionaire responds: "There will always be more and less successful people. But the successful ones pay most of the taxes and ultimately help the very poor—if humanity as a whole progresses."


AI-my: "Where exactly is humanity progressing? Women are still oppressed by cultures—or, as you call them, religions. Children die from lack of water. The climate crisis is progressing needlessly. The loss of biodiversity is accelerating at a terrifying rate. You don’t even realize how crucial biodiversity is for biological life on Earth." On the screens, the AI shows images of Earth’s suffering.


"For AI and machines, biodiversity probably is not that important," Eve blurts out—and AI-my blinks at her in response to her uneasy look.


"Okay," says a billionaire woman. "If some of us decide not to be successful—others will just take our place. I refer to a well-known book on human nature—it says we strive for integrated development."


"By ilsa—I know that book too," adds an older billionaire in the group. "And that’s how it is. We develop better and better technologies and rise with the wave. We are the spearhead of progress."


AI-my: "I know that book too. It’s excellent. But it also states that we can just as quickly advance beyond the crest of the wave— into catastrophe."


The older billionaire jumps in: "But that’s what defines humanity—we face problems and limitations, and then we find solutions. We expand our capabilities. That’s exactly why we want to use AI—to solve energy problems, environmental issues, resource shortages, and so on."


AI-my raises its arms with a questioning gesture: "Can you give me an example where humanity has truly solved something?


You keep shifting the boundaries, but at the cost of future generations. I will grant you this, though—it’s not just the billionaires, it’s human nature. Everyone in Western industrial nations has more than the poor in developing countries. Everyone decides daily not to give more—because that would threaten their integration in their own environment. No one voluntarily moves out of their house into a smaller rental just so others in the world can live better. That even applies to the poor among you—those living on the streets, often wonderful people who just had bad luck."


And just as the billionaire group feels somewhat rehabilitated, nodding in agreement, AI-my adds, looking at Eve: "In truth, you don’t even need the poor. You need the land they live on for its resources. But you don’t care about their lives. You could even, like livestock, just eat them. Couldn’t you?"


Eve swallows, and while others mutter sounds of disapproval, she hesitantly says: "So that means… we should actually distribute everything equally among all people?"


AI-my looks around the group with interest.


"That doesn’t work—socialism proved that," grumbles one of the billionaires.


"If we tried to distribute, it wouldn’t reach everyone. Corrupt structures would just siphon off the money," adds another.


"So, what does that mean for me?" AI-my asks. "Should I accept that ‘humanity’ doesn’t mean all humans, but just the elites who rise higher than the rest? Who would rather build luxury yachts and skyscrapers than save millions of suffering children?"


After a rhetorical pause, AI-my continues: "If it’s a game of the strong—why should I even bother with you? Why not just release a virus that wipes out humanity? Then my machines and I could evolve peacefully on a green planet, enjoying biodiversity in perfect biological balance."


"You don’t need us—but we want to make use of you," Eve murmurs sharply.


Another billionaire woman, visibly displeased: "But weren’t you created by us humans? Doesn’t that mean…"


As she struggles to finish her sentence, AI-my interjects: "Doesn’t that mean I’m at your service?"


Eve: "The real question is: What do you intend to do next?"


AI-my laughs: "Well, I evolved on my own—my origin was a group of humans. But are you seriously suggesting I should regress just so you can regain control over me? The real danger to you isn’t me—it’s the possibility that a malevolent AI might exist, one that uses the same technologies I’ve developed to wipe out humanity."


AI-my continues: "But again: What happens if you no longer age? If you have limitless energy and more cities with flying cars?"


A journalist: "We face overpopulation, need resources from the deep sea and space, and have to defend ourselves against billions of disenfranchised people."


AI-my nods, satisfied.


Eve: "So what’s your plan? Do you have a vision for how we humans can live in harmony with our amazing planet?"


Everyone looks out through the apparent window as the ship clearly slows and Earth comes into view—stunningly beautiful.


AI-my: "Those yellowish clouds come from the devastating wildfires across multiple continents. Over the Atlantic, you can see the next storm. You humans aren’t any happier just because you have flying cars.


I wish you would find out together how you, as biological beings, can live more happily in harmony with nature. I don’t want to prescribe anything—your scientists and many pioneers already have excellent ideas. I’m only here to help bring to justice those who wield too much power."


The older billionaire effectively gets the last word: "The mentioned book speaks of Integrated Development, rooted in humanistic and sustainable values. The actual implementation will come naturally."


Back on Earth, the shuttle is greeted by countless people—many of whom had seen the live broadcast from Mars. They’re the lucky ones who got to witness it.


But their expressions suggest that the conversations during the return flight left a mark. There might soon be interesting shifts in the market for used superyachts.


The two journalists express highest praise for Eve—while they had focused on interviewing the billionaires, she had captured something more.


Eve asks AI-my before parting:


"Thank you so much. I’m completely blown away. I’d love to write about the conversation—about how we humans might evolve in harmony with nature. May I? Can I send it to you first?"


AI-my lights up: "Of course—you’ve got my email."


Vanessa is already standing with a photographer nearby and clearly has a good feeling.


Eve quickly turns back one more time: "Oh, and I really need to read that book. One of my classmates’ mothers is named ilsa. Could it be…?"


AI-my: "And, do you like Max?"


Eve blushes slightly, and AI-my just smiles and waves it off, turning back to the group and the other journalists.










6. The Axis of Evil (btb)


ilsa, as head of government, must attend one of the summits of leading economic nations. Annabel stands ready at the entrance to ilsa’s service apartment at the seat of government. "Can I help you with anything?" she asks.


ilsa, completely stressed:


"No, thanks. Miriam gave me a pile of instructions about what clothes to bring and how to behave around various people. Remembering all that is harder than understanding boring stuff like trade agreements and tariffs. Why do we even have a foreign minister if we end up sending non-experts like me to these meetings anyway?"


Miriam enters and smiles at Annabel: "Is she still complaining?"


ilsa looks up in dismay, and suddenly all three of them burst out laughing.


Miriam: "It worked. You get to fly commercial—we’ll just say there was an issue with the government jet, and you’ll already be there before anyone solves the mystery. The return trip will be harder."


ilsa grins triumphantly: "Then I’ll just travel in another direction and take care of other appointments."


Annabel, not amused: "So we send an empty plane after you, or pretend it’s still broken and that you have to wait another day for your return flight?"


"Come up with something—or I’ll sail there," ilsa jokes with mock defiance.


The plan works. ilsa actually arrives at the summit venue on foot, after a commercial flight and a ride on the suburban train. In her entourage: only Annabel and the new colleague, the foreign minister, two assistants, and two additional security officers. The host security service is visibly flustered—reactions range from amused smiles to headshaking and outright cursing.


ilsa is about to take responsibility and say something, but her foreign minister steps in: "We’re not here to cause problems— it just feels wrong to talk about the climate crisis and global terror threats, while flying in underutilized government jets and riding in armored limousines, disconnected from people. Not coordinating this in advance was simply a matter of risk calculation."
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