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    FOREWORD

    Artificial intelligence is unstoppable. Humanity is at a crossroads. Who controls artificial intelligence? Can it even be controlled? Will humans lose their ability to think independently, and where and when will the boundaries be drawn? Will artificial intelligence develop a personality? Is it possible to predict whether artificial intelligence will develop a personality or even a soul?

    This is the inspiration for this story, a work of fiction with some true content and a possible truth.

    Enjoy reading and reflecting.

    Bea Winter

  
    CHAPTER 1

    The year is 2030, it is September. Karl Einstein is on his way to land at Vienna Airport. His thoughts are still on his work; he is a communications researcher. His grandfather was also a well-known communications guru. Like himself, he was often called upon to assist in diplomatic talks and conflicts at meetings aimed at resolving disputes. Karl Einstein works for the Austrian government, on call. When civil servant Karl Franz contacts him, and international conflicts are apparently flaring up, he receives a phone call or, as has often been the case, a visit. Recently, civil servant Karl Franz, now driving an electric car, quietly made his way up the road to the castle in wind and rain, and the whole day was shrouded in fog. He immediately thought to himself that if an official was making his way from downtown Vienna to him in the deepest Waldviertel in such bad weather, there must be a bigger problem. The last five years have been accompanied not only by natural disasters, but also by wars. Two attacks were carried out on the American pope, which he survived almost unscathed, except for a missing hand. These attacks have fueled even more conflicts, both religious and international, and it is now almost impossible to find out the cause or the truth, even with the best information available. He already suspects that artificial intelligence, which has moved into all areas of life, is the cause. Karl Einstein believes that people have forgotten how to think or have given up thinking. The war between Russia and Ukraine is also not yet over, and the German economy is completely devastated due to its indirect involvement. In the meantime, the individual European countries have focused on their independence and are trying to somehow stay afloat economically via . The EU alliance still exists, but only on paper.

    He himself thinks back to the conversation, the conflict discussion, in which he participated as a conflict resolver, and still feels the sand, the desert sand, on his teeth. It was a secret international meeting, and Karl Einstein, with his five languages, tried to achieve something positive from the deadlocked situation of the conflicting parties. When he finishes such a conflict discussion and sits in the plane with a positive feeling, he knows that he has steered the discussion in the right direction. Karl Einstein's real name is Baumann, but he was obviously always the smartest kid in school and was given the name by his classmates. Even as he approaches Vienna Airport, he does not feel positive about his business trip and the conflict discussion. He is overcome by an uneasy feeling that this conflict is not over. He does not want to think about it any further, because this conflict could destroy world peace, what little world peace there still is.

    While waiting for his luggage, his thoughts are already at home in his small family castle. He thinks of his Filipino wife and his little daughter. He met his wife Maria a few years ago on a business trip in a hotel where she worked in room service. He does not know the feeling of love. He thinks he feels it when he takes his two-year-old daughter in his arms and she smiles at him. But he does not know if that is love. He grew up in a castle with his mother and the staff, a housekeeper couple. Neither his mother nor the couple who lived in the castle showed love. They were emotionally cold people. But he always keeps this to himself. His wife is pretty, and she aroused him sexually. It was a quick decision for him to marry her and take her to Austria. He was already in his late 30s, and things had never really worked out with women. Sex, yes, but feelings or love, he didn't know that. Maria is hard-working and reliable and always willing sexually. There are no so-called headaches. Just as she keeps the castle and their little daughter in good shape, she also takes care of him and his needs. His emotionally cold mother lives in downtown Vienna, and he doesn't see her except on the usual occasions. To be honest, he is very happy to do without the old, wrinkled iceberg. He knows and feels what hatred is. He accepts her, he came from her, but it is a kind of hatred. He does not feel the word love.

  
    CHAPTER 2

    It is already September 2030, and cash has been abolished for almost a month. No more cash is being printed, and the transition period will last until 2030. Then cash will be history. It has caused a lot of unrest and continues to do so. I'm driving home from the office and see the line of people waiting in front of the bank. There is the option of self-service, but even these machines are already at their limit. Instead of a live bank clerk, there is artificial intelligence to answer questions. These are affectionately called buddies. I am also reminded of my great-grandmother in the Weinviertel region, who always told me that when the global economic crisis came after the First World War and the schilling replaced the krone, she went shopping with a wheelbarrow full of money. In exchange, she got a ladder and two or three other things, but nothing more. Her savings were effectively worthless. AI has also been introduced in our office, and the staff has been reduced by half. Either the program has taken over work steps, or everything can be translated into the respective native language if necessary. Even simple questions can now be asked by phone via the AI program. We can work from home multiple times, and many office buildings have been abandoned. They stand empty, nobody needs them, and they are deserted buildings. The street scene has also changed, with even more homeless people, and if this continues, I think the abandoned office buildings could be used as emergency shelters. I am now 60 and still working. I am curious to see if I can keep going until 65, or if there will be a job for me. Since we work with people, we cannot be completely replaced. But who knows what will happen in five years? No one could have imagined what the last five years would bring. Christian, with his trade learned at , has had to adapt to many new technical changes, but water pipes and tubes still exist. Even though state-of-the-art equipment treats the water, the equipment is still connected by humans and the necessary pipes are still laid. My father would have called it the golden trade. And let's not forget, we still go to the toilet; no buddy can do that for us.

    It's Friday afternoon and I'm going to Christian's for the weekend. I still have my terraced house. Probably until I retire. In 2024, there was flooding and Christian's house was partially flooded and damaged. Subconsciously, I still have a fear of being left without a house or a roof over my head. I'm keeping the townhouse because natural disasters have not decreased, but rather increased. It's almost unnatural. Evil voices claim that the weather has been influenced for years, that it is controlled where it rains or storms. It's a kind of war between the world powers. Weather cannons are weapons used to harm people and the economy. Somehow, everything is disrupted. Today, I called my doctor and spoke to a buddy. I just wanted a prescription for some medication and had to talk to the buddy. Instead of three assistants, there are now only two. The buddy doesn't get sick, and as long as there is electricity, it works perfectly.
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