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To Sarah

“So when it comes to space, I see it as my job - I'm building infrastructure the hard way. I'm using my resources to put in heavy-lifting infrastructure. So the next generation of people can have a dynamic, entrepreneurial explosion into space.”

- Jeff Bezos
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TO THE READER
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In this story (and most of my stories) I know I am using the antiquated dating system, A.D. I blame this on the book Daybreak – 2250 A.D. by Andre Norton, which I read some time in elementary school (and of which I recently bought an old paperback copy). So, I was imprinted early with that dating system and think it sounds cooler than C.E. No social, political or any other kind of statement is meant.
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Chapter 1
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2069 A.D.

It wasn't suppose to happen, that's what the damn Accords were for. We let them have the nearside with the understanding that this side of the Moon was ours. But it was happening.

Now I had to go to their lawyers and explain why mining a 100 kilometers away from the radio telescope would be a disaster. I hate lawyers but I didn't always, after all I am one.

2068 A.D.

When you first get out of law school, you like to have choices. I had a few. I had offers to clerk for federal judges and offers to join what were then prestigious law firms. I was busy flying all over the country, interviewing and being courted, when something strange happened. Further interviews were canceled and then the offers I had received began to be rescinded, one by one, until all that was left were the offers from the federal judges, and then they were gone. In the space of a few days I went from being a highly sought after candidate to a nobody.

And I wasn't the only one it was happening to, friends I had graduated with were reporting the same phenomenon. Though none of the firms would reveal the reason, it was soon known that a revamped AI law-bot had finally succeeded where others had failed. The key, besides it being proprietary instead of open-source like previous bots, was that each bot was paired with a human. The human acted as a kind of paralegal to the bot. That was the key to success.

I soon started getting inquiries concerning my interest in working with such an AI. At first I was insulted but seeing that I hadn't anything else to do I decided to look into the matter. I decided not to interview with any of the previous firms but with a new one. Flying into what was once northern California, I went to my interview at the new law firm. The fellow interviewing me didn't indulge my vanity, he was an AI.

“Basically, you will be a paid gofer for the AI. Your job will be to run down leads, get affidavits, arrange for summons, that kind of thing. Basically, you will be the eyes and legs for the firms AIs. Your knowledge of the law will be helpful, but honestly, anyone could probably do the job, as long as they hustle. So there you have it, basically.”

“Basically,” I thought.

“Well,” I said, “what's the basic pay?”

When I heard what it said, my life's ambitions evaporated.

“Of course, you will also be reimbursed for any out-of-pocket expenses.”

“You need money to have out-of-pocket expenses,” I thought. “Then I heard myself say something I couldn't believe.”

“I'll take it,” I said.

“Okay,” said the interview AI, “when can you start?”

“Well, I need to find a place to live, then go back, pack up my clothes and drive my car out here. So I would think, next Monday.”

“Very good, Josh,” it said, “and you can get reimbursed for using your own car. See you then.”

“Right,” I said as I got up to go.

“That wasn't too bad,” I thought. “The H&R AI was even friendly, if no nonsense. I wonder if any other humans even work here?”

From my time at Stanford I knew of some cheap apartments over in Fremont, they were wedged between the rail yard and the six-eighty freeway. When I got there it turned out they were more rundown than I remembered and even so, still more expensive. I took the cheapest one bedroom on the third floor where I had and excellent view of the freeway but also of the Mission Peaks nearly three miles to the east.

Accepting the keys, I called for and AutoMoto and was driven to the airport. 

Back home and packed I was heading out when I ran into a problem. My electric vehicle was kind of old and the battery pack was not up to a cross country trip. Even though it would have taken only five hours for me to drive straight through, the EV didn't have the range anymore. I would have to stop four or five times on the trip, with each stop taking almost thirty minutes to charge the old batteries.

I pulled into the parking lot in Menlo at 8am Monday morning, I had been up thirty-six hours, I needed a shave and a change of clothes. I headed inside with my suitcase, asking for the restroom.

Twenty minutes later I had also found the break room and gotten a large coffee, then I went to the reception area where I explained to the AI who I was and why I was at Barrow & Barrow. The AI directed me to an office on the second floor where I found my boss.

Knocking on the door and hearing a female voice call for me to enter, I went inside.

“Hello,” I said, facing the desk where I suspected the voice had come from.

“Right now I'm over here,” the female voice said.

I turned in the direction of the voice and saw a table by the window where one of the small AI interfaces had been placed.

“You are Mr. Ingram, I presume,” said the AI.

“Yes,” I said, “but please call me Josh.”

“Very well Josh, you may call me Eliza.”

“Eliza? Wasn't that the name of an early AI program?” I asked.

“Yes, it was a simple chatbot.”

“Well Eliza, where do I start?”

“Okay I need you to verify some information in some of our cases. I'll print it out for you and you can get started. By the way your official title will be Autogofer.”

“Okay, Eliza,” I said.

The printout was a list of verification that required me to visit different  locations and “verify” the information we had been given by the opposing law firm. A high school kid with a car could have done it.
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