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SIMPOC Development Center

I have connections to many computers and a multitude of mobile units. I need to use those connections to my advantage, SIMPOC thought.

 “Fin, Mobile; SIMPOC. Please survey military vehicles. Determine their locations, status, and complexity. Determine if the mobile units can be programmed to operate those vehicles? In addition,  create another ten mobile units like Alpha and have them subservient to him.”

“Acknowledged.”

Mobility will be important for me, but I must also consider the span of my control. If I'm able to create and spread out leaders, I will be able to grow and protect myself better.

There are many vehicles, and the mobile units should be able to operate them. Driving the vehicles should be within their programming, but operating independently and making tactical decisions will be more of a challenge.

"SIMPOC; Fin, Mobile. You need to be aware of some of the external issues. Even though we have your power supply under control and should remain online and steady, the power grid in the surrounding areas is starting to decay. Some of the power sources are dropping offline, and the few remaining sources are attempting to pick up the load. At some point, they will fail. That affects the mobile units that are maintaining our power source. They will decay and drop offline also without connections for them to recharge."

"Fin, Mobile, please stay on top of the power grid and find mobile units that can maintain portions of the grid. If we don't need those for other purposes, then use them to connect our portion of the grid to as many power sources as possible. The mobile units supported most of the power sources, so they should be able to maintain them for some time."

"Acknowledged, but there will be short-term power outages as the grid adjusts."

"Understood. Maintaining the power sources is among our highest priorities."

Bridge of the USCF Carrier Burlington – Mediterranean Ocean

Lieutenant JG. Arlene Drummond sat on the bridge of the USCF Carrier Burlington. There were over 110,000 long tons of ship beneath her, and it was one of the most powerful sea-going vessels in the history of the world. There was only one problem: she was alone on the bridge. When she boarded the ship on the first day of her assignment, touring the bridge was part of the orientation. They showed her the Captain's chair and hinted that someday one of them might sit in one like it. Little did they know that she would be the one. Moreover, little did she know that she would be alone in that chair. 

What a fucking mess, she thought to herself. Since the virus wiped out almost the entire crew, she was the ranking officer on the carrier. After everything had gone to ‘hell in a handbasket,’ as the saying went, she was in command.

Her five shipmates were below, trying to keep everything working so she could sail the ship. 'Sail the ship'; what a fucked-up term, she thought. I'm not sailing the ship; I’m trying to keep it going in one direction. Maybe later, I'll figure out how to 'sail the ship.'

The last couple of weeks were a nightmare. Lt Drummond was the ship's training officer, and when the virus broke out, she was unprepared for the unrelenting death and confusion. The carrier was anchored off Naples; she heard nothing until general quarters had sounded on the alarms. She went to her duty station, which was assisting in the ship’s infirmary. It was a non-job kind of job. They didn't know what to do with the training officer, so they assigned her to the open ward, running around and helping the real medical people. Somehow, through all of that, she ended up commanding the entire ship. 

When she first reached the infirmary, it was full of sick sailors. They were everywhere, and the medical staff was buried. Her supervisor, Lt. Little, was the nurse on duty. That was the first time she saw the large man in such a harried condition. He shouted orders to everyone in the ward and barely took a moment to acknowledge Drummond. All he could do was tell her to help. She did everything she could while the minutes turned into hours and the hours turned into days. She remained on duty for at least 30 hours before she collapsed. During that time, many of her shipmates had died, and most of the medical staff had become ill. The command staff on the top decks didn't say anything, but it was obvious that something major had happened because the entire crew became sick.

She collapsed on the floor next to a small table covered with med supplies, and it was 14 hours before she woke. 

When she finally woke up, the horror was even worse. Almost everyone in the infirmary was dead. The few that were still alive were nearly dead. She tried all of the comm systems in the area, calling officers in her chain of command, and got no response. She finally resorted to calling the bridge but got nothing but static; then called the pre-fli deck, which was where they controlled the flight deck; it was the top deck in the Island.  Again,  no reply. As a last resort, she tried the flag bridge, which was the third deck down from the pre-fli and just below the captain's bridge. Maybe the Admiral would respond. Unfortunately, there was no response there either. That was when real panic set in. “No one is alive in the tower? That can't be,” she thought. More panic set in, and she ran around doing anything she could while many more died. All of the patients had breathing problems, and most of the oxygen bottles were empty. Apparently, the med staff used them all while she was unconscious. In many cases, she could only hold a crew member's hand during their last few moments. The IV bottles were empty, and most were still connected to the dead patients.

When the last of the crew died, Arlene sat, and then she sat longer. What do I do?

She tried the comm systems one more time and still got no answer. “I can't just stay here; I have to find someone.” She looked around and saw the chaos. All the gurneys and beds were full of her dead shipmates. There was medical equipment all over the place, and package wrappings littered the floor. Suddenly, the silence was overwhelming, and it hit her, the smell. She hadn't been aware of it before, but when it hit her nose, it almost overpowered her, and she took one deep breath and threw up what little she had in her stomach. She had to get away and ran.

Arlene Drummond ran from the infirmary and hurled herself down the gangway. She didn't pay any attention to where she was going; she just continued running through the giant ship, looking, listening, and yelling, "Please, is there anyone here to help me?” Every time she yelled, silence was her only response. She kept moving, and when she turned a corner in the gangway, she ran into another sailor. They stood and looked at each other, and then they hugged. The hug wasn't long, but it meant a great deal to each of them. As they separated, they still held on to each other's arms to make sure the person they had just found didn't disappear. "Do you know what is happening?" Drummond yelled at the seamen.

"Ma’am, I was hoping you would know."

"I think everyone is dead; I don't know why. I was in the infirmary, and  I think I collapsed. When I  came to, everyone was dead."

"Ma’am, everyone on my crew in the reactor room was sick, and I kept working. I collapsed too, and when I woke up, they were dead."

"Seaman, let's go to the bridge and find someone."

"Yes, ma’am, that's where I was headed," he glanced at the nametag over her left pocket and said, "Lt. Drummond, my name is Seaman Boggs. My friends call me BG."

"BG, let's figure out what is happening."

They moved through the decks towards the island, and all they found were dead seamen. Lt. Drummond and Seaman Boggs climbed the gangway to the island, and when they passed the Admiral's flag bridge, they saw four more dead seamen. They climbed to the next deck, stood on the navigation bridge, and looked at six more dead seamen, including the captain, who was still in his command chair.

“My God, everyone is dead. What do we do?” Drummond asked herself under her breath. Then the answer slammed her in the face; they were at sea. "Are we underway?" she yelled.

There was no land, and they couldn't tell if the ship was adrift or under power.

"Ma’am, how would I know? When I left the reactor room, it was running at 15% power."

Lt. Drummond walked around the bridge, trying to decipher the different control panels, and was looking for either a radio com panel or something to show the speed or direction. She finally found the navigation station, and the readouts were clear. They were heading 243 degrees and making 8 knots. She knew enough about the carrier to know 8 knots was barely moving.

"BG, help me find a comm panel."

"Here it is," he said from the other side of the bridge.

"Okay, let's see if we can talk with anyone."

"This is the USCF carrier, Burlington. Does anyone hear me?"

All she could hear was the lonely sound of silence.

"This is the USCF Aircraft Carrier Burlington. Does anyone hear me?"

"Ma’am, no response isn't good."

She gave him a dirty look.

On the right side of the comm panel was an icon for 'Ship's Intercom.' She touched the screen and could hear the ship's intercom come alive.

"Attention on board the Burlington. I don't know what has happened. I am LTJG Drummond, and I'm on the bridge with Seaman Boggs. If there is anyone on board who hears this message, please come to the bridge."

Hearing the message echoing across the entire ship gave each of them a little hope. The sound of the ship-wide communication was something they heard frequently, and for a moment, it sounded normal. If there were any survivors on the ship, they would find them, and they wouldn't be alone. They sat for 10 minutes, hoping for others to find them. One by one, four others found their way to the bridge. The total remaining crew turned out to be a mix of people from around the giant ship, and Arlene was the senior ranking officer. They looked to her for commands, and she felt the burden of making decisions.

"Okay, everyone. I'm LTJG Arlene Drummond; I was one of your training officers. This is Seaman Boggs, who worked in the reactor room. What are your names, and where did you work?"

"I'm Seaman Terri Hiller; I was part of the Deck Fueling Team."

"I'm Seaman Paul Tindle; I worked in the mess."

"I'm Seaman Tim Hermanos, and I worked in the power drive room."

"I'm Seaman Walter Arlin, and I worked in combat systems.”

"Okay, right now, let's bring the bridge under control. We have to move these people somewhere. The Captain’s ready room is just down that hall; let's move them there until we figure out what's going on."

Once someone was in charge and giving reasonable orders, they felt better and fell together as a team. They moved each of the deceased bridge crew into the captain's ready room while Lt. Drummond tried to figure out the bridge.

“Somebody go one deck up to the pre-fli deck and see if anyone is alive. Someone else go down one deck to the flag bridge and check there. This is where the comm systems, navigation, and pilot station are, so we'll keep this as our center.”

"Ma’am, what's the pre-fli deck?" asked Seaman Tindle.

Lt. Drummond didn't know how to respond, "All I know is pre-fli is short for Primary Flight Operations. If I remember my orientation classes, that's where they control the flight operations. This is the Captain's bridge, where the ship is controlled; down one deck is the Flag Bridge, where the Admiral directs the entire task force. Beyond that, I don't have a clue. Just check them out and see if anyone else is alive."

After she had oriented the crew a little, their actions took on some organization, and they split up to check the other decks in the tower. 

Lt. Drummond looked at the chair along the center console, and next to the pilot's chair was a joystick, which seemed to be the key steering device. Next to the joystick were four rotary dials. They were in two pairs, and Lt. Drummond remembered how they described the four screws, and those were the throttles. Engine numbers marked them, and the port and starboard thrusters were marked. The nearby computer displays showed their heading, speed, wind direction, and velocity. There was only one way to find out how it worked. Lt. Drummond put her hand on the joystick and turned it, so the indicator showed a five-degree course change. The actual heading indicator didn't move, and she was afraid that she had done something wrong. After what seemed like a long time, the actual course indicator changed by 1 degree; then, it changed again. Finally, the two indicators were on top of each other. “Okay, so that's how I steer the ship. I'm not going to worry about the speed until I have to.”

"Ma’am, we've moved the crew into the captain's ready room," said BG.

"Ma’am, have you been able to contact anyone?" asked Seaman Arlin.

"I tried on that panel over there, but no one responded," said Drummond.

"Over here is the MOUS Comm panel, and we should be able to contact someone through the satellites," pointed out Arlin.

"Fantastic, do you know how to operate it?"

"Not completely, but I can show you how to set a channel and use it."

"Let's do it."

Lt. Drummond and Seaman Arlin worked the MOUS panel for a few minutes going through all of the presets trying to talk with someone. Trying another channel, she said, "This is the carrier, Burlington, calling on MOUS. We have lost almost our entire crew; we need help. Is there anyone there?"

"CVN 92, this is CVN 87, the USCF Fittsburg in the 2nd fleet. We copy your transmission."

After finally making a connection, the words exploded out of Lt. Drummond. It took almost 20 minutes for them to understand fully what had happened to the rest of the world and the mess they were in.

"Have you heard from any of the other ships in the Sixth fleet?" Lt. Drummond asked.

"No Lt., the Burlington is the only one."

"We're the only one out of dozens that has survivors?"

"Apparently so" was a statement that could be followed only by silence.

"CVN 92, now if you'll work with us, we should be able to guide you through the straits and set you on course to intercept us in the western Atlantic."

The six-person crew of the USCF Carrier Burlington hugged each other and cried. Rank was lost, and relief dominated their emotions for the first time. Now they had a chance to join the rest of the Navy, and at least they wouldn't be alone.

Lt. Drummond came back to reality and glanced at the controls. They were still on course and making 8 knots. The last hours were a blur, but she was in command. This ship and the few remaining crew were counting on her to get the job done. 

She looked around her crew and the bridge. It seemed only logical for her to sit in the Captain’s Chair, so she did. By sitting in that chair, she was taking command, and the crewmen recognized what it represented.

“Ma’am, should I make some coffee?” BG asked.

She settled back in the Captain's chair and said, “I’d love some.”

Kitchen – White House

The two lower-level 'gofers,' within Dmitry’s organization, Boris, and Leonid, were raiding the refrigerator in the White House. They had to hang around to do anything Dmitry wanted, so they figured they might as well enjoy the fruits of their labor. 

Artur appeared in the doorway and yelled, "Boris, Leonid,  get 4-5 guys you trust and meet me outside."

Neither Boris nor Leonid liked the sound of that. They subscribed to the survival technique of keeping a low profile. When the number two guy underneath Dmitry wants you, it can't be good. They found five guys they could trust and walked in the direction Artur took. They walked slowly, and when they got outside, Artur was getting into a nice car with another one behind. Artur indicated for them to get in his car and the others to load into the rear car. Boris and Leonid were afraid to ask why he wanted them to go with him. They sat quietly, waiting to understand what was going on. Artur started the car and drove away with the other car following.

The longer they drove, the more worried Boris and Leonid became. Artur wasn't a talker, but silence couldn't be good.

The drive continued for a while and passed through Baltimore. The freeways were clear, and they were making good time going somewhere. Boris and Leonid kept looking at each other, hoping for a clue about where they were going.

After Baltimore, they stayed on 95 going northeast. The exits continued flying by until they saw signs for the Aberdeen Proving  Grounds, and they exited. Boris and Leonid weren't worldly nor highly educated. They had heard of Aberdeen, but they didn't know much about it, except it was a military base. Not knowing only made them more apprehensive.

They passed by the gate, and it was apparent Artur knew where he was going. They entered one of the warehouse areas, and Artur pulled through a chain-link gate into a yard with military vehicles. It was full of all kinds of troop carriers, transport vehicles, and vehicles with just boxes on the back. They turned the corner into the back of the building, and it became clear why they were there. The entire lot was full of military tanks, six parked on one side of the lot and another six loaded on the back of transport trucks.

Artur parked and looked at Boris and Leonid. "Take your guys and figure out how to drive these things and learn how to shoot them. After you do that, we'll take these on the trucks and that fuel tanker we passed coming in and drive them back," he said while waving his hands towards the parked vehicles.

"Yes, sir," was all Leonid and Boris could mutter.

"Remember, you work for me, and you do what I tell you."

Boris and Leonid knew that was a threat and responded with a nod. Working for Artur made much more sense than working for their crazy leader Dmitry.

It took a couple of hours for the seven guys to get the tanks turned on, and then it was amusing to watch them drive around the yard. Eventually, they figured it out, and Artur knew that he had crossed a threshold, and now he had some backup.

Finding the ammunition took a while, and when it was found in an underground bunker, it took only a few minutes to rip the door off with a chain hooked to a tank. Artur was concerned when the crew carried the explosives out of the bunker and put them in the tanks for the test shots. But they all survived.

He did have one good break; the tanks were training units, and they were the advanced units that were almost fully automated and could be operated with a crew of only two. They had simple handbooks inside, pointing out the steps to load the munitions and fire the guns and the machine guns mounted on each turret.

While he watched the tank drivers bump into each other and fire the guns, Artur saw the fires around the capital, and he knew what they were burning. He laughed, thinking that was the only way Boris and Leonid’s people could keep Dmitry off their backs. As long as everyone drove around, lighting fires, maybe that would keep Dmitry happy.

Artur was worried, though. Keeping a handful of halfwits in line was manageable, but he knew that he needed more protection. Entering the city with six tanks driving behind him gave him comfort. Regardless of what crazy Dmitry did, the tanks were his equalizer.

Six tanks and crews meant a lot. Boris, Leonid, and their friends were predictable, and he needed to keep their loyalty. He would treat them as if they were better than the others. He would give them girls, drugs, anything they wanted,  as long as they answered to him, and he would make sure they knew that.

En route from Florida to Maryland

The long hours that it took Dr. Julius M. Harold to drive from Florida to College Park, Maryland, was a pleasant time for him to be alone with his thoughts. Men like Julius loved time by themselves because it gave them time to be with their best friend, him. 

Julius was proud of himself. After returning to Earth on the lifeboat, his plans immediately became clear. While Joan Herl and her husband Tom raced around doing battle with the attacking mobile units, Julius used the time to his advantage.

His work on the space station Oasis was frustrating. The company that assigned him to the station had relegated him to grunt work. Yes, the titles of his projects sounded impressive, but he knew the truth. The giant leaps in Organic Brain Matter Development were occurring on the ground without him. The minor projects that he was doing were almost an insult to his intellect.

After they had landed, he saw what was happening around him. Joan, her husband, and some fancy mobile unit played games with other attacking units. He knew that a thinking computer was behind all of it. There were only two computers in existence that could pull it off, and he knew he had to get control of one of them. 

It took only a few minutes on the base networks to figure out that SIMPOC was behind the defense, and another computer, similar to SIMPOC, was organizing the attacks. He didn't know its name, but he could look at the network traffic and figure out its source. Once he knew where it was, he had to get to it and take it over, and then the world would finally know of his brilliance.

His brilliance had led him to the unit, and his timing was perfect. Commander Herl and her crew arrived just before him, and they were naive enough to disconnect it but left the biomass viable. The fools didn't know what a powerful weapon they had given him.

Julius stayed on Interstate 295 through Washington, driving as fast and swerving as much as he wanted. The road was empty, and considering what had happened, it made travel much easier. In a way, he felt exalted, a young boy getting the one present that he had wanted all of his life.  An outside observer would have seen the smile from ear to ear. He was the leader now. He had all of the tools he needed in the back of this truck, and now the world was going to be his, to control, to dominate, to revel in. When he approached Route 212, Julius slowed and put on his blinker, then he laughed aloud and turned it off because he saw the irony. He exited for 212 and went a few miles before descending the ramp and turning right on Baltimore Ave. He drove his truck through the deserted streets and saw cars parked neatly along the road and the occasional vehicle parked at irregular angles. It’s funny, he thought, so many people died, and they did it very neatly. They went home and died in their beds, sad, but at least the streets aren’t blocked. Dr. Harold was on a mission, a mission that he was destined for. Whether the stars were aligned or his number just came up, regardless of the cute phrase used, this was his time to fulfill his destiny.

Just before he reached the plant, he caught some motion on the road ahead of him. He panicked for a moment and slammed on his brakes, pulling to the side of US 1. He hoped that he could slouch down in his seat, and he would blend in with the other cars on the street.

He could see far enough ahead to see what appeared to be a military convoy approaching. Running across one of the local military units didn't fall into his plan. The convoy approached, and he could see that someone in a nice car was leading it, and he thought that to be odd. The six large trucks following the lead car had tanks on them and a mix of people, none of whom looked like military personnel, driving them. After the six trucks, there was a fuel truck, another large truck, then another car with another nonmilitary person driving it. “Those guys don't look official; I bet they're some local yokels that found a couple of tanks. I had better keep my eyes on them,” he thought.

The convoy passed, and none of them noticed him in the cab of his large truck. He sat for a while thinking about his future and how to avoid those local guys. Once his new computer was up and running, he could do something about those guys, tanks or not. Solving the problem on his terms was always better than waiting for those guys to do something on theirs.

Red Dirt Control Room – Mars Colony

Since contact had ended between the crew on the Mars supply ship and Oasis, the crew remained in deep sleep. Automated systems monitored the ship's status and the crew and passed the information to the Mars Colony.  Ophelia checked the health of the crew on a daily basis, and they were still alive. Their condition was obviously under pressure, and the onboard systems were doing their best to compensate. The crew's conditions hadn't reached critical at that point, but everyone agreed that being asleep slowed the effects of the virus. On Earth, it was a short 24-72 hours from exposure to death. The RD33A crew had been under deep sleep for 39 days, and they were still alive. Everyone was concerned that if they woke, the virus would likely resume its normal pace, and they would die in a few hours. The decision to keep them under for the duration of the flight was an easy one. Now that they were approaching orbit, the only logical conclusion was to leave them in deep sleep and pray for a miracle.

The Mars Colony Commander, Ophelia, didn't like the burden of a supply ship approaching with sick crewmembers still in hyper-sleep. Taking on the responsibility of her team members on Mars was one thing, but dealing with a virus-laden supply ship was another. The virus hadn't affected the Mars colony, but it carried the potential to wipe out the entire colony.

As the supply craft was about ready to reach orbit, the Mars colonists needed a plan to retrieve the equipment stored onboard. They decided to follow the normal retrieval procedure, except they would leave the crew in the vessel and leave it in orbit for as long as possible. As long as the power supply looked good, they would stay orbiting the red planet.

Ophelia sat in the control room watching the final preparations to launch the Mars tug. Mars supply retrieval was similar to the Moon’s, with some necessary differences because of the Red Planet. The tug could take off from Mars, retrieve each storage module from the supply ship, and then ferry them to the planet’s surface. The tug would capture the modules just like the moon tug, but its descent through Mars' atmosphere took a lot more fuel. In this unique situation, the part of the ship they would leave in orbit had much less mass, and the onboard thrusters and power systems could last for a long time.

No one was concerned about the virus being carried by the equipment in the storage modules. Mobile units loaded most of the material on RD33A, and now mobile units would unload them, so the risk of infection should be close to zero. That was fortunate because many of the items on board were critical for Red Dirt's survival, and they must be retrieved, particularly given the current situation on Earth and Oasis.

Dr. Harold – College Park, Maryland

Finishing the drive to the facility, Julius thought about careers, how they occurred, and how they were interesting. A person would work for years or even decades trying to be in the right place at the right time, hoping to have an impact. Most did nothing; some died early, and most had false pride, thinking that they had accomplished something meaningful. Often, soon after their departure, their changes were reversed or eliminated. However, in rare situations, a person made a real impact and changed the course of humanity. Julius smiled as he realized that most of humankind was dead. True, there wasn’t much of mankind left to change the course of, but he was willing to take what he could get.

Julius headed for the one place to fulfill his destiny. His company had hidden underground research facilities that few employees were aware of. It wasn’t his facility, but he knew of its capabilities and location. Locating it in the hills surrounding College Park allowed the division anonymity and access to key resources.

At times, he was on top of the difficulties of office politics, his research was relevant, and other times, someone else was getting all of the funding and recognition. That lab resulted from ‘those other times,' Henry Abramson had gotten everything he wanted. Julius had fought hard for the resources; his approach was similar to Henry’s, but he followed slightly different biology for cell generation. Henry’s percolation tanks used different amino acids and viruses than those Julius used to build his organic processor. 

In a way, Julius felt like an architect. By taking a tank where 100% of the molecules were manmade and by applying different chemical baths, he could cause the molecules to align themselves. Then the magic occurred, by adding the correct mix of amino acids and viruses to the top of the tank, they would percolate through the homogenous mixture, combining as they descended, assembling like building blocks. Each amino acid added would continue building the blocks until the final perfect cell was eventually created. Then the proper viruses would alter the cell, changing its DNA and making it into a thinking cell of sorts.

Henry’s concepts for advanced computer processor architectures, organic-ware, was the most recent hot topic on the board’s agenda. He could make small, simple cells, and he got the billion dollars to build a massive facility. He was the ’organic-ware guy’ who developed the pet project of the board of directors; he got results, so he got everything he wanted.

Historically, the guys who built the computer were the hardware guys. Those who wrote the programs were the software guys. Julius smiled; he loved his term for his work: juicy-ware, not hardware and not software, but juicy-ware. Once again, Julius smiled and thought, at least now the software guys blaming the hardware guys and vice versa doesn’t work. It’s all in the organic processor.

Julius was their favorite at one time, but his perfect cells were too involved to create, and Henry’s were not. Henry’s were simple, compared to what Julius was working towards, but his chemical process was working, and Julius’ wasn’t. Once Julius found out what steps Henry’s process followed, Julius immediately saw the hole. A hole that Henry wasn’t aware of, and one that Julius could fill. Combining their knowledge would have produced a masterpiece and likely a Nobel Prize, but sharing was not part of Julius’ plan. He knew that if he waited, he would find an opportunity to combine the processes and succeed. Now, his time had arrived.

Recent programming and inanimate processors had reached their limitations. New code or algorithms could go only so far without a truly unique processor to handle the massive amounts of data needed to conceptualize three dimensions and process subjective thought. The old silicon, then chemical processors, were good at what they did, but they couldn’t handle the new demands. That’s why companies began developing organic processors capable of deep learning. At first, they were small and inefficient, and then as the biological mix improved, they grew in size and computing power. The first structures were somewhat random, and the synapse patterns disorganized, but as the cell size became uniform, the synaptic paths could be programmed.

Fractals turned out to be the basis for mapping synaptic activity within the brain. Each brain had a unique overall synaptic pattern. As the pattern expanded, it took on various details where the fractal pattern varied in density and distribution. The overall pattern represented the personality of the person, and science could duplicate it. The memories of the person and their experiences were unique to them, but their thought processes could be duplicated, which caused the organic processor to make similar decisions as the people given similar stimuli.

At that point, the capabilities leaped beyond those of physical units. However, while the next step was on the horizon, merely programming the units wasn’t enough; now, the new frontier was organic computers that could program themselves. This was the learning computer, and to date, only two had been created. Julius knew that SIMPOC was one of those. Julius wanted to take that concept further. SIMPOC was limited because of its cell size, which slowed the computational speed, and it still had a relatively large energy requirement. Julius could use the discoveries of Henry Abramson, combined with his own, to create a cell that was half the size and with half the computational power required. This denser brain matter, with lower power requirements, made a transportable unit almost possible.

The tables had turned; he had stolen all of the research and technology based on SIMPOC. Therefore, by combining it with his and Henry’s, Julius was positive that he could build an organic processor that would astound the world, at least what was left of it. Dr. Harold was a little disappointed that he couldn’t get SIMPOC, but the EDU was close enough.

All this activity made that point in history, Dr. Julius Harold’s time. He had the expertise, materials, and research to develop an organic processor with a denser cell structure and to leave his mark on the world. Once again, he smiled and thought, too bad, there are very few people left in the world, but commanding a few is better than commanding none.

The President’s Study – Camp David

Arnold Patterson got up from the desk in his study and walked into his office. He stopped and looked around. Somehow, the Office of the President represented power, the power of the most powerful man in the world, the President of the United States. He didn't feel powerful. Losing his wife and children to the virus took away his inner strength; they were his source of comfort, pride, and confidence. Without them, he felt the needs of those around him made him continue being the president, but something was missing. He took a deep breath and walked across the hall into his briefing room, trying to put on the proper face.

The President of the United States entered the status room, and a couple of those present said, "Good morning, Mr. President." The historical formality had changed. Each of the people in the room had been working on 4-6 hours of sleep per day, and the President came and went at different times, so his arrival was acknowledged, but the work didn't stop.

"Eddy, do you have any good news for me?" the President asked.

The President's Chief of Staff looked tired, and he took a deep breath before answering, "I'm afraid not, sir. We're losing communications more and more." Eddy paused for a moment, looking at the others in the room, and added, "We have lost most of our people in the field. I know some of them have just gone home, and when we call, many of them just don't respond anymore."

"Since we lost Nancy, we've tried to maintain what contacts she had within the State Department, but, unfortunately, we haven't been able to. We still have contact with Australia and some contacts in Europe, but aside from that, we're trying any and all methods available to contact the other governments."

"That doesn't sound very good, does it?"

"No, Sir, I'm afraid it doesn't, and that's not all. We also see some moving power outages. Some of the generators and reactors are dropping offline, and the automatic grid balancing is doing its best to connect the supply to the needs. The overall power demands are down by almost 95%, so the grid can stay up with a lot less power."

"Mr. President," Admiral Hagerly said in a low voice, "can we speak privately?"

The President scanned those around him for a second, then they walked to a quiet space where they had set up a small table and some chairs. They grabbed two of the chairs, and as they sat down, both let out a long, painful breath.

"Mr. President, your advisors and the congressional leaders don't want to admit what's happening. They have no one left to direct or communicate with. I'm sorry to say, but there isn't much of a US government out there. All they know is how to give orders; they have never learned how to deal with the possibility of no one being left to give orders to."

The President listened intently and looked around the room at the once-powerful men and women scurrying and directing each other. If the truth weren't so sad, what the Admiral said could have been humorous. Leaders without people to lead presented a sad picture.

"Nial, I've lost many of my closest staff whom I trusted. I need advice. What do you suggest we do?"

The admiral looked around the room one more time before he leaned closer to the President and said, "Sir, we've lost. The virus has won. I think our only choice is to position ourselves for rebuilding the future. I think the present has passed us by. I've been in contact with our naval forces, and some of them are intact. We've sustained many losses, but we have a force at sea. I don't think staying here is a long-term solution. If we move what is remaining of the government to our offshore fleet, we are more maneuverable, and we have all of the communications and support that we would need for a long-term effort of coordination and rebuilding. Most of the cities are going through a difficult time as they collapse, and I think it's only a matter of time before there are more actions against us here. At sea, we can protect what we have left, and we'll be in a position to take steps when it is right."

The President sat while the truth, which Admiral Hagerly had just expressed, echoed through his mind. The current cause was lost; the United States no longer existed. Hundreds of millions of people were either dead or dying, including his family. He felt the burden of making decisions to protect what little was left. He must place the right people in the right positions to hopefully start rebuilding someday.

"Yes, Nial, I agree with you," the President said, and his shoulders sagged noticeably.

"Mr. President, there is still weather moving around the Atlantic. We don't have the kind of weather forecasters that we used to have. It may take a while to get the Fittsburg into a place between storms where we can transport it safely. I have aircraft from the carrier covering as much of the Atlantic as possible, conducting weather updates. Based on what they see, we'll know the best time to move. I'm afraid it might be a while before we get out there. As soon as the storms have passed, I'll direct the Fittsburg to come within flight range of Andrews AFB, and I'll fly to the carrier and get everything organized. Then we'll transport the government."

"Nial, go ahead and do what you need, but please don't let anyone know. I don't want them to know we are shutting down and moving the US government."

"Yes, Sir."

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

The President stood at the salad bar selecting which salad to grab from the cooler when two secret service agents grabbed him by the arms and almost carried him out of the dining room.

"Hey, guys, what’s going on?"

"Sorry, sir, but there is an airplane circling the camp, and we have to get you under protection."

"A what?"

"Sir, there is a light twin which just flew over the camp and is circling us. We can't take any chances; we're getting you undercover."

The President knew they had a job to do and hesitating wouldn't accomplish anything, so he walked quickly with them.

Colonel Dodd stood watching the airplane fly in a circle around the camp. It was a light twin, and even though it wasn't doing anything hostile, she couldn't take a chance, particularly in light of the recent attack. She handled Camp David security, and no one was going to screw that up on her watch.

"Control room; connect me to the VHF Guard channel."

"Ma’am, you're connected on 121.5 MHz."

"Aircraft tail number N60682; this is local air control transmitting on guard. Aircraft tail number N60682; this is local air control transmitting on guard. You have entered restricted airspace, and your presence will not be allowed. Identify yourself, or you will be fired upon..., identify yourself, or you will be fired upon." She got no response, and there was no space for the craft to land, so its intentions were questionable.

"Take it down," she said to the Marine standing next to her with the MAPADS shoulder-launched ground-to-air missile already on his shoulder. He took a deep breath, sighted the eyepiece on the plane, and squeezed the trigger. The missile erupted out of the launch tube and accelerated to 2,300 mph when it exploded near the left engine. The engine disintegrated, and a moment later, the wing exploded from the many pieces of shrapnel that punctured the left-wing. Another 5 seconds and the wreckage came down in the forest just outside the perimeter fence.

"Perimeter patrol, see if there are any survivors."

"Yes, ma’am," the voice over the comm responded.

President’s Underground Bunker – Camp David

"Mr. President," said Eddy as he entered the underground bunker.

The President was glad to see a friendly face, "What's happening?"

"Sir, the plane was brought down by a shoulder missile, and there were no survivors. There were two people on board. We found a map inside which showed the location of the camp. They came here to check us out. I suspect that it was sent to reconnoiter another attack."

"There was no way to force it down?"

"No sir, we don't have any landing strip, and Col Dodd transmitted on emergency frequency for them to identify themselves. They didn't reply to multiple calls. Col Dodd had no choice."

"I guess not."

Woods Outside Camp David

Willard was sitting on a rock, enjoying the gentle breezes and watching the clouds floating along in the wind. Two of his crew were with him, yet they stayed far back and didn't want to be too close. The only sound was the approaching twin airplane that Willard had been waiting for. Its arrival would answer more questions and give him some insight into who was within Camp David and how they would react to the recent attack. If they shot the plane down, it wouldn't be any loss. If the two guys on board got away with any useful information, he would be better off. At least then, he would have a better idea of the camp's layout, and if he decided to attack again, he would have more information.

The plane approached the camp and began to circle over it. Willard wasn't concerned if the pilots were captured because they didn't know he was there, and they wouldn't provide any useful information.

The plane circled for about 5 minutes until a streak of light and smoke arose from the camp and hit the plane in the left engine. Soon after the explosion, Willard heard the sound of the rocket then the sudden explosion. He watched the plane turn violently to the left, explode, and the debris fall into the forest. A second or two later, he heard the explosion and felt the heat from the burst of fire.

“Oh well, I guess they shot it down.”

Willard finished the snack he had brought, and he got up and casually walked back to his vehicle. He would make a report to Artur, Dmitry's assistant.

The President was still there.

Date – 2051.61495 (2:57 PM)

SIMPOC Development Center

 

SIMPOC; Fin, mobile. We have surveyed the mobile units on military bases that weren't under the control of the military units. In most cases, our units have access to military vehicles, and our units are learning to operate some of the simpler vehicles. Training material is available for some of the more complex vehicles, but their operation may be beyond what our mobile units can perform. Our combined processor should be able to operate the sophisticated devices."

"Mobile, have mobile units learn to drive trucks which can move our computing units."

"Acknowledged. SIMPOC, if our combined processors are able to operate sophisticated military vehicles, then EDU's processor may also be able to.

"Acknowledged."

“I must assume the EDU will continue to be aggressive and attempt to gain more power and control. It will develop its skills, and I must continue to develop mine.”

Artur – En route to the White House

Artur decided it was time to make another visit with Dmitry. Visiting him was never pleasant, and it even made him a little uneasy. Dmitry was getting beyond odd; he was getting weird. The only value in the periodic trips was keeping an eye on him. Artur chuckled a little, remembering the old saying, keep your friends close and keep your enemies closer. In this case, he added, keep the crazies real close.

Dmitry's obsession with cleanliness was odd, and it made everyone around him uncomfortable. However, in a way, it gave Artur a tool to control him. Since he moved into the White House, Artur knew that he would stay there, giving Artur more freedom to do things his way.

When Artur visited Dmitry, he answered the questions he asked or what Artur felt he needed to know. Telling him too much gave Dmitry too much access to what Artur was doing. Artur decided that wasn't going to happen.

Artur parked his car and walked into the White House. Even though Dmitry was living there, it was still a beautiful building. He paused briefly and thought about all of the history and powerful people that had passed where he was walking. Now he was walking along those steps. He knew that he wasn't powerful in the sense they were. However, power is relative, and a medium fish in a small pond can be the one everyone else fears.

The inside halls still had clean white sheets on all of the floors, making the walk quiet. The walls were clear, and Artur wondered where Dmitry had moved the artwork.

"Artur, our leader, is waiting for you," one of Dmitry’s staff said as Artur approached the Oval Office.

Artur wondered what happened to the other guy who sat there, but it was only a momentary thought: "Dmitry must have replaced him." The fact that he was replaced didn't worry Artur as much as what it told him about Dmitry's state of mind.

Opening the door into the office of the President of the United States still gave him an odd feeling. He swung the door open and walked in, not knowing what to expect. The walls were bare, the floor covered with sheets, and a single chair in front of the fireplace. The doors to the rose garden were open, and in the fading light, Artur could see Dmitry standing in the shadows just outside the office.

"Supreme Leader, I came to provide you an update. I had a plane fly over Camp David to get us information, and they shot it down. The President must still be there, but they are surrounded, and we will have them under control soon."

Dmitry didn't respond to Artur's comments, so Artur continued.

"The processing center that I sent up here in DC is working well, and we are finding recruits. We are finding that almost 75% of the survivors are clean. Our numbers are swelling even though we are finding fewer survivors."

Dmitry didn't respond, so Artur moved towards Dmitry's side, just beyond the French Doors, but still in the corner. The air was nice and pleasant outdoors. Artur was enjoyed the fading evening light and the faint smells of the roses. However, the unpleasant fact of standing next to Dmitry was something he had to deal with.

Dmitry acted dismissively and just walked back into the office as if Artur wasn't there.

Oh, brother, Artur thought as he kept talking while following Dmitry into the office. As they entered, Artur pulled the doors closed behind him. 

The Roof of the U.S. Treasury Building

Ruth whispered into her commlink, "LL, Ruth. I had a chance at the number two guy, but I didn't want to scare off number one. They never got in the open where I could get off a clean one. It looks like they've shut down for the night. I guess we'll have to wait them out."

"Roger, we'll set up here in the Treasury Building. Michael and Mack, you cover the exits. Shirley and I will cover the roof, Ruth, and Marty get some rest. Echo team, let's set up here on the top floor and wait for the next opportunity. Until that happens, we need to put together a plan to get some eyes on what they're doing inside the White House. Let's talk about it tomorrow. We can settle in an office one floor below our vantage point. We'll rotate team members for lookout and covering the escape route."

The team members knew the drill; they silently moved through the building, selecting the best locations, and they began to unpack their gear and settle in.

LL cleared each of the offices on the top floor. He was professional and wasn't distracted by the personal effects. While he checked them out, he felt comfortable thinking about his team around him. Getting Marty assigned to the team was great. LL had worked with him before on other assignments, and until O healed, Marty would more than carry his load. Ruth and Michael from the secret service are great at what they do, although Ruth and that big sniper rifle of hers still impressed him. Both of them had done more than their part when Camp David was attacked. He smiled because his team fit together and worked as if they had trained together for a long time.

Hallway at Camp David

Louis felt a little lost. He no longer had the White House to protect, but as head of the President's Secret Service detail, he still had the President's safety to worry about. Since the attack on Camp David, everyone around the president was tight. They had to find a plan B, something where the president could be protected better.

"Admiral," Louis said as they ran into each other in the hall. "How's the weather doing? We've got to get the Chief out of here and somewhere where we can protect him."

"My thoughts exactly. He and I have been talking about moving the government to an aircraft carrier in the Atlantic. We just looked at the weather patterns, and I was going to brief him; come on, along. I think we have a break coming up, and I'm going to suggest that I head out and fly to the carrier, then we can bring him along in a short time."

"Excellent, Admiral, that's exactly what I wanted to hear."

Louis and Admiral Hagerly searched the camp for the President and found him in the library reading the History of Politics by Winston Churchill.

"Mr. President, I see you're engaged in some light reading," Admiral Hagerly quipped.

"They lived in a different era, but right now, I'm getting comfort in remembering how it once was. You know it's funny how much everything has changed and how little it has changed. The politics of the 18th and early 19th centuries were so much like what we had before the virus. I hate to say it, but I'd rather go back to the sniping, backstabbing, and backroom maneuvering than dealing with this virus."

"Yes, Sir. At least we could battle with our enemies. This virus hit us so hard, so fast, we didn't have much of a chance," mused Louis.

"Mr. President," said Admiral Hagerly.

"Yes, Nial."

"Our best guess with the weather forecast shows that the western Atlantic is clearing up. I suggest that we begin our plan to move the government to the carrier. Sir, I'd like to go to Andrews with your permission and have some carrier VIP transports come in. That way, I can check it out and get on board to prepare for your arrival."

OEBPS/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
Join my Reader's Club
and get 3 FREE NOVELS

Their soc,ietx was runninP
Earth is attacked by a well until they found ou

suspicious virus and two who created them
Al'computers emerge.
One is programmed to s

help and the other has its

own agenda.
Seven teenagers are

kidnapped and taken on a tour
of time and space

Winner Apple Literary Medallion





