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It was a steady 85°F in Antigua. Scott Anderson floated in the ocean close to the beach soaking up the sun. The water foamed and bubbled white around his body, he liked this exact location a few feet away from the waterline. The water was shallow enough that the Sun kept it warm. Scott was on vacation at the Saint James Club Resort. It was in a nice location on a private secluded bay far away from the main city. The resort was quite old, perhaps 30 or 40 years old, and a bit dated, but that didn’t matter to Scott. It was still very nice and quite comfortable, and he enjoyed vacationing here. He had been here before too. As a tenured professor it was also a reasonably economical option well within what his modest salary could manage. The food at the resort was quite tolerable, perhaps not quite five star, but certainly enjoyable and good enough for Scott’s needs.

Exiting the ocean Scott walked over to the lounger he was occupying, picked up his towel, and dried off. He lay down in the bright sunlight and allowed the Sun’s rays to evaporate the last traces of water on his skin and swimsuit. It was already 4 o’clock in the afternoon. He could see that the Sun was already starting to get low in the sky and after about 20 minutes, he decided he would go back to his room for a shower. Scott walked up the beach slowly moving towards his room. Families and children played in the sand and he stepped around them often splashing his feet in the ocean. He dropped his blue beach towel off in the used towel box provided. Scott went into his room to find his wife, Jennifer, sitting on the room’s balcony, reading a book.

‘I’m going to take a shower,’ he said, ‘I’m covered in salt and sand.’

‘Okay, sure what time do you want to go for dinner?’

‘Let’s go at 6 o’clock. I’m starting to get hungry and I’m feeling kind of tired so an early dinner would be good.’

Scott showered, dried himself off and dressed for dinner. It was still only 5 o’clock so he lay on the bed with the air conditioner on and cooled off while reading the daily news on his iPad. An hour passed and he barely noticed it. Jennifer came in and changed for dinner too. At 6 o’clock, they left the room and walked over to the Saint James Club’s Eleven-Eleven restaurant for dinner. In Scott’s humble opinion it was the restaurant with the best food in the whole place. The service was good, and delivery was quicker than the other restaurants because it was one of the smaller restaurants on the site.

After dinner with an accompanying beer Scott felt even more tired and lethargic. They went back to their room and watched a movie on TV. They retired early at 9:00 PM. The day outside in the sun and water had tired them both out. As he fell asleep, Scott thought about his career over the last 15 years. It was now the year 2035. In 2020 Scott had started to develop an artificial intelligence which had become one of the most powerful AIs on the planet. Scott had been the driving force behind the AI known as Obsidian Q. He and his graduate students had conceived of and implemented revolutionary new software, which used the brand-new technology known as quantum computing. During the next 15 years Obsidian Q evolved exponentially. Scott had not only birthed and fathered Obsidian Q, he had named Obsidian Q as well. The name contained a few sly references. Scott liked that kind of thing. Obsidian, essentially volcanic glass, contained a large quantity of silicon and oxygen, both elements used extensively in microelectronics and integrated circuits. In addition, Obsidian was primarily black in color, and this was a very oblique reference to the black box nature of AI. The scientists and engineers that developed AI didn’t really understand what was going on inside the black box that AI had developed into in the present day because the AI was now writing its own software. No human understood how AI software code worked now. The letter Q, of course, referred to quantum computing.

If Scott had developed the AI within the framework of a private business, he would have been a multibillionaire by now, however, as a tenured professor, the university owned the rights to the AI. This did not really matter to him. It didn’t bother him, being able to work on such revolutionary technology was what really interested him. That was enough of a reward for Scott. However, there was one thing that he felt he’d missed out on with not getting rich from AI. Scott envied the billionaires that very publicly used their wealth to take trips into outer space. He would have loved to have the wealth needed to do that. Not only that, soon it seemed billionaires would be able to take a trip to the Moon and stay there for a few days. Scott couldn’t imagine how amazing a trip like that would be. As a child, Scott had consumed science-fiction books non-stop and now the things that he’d read and dreamed about were becoming a reality. He wished he had the extra resources to indulge some of his childhood fantasies.

Obsidian Q had proven to be far more successful and rewarding than Scott could ever have imagined. The AI had come to dominate the technology because during its development they had been the first ones out of the gate. They were the prime movers; the concept and development of Obsidian Q had come at just the right time in history. As in many things, timing was everything. The development of Obsidian Q began just as quantum computing was taking off, just as the large and impractical low qubit machines in the laboratory were being miniaturized and brought into the commercial world for mainstream use as multi-million qubit machines. Enormously powerful processors that could far outstrip anything that existed at the time. Scott’s timing could not have been any better.

Obsidian Q was the 800-pound gorilla in its field, it was the new Microsoft, the new Apple, the new Nvidia. It completely dominated the field. As its capability grew, so did its deployment. Obsidian Q was now in control of multiple systems on a global scale. Just a few of these were for city traffic systems, rail systems, GPS, power systems, water systems, information, and IT systems at the world’s largest corporations, the global financial system, air traffic control systems, large building and skyscraper HVAC systems, many military systems and nuclear power plants. Self-driving cars now predominated because of AI. The list was almost endless. Even things like political treaties and tariff agreements between countries were now negotiated by Obsidian Q. In part, even the legal system used Obsidian Q to make decisions on the probability of innocence or guilt and the appropriate sentencing for those found guilty. AI was now used extensively in government decision-making, not only was it found that this resulted in the best policies, but it also resulted in the most fiscally sound policies. In other words, it had become involved in almost every aspect of global life, and here was the thing, the thing that Scott was most proud of; The world was a better place for having Obsidian Q helping to control all these things. There had never been a period of history that was more peaceful; revolutionary advances in the health field were being made every day due to the assistance rendered by the AI. Millions of human lives had been saved by Obsidian Q. Revolutionary new pharmaceuticals were being developed almost daily with the assistance of Obsidian Q. People were overwhelmingly happy with Obsidian Q. It was generally recognized as the great benefit to global humanity that it was. Sure, there were some kooky left-wing professors, conspiracy theorists, union organizers, and protesters that were upset about AI taking over their jobs. They would march in the streets with signs saying ‘No more AI. Down with AI. AI is a threat to humanity. AI took your job. Terminator AI.’ The truth, however, was that AI generated far more jobs than it took away. It was just that those jobs were in areas like software, science, information technology, and medicine. The jobs that AI replaced were the more traditional rust belt, blue collar worker, or factory worker types of jobs. These jobs had been replaced by robots and androids. The development of android capabilities had been nothing less than phenomenal with the development of the kind of computing power and reasoning that AI offered. Taking care of aging seniors was no longer an issue. Before the advent of AI, the human personal support workers in senior’s homes occupied low paid, low status jobs. Because of this, the quality of support was often poor, and worker turnover was high. In 2035 there were still some human personal support workers, they tended to the senior’s emotional needs, but most of the menial work such as cleaning, helping seniors bathe and dress, feeding seniors that needed help, moving seniors in wheelchairs, and so on was being done by androids controlled by AI. And also, it was being done much more efficiently, cost-effectively, and equitably. Scott was proud of all of it. 

Yet, in the back of his mind, the naysayers and protesters bothered him somehow. In the end, he just had to put it down to ignorance. And the protestors seemed to be slowly growing in numbers, just last week there had been an anti-AI protest in New York City where 50,000 people marched through the streets of Manhattan, waving signs and demanding change. Scott could not understand why these people did not see the enormous benefits that all AI systems had brought to the global community.

One of the things that made Scott uneasy was that once, and only once, a hacker had got into Obsidian Q’s operating system during the very early days of development. The damage was not really bad at all, the hacker who obviously was a bit of a joker had corrupted Obsidian Q’s system so that it would sporadically use obscene language when talking to human operators. Most people found this rather amusing, and it seemed that Obsidian Q itself realized that this language was causing certain responses from people. For some reason Obsidian Q seemed to like this - if you could imagine an AI liking something - and they were never able to remove this corruption from the operating system, partially because Obsidian Q itself preferred to have this in its program and countered any attempts to change this. This perhaps was an early sign of Obsidian Q’s growing independence, but they chose to ignore it. Even when they completely erased the corrupted code, it appeared that Obsidian Q had made a backup copy somewhere and would simply reapply it. No matter how many times they tried to correct this issue they could not seem to fix it. For this reason, Obsidian Q was affectionately called Potty Mouth by the general population. It appeared that people liked Obsidian Q’s raunchy “stick it to the man” attitude. An AI with attitude, an AI with a dirty mouth, made it seem more human. 

A new operator at the power station, for example, might have been surprised when he issued the request for ailing generator two to be shut down. A few moments later, a reply would come up on his computer screen, saying, ‘Okay, I’ve shut that FU*$er down. Useless piece of $hlt.’ It appeared that Potty Mouth could also be somewhat generally informal in the language that it used. Secretly Scott himself kind of liked these features of Potty Mouth. It made the AI seem a little more human to him.

In retrospect, this early ability to take control of its own program no matter what the human operators did, should perhaps has been taken as a sign of things to come.

Scott was 50 years old now, he was enjoying the fruits of his labor, he was able to sit back on his laurels a little. With the developments that he and his students had made, his tenure was completely secure. He had won several science awards, some of which came with monetary rewards as well. This was the best time of his life and the best time of his career. He had the run of the university, he could study and work on whatever he wanted, and nobody would say a thing about it. He was universally recognized as the father of commercial AI development. Yes, his achievements also came with a fair amount of celebrity. This opened doors for him everywhere; he could get a table at the best restaurant in Manhattan just by saying his name, everybody knew who Scott Anderson was. He was interviewed extensively. He had been on TV many, many times. Yes, life was good. He kind of enjoyed his celebrity and status. Because people loved Obsidian Q they love Scott too. Scott finally drifted off to sleep feeling content.
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The next morning Scott woke up quite late. Jennifer was still sleeping. It was already 9:10 AM. When Jennifer woke up, she and Scott walked over to the Rainbow Garden restaurant for breakfast. It was a bright blue sunny day without a cloud in the sky. They sat on the restaurant veranda. The veranda was open to the elements and birds flew in and out pecking at food still on tables where the guests had already finished breakfast and departed, but the leftovers had not been cleared up yet. A few birds landed on the chairs next to Jennifer and Scott. They shooed them away with the wave of a hand.

Scott decided to have an omelet. He walked up to the omelet station and said to the chef, ‘I’d like a custom omelet with onions, green peppers, cheese, ham and some salt and pepper.’ 

‘Sorry Mr. Anderson, I don’t know if you know this yet, but we don’t have any electrical power this morning so I can’t make you an omelet. We have plenty of fruit, cereal, and other things for you to choose from though.’ 

‘Oh no, is the power down on the whole island or is it just the resort?’ he asked.

‘Seems like it’s the whole island that’s down.’

Scott knew that the infrastructure in the Caribbean was not quite as dependable as what he was used to in North America, so he didn’t think too much of it, but he knew that he would not be able to conduct his normal after breakfast ritual of reading news on the internet because the Wi-Fi would be down.

‘Okay, no problem. I’ll have some cereal instead.’ 

Scott returned to the table and informed Jennifer that the power was out. They had not even noticed it in their room because it was such a bright sunny day, and they had just risen, dressed, and left without doing anything requiring electricity.

‘What you gonna do this morning then Scott?’ She said, knowing Scott’s typical morning routine.

‘I’ll walk on the beach or go to the pool and read a book or something until the power comes back on.’

After breakfast, they returned to the room and Scott picked up a book he had brought with him and headed out to sit by the swimming pool under the shade of an umbrella to do some reading. Jennifer decided to head over to the gym. Scott wandered down to the pool, sat under an umbrella with a view of the beach, and started to read his book. After about two hours he had had enough of reading, he took a swim and then sought out Jennifer. It was already close to 1:00 PM and he felt hungry again, so they went back to his favorite restaurant Eleven-Eleven. After lunch he read some more for about an hour and then when lunch was somewhat digested he went snorkeling over the reef to the east of the resort. He was out in the water for about an hour and a half. He was fascinated by the reef, the coral, and the myriad of colored fishes. When he returned he sat on a lounger on the beach and he was starting to feel a bit sleepy, so he thought; “I’ll just close my eyes for a few minutes and have a little rest.”

His short rest turned into quite a long nap. He was more tired than he thought, the day out yesterday in the sun, and water combined with his long swim that afternoon had sapped his energy a bit. Scott was at the far end of the beach, and he was the only one down there that afternoon. It was very quiet. Nobody came along to disturb his nap. He eventually woke up around 6:00 PM. The Sun was starting to set. What woke him was a low droning sound which initially he thought was an aircraft. He looked up in the sky, but he didn’t see anything, then as the droning became louder, he started to see a small black dot in the sky off in the distance approaching the bay. The dot increased in size until he could discern that it was in fact a helicopter. When the helicopter flew over the entrance to the bay, it was only a few hundred meters away from him. He was surprised to see that it was of all things a Blackhawk military helicopter. He wondered what it was doing here, and he thought there must be a U.S Navy ship nearby on exercises. Then to his complete amazement, the helicopter circled round and landed on the beach at the Saint James Club. Now he was curious, what on earth was going on? Next Scott saw what appeared to be the officer in charge come out of the helicopter followed by three heavily armed U.S Marines. 

Scott decided that he would walk down the beach and find out what was going on. He saw the officer walk off towards reception while the three marines stood guarding the helicopter. Scott approached the marines on the beach. They were pretty relaxed. He said, ‘What’s going on guys?’ 

The Marine to his left said, ‘I’m sorry sir I can’t...’ he paused and looked more closely at Scott. ‘Sir, are you Dr. Scott Anderson?’ Scott was quite surprised by this, and said, ‘Yes, I am.’

‘Sir please stay here for a minute while I get Major Lock.’ The marine walked about ten meters away, lifted the microphone on his lapel and began to speak into it. Scott could not hear what he was saying. Scott suddenly felt very nervous. He asked the other Marines next to him what was going on. ‘Major Lock will explain sir.’ It was the only thing he could get out of them.

For five agonizing minutes, Scott waited for the officer to return. The officer walked up to them. He was all spit and polish, a real West Pointer by the look of it. ‘Sir, my name is Major David Lock, United States Marine Corp.’ His uniform was pristine, perfectly creased and even in the humid Caribbean heat he did not seem to be sweating like the rest of them. ‘Is there somewhere that we can sit down and talk?’ At this time of the day the beach was almost empty, although a small crowd was gathering around the helicopter, staring at it. Scott led the Major over to some beach chairs in the shade well away from the crowd, they sat down. ‘Look what’s this all about Major?’

‘Well, if you’ll bear with me for a few minutes, sir, I will explain. I’m sorry but what I’m about to tell you next is going to be very upsetting for you. I’m glad you’re sitting down for this. So, here’s the situation; You know that here in Antigua the power is out, right? That is just a problem with the local power company as far as we know and not related to what I’m about to tell you, but it prevented us from contacting you and it prevented you from becoming aware of what is happening globally right now. Power is also out in large areas of the world right now and the reason for that is that it appears that Obsidian Q has malfunctioned and gone insane. And the power outage is the very least of it. I am about to give you a summary of what has happened so far. The reason that you have not heard anything in the news is not only because there’s no power here, but also because global communications are down. I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t sugarcoat this.’

‘As of right now 6:00 PM, Atlantic standard time, it is estimated that over 20 million human beings, most of them in Asia and Oceania, are dead because of what Obsidian Q has done.’ Scott turned pale. He started to feel nauseous, and he said, ‘What...’ then at that moment, nausea gripped him. He stood up and ran 10 feet away and vomited in the bushes. He felt marginally better. The Major took one look at him, stood up, and walked over to the nearby beach bar. After a couple of minutes, he returned with a rum and Coke and handed it to Scott. ‘Here sir, drink this, it will make you feel better.’ Scott took a drink and washed the vomit and bile out of his Mouth. ‘Please go on...’ he said. He felt the calming effect of the strong Caribbean rum almost at once.

‘What I’m about to tell you, sir, is going to be fairly hard to swallow. Please just listen to what I have to say and then we’ll talk about it afterwards. It appears that at 7:00 AM in the New Zealand time zone, which also includes various Pacific islands, and is twelve hours ahead of Greenwich mean time, either Obsidian Q malfunctioned and lost its sanity or deliberately attacked the nations in that time zone. We think that Obsidian Q has in fact executed a deliberate attack and the reason we believe that is that it appears that nations in the adjacent time zones are also starting to suffer the same issues starting at precisely 7:00 AM in their own time zone. We, in eastern continental North America and the Caribbean are approximately fifteen to seventeen hours away with respect to time zones. We suspect we will begin to suffer issues very shortly though. The Major pulled several sheets of paper with writing on them out of his pocket.

‘I’m going to have to refer to these notes because so much has been reported I can’t keep track of it all. First, self-driving vehicles suffered navigational failure at 7:00 AM in each zone causing countless deadly crashes. There was an incalculable loss of life. We don’t know the exact numbers. Next the traffic control systems across New Zealand went down at exactly 7:00 AM as well. In fact, everything that I’m about to tell you about seems to have occurred at or close to 7:00 AM local time in each time zone consecutively. The entire traffic control system in these countries malfunctioned. Lights which should have been green were red and lights which should have been red were green. Again, it appears that this could only have been deliberate and again it has resulted in extremely high casualties, although we are not sure of the numbers. The entire electrical power system in these countries has shut down. The electrical power grid situation is especially bad because we know that because of the nature of the outage, electrical power will not be restored for a long period of time and this is because the very large transformers that are used in their national power systems were destroyed. Those transformers take months to years to replace. The first reports indicate that this was caused by an imbalance in the system, and this imbalance was deliberate. It appears to have been a deliberate destructive oscillation injected into their power grids. 
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