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Billy had been biking this trail for two years, he knew every twist and turn. He knew when to catch air and when to dip the nose. He instinctively knew the proper speed for each section of the course. It was a perfect day to be outside riding just as the weather forecast had predicted.

Today he was trying to beat his old time on the trail. He had run the scrub board section perfectly. His speed just enough to keep the bike bounding from one ridge to the next without any undue delay. The series S curves he took a little high but came off the last turn with plenty of speed.

He was now in the seven hills section. Each hill was a little different but most bikers treated them as the same. Either catching air and landing on their back wheel or dipping the nose for each. But Billy knew which ones to catch and which ones to dip.

He was attacking the last hill and was just about to fly off the top when he heard something above him. Ignoring the noise for now, Billy concentrated on his landing area. That's when his heart leapt. There exactly where he expected to land was a bike down. Off to one side was a biker tending a wound. How careless to leave your bike on the trail thought Billy just before he was launched over the handlebars when his front wheel caught the other bike.

Billy landed hard, his neck snapped which was fortunate because that was the last pain he felt as he blacked out. He tumbled, bones cracking with each slam of his body into the ground. Internal organs were punctured and crushed. Lacerations were relatively few as his clothing and helmet protected him as expected.

Billy wasn't one to introduce foreign substances into his body so there were no protective nanobots to immediately begin repairs. A few years before and he would have been pronounced dead at the scene.

________

Billy awoke with a sense of well-being. He was laying on his back by the side of the trail. He was surrounded by machinery. He saw the robotic crawlers scurrying from his legs. To one side were two quad-copter drones.

“You okay?” asked the other biker.

“I think so,” said Billy. “But I wish you had cleared your bike.”

“I'm sorry. I was just so preoccupied with checking myself for injury that I forgot. I'm surprised you didn't have your heads-up on, it would have shown you my bike.”

“I know. But I hate to wear one of those when I'm biking, it can be so distracting.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean.”

“What's all this?” asked Billy as he sat up.

“I guess this is a triage unit. It was working on you before you even stopped bouncing.”

“Yeah, I was out of it from the first hit, I thought I had broken my neck.”

“You probably did. That was the first area they focused on. The robots were all over your neck. You've probably got a billion nanobots in your body. It'll take some time to flush all of them out.”

“Help me up,” said Billy.

The other biker reached down to help. Billy got to his feet and walked to where his bike had come to rest. The wheel and front frame were smashed beyond repair. The rest of the frame had reformed itself and looked brand new.

“Too bad they can't fix my bike too.”

“Yeah,” said the other biker. “But I bet they got some great video of your accident. Let's check my Annie and see if we can pull it up.”

________

George Levin had run the company his way all his life. But lately, his way wasn't working so well. People just weren't insuring themselves or their belongings like they used to. 

George could understand. 

Those damn Aggies, he thought, as the new Artificial General Intelligence's were called. Since they had taken over the duties of the government his business had suffered. They had increased life expectancy greatly. Accidents had been reduced to almost nothing. Their engineering had improved materials to the point that material failure was rare. What was there to insure against?

His Whole Life and Term Life insurance businesses had been hit first. Why insure against an early death when there were almost no early deaths? Home insurance had almost disappeared as the Aggies replaced older housing with newer that repaired itself and could stand up to almost anything that nature could throw at it.

And nature, thought George. 

Was there really any natural environment anymore? Storms of any consequence were relics of the past. Earthquakes were only tremors now. Even California had dropped its requirement for disaster insurance last year.

People just weren't renewing their policies when they expired and George hadn't sold a new policy in months. He would be out of business soon although he didn't have to worry about survival. The robotic made stuff was so cheap that George had enough savings to last for many years. His house cost almost nothing to maintain now that he had had it refitted with the new Aggie materials. Even government taxes had dropped. George really didn't understand the new system.

So he would retire when the last of his policies matured and was canceled. He would relax for a few years and maybe find something else to do. But he would miss the office and the insurance game.

________

Darvon agreed with the latest meme, Do What You Can Do! But Darvon wasn't exactly sure what he could do. Once upon a time, he had thought of himself as an artist. But then he discovered an Aggie that could draw or paint anything he asked for and with a better technique than Darvon's.

What was the point of making art when it could be done better by a program and robot? This had happened repeatedly as Darvon was growing up, he would get interested in something only to have it pointed out to him that Aggies and robots were already doing it better.

Darvon ended up on a public allowance and spent most of his days watching vids or playing games online. But shortly after his sixteenth birthday he ran across an article online and the headline caught his eye: Are You Waiting to Die?

He thought it would be an article about despair, and in a way it was, but it was also inspiring to Darvon. There he read about a nineteenth-century painter named Vincent van Gogh. The name sounded familiar to Darvon, he was sure he had seen some paintings by the guy.

He continued to read and found that van Gogh, although almost completely ignored in his lifetime, had painted over twenty-one hundred pieces in just over a decade. Eight-hundred sixty were oil paintings and many were completed in the last two years of Van Gogh's life.

Imagine that, thought Darvon, two thousand drawings and paintings and he didn't stop because he had no encouragement. Now he's famous and his paintings are treasured and inspiring.

And van Gogh had lived in poverty while Darvon knew he wouldn't have to suffer anywhere near what van Gogh suffered. 

No matter what I do with my life. And if I'm going to do something I might as well enjoy it. Maybe I'll try art again, I know it's more fun than playing games all day.

Darvon was just about to close his Annie when he saw an advertisement on the side offering cheap art supplies. Free to persons under eighteen. Darvon immediately applied.

The Aggie filled Darvon's order and had it on a drone to Darvon's house before Darvon could close his Annie. The Aggie knew that it was important to act fast when motivating a human.
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Illiad Jackson was surprised at how fast the changes were happening. In his ninety-seven years in the Asteroid Belt and now on Titan he had seen huge changes but nothing like this. Since the rise of the Aggies in the last few years, changes on Earth were increasing exponentially. 

Aggies were very different from the Artificial Narrow Intelligence devices (colloquially called Annies) that most people carried with them to access the net or the Em-based intelligence's (emulated brains running in hardware) that had managed the tower complexes for the Earth's governments for the past seventy years, these were the ones that Illiad had experience with.

Just in the past few years, the Aggies had taken over their own development from the programmers. They had improved their programming at a speed that only an Aggie could keep up with. And that's when the changes in technology and society on Earth started accelerating. It wasn't long until Aggies were displacing Ems on Earth.
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