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I

In 2050, I had an amazing idea that would change the course of civilization and save the planet. With an absurd number of ten billion people, poverty was taking over most of the globe. It was like a silly joke repeating itself exhaustively, something rude to see, especially for the most sensitive souls like mine. Why did people like you and I need to know there was misery in some parts of the world? Children died of starvation every day, women were raped, and men fought among themselves and destroyed nature.

Since the beginning of civilizations, humans have gone through countless plagues that have reaped millions of lives. It was in this context that I formed my plan.

In places like China, Africa, and India, diseases multiplied due to lack of hygiene. I could create a biological weapon and release it in one of those countries. It had to be something powerful enough to stop suffering and social inequality. It would be an easy task for me, one of the greatest scientists of my time and the head of an important laboratory. I just needed to be subtle.

And why did I have this perfect idea? Because the illness wouldn't reach rich people. We already lived isolated in some places: Japan, Australia, Canada, and some countries in northern Europe, more precisely Norway, Sweden, and Finland. These small regions kept their borders permanently closed to all underdeveloped countries, protecting their inhabitants against contagious and persistent poverty.

It's been a long time that rich nations have given up helping the poor ones because solidarity proved to be useless in helping those areas inhabited by starving, ignorant and violent people. We knew that small groups controlling the power diverted the donations and investments to reinforce the misery. Therefore, the leaders of developed nations defended that the best thing to do was let the poor solve their own social, political, economic, educational, sanitary, and public health issues.

My first attempt to release the virus happened in Mumbai, the most populous city in India. It was hard to go to that country of ugly and stinking people, but my huge sacrifice resulted in a resounding success. In less than one month, the authorities announced that a mysterious disease had killed about thirty people in the city. Those thirty wonderful people infected many others. A week after that announcement, the number of people that stopped suffering a miserable life was over five thousand. I was mesmerized! My plan worked out the way I had imagined.

From Mumbai, the virus spread in a perfect circle, reaching the surrounding areas. It was something beautiful to watch. It was like a flower blooming in the heart of India. From India, the disease migrated to China, Africa, and Russia. Later, it found its way to small and irrelevant nearby countries. 

The scientists from those infected countries couldn't develop a vaccine. They didn't even understand the unusual nature of the virus—different from anything they had seen. The first symptom was a strong allergic skin reaction that turned into blisters. Then a high fever, and, in some hours, the infected person developed breathing problems. The virus permanently weakened all organs, causing the body to collapse. Death came fast, in less than ten hours, just like the way I projected it to avoid not only suffering but also that the doctors could have enough time to interfere during the infection development. Another characteristic that proved the virus as something unique was the inability of the human body to develop an immune defense against it, since it messed up the immune system, preventing the body from having enough time to fight back against it. It all took place very fast.

A month later, 500 thousand people were free from physical and emotional pain. That was when I got scared. My perfect and invincible virus mutated, passing from humans to birds, including the migratory species.

Because of the new vectors, the virus reached all corners of the world in a matter of days, and at the end of two months, it wiped out one-third of the world population—no matter how rich and pretty the people were. 

I mourned those unnecessary deaths, realizing that my carelessness was unforgivable. The fault for such a tragedy was only mine. If I had set more characteristics, the virus would develop only inside the human body. Such precaution would have prevented the death of citizens from rich countries.

The pandemic spread beyond the borders that, decades ago, stopped the movement of poor people into rich countries. 

Quarantine, tests, social distance, masks—nothing worked to contain the rhythm of the contamination. 

I tried hard to find a cure, but the virus changed and adapted accordingly with temperature, weather, altitude, and other variables. As I said before, my virus was perfect. My efficiency was so great that, without even knowing, I produced the most efficient biological agent ever! A sentient being—more than that, an intelligent and lethal form of life. 

When I announced to the leaders that the virus became the apex being, they didn't accept that I, the greatest scientist of that generation, couldn’t avoid the worst. Under great pressure, I promised that, although I yet haven't found an antidote, I wouldn't give up on saving the population of the civilized countries.

In a few months, 15% of the rich population succumbed. There was, at least, some good news to balance the crisis. According to reports, half of the poor population didn't exist anymore.

After a long day of unsuccessful research, I went home feeling stressed and frustrated. Annoyed with my failure, I threw myself on the couch in a useless attempt to clear my mind of any worry about the disease advancing in rich countries. On one hand, I had a beer, and on the other, the remote control. Automatically switching the channels, I came across an old movie that I watched when I was a boy. In that movie, a cop had suffered a brutal attack, and to avoid death, he underwent surgery that turned him into a machine. At that moment, I realized it was the answer to suppress the disaster.

II

The next day, after staying up all night long to write down my action plan, I brought the document to the leaders of my country. After answering many questions, I waited for their decision. They debated among themselves for a long time. In the end, they agreed to follow my plan.

They called the press, and our president presented my original and radical idea. He spoke with such a sensibility and coherence that moved everyone. Even I was touched by the passionate way he used my words to explain the solution to the most profound challenge we ever faced.

“Dear brothers and sisters, for many generations, we were harmed by other governments' incompetence and their people—that still have the same mindset as our ancestors from the Middle Ages, even worse, prehistory. The undeveloped regions have always brought—and still bring—nothing but problems to us. They hold us back. It's unnecessary to say that recently, once again, a new threat came from the primitive ends of the Earth. In the last years, we have been trying to peacefully live isolated from them, hoping that they can overcome their mental laziness and start reacting and improve their lives to deserve the rights of a human being. But our extreme care of not exposing ourselves to them was useless. What can be done in the face of the new danger? Shall we sit back and let them reproduce like rats and spread plagues around the world?... I say we must not tolerate any more shuffle. There is a solution to our concerns. It’s a simple but efficient plan. First, we must eradicate the poor population. We have proper arming for that. Everything will be done fast, with no pain. After all, we’re civilized folks, not bloodthirsty barbarians. It's the only way to avoid the surge of new diseases. Nevertheless, there is a virus around us, taking our precious lives. For this, there's also a solution: transfer the human memories to robots.” 

The idea was welcomed by many, although some cautious people predicted positive and negative aspects about transferring our conscience to machines. However, they put aside all the alarming assumptions with the promise that technology was advanced enough to solve the problems as they appeared. 

Companies that manufactured robots anticipated all the money it could bring to them. They could triple their profit within a year. Those companies immediately invested inconsistent studies, assuring that the results confirmed that the users would have only advantages if they turned into machines because robots only need routine maintenance. They don't age or get sick. 

They created an intensive advertising campaign to seduce even the most reluctant citizens. I was part of this campaign as the scientist responsible for the project, and I was the first person to undergo the procedure. I can't deny that I became rich.

Meanwhile, the government sent millions of cybernetic dogs to the poorest nations. The mechanical animals were designed to locate and exterminate humans and replaced our soldiers, who didn't need to perform such inconvenient tasks. The press didn't care about it, after all, talking about the extermination of miserable people was considered impolite. No one questioned it. I think everybody was too busy watching me, the first human who transferred his memory to a machine.

Despite all the news reporting that my procedure was a success and that my recovery was instant, it was quite traumatic to wake up in a robotic body. It was as if I was locked in a dark box and couldn't see anything. I felt pressure around my lungs obstructing my breathing. The feeling of choking was so intense that I thought I was dying. I felt my skin under a tight metal layer that didn't give me room to move, not even to open my mouth and ask for help. 

After hours of agony, the technicians figured out all the necessary adjustments, and I got over the worst panic attack of my life. Even so, I remained nervous for a long time. I felt pain in my belly, my hands were trembling, and I got tachycardia. They had to go on with more adjustments, and I finally relaxed, although I was hungry and thirsty. Of course, the sensations were fake. I didn't need food or water anymore. I didn't have a stomach, that's why it was impossible to feel something there, and my hands couldn't tremble since there wasn't a nervous system to make this happen. My body didn't have vital organs or physiological needs. I was free of everything perishable and fallible. I focused on that until my electronic brain could register my new physical reality, and feelings of contentment and accomplishment took over me.

Three days later, I was in front of the cameras as a materialized dream, talking about all the wonders that—let's face it—I had not yet experienced, but since I was the project’s promoter, I listed all the benefits of being a robot, and when they asked me about any adverse symptoms, I lied, “There aren't any side effects.”

The process of transferring the memories of organic bodies to artificial ones started and, following the contractual clause, the clients couldn't say anything about the terrible post-surgery. But the contract didn't predict or solve the problems that would come next.

Without appropriate psychological preparation, the users became depressed since they didn't have their biological identity and didn't recognize themselves when they looked in a mirror.

Due to customers' complaints, we decided to create robots with faces similar to theirs, but attractive. Even the ugliest customers would have more symmetrical features, softer skin, larger and more brilliant eyes.

Despite our efforts, the customers continued having an identity crisis because their metallic bodies looked like RoboCop, a character from the old movie that inspired this project. Only military people and cops preferred a more robust appearance, similar to a war tank on legs.

As time went by, the scientists' dedication resulted in new cybernetic bodies that looked like perfect copies of human bodies with perfect proportions: thin bodies for women, tall and muscular for men. And everyone had flawless skin, shiny hair, and eyes with exotic colors. The users didn't need to worry about going to the gym or spending money on plastic surgeries.

But the customers kept finding reasons to be unhappy. It wasn't good enough to have a fantastic body and eternal life. They wanted to have more specific physical sensations. To solve this problem, scientists synthesized specialized tactile cells, applying a layer on robotic bodies until they reach the same level of sensitivity of human touch.

The next problems to solve were taste and smell. Although the citizens had infinite duration batteries and no need for other nourishment, they wanted to experience flavors and eat just like they did before turning into machines. They also wanted to capture scents from perfume, food, flowers, and everything else, including bad smells.

The more improvements, the more the robot factories made money. The method to prevent extinction turned out to be the most profitable business in history. At that point, the virus wasn't in the spotlight anymore. What mattered was to have a perfect body and an attractive face. It was the chance for old people to become young and never age again, and for the young to avoid aging. 

However, there was one negative aspect: the impossibility of reproduction. Nevertheless, we stated there was no reason to reproduce since robotic humans were almost indestructible. It was the cause of anger, complaining, and lawsuits. In the end, prevailed the contract's fine print. The company held no responsibility for robotic humans' reproduction.

Around that time, I warned the leaders about a phenomenon that I was tracking, the virus threat continued. It never withered. On the contrary, it was even stronger and transmitted among different animals, either pets or wild. It was able to affect and kill even plants thanks to constant mutations. 
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