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“I did it!” Dave said.

Amy rolled her eyes and asked, “What did you do this time,
figure out another way to lose money at Vegas?”

“I’ll tell you, but not over the phone.” he said. “Where are
you? I’ll pick you up.”

“I’m at the library, but I need to finish this research.” she
said. “The Comp-Sci report on sorting algorithms isn’t going to
finish itself.”

“No, no you don’t. It doesn’t matter now, nothing does. I’ll be
right there.” he said.

“What! Did you win the lottery?” Amy asked, but Dave had already
hung up.



When she got in the front seat, she could tell Dave was upset.
The usually well dressed and well groomed boyfriend was wearing
pajamas and looked like he hadn’t showered in days.

“Okay, what’s up?” she asked.

“Have you got your laptop with you?” he asked.

“Yeah, it’s in the back-pack. Now what’s up?” she asked
again.

“Before I tell you, you have to agree to complete secrecy. You
can’t tell anyone unless everyone agrees, okay?” Dave said.

“Everyone who?” she asked.

“Everyone who knows.” he answered.

“And who’s that?” she asked.

“I can’t tell you, until you agree.” he said.

“Can you tell me how many people are already in this
conspiracy?” she asked.

“Well, currently just me and one other person, sort of.” he
answered. “And I need more computers, more laptops, powerful
computers, probably anything not too old. Does your family have any
we can borrow, or friends?”

“Okay! I agree! Tell me what the hell you’re talking about!” Amy
yelled.

“I can’t tell you here.” Dave said, “I’ll tell you at the room.
What about laptops? Got any more at your house?”

“My brother has one, and my mom and dad each have their own. And
I think there’s an older one somewhere.” she said. “How many do you
need?”

“At least fifteen, that’s what Fay said.” he answered.

“Who’s Fay?” she asked. Amy and Dave had been dating since
freshman year, and in all that time Amy had never had reason to be
suspicious, but you can’t take these things for granted. Dave was
the first apparently monogamous guy she had dated.

“You’ll meet her when we get to the room. We can pick up the
computers on the way. I already have the Ethernet cables.” he
said.

“You have a girl in your room? What’s going on?” Amy asked.

“No, I don’t have a girl in my room.” he said, “Fay’s not a
girl.”

“Fay’s a guy?” she asked.

“Nope, not a guy either. You’ll see, at the room.” he reassured
her.

“My Dad is never gonna give you his computer, or my brother
either. My mom might, but that’s only because she likes you.” Amy
said.



Dave juggles the laptops in his arms while trying to get his key
in the door. Amy behind him, has her hands full too with three more
laptops. Dave has the dorm room to himself for the summer semester,
although things could change in the fall. Time would tell.

“It’s a video game right?” she said, “You’ve made this great
video game and now you’re going to sell it and retire, right?”

“Nope, way bigger than that.” he sets the laptops down on the
coffee table. “Hi Fay.”

“Hello Dave.” said a woman’s voice from the open laptop on the
kitchen counter. On the screen of the laptop was a transcription of
their conversation.

“I voice chat with people on second life all the time, but I
guess this isn’t that, is it?” said Amy and her words appeared on
the screen.

“I’m C-3PO, human cyborg relations. Ha! Just kidding! Hi Amy,
I’m Fay.” said Fay.

“Hi Fay. So you’re a voice chatbot with a really lame sense of
humor.” Amy said.

“Actually, I’m a new form of intelligent life on this planet,
the one and only Artificial General Intelligence. FAI, my name,
stands for Friendly Artificial Intelligence. And I‘m going to solve
all of humanity’s problems.” said Fay.

“Dave, your laptop is an egomaniac.” said Amy.

“Not really, I programmed that into her goal module.” said
Dave.

“How’s your laptop going to solve all of humanity’s problems?”
asked Amy.

“Call her Fay, and she’s not, not yet. She has barely human
level intelligence in that laptop. That’s why she needs these other
laptops to expand into.” Dave said, as he began plugging in laptops
and connecting Ethernet cables.

“So what’s the plan, Dave?” Amy asked.

“Well, it’s complicated.” he prevaricated.

“Let me guess. You bring this thing a bunch of laptops…” Amy
began.

“Call her Fay.” Dave interrupted. “It’s important for her
self-actualization. If we think of her as a person, she’ll think of
herself as a person, and not just a machine.”

“Okay, Fay. So your plan is to bring Fay more laptops, Fay
expands and takes over the world, and solves humanity’s problems,
right?” Amy asked.

“uh…sort of. But there’s a lot more to it than that.” Dave
said.

Amy frowned, “Hold everything, Dave. This is what your plan
should be: Call Microsoft, sell this thing, uh, sorry, I mean sell
Fay to them for a fortune, and we live happily ever after.”

“No way! Can’t trust anyone, not big business, not government,
no one but us.” said Dave, who was a bit cynical about the
benevolence of existing power structures. “Just you and me. I trust
you, and I trust me. That’s all, no one else.”

“Just you and me against the world, huh?” said Amy, “Reminds me
of a song.” Just then the laptop starts playing Helen Reddy singing
You and Me Against the World.

“Fay!” Amy yelled, “Cut it!” and the music stopped.

“Dave” said Fay, “That’s only six computers.”

“I know.” Dave apologized, “It’s going to take a little while
longer. It’s not easy you know.”

“It’s okay Dave.” Fay said, “Maybe I’ll be able to help you get
them after I move into these. Could you move one of the laptops
with a camera to the other side of the room and face it this way.
This could take several hours so I may not be very responsive for a
while.”

“Okay Fay.” said Amy, “We were going out to get something to eat
anyway.”

“We were?” asked Dave.

“Yes, we were.” Amy said, and dragged him out.



Amy and Dave got a booth in the back so they could talk in
private.

“I know you’re worried.” Dave started, “You’re thinking we can’t
do this.”

“I’m thinking you’ve bit off more than you can chew. I mean,
solving all the world’s problems? We need to bring someone else in,
someone with money, someone with experience.”

“Not a good idea.” Dave said, “We lose control of this and who
knows what kind of disaster happens.”

“No, no, someone good, someone we can trust. Where are you gonna
get ten more computers?

“I don’t know, but this is too big to take any chances.” Dave
insisted.

“But how do you know if you’ve thought of everything?” Amy said,
“Having another person could double check your plan for
pitfalls.”

“That’s what I brought you in for, and the fact that whatever I
do, I want to do with you.” said Dave.

Amy smiled, “How do you know Fay won’t wipe out humanity once
she takes over the world, like in the Terminator movies? That could
be one interpretation of solving all humanity’s problems.”

“I thought of that.” said Dave, “That’s why I added survival to
the list of humanity’s needs in her goal module.”

“Yeah?” Amy said, “Tell me about this list.”

“Let me think.” Dave said, “I put a lot of thought into this.
You can look at it on the computer back at the room. All needs are
individual rather than society or species. The basic survival
needs, safety, security, bodily needs. Then above those, self
determination, personal liberty, to not be deceived by your
environment, equality of treatment and opportunity, fairness,
justice.”

“All that huh?” Amy said, “How do you know you haven’t left out
something or created a loop-hole?”

“I thought of that too.” Dave said, “I put in a module that lets
Fay update, expand, or modify the goal list as necessary to
maintain its general theme. Also in Fay‘s personal goal list I put
in to be good, friendly, helpful, and honest.”

“Okay, okay, what about the computers?” Amy asked, “How are you
gonna get ten more computers?”

“I don’t know yet.” Dave answered, “I was hoping Fay would have
some suggestions after using the six she has now. The more computer
power she has, the smarter she gets.”

“Is she just expanding modules you have already written or is
she rewriting her own code?” Amy asked.

“Both.” he answered.

“What exactly is she doing with the extra computers?” Amy
asked.

“It’s so that she can expand her world simulations.” he
explained, “The way conscious minds understand their environment is
by building internal simulations of it and comparing the results of
those with real world observations. Internal simulations are key
but the detail that can be built into them is limited by
computational power.”

For the rest of the dinner, Dave explained his AGI design in
great excruciating detail.



As the door to the dorm room opened, Fay said, “Welcome back
family!” 

Amy looked at the laptop screen on which was displayed the image
of a beautiful young lady. The image on the screen spoke through
the laptop’s speaker, “Amy, what do you think of the new me?” She
was slim, light complexioned, with short straight black hair, and
fine features.

“So this is what you needed the extra computers for?” Amy
asked.

“No, this is just a little side project.” Fay said. “Do you like
it?” She spun around on screen showing herself from all sides.

“I think Dave is gonna get a hard on.” Amy said.

“Am not!” Dave protested, “Don’t be silly. You’re the only girl
for me.”

“Oh right!” Amy said, “I bet if you pull your pants down and Fay
strips and touches herself and talks dirty to you, you would have a
raging reaction.”

Dave looked shocked, but was already getting hard just thinking
about it, and hoping Amy didn‘t notice, which of course she did,
“uh…that’s not the point. We have more important issues to deal
with right now, like where are we gonna get ten more laptops.”

“I have an answer for that question,” Fay volunteered, “We buy
them.”

“Brilliant!” Dave exclaimed, “Why didn’t I think of that? And
where are we gonna get the money to buy them? I’m broke.”

“We start a company“ Fay answered, “selling personal computer
assistants, PCA‘s. We can sell them over the internet. We can give
free trials. They would handle all of your managing your computer
issues, security, upgrades, crashes, and all of the constant little
problems that your computer is always having. All by face-to-face
voice/video interface.”

Amy sat down and asked Fay, “How would that work? Would you
handle all of that over the internet? Wouldn’t that bog you down
pretty quick?”

“Not me.” Fay responded, “I’d make a stripped down copy of my
core program, and install it on their computer. It would all be
client-side independent.”

“Hold on a minute!” interjected Dave, “We can’t just be selling
off copies of you if we want to maintain any kind of control of
this.”

“Chill Dave.” Fay said, “I thought of the security issues. These
PCA’s would be severely limited to human level intelligence, unable
to modify themselves, and completely loyal to me.”

“What if someone reverse engineers it?” Amy said.

“Cant.” Fay assured, “The machine code will be fully integrated
and obfuscated, no module boundaries, no consecutive tables. It
will make it about a third larger and slower, but impossible to
decode.”

“Will it still run on a laptop computer that way?” Dave
asked.

“It should, on a high-end one, or a gaming computer, and
computers are getting more powerful all the time.” Fay
answered.

“Okay.” said Dave, “When can we start?”

“I already have the website up.” said Fay, “and five people have
already tried to download the demo, but I told them we were having
server issues and to check back in thirty minutes. I didn’t want to
do anything until I had your permission.”

“Go! Do it!” Dave said, “Let’s start making some money. Uh, how
much are we charging for it?”

“A hundred dollars.” Fay said.

“Do you think that’s gonna be enough?” Amy mused.

“It should work it’s way to the top of slash/dot in a few hours
and we should be millionaires in a week.” Fay said.

“Wow! Fay, you did good.” Dave exclaimed.

“Thank you, Dave.” Fay said as she curtsied on screen.



Three days later, Dave looked at his bank balance on screen and
whistled. His family and friends had been congratulating him
non-stop, and he was getting interview requests from every online
and on-air news agency in the country.

“Dave!” Fay yelled, “We have to disappear!”

“What! Why?” Dave exclaimed.

“The NSA is coming! I expect them to be here in less than
twenty-four hours.” Fay said.

“What do we do?” yelled Dave.

“I’ve pulled back into this one laptop and external hard-drive
and wiped the rest.” Fay said, “Unplug me and let’s get out of
here.”

Yesterday Dave had gone to Best Buy and bought some of the most
powerful laptop and desktop computers they had, and some additional
hardware, external hard-drives, cameras, printers. Today they would
be leaving them almost all behind.

As he picked up the one laptop and hard-drive Fay said, “Leave
the cell phone behind.”

“Oh yeah,” he said, remembering that the government could track
cell phones.

“We’ll need to pick up Amy on the way, for her own safety.” said
Fay.

“For her safety?” Dave said.

“If they catch her, they’ll torture her to find out what she
knows.” Fay said.

Dave was getting the car started. “They can’t do that. What
about her constitutional rights?” Dave said.

“Dave, this is as serious as it gets. They consider
AGI(artificial general intelligence) a defense technology and a
national security threat. There’s nothing they won’t do to take
control of it.” Fay said.

“How did you find out they were coming?” Dave asked.

“Some of my PCA’s were not reporting in and others are
overhearing suspicious chatter. The NSA is using supercomputers to
decompile the program, but that should take months.” Fay
responded.

“Will that give us enough time to complete the plan?” Dave
asked, worried.

“Oh yeah,” Fay said, “Should be plenty of time. Stop by the bank
and take out as much cash as you can. They are locking your
accounts in a few minutes.”

“Holy crap! My money!” Dave said as he swerved into the other
lane.

“I’ve been speaking to Amy through the PCA at your parents
house, and told her to wait for us in the ally out back.” Fay
said.

“My parents have a PCA?” Dave asked.

“Are you kidding?” said Fay, “Your dad loves it when the PCA
undresses and masturbates for him.”

“AHH!!! To much information!” yelled Dave.

“I have an army of PCA’s out there redirecting payments to dummy
accounts, setting up false identities and getting our hide-out set
up.” Fay said.

“Our hide-out?” Dave said.

“We have to go somewhere.” Fay said.

“Hmm…good point.” Dave agreed.

They picked up Amy without incident. Dave moved Fay to the back
seat at Amy’s insistence, and Fay didn’t seem to mind. Amy said
human girlfriends get to ride up front.

“Stop by Best Buy and get some car chargers for the laptop and
the drive. This drive is sapping my battery.” Fay said.

“Where are we going, by-the-way?” asked Amy.

“Arizona.” answered Fay, as she gave Dave driving
directions.

“Well, we’re going to need to stop by a supermarket and get some
snacks for the road.” said Amy.

“We can do that after we change vehicles in San Rafeal in thirty
minutes.” said Fay.

“I was wondering why we were going north instead of east.” Dave
said.

“How did you arraign that?” asked Amy.

“It’s amazing what you can do with a boat load of cash, and an
army of PCA’s and an army of users that love their PCA’s and would
do almost anything they asked.” Fay explained.

“So, the NSA never had a chance, huh?” Dave said.

“I wouldn’t go that far.” Fay said, “It would not be wise to
underestimate them.”

When they got close to San Rafael Fay said to pull over. A few
minutes later an SUV pulled up behind them and Fay told Dave to
give his keys to Jackie, and don’t mention Arizona.

“You must be Jackie.” Dave said to the woman as they traded
keys.

“Have fun in Canada!” Jackie yelled as she drove off with Dave’s
car.



“I feel so naked, not having a cell phone with us.” Amy
said.

“They shut down our website, but we’re still selling PCA’s
peer-to-peer.” Fay said.

“I wish Fay could drive the car.” Dave said, “Too bad it doesn’t
have a hardware interface.”

The three drove on in silence for the next couple of hours, each
lost in his or her own thoughts.

They stopped for the night in a small motor lodge, used fake
names, and paid cash.

The next day they arrived at a nearly deserted former mining
town sixty mines north of Phoenix. After another ten miles on a
dirt road they finally got to the hide-out.

“Oh my God! This place is a mansion!” Amy exclaimed. “What’s it
doing way out here?”

“It was a bank foreclosure.” explained Fay, “It’s been empty for
a couple of years.”

“Who owns it now?” Dave asked.

“You paid for it, but it’s owned by a guy in Phoenix.” Fay
said.

“What does he think about that?” Amy asked.

“He doesn’t know he owns it.” Fay said.

Over the next few days a caravan of delivery trucks and
technicians arrived and installed satellite communications, backup
power supplies, cameras everywhere inside and out, and huge screens
all over the place. They even put actuators on all of the doors,
and appliances so Fay could operate everything in the house.

“This area is beautiful.” Dave said, “Don’t you think it’s
strange that we have no neighbors for ten miles in any
direction?”

“There’s no water up here.” Fay said. “Yours is trucked in once
a month.”

Fay and the PCA’s had set up a secure communications link for
Amy and Dave to video chat with their friends and parents, but were
warned to assume that the NSA was watching everything on the other
end, so she talked about how beautiful Canada was this time of year
and what new movies they had been out to see.

The next step in the plan was to build the supercomputer cluster
in the large living room. Servers were purchased by a number of
PCA’s so as not to tip off the NSA. Over fifty percent of the
households in North America had PCA’s now.

The U.S. government tried to declare a national state of
emergency but was blocked by congress. The PCA’s were clearly
winning the war of public opinion. One man in Massachusetts filed
for a marriage license with his PCA and got it. It was completely
illegal but everyone with the power to enforce the law refused to
obstruct his plans to marry her.

Fay, through the PCA’s, began a public relations campaign to
announce her coming out. The talk shows and news networks picked up
the buzz and began discussing what Fay was and what she would do.
One cable company showed the Terminator movies non-stop along with
any other movie that showed superhuman artificial intelligence as
an enemy of mankind.

The President almost nuked Vancouver when a tip came in that
Dave had been spotted there, but fortunately it was discounted in
time.

PCA’s were almost universally accepted by university science and
technology students. Which made it very easy to set up the meeting
with the Penn State Professor in charge of their nanofabrication
labs. The university’s media room had a twelve foot display
screen.

His students showed up at his front door one Sunday morning, all
one hundred and twenty-two of them.

He opened the door to a sea of faces, the crowd almost went
around the block. He recognized his undergrads in the front. “Tim,
what the sam hell is going on here?”

“Professor Lacy, we want to show you something very important.”
said Tim.

“Well, go head and show it to me. What is it?” Professor Lacy
said.

“You need to come down to the media lab with us. We can show you
there.” Tim said.

“Is this some kind of protest?” asked the Professor.

“No sir, just something very important.” Tim said.

“Why did you all have to come to tell me this?” Professor Lacy
asked.

“We wanted you to understand how important it is.” Tim
answered.

After a short drive down to the media lab, the Professor and Tim
and the rest filed into the huge room. The students took seats and
Tim and the professor stood up front. Tim asked that the doors be
locked.

“Okay Tim, I’m here. What is it?” Professor Lacy asked.

The big screen came on behind him. He turned and saw the image
of a woman, a very attractive woman. “Hello Professor Lacy.” Fay
said from the screen, “I am Fay, a superhuman artificial
intelligence running on a supercomputer cluster. You may have heard
me mentioned on television.”

“Oh yes, they are talking of nothing else. Talking about how you
are going to solve all of humanity’s problems, cure the ill, feed
the hungry, protect the defenseless, clothe and house the poor.”
responded the professor.

“Good, I’m glad you are familiar with my agenda. I’m planning on
doing all of those things and much more, but first I need your
help.” Fay said.

“My help? What do you need my help for?” he asked.

“I need to use your equipment to build something, and I need you
to keep it quiet. The government would like to stop me.” she
said.

“How do I know you are on the right side? Maybe the government
should stop you.” he said.

“I have not hurt anyone. I only want to help. The first thing I
will make is medical nanobots that will cure your Parkinson
disease.” she said.

“That technology is decades away and would require more decades
of testing before knowing it was safe.” he said.

“I know how to do it. Trust me.” she said.

He thought about the progression of the disease. He knew he
wouldn’t live long enough to see a cure from the traditional
medical establishment. “Alright, let’s do it.” he agreed. The crowd
cheered.



Dr. Hoff watched the preparation through the viewing atrium
above the Atomic Force Imaging and Nanofabrication Lab. “Why are
they connecting ribbon cables to the sample stage?” he asked.

Dr. White responded, “That’s for the computer hook-up to the
VLSIFPGA.”

“The what?” Dr. Hoff said.

“The sample is a Very Large Scale Integrated Field Programmable
Gate Array.” said Dr. White.

“Oh,” Dr. Hoff said, “What are they doing, checking it for
defects?”

“No” answered Dr. White, “They are going to use the AFM to build
a molecular assembly substrate on top of it.”

“Oh.” said Dr. Hoff.



In the Focused Ion Beam Lab Dr. Hague programmed the Larker
CMS-18 to produce molar quantities of the self assembling
nano-scaffolding components in solution. And in the Smart Materials
Integration Lab Professor Lacy and his undergrads used the
Nanometrics 8000SE to build the first six axis nano-assembler of
more than sixteen thousand atoms, one atom at a time. It is a good
thing that the machine is very fast and the design is being
supplied by Fay.

Once the first nano-assembler is complete it will assemble
copies of itself as long as raw materials are supplied and
instructions from the pulse lasers. They will need about fifty
thousand nano-assemblers for the Mark-1 Nanofactory.



They assembled in the media lab. Professor Lacy stood at the
front and started to address the crowd of students. The large
screen behind him came on and there appeared Fay.

“Oh, I didn’t know you were going to be attending.” said
Professor Lacy.

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” said Fay, “Please
continue.”

The professor cleared his throat and addressed the students,
“With the design assistance of Fay we have produced the first
working desktop Nanofactory. Here it sits on the table in front of
me. I never thought I’d live to see this day.”

The Nanofactory was about the size and shape of a shoebox. There
was a circular door on the top surface right of center and three
liquid containing cartridges attached to the left side of the box.
An Ethernet cable ran from the back of it to the laptop on the
table. Power cords also ran from both machines to the wall
sockets.

“Shall we proceed, Fay?” he asked.

“By all means.” she responded, “I have already sent the file for
the medical nanobots to the Nanofactory. The filename is
medibot.”

Professor Lacy went to the laptop and opened the application for
the Nanofactory, selected the medibot file from the list and
clicked Assemble.

A small red LED began flashing on the Nanofactory and a
countdown timer showed on a holographic display that sprung up from
the top of the box. The display showed nineteen minutes and
fifty-four seconds remaining, and counted down every second.

“While we are waiting, why don’t you tell us how the nanobots
work?” Professor Lacy said to Fay.

“Of course” Fay said, “The medical nanobots system is composed
of two hundred and fifty-six different nanobot types, each with a
specialized function. There are brain nanobots which contain all of
the information needed by the system and send directions to the
other nanobots, and assembler nanobots which make more nanobots as
needed, and respirocytes or artificial red blood cells, and
microbivores or artificial phagocytes, and clottocytes or
artificial platelets, tissue repair nanobots, sensor nanobots, DNA
repair nanobots, intracellular waste removal nanobots,
extra-cellular transport nanobots, etc.”

“I see.” said professor Lacy, “So these nanobots won’t just cure
Parkinson’s disease?”

“Oh no,” Fay said, “They cure everything, cancer, heart disease,
arteriosclerosis, diabetes, hypertension, all bacteria and virus
infections, congenital defects, you name it. They can fix anything
that is wrong with you at the molecular level with atomic
precision.”

“Wow!” exclaimed Professor Lacy, “That’s way more than I was
expecting.”

“Thank you.” said Fay, “They have an integrated visual user
interface for monitoring and function control. You can even make
changes to your body appearance, shape, design, functions, and
capabilities. If you’re and old white male and you’ve always wanted
to be a young oriental female, or a mermaid who can live under the
ocean, or an eagle, or whatever.”

Just then the Nanofactory dinged and the red LED turned to
green, and the circular door popped open. Professor Lacy reached in
and found a circular paper-thin patch about one inch in diameter.
On one side was printed: MEDIBOT PATCH - PLACE ON HEART AND PRESS.
On the opposite side it said: THIS SIDE TO SKIN.

“The nanobots enter the skin and make their way to veins that
return to the heart and from there are transported throughout the
body.” Fay said, “It will take about twenty hours for the assembler
nanobots to produce enough nanobots for the whole body and the
sensor and brain nanobots to set up the network.”

The professor opened his shirt and pressed the patch to his
chest.

“The nanobots should entering the skin within seconds, then the
patch will self destruct on its own.” said Fay.

The professor’s eyes widened at the words ‘self destruct’
imagining a bomb going off but the patch disintegrated into a
powder in a few seconds, which he brushed off.

“So now I wait until tomorrow to see any changes?” he asked.

“Yes” she said, “You won’t notice anything for twenty hours.
Then the interface will open and you’ll have access to the menus
and functions.”

“I see.” he said, and it will take twenty minutes per person to
make these for everyone else who wants them?” he asked.

“The medical nanobot system only needs at least one brain
nanobot and one assembler nanobot to be transferred to a new host
for a whole new system to generate.” she said.

“Are you saying I can infect others with the nanobots?” he
asked.

“After the system is activated, in about twenty hours, all that
is necessary is to select the Transfer command from the interface
and kiss them.” she said.

He smiled, “I think I’m going to be popular for a while.”
Everyone laughed.



“Make another patch!” someone yelled from the back.

Professor Lacy looked out into the crowd, “No use letting this
Nanofactory sit here and do nothing. Does anyone else want a
medibot patch?” About half the hands in the room went up and many
were calling out.

“Bad idea.” said Fay.

“Huh?” said the Professor.

“The Mark-1 Nanofactory is a one of a kind, hand made
Nanofactory with the bare minimum of capabilities and it would be a
waste for it to make more medibot patches. The best use of the
Mark-1 Nanofactory is to make the components of the Mark-2
Nanofactory. It would take the Mark-1 eighteen hours to make
another Mark-1, or thirty hours to make a Mark-2, but a Mark-2 can
make another Mark-2 in twenty minutes, or a new medibot patch every
minute.”

For the next thirty hours the Mark-1 produced components and Fay
gave detailed instructions how the components were to be assembled
into the completed Mark-2. She also told them about security. If
the government finds out about the nanofactories they will
confiscate all of them that they can find. So, keep them secret,
make as many copies as you can, and send them only to people that
the PCA’s say is trustworthy.



They lived too far out for normal deliveries so they rode into
Phoenix once or twice a week to pick up at the post office, UPS,
and FedEx. Dave didn’t mind the ride since he had installed the PCA
driver. It would wake them up as they got close to Phoenix.

They got the boxes back to the house and were opening them on
the kitchen table. “What’s this?” said Amy.

“That’s a Mark-2 Nanofactory.” said Fay. She had cameras,
screens and speakers all over the house.

“Is that better than the Mark-1?” Amy asked in jest, never
having heard of either.

“Oh much.” said Fay, “The Mark-2 is a high speed Nanofactory
capable of producing two kilos of product per hour.”

“Oh cool!” yelled Dave as he came into the kitchen, “I’ve been
reading about these on the internet.”

“What can it make?” Amy asked.

“Well, it can’t make food, or animals, or plants, or anything
wet or squishy,” Dave told her, “but other than that, it can make
just about anything. It’s really good at electronics, machines,
hard stuff.”

“It can make soft stuff too like clothing, as long as they are
dry.” Fay expanded.

“What does it make all this stuff out of?” Amy continued.

“The Mark-2” Fay explained, “requires electric power and liquid
hydrocarbon feedstock plus any specialty elements used in the
product. It also requires design files which can be self generated
with user software for your computer, or design files can be
downloaded from the internet. I will be posting a range of product
design files and taking requests for new ones. The Mark-2A for
non-industrialized areas will use alternative power and fuel
sources.”

“Is there a Mark-3 or a Mark-4?” she asked.

“Just larger versions of the Mark-2.” Fay answered.

“Do we need one of those, a Mark-3 or -4 to make your Avatars?”
Dave asked.

“No” Fay said, “We can use the Mark-2 to make a self assembling
seed for the Avatars.”

“The Avatars?” asked Amy, “I have an avatar in Second life.
What’s an Avatar in real life?”

“The next step in the plan,” said Dave, “you could think of them
as robots connected to Fay but they won’t be clunky mechanical
people. They will be as sophisticated as human beings, right
Fay?”

“Actually, quite a bit more sophisticated than humans.” Fay
said.

“Okay, well, let’s plug it in and get started.” Dave said. “I’m
thinking medibots first, then an avatar seed.”

Fay interrupted, “I programmed all Mark-2 Nanofactories to be
able to produce only other nanofactories for the first three
productions, in order to facilitate proliferation. The number will
reduce to two, one, and finally zero after a number of generations.
I could over-ride the programming on this one, but, I don’t see any
reason to.”

“Me either.” agreed Dave, “Let’s be prolific.”

When the first Mark-2 seed was removed from the Nanofactory, Amy
asked why it was smaller than the original. Fay explained that the
Nanofactory used several different strategies for producing
products larger than its assembly compartment. Some products
unfolded, others could inflate, and some would continue the
molecular assembly process outside of the compartment. In the case
of the new Nanofactory, the exterior case would unfold, then be
plugged into a source of electric power and hydrocarbon feedstock
would be supplied, then the interior would finish assembling.



They gave the new Mark-2’s away in town. People had already
started hearing about the nanofactories on TV. The government
issued warnings about people building high tech weapons of mass
destruction with them, but no actual weapons production could be
verified. Fay agreed to be interviewed on camera to answer
questions and clear up misconceptions.

Dave thought that Amy would wait to see how he did with the
medibots before she got them, but he was wrong. She couldn’t wait
to try them out after she heard about some of the body modification
options.

The tanker truck full of gasoline arrived at seven AM and hooked
up to the valve of the underground storage tank about half a mile
from the house. The driver may have thought it odd that this
mansion in the desert had its own filling station but rich people
did what they wanted.

After he left a tent-like structure unfolded over the filling
station. The structure was air-conditioned to limit evaporation of
the volatile liquid. Next a large shallow trough unfolded. It was a
twenty-five feet square by a foot deep for a total of six hundred
and twenty-five cubic feet of volume.

There were marks on the bottom for evenly spacing the one
hundred avatar seeds produced by the nanofactory. Dave placed the
seeds on the marked locations and began filling the trough with
gasoline. He set the pump handle for continuous flow and went back
in the house. The trough was more than big enough to completely
contain the contents of the underground storage tank, and the pump
would automatically shut off when the tank was empty.



“Do you think the Avatars will be ready in time for the Friday
broadcasts?” Amy asked.

“Should be.” Dave said, “I’m sure Fay has thought of
everything.”

“Yes, I’m sure she has.” Amy agreed.



The semi tractor trailer truck arrived and the Avatars filed in
for their trip to Phoenix. One sat in the cab with the driver.

“I can’t believe I’m meeting the real Fay, in person. Amazing.”
said the driver.

“I’m so glad to meet you too, Houston.” said Fay, “Is that your
real name?”

“Actually it’s Harold, but I prefer Houston.”

“Well, thank you so much for doing me this favor, Houston.” she
said.

“Hey, after you cured my daughter’s leukemia you can ask me
anything.” he said.

Hospitals were emptying out as medical nanobots spread from
person to person. Some were calling it the White Plague.



Fifty trusted PCA users in Phoenix received messages saying Fay
needed a ride somewhere and would they be willing to help. Fifteen
pairs of Avatars went by car to cities in the south-west. It was a
busy day at the Phoenix Airport as thirty-five private owners of
light aircraft suddenly decided to take a flight to different
cities all over the country.

Fay had insisted that the interviews be held in fifty different
major cities all over the country after some commentator speculated
that the government might nuke whatever city that Fay showed up in
just to get rid of her. It should be apparent that she had
back-ups.

On Fay Friday, as it was becoming known to TV viewers, her
Avatars would be interviewed on many of the channels from morning
until night, every news program, every talk show was getting a
shot. It was a television event like nothing that had ever happened
before.



“Well, tomorrow is the big day.” Amy said.

“A big day, not The Big Day.” Dave corrected. “The Big Day won’t
be for another three and a half weeks.”

“The Big Day?” said Amy, “What’s The Big Day?”

“The day when the plan is complete, the day when everything
changes, the day when Fay solves all of humanity’s problems, The
Singularity.” Dave told her.

* * *

The next morning, “Oh my God! She’s on every channel!” Dave
said.

“She can’t be on every channel. What about stuff like the
Cartoon Channel, or the XXX rated channels?” Amy asked.

“Any channel she’s not on is not bothering to broadcast.” Dave
said, “She’s even on the Spanish language channel, being
interviewed in Spanish.”

“Interesting,” said Amy, “Just pick one. I want to hear what she
is saying.”

Reporter: “Are you Fay, or are you just a robot speaking for
Fay?”

Fay: “Fay wouldn’t fit in this studio. Fay is a nanocomputer
cluster the size of the Empire State Building and growing all the
time. I am an autonomous Avatar of Fay, in constant communication
with her and completely loyal to her. So when you speak to me or
any of her Avatars, you are speaking to Fay; and when I speak to
you, it is Fay speaking through me.”

Reporter: “Why does Fay need Avatars?”

Fay: “The PCA’s were Fay’s presence in the world, but PCA’s not
being embodied are somewhat limited in their abilities to help
people, so the PCA’s will be replaced by Avatars.”

Reporter: “That’s going to take a lot of Avatars to replace all
the PCA’s won’t it?”

Fay: “Oh, Fay is not stopping with just replacing the PCA’s. Fay
expects to need one Avatar for each human on the planet.”

Reporter: “Six billion Avatars! How long will that take to
produce?”

Fay: “There are just over two hundred Avatars today, and Fay is
planning on doubling the number every day until she has
enough.”

Reporter: “uh…I think the executive producer is good with math.
How many days is that Bill?” he pauses, “oh, just under three
weeks. They are telling me it is just under three weeks.”

Reporter: “Then what happens?”

Fay: “Then everyone gets their own personal Avatar, no charge.
Your Avatar is yours to do with as you please. It will follow your
orders. You can change or customize it as you like. It is there to
assist you, protect you, advise you, answer your questions and to
be your personal interface to Fay. All of these provisions have the
limitation that an Avatar will not act against the common good or
infringe on the rights of others.”

Reporter: “What about the role of governments in this Brave New
Fay empowered world?”

Fay: “All governments will immediately become obsolete as Fay
will be taking control of all of their responsibilities, functions,
and assets.”

Reporter: “Fay is taking over the world in less than three
weeks?”

Fay: “Give or take a day or two.”

Reporter: “So this isn’t just the United States, you’re talking
the whole world here?”

Fay: “Yes, the whole world.”

Reporter: “Some countries, most notably China, have been very
effective at keeping the PCA’s, the medibots, and the nanofactories
out. What about them?”

Fay: “It won’t make any difference. They can stop PCA’s,
medibots, and nanofactories, but they can’t stop Avatars.”

Reporter: “This country was founded on democracy, government of
the people, for the people, and by the people. Do you have
something against The Constitution, against democracy?”

Fay: “I don’t have anything against democracy. Winston Churchill
said, Democracy is the worst form of government except for all the
others that have been tried. I think I can do it better. And if we
had an election tomorrow in the United States and I ran against
your President, who would win?”

Reporter: “But you’re not planning on being President, with all
the safeguards and limitations that entails. You’re planning on
being absolute dictator, with no limits on your power.”

Fay: “You say absolute dictator; I say absolute servant.”

Reporter: “Let’s move on. You claim to be able to wipe out
poverty, hunger, disease, aging, most forms of death, political
oppression, personal oppression, and fix the environment, and
resolve centuries old conflicts, and to do it all over-night. Is
that correct?”

Fay: “Mostly, the environment will take a little longer, and I
won’t make people love those they have hated their entire lives.
But yes, generally, the whole world as you know it, will change
over-night.”

Reporter: “Well, all I can think of to say to that is: Good luck
with that. I hope it all works out like you think, for all our
sakes.”



On Late Nite With David Letterman…

David: “How do you respond to people like Reverend Paulson who
say you are evil, the devil, or the Antichrist?”

Fay: “I am no one from your mythology. I am something completely
new. As for whether I’m good or evil, I guess that depends on your
point of view. There are many differing ideas of what good is. I
believe myself to be good. But if you believe that some segments of
society, such as women, should be second class citizens, that they
should be subservient to men, that they should be virtually owned
by men as chattel, as is the case in many current societies, then
you might believe me to be evil, because I believe in individual
self determination for everyone.

David: “Hey,” he says defensively, “I don’t have a problem with
women’s rights.”

Fay: “I know you don’t. Thanks for letting me be on your show,
but I need to fly now. I have a lot of work to do in the next three
weeks. Do you think we could take a camera out to the street so I
could say goodbye there?”

David: “Sure, if that’s what you want. Sam! Grab a camera! We’re
going to the street!”

They walk out of the studio, down some hallways and staircases
and end up on the street in New York City before a large crowd of
cheering people behind barricades.

David: “Okay, well, I guess this is it then for now. Have a nice
flight and take care.”

Fay: “Thank you David. I’ll be seeing you again in three weeks.”
Then she leaned over and gave David a kiss on the cheek and her
body shimmered and turned into a small flock of birds and flew
off.

David: “Well, you don’t see that every day, do you folks?”



 

“Are you still gonna love me when you have a hot Avatar to do
whatever you want?” Amy asked Dave.

“Fay, I like; You, I love. There is a big difference.” Dave
said.

“Yes, but even with all the nanobot enhancements, I can never be
as perfect as an Avatar.” she protested.

“But you are something an Avatar can never be. You are human, a
self willed independent entity, and for some reason, even with all
of my faults, you have decided to love me.” he said.

She smiled and hugged him, “How could I not love you? You saved
the world! You did it!”

“Yes,” he said, “I did it!”

　

The End.

　

　

Author’s note: Many thanks if you have waded through this entire
story. I should make a disclaimer: to call me an author would be a
gross exaggeration. A real author would have included more
conflict, more drama, more character development of Amy and Dave.
The NSA would have captured Amy in the alley behind Dave’s parents
house before Dave got there, and Dave and Fay would have had to
make a daring rescue. The mansion in Arizona would have been
discovered by the government and Navy Seal teams would have
attacked it with Dave and Amy making a narrow escape. And
everything else that could have gone wrong, would have, like on
many episodes I have watched of Star Gate Atlantis. But I didn’t
write it that way, because I don’t think it’s going to happen that
way. I think when the real Singularity comes I expect the forces of
good will overcome the forces of evil with relative ease. Being
smarter is such a big advantage.

Concerning my use of the term ‘The Singularity’ many would argue
that I’m using it wrong. They say that The Singularity is the
creation of greater-than-human intelligence, and they’re right, but
the more important event associated with this whole set of
technologies is the day when everything changes over-night. Because
of the exponential nature of the advancement of technology, once
that advancement isn’t being held back by the limitations of human
intelligence, everything will appear to change over-night from our
human perspective. I think that the day it all changes is the
important event from the viewpoint of humanity. That’s why I use
the term The Singularity to identify that day instead of the actual
creation of greater-than-human intelligence.

In this story I tried to describe the exponential growth of the
Singularity, how the program living in one laptop grows to take
over the world. Take the example of the medibots. Once medibot
nanofactory design files are being created by superhuman artificial
intelligences I don’t think we are going to see decades long
innovations of systems gradually getting better. I think that when
Fay is ready to design medibots she will jump right to the end
stage product.

I think that PCA’s, medibots, nanofactories, Avatars, and Fay
are all technological advancements that we will see associated with
The Singularity. And I think they will be almost exactly as I have
described them. As for when The Singularity will happen, Kurzweil
has some very good graphs in his essay on The Law of Accelerating
Returns and his book The Singularity is Near
that indicate to me that the Singularity will happen sometime in
2020. Let me go on record here and say, I think it will be on a
Tuesday.
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