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So Part 2 of INFORM’s ground-breaking Sci-
Fi novella 2038: A Smart Port Story is here, 
and we’re delighted once again to publish 
it exclusively. The review I wrote for Part 1 
of 2038 last year proved to be one of our 
most popular downloads (along with the 
actual novella itself) and as I’ve had the 
fortune to review the second instalment, I 
can say with complete confidence that this 
next iteration is a far more multifaceted 
and extensive offering. 

The first thing readers will note in Part 2 
is the wonderful depth of characterization 
on display. Part 1 offered us some great 
insights; how the Port of Reykjavik has 
become a major transhipment hub for 
global trade passing over the recently 
developed Arctic passage (incidentally, 
this has begun to formulate already, 
with German port operator bremenports 
[sic] recently entering into a contract to 
develop a new facility in Iceland), how the 
future terminal will be deeply automated, 
and how despite this, the same old 
familiarities of the human condition are at 
play. It is on this note that, thematically at 
least, Part 2 begins.

As I stated in my review of Part 1, I never 
expected to find myself reviewing a piece 
of creative writing in my role as Editor with 
Port Technology, and a lovely experience 
it was, but now I can say that I never 
expected there to be such care, craft and 
attention paid to the world of 2038 and 
the characters therein when reviewing 
Part 2. The authors – Dr Eva Savelsberg 
and Matthew Wittemeier – really have 
gone the extra mile in this regard. While 
one may think this novella is a simple piece 
of foresight into the industry, marking 
developments with a few metaphorical 
allusions to the present day, they may as 
well throw themselves into a great big 
bloody bin. Part 2 is a far more expansive 
piece of work than that. This is so much 
the case that when reading Part 2, I found 
myself identifying with the characters, 
even deeply empathising with them. 
Further still, I found myself appreciating 
that in the Smart Port world of 2038, 
the characters are conflicted with each 
other as well as with the broader systems 
around them as they strive to articulate 
their own perception of the truth in a 

deeply complex situation. This is one of 
the pleasures in reading 2038, while the 
futuristic environment is faintly familiar 
yet simultaneously distant, the human 
stories are developed in such a manner 
that draws the reader into identifying 
with them via the realities of the human 
condition. 

HUMANS & TECH 
The rich characterization and deep, 
complex plot is of course buried in the 
broader theme of the story itself, which is 
humans and technology through the prism 
of the maritime container terminal. The 
issue of human-technology interaction 
isn’t just a fundamental theme in 
maritime, it is arguably one of the biggest 
issues humanity faces, along with climate 
change and political imbalances. 

The implementation of artificial 
intelligence has brought many promises 
in recent years, from the dystopian to the 
utopian. We’ve had repeated warnings 
from the great and good to prepare for 
major changes to our jobs and lifestyles. 
Some sound a cautious note (such as Bill 
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Gates and Elon Musk), while others are full 
of hope (such as Google founder Sergey 
Brin), and some fall firmly in the middle 
(such as the late Dr Steven Hawking). 
The contemporary issue in which this is 
impacting the supply chain – and the wider 
world – the most is in automated vehicles. 
The occupation ‘driver’ remains one of 
the most common job roles in many first-
world countries, and with the advent of 
automated trucking, many unions and 
political figures have sounded alarm bells 
regarding what their future holds. 

One of the most utopian solutions to 
this is universal basic income (UBI), an 
effective ‘robot tax’ that redistributes 
profits made from automating processes 
back to those who lost out in the switch 
to artificial workers. This seems a dream 
for some, a utopian opportunity to be free 
from the demands of work, thereby freeing 
the individual to follow one’s passions in 
life. The counter argument to this is that it 
sounds too good to be true, with detractors 
quoting the old adage, ‘If it sounds too 
good to be true, it probably is’. 

Ergo, the counter-argument focuses 
more on the human need for purpose 
and identity as acquired via work. 
Detractors further state that not all people 
are born with a deep creative desire, 
and would hence find such new found 
freedom bereft of the structure a career 
provides chaotic. This argument is the 
seedbed from which the ‘Anti-Techs’, the 
seditious anti-technology faction in 2038, 
have grown from. The Anti-Techs are 
another fantastic creation, representing 
the logical conclusion of artificial 

intelligence implemented poorly, leaving 
disenfranchised workers with a sense of 
righteous indignation and a score to settle. 

SOCIAL REALITIES
The authors of Part 2 have dealt with the 
issue of machines and tech in a highly 
balanced manner, entwined within a 
winding, engaging plot that develops 
throughout Part 2, the authors explore 
each side of the social divide with some 
dexterity. Such a dexterity thus allows the 
reasoning for character motivations to 
manifest organically, rather than it feeling 
forced with the authors coercing us to take 
a position on the issue of technology and 
human interaction. This harks back to the 
key theme again, and shows that despite 
this being a futuristic Sci-Fi novella, it 
is fundamentally a story about human 
beings. This underlying theme reaches 
through in the zenith of Part 2’s prescience 
as the authors explore the one capacity 
that humans have that machines do not – 
creativity. 

This stark distinction reminds us of one 
the great facets of ourselves as humans; 
that we have an unexplainable soulful 
magic about us that cannot be replicated in 
simple algorithms. This poignant message 
is embodied in the ever-likeable main 
character Douglas, whom the plot revolves 
around. Douglas carries a world-weary 
charm about him, he has the air of a ‘seen-
it-all’ cop without falling so far into cynicism 
that he becomes un-relatable. Given his 
age and his senior position, Douglas is 
clearly a product of an earlier time, and 
that earlier time is the time we inhabit 

now, making it easy for the contemporary 
reader to understand Douglas’s confusion 
and distaste towards the hyper-modern 
tech around him. He expresses this in 
refusing to follow protocols, by turning off 
his monitoring devices, and by relying on 
his instincts rather than pure data. When 
Douglas does all this, you find yourself 
supporting him in these efforts on principle 
alone, but when one factors in the plot 
details (which I won’t give away here), 
it makes you support him all the more. 
Douglas is reminiscent of Dostoyevsky’s 
painfully free notion of man, he who strives 
to show that men cannot be held to simple 
laws alone, that “men are still men, and not 
the keys of a piano”.

CONCLUSION
A character such as Douglas emphasises 
the key questions we face here in 
2019: What are humans in the face of 
technological advancements? How, where 
and why do we need to be mindful of 
our use of technology? Is technology 
something to advance human civilization, 
or are humans something to advance 
technological civilization? The answers to 
these questions are – to paraphrase Bob 
Dylan – “blowin’ in the wind”, yet they are 
questions we must address as we unleash 
incredibly powerful forces on the supply 
chain and each other. 

Part 2 forms the second instalment of 
the 2038: A Smart Port Story trilogy, the 
concluding Part 3 will be released in time 
for the Smart Port Conference in Rotterdam 
in October, 2019.

The incident in question that set events running in 2038
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SECURITY REVIEW
“Where would you like to start Douglas?” 
Elena asked.
“Take me to the incident minus two 
minutes,” Douglas replied. 
“Incident minus two minutes it is. Give me a 
second to queue the correct timestamp and 
sequence the video. Done.”
Douglas stood up and moved to an open 
space at the side of the table. “Let’s go into 
full immersion, Elena, please.”
“Noted. Adjusting.” The slight transparency of 
Douglas’s VR glasses faded away. He reached 
into his pocket to fish out a small case. 
From inside he removed two, small, black 
attachments which he promptly affixed to 
either side of his glasses to block out any light 
making the glasses appear more like Arctic 
explorer’s sunglasses. The two side panels 
activated adjacent to the lenses and extended 
the viewing experience of the VR glasses to 
encompass Douglas’s complete field of sight. 
“Activate hand control, please, Elena. I’d like 
to drive from here.”
“Confirmed.” A simple ring activated on 
each of Douglas’s index fingers followed by 
a brief message appearing in Douglas’s field 
of view confirming both rings had connected 
successfully. Each ring was equipped with 
a multitude of sensors working together to 
detect even the slightest of hand gestures 

thereby allowing the subtlest of hand 
movements to be converted into commands 
to control his VR experience. 
“Douglas, you’re looking at where the incident 
took place two minutes before. I don’t see the 
individual yet,” Elena announced.
“Let’s take a look around,” Douglas 
suggested. He engaged the rings by pressing 
his thumb and index fingers together; 
the rings detected the change in muscle 
tone in his fingers. Once engaged, Douglas 
began moving his arms, releasing his 
fingers, resetting his arms, and repeating 
in a well-rehearsed piece of choreography. 
To an observer, it would have looked odd, 
although increasingly, many people had 
become accustomed to the sight of unusual 
VR movements such as this. From Douglas’s 
field of view, the terminal world was being 
dynamically recreated in 3D all around him 
as he moved through the facility, looking for 
the individual involved in the incident. 
“Found you!” Douglas excitedly whispered. 
He clasped his hands, pressed his fingers 
together, and then pulled his hands apart 
into a wide arch. The VR zoomed in until 
Douglas was face-to-face with the individual. 
At this angle, Douglas could clearly see it was 
a man. He wore simple clothes – dark blue 
jeans and a black hoodie. Douglas couldn’t 
make out the man’s face, but a few features 

of his nose and chin could be seen. 
“Elena, run what we’ve got here and see if 
you can identify the man, please.”
“Processing. I’ll let you know what I find.”
Douglas pulled his hands back together 
halfway, zooming out to include more of the 
surroundings. 
“Elena, please track the man back through 
the remainder of the footage as far as you 
can. I want to know how he got into the 
facility and to this point.”
“Processing. I’ll let you know when I’m 
done.”
Douglas triple-tapped his right fingers 
together, and the video began playing. 
Douglas could see the man standing with 
his back against a container stack breathing 
heavily. 
“Elena, can you determine his bio-signature 
from this feed?”
“Let me check for you, Douglas.” A few 
moments passed. “I’m having trouble with 
the task while running the concurrent tasks. 
I don’t have enough resources.”
“Okay, hold on.” Douglas triple-tapped his 
right fingers again to pause the video. “Elena, 
establish a connection with Interpol HQ.”
“Connection established.”
“This is Douglas, I have a Priority 1 resource 
allocation request for my AI assistant Elena,” 
he stated.
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A nondescript voice replied, “Processing, 
please hold… Processing, please hold… 
Senior level approval required. Transferring.”
“Douglas, what are you doing that you need 
Priority 1 resources?” came the familiar 
voice of Ann. 
“Ann, the depth of the video from the drone 
network here is truly something else. Elena 
might be able to ID the individual as well as 
determine how they got into the terminal, 
but she needs more resources to do it.”
“Okay, Douglas, I’ll approve it. You’ll get 
whatever you need for the next two hours. 
Good luck.” 
The same nondescript voice returned, 
“Resource allocation approved. Can I be of 
further assistance?”
“No, thank you,” replied Douglas. “Terminate 
the connection to HQ, Elena.”
“Connection terminated. Douglas, 
confirming that my resource base has been 
expanded. Thank you. Now, let’s see about 
your requests.”
Douglas resumed the video, locking his gaze 
on the man. A clock in the bottom center 
of Douglas’s field of vision indicated “I-0:52 
minutes”. 
“I have an 87% confidence on his bios.”
“Give it to me.”
“Heart rate 197, breathing elevated. 
Combined with his body language, it would 
indicate high stress and discomfort.”
“Noted.” 
The man could be seen moving closer to the 
corner of the container. Douglas pulled his 
view further out. He immediately saw a dark 
spot form in the left corner of his vision and 
a small overall reduction in footage accuracy. 
This was common when viewing security 
footage. It resulted when the reconstruction 
was missing data to complete the feed which 
was normally the result of no camera being 
present to record the data or data corruption. 
He was used to working around such 
limitations and adjusted the angle of viewing 

to directly above the incident to get a bird’s-
eye view. The time indicated “I -0:29.”
The container was at the edge of a transport 
lane. Douglas noticed the man slowly peek 
around the corner. Douglas flicked the 
camera’s view up the transport lane, to 
reveal the inbound AGV, and then returned 
to the man. 
“I -0:21.”
“Douglas, his bios are spiking. His heart rate 
is off the chart.”
“I -0:18.”
Douglas pulled the video feed in slightly. 
The man could be seen looking back in the 
direction of the terminal perimeter. 
“I -0:13.”
At this point, the unmanned vehicle could 
be seen in Douglas’s bird’s-eye view. “Elena, 
track the edge of the video to the back of the 
vehicle and auto-zoom.”
“I -0:11.”
The video began to automatically pull in 
closer and closer to the man as well as the 
machine’s eventual point of impact. 
“I -0:09.”
Douglas had his gaze firmly fixed on the 
man’s position. He could be seen pushing 
himself off of the container and turning to 
his right towards the transport lane, then 
sprinting with five to seven large strides in 
front of the vehicle before coming to a stop.
“I -0:05.” 
Douglas triple-tapped his right fingers 
together to pause the video. He pushed his 
hands wide and pressed his fingers together 
to pull the video directly in while also spinning 
on his spot. The video was now framed so 
that Douglas was staring the man directly 
in his face. He triple-tapped his right fingers 
together while also holding his left hand out 
in a stop position, slowly pulling it towards 
him to advance the playback in slow motion. 
“I -0:03.”
In slow motion, Douglas watched as the man 
suddenly reversed his body motion in a last-

gasp attempt to escape the oncoming vehicle. 
The sudden change of direction shifted the 
dark hood on the man’s face exposing the left 
side of his profile for a split second. Douglas 
held his left-hand firm, stopping the footage 
replay while triple-tapping his fingers.
“I -0:01.”
“Douglas, are you seeing what I’m seeing?” 
asked Elena. 
“He thought it would stop,” Douglas said, 
puzzled. The look on the man’s face was 
clearly one of panic. “Elena, cancel the facial-
recognition query. I know who this is.”
“Confirmed. Who is it, Douglas?” Elena 
enquired. 
“Elena, I’m revoking your external 
transmission protocols unless specifically 
requested. I’m not taking any external 
comms requests until further notice.” 
Douglas didn’t want to hear the persistent 
notifications and complaints from Interpol 
HQ and Ann.
“Confirmed Douglas, however, I’m obligated 
to advise you that these two actions are 
in direct breach of standard operating 
protocols. I could be of greater help if you 
would share what you know with me.” 
“It’s Arlo.” 
Douglas took off his glasses. The outer light 
hit with a ferocity that normally annoyed 
him, but he didn’t notice it this time. It 
was rare to find such an immersive video 
playback experience that felt so real. The 
footage from the new drones definitely lived 
up to the hype. 
After a few moments, Douglas started for the 
exit. “Elena, please book me a transport to 
the hospital via RPA. Comms granted for this 
specific task and restricted upon completion.” 
“Confirmed. Request lodged with RPA.” A 
moment passed. “Request granted. The car 
you arrived in is still onsite and will collect us 
at the front of the building. Where should I 
tell them you’re going?”
“The hospital.”

GRISELLE
Two years earlier…
The weather was beautiful. Deep green trees 
stood out starkly contrasting with the bright 
blue summer sky. The sun shone down just 
past its midday peak, bathing the green fields 
in a warm, yellow light. Patches of brightly 
colored tulips, primroses, and daffodils filled 
the air with the inviting scent of late spring. 
As Griselle walked through the greenery, 
she took her time, ensuring she kept to the 
path, careful not to disturb the peaceful, 
quiet surroundings. She allowed her mind to 
wander as she approached her destination.
She came to a stop at a freshly dug hole, 
the dirt covered by a green cloth. Griselle 
thought to herself, This isn’t what it was 
supposed to be like. In the movies, it’s always 
grey and miserable. Where’s the rain? She 

caught herself feeling happy that it hadn’t 
rained, but quickly suppressed the feeling. 
“What am I going to do with this stupid 
umbrella?” she mumbled to herself, “It was 
supposed to rain…” A few moments passed 
as her mind raced through the events 
that had led to this moment before she 
murmured the rest of her sentence, “…in the 
movies, it always rained at funerals.”
Griselle stood alone as the priest began 
reciting verses of scripture. His words faded 
away as the casket was unloaded from the 
hearse. Six men she didn’t recognize carried 
it to its final stop, hovering above the hole 
on a mechanical contraption. Returning the 
hearse, the six men left. Her grip on the 
bushel of orange tulips and her umbrella 
tightened. Tears welled in her eyes. The full 
weight of the finality of the moment began 

pressing on her chest and sorrow swelled in 
her heart. It wasn’t even six months ago that 
she’d been here, at this very spot, lowering 
two more caskets into the ground. 
Thoughts began racing through her head. 
Why me? Why was this happening to me? 
The pace of the questions increased her 
confusion. She’d only ever experienced such 
a state in just a few moments in her long, 
academic career, ironically, just before great 
breakthroughs. She was familiar with such 
anomalies and paradoxes of the mind, having 
pioneered many of the major advances in 
neurocomputing that had brought the world 
AI 2.0. – AI’s second major iteration. Instead 
of suppressing the feelings, she embraced 
the momentum in her mind. The sadness 
began to transform into something else. 
She’d lost everything, she mused, and 
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because of what…technology? She’d spent 
her life working towards the advancement 
of technology with the unquestionable 
belief that technology improved lives. 
That it improved the world. She was often 
described as an overly optimistic academic 
who disregarded the “what-if” downsides 
of the technological advancement she 
pursued. Her sadness quickly transformed 
into guilt hitting her hard in the stomach, 
and the impact resonated throughout her 
body. Her legs went limp. She didn’t notice 
the slow fall to her knees or the umbrella 
falling to the ground as it happened. The 
soft green grass padded the impact. Her 
hand remained tightly clenched around 
the flowers. The priest paused and glanced 
down at Griselle before he continued. 
“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust…”
No! She shouted to herself. This wasn’t 
her fault. She wasn’t going to fall into the 
guilt trap. She knew better than anybody 
that AI had evolved so far that it was 
capable of thinking for itself, adapting to its 
environment, reacting to known, unknown, 
and unexpected inputs. She knew better 
than anybody that AI wasn’t a technology 
anymore. It was… She stopped short of 
thinking aloud the word …alive.
The system had failed her. It had failed 
her family. The politicians, the heads of 
corporate empires, the elite. They’d all failed 
her. It was their inability to realize what so 
many had told them before about AI and its 
ability to think on its own, to make its own 
decisions beyond human influence, and in 
many cases, to take control. Their inability to 
make meaningful progress in defining justice 
around AI incidents meant none was given 
to her daughter, Abagail, after her husband 
and son had died as the result of being 
struck by an autonomous vehicle. The grief 
and the lack of closure were too much for 
Abagail, and it consumed her. 
Griselle’s mind raced faster and faster. Each 
detail that had led to this moment was as 
clear as day in her mind’s eye. Moments 
that took months unfolded before her in 
excruciating clarity: politicians arguing, court 
cases, intense pressure. One moment came 
into focus and stuck with her. She’d received 
a phone call from her daughter. Her daughter 
was hardly able to speak as she took Griselle 
through the final verdict. It had come weeks 
earlier than either had expected. Griselle 
longed to be there with her, instead of in, yet 
another, ELAIR conference. 
Her daughter cried into the phone: “The 
courts have ruled that as ELAIR had not yet 
determined AI could be tried, and as it was 
determined that no human was responsible 
for the incident, the case is going to be 
dropped! The judge said that the settlement 
from the Reykjavik Port Authority would be 
honored as a resolution to the case. Why 
can’t they see that money doesn’t fix this!? It 

doesn’t make it better. It doesn’t stop it from 
happening to someone else!” 
Abagail’s voice faded in her mind. How she 
longed to hear her daughter’s voice again. 
She couldn’t have known it at the time, but 
immediately after that call, her daughter 
took her own life. In a cruel twist, she only 
discovered her daughter’s fate when she got 
back to Reykjavik to check on her. The tears 
that had welled in her eyes now slowly ran 
down her face. This was the most ashamed 
she had been in her entire life. This was the 
single thing she desperately wished she 
could go back and change; to do differently.  
The memory continued. After she hung up 
the phone from Abagail, Griselle decided to 
try and get some answers from an old friend, 
a senior politician on the ELAIR advisory 
board. She overheard him at a lunch making 
dinner plans and decided to find him at the 
restaurant and talk. As she stepped out of 
her transport, the cool night air caught her 
off-guard. She stood still to wrap a scarf 
around her neck, stopping halfway through 
as she looked up. She was staring through 
the plate glass window of the restaurant, 
and directly in front of her was the politician 
having dinner with the CEO of a major AI firm 
and a well-known pro-AI lobbyist. Unable to 
move, she simply stared. 
She didn’t know how much time went by 
before the politician looked outside and 
noticed her. He’d been laughing with the 
two other men, but after realizing Griselle 
was outside, his smile disappeared. He went 
pale and stared blankly at her. She knew at 
this moment that something wasn’t right. 
Griselle felt betrayed. She entered the 
restaurant disregarding the hostess’s request 
that she wait to be served and hurtled her 
way to the politician’s table. 
“All the delays in finding a resolution, all the 
debate! It was designed by big business to 
ensure we didn’t find a resolution, wasn’t 
it!?” she questioned the politician. 
“Griselle, this isn’t what it looks like. Let’s not 
jump to conclusions,” he replied.
“Tell me it isn’t true. Please, tell me it isn’t 
true…” 
“Griselle, how long have we known each 
other? You know me better than that.”
“The man I knew would never be at dinner 
with these two!” she barked back. “He was 
an honorable academic who helped to 

pioneer some of the greatest breakthroughs 
in AI. The man in front of me now is little 
more than a power-hungry politician, no 
better than the worst of them.”
“It’s just a casual dinner between old 
friends.” 
“The hell it is, Greg! Don’t for a second think 
I don’t know who they are. I know he’s the 
head lobbyist for the ‘AI Isn’t Alive’ campaign 
that’s been stalling our progress for years.” 
Griselle pointed directly at the lobbyist. 
“Fine, Griselle, you’re right. It isn’t just a 
casual catch up. Technological innovation 
like yours takes money to achieve – money 
that comes from people like this, at dinners 
like this. They scratch our backs so I can 
scratch yours. That’s how business works, 
and quite frankly, you’re naïve if you don’t 
get that.”
“Are you kidding? You’re telling me that we 
can’t come to an agreement because I need 
funding for research projects? That’s your 
play? It’s my fault?”
The hostess arrived at the table with two 
male waiters. “Please mam, you’re disturbing 
our guests. I’m going to have to ask you to 
leave.” Griselle looked up from Greg. The 
restaurant was silent. The gentle classical 
music of the restaurant floated in the 
background. Almost every eye in the house 
was glued on her. She became self-conscious 
physically taking a small step backwards. She 
didn’t like attention. She preferred a quiet 
lab and her computers. 
After a brief pause, Greg spoke quietly, 
“Griselle, I think you should listen to 
the hostess. We can discuss this further 
tomorrow at the conference. After you sleep 
on it, I’m sure you’ll understand.”
Looking to the hostess, Griselle resolutely 
said, “I’ll go.” She turned and headed for the 
door. Two steps on, she stopped and took a 
deep breath. She turned and walked back to 
the table.
“Ma’am, please!” begged the hostess after 
her, Griselle pushing away her arm. 
Griselle started to speak in a somber voice, 
just loud enough for the three men at the 
table to hear her, “Greg, you should know 
that they finalized my daughter’s case today. 
The AI wasn’t found at fault as we both know 
it should have been. I wasn’t there for her 
because I foolishly believed that people like 
us could find a solution at this conference. 
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How wrong I was. We both know it’s wrong, 
and I won’t be a part of a system that 
prevents justice.” Her eyes narrowed down 
on Greg, “You’re more interested in money 
than justice.”
“Griselle, I’m so sorry.” 
“It is too late to be sorry, Greg. My grandson’s 
death, his blood… they’re on your hands.” 
She left the restaurant and headed straight 
for the airport. It would be 18 hours of flying 
to get home, but she was determined to be 
there for her daughter. 
The memory lingered. You think you have 
life figured out, that you can anticipate it, 
Griselle thought, how wrong I was. 
Griselle closed her eyes. Several more tears 
rolled down her face following the tracks 
of those that had come before. She took a 
deep breath, allowing herself to feel her 
emotions, to experience her thoughts. She 
nodded, thus giving her mind permission to 
push on in haste.
The priest had finished his sermon and had 
gone when Griselle came back into the 

moment. She quickly glanced around and 
noticed only the attendant waiting patiently 
nearby. She thought he looked familiar. 
The graveyard attendant watched from a 
careful distance. He recognized Griselle, 
although the last time she was here, she 
was with another woman. That funeral 
had been attended by many people. He 
wondered why no one had joined her 
today. Griselle sat alone next to the casket 
still tightly gripping the bushel of tulips. 
Their strong orange hue appeared so bright 
in contrast to the dark clothes she wore. 
Normally, he’d have begun lowering the 
casket into its resting place, but something 
stopped him this time. He waited intently in 
the shade of a not-to-distant tree for a sign 
that she was ready. 
Griselle had, in fact, felt a breakthrough as 
she allowed her mind to work. Her grief 
was still there, but the sadness that had 
given way to guilt had transformed in those 
last few moments into something else 
altogether. It was a strong feeling; a physical 

urge she’d never felt before. While the 
feeling was new to her, it came in the same, 
crystal-clear manner as had so many of her 
previous breakthroughs. While the idea 
didn’t sit well with her, she trusted her mind 
as true intellectuals tend to do. She took a 
deep breath and wiped the tears from her 
face. 
Griselle stood up to her feet and took two 
steps to close the distance between her and 
Abagail’s casket. Slowly, she laid the bright 
orange tulips on the dark brown, oak box 
whispering quietly to her daughter, “You 
won’t have died in vain, my love. I will make 
this right.” 
Griselle glanced at the attendant who took 
his cue. He made his way to the grave and 
flipped a switch starting the process of 
lowering the casket into the ground. Griselle 
turned and walked away not looking back. 
She knew what she had to do. The world 
wouldn’t be ready for it, but it was the only 
thing that would move those at fault to 
finally do what was right. 

JACK
The café was typical, nothing out of the 
ordinary. Brightly-lit, exposed bulbs dangled 
at the end of black cords that hung from the 
exposed industrial ceiling. Roughly treated 
metal stools lined a bar behind which staff 
busied themselves serving customers. The 
now antique hissing and clunking sounds of 
a traditional Italian espresso machine filled 
the air and complemented the aroma of 
coffee being freshly ground and extracted. 
Opposite the bar, an exposed red brick 
wall was lined with small wooden tables 
each with a small vase containing a few 
sprigs of lavender. Griselle had visited this 
New York café several times on business 
trips. She’d chosen it because it was small 
and secluded and far away from the main 
tourist areas. It would be quiet. 
She’d arrived early on purpose. She wasn’t 
sure who she was meeting. They’d only ever 
conversed in a chat room on the dark web. 
It was all new to her. She’d spent her life as 
an academic working within the technology 
sphere, a sphere you could easily see and 
interact with. But since the turn of the 
century, more and more of the Internet 
existed on the dark web. It was estimated 
that some 80% of the Internet now existed 
in this unregulated, mostly untraceable, 
digital, black market. With enough money, 
you could find anything or anyone you were 
looking for. Experts had warned about the 
rise of cybercrime and hackers, highlighting 
their ability to organize themselves on the 
dark web, but few took it seriously enough 
until it was way too late. 
The money organized cybercrime 
generated dwarfed most small and 
medium-sized nations. In the early 2030s, 
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some governments tried to work together 
to halt the dark web at a hardware level. 
For every piece of hardware that was 
removed, cybercrime syndicates paid for 
two more to be added in its place. They 
had created a “digital Hydra.” Next, they 
tried to stop the dark web at a software 
level. There were initiatives to rethink 
the protocols on which the Internet 
was founded, but in the end, literally 
everything relied on the Internet as it was, 
and ultimately, nothing could be done. 
Forward-thinking companies popped up 
over time to help people protect their 
digital twins, and while this helped, the 
simple fact was that cybercrime syndicates 
targeted businesses more than individuals. 
That was where the money was. 
Griselle watched the door intently from 
the back of the café. She’d selected her 
seat carefully so that she could see almost 
every inch of the venue. Sitting quietly, 
she considered whether she wanted to go 
through with the meeting. She wondered 
if her daughter would have agreed with 
what she was about to set in motion. She 
knew once she started, the chain reaction 
would mean that little could be done 
to stop it. “She’s not here to stop me,” 
Griselle whispered to herself, “That’s why 
I must do it.” 
The door opened. A single man entered 
taking special care to close the door 
completely behind him. As he made his 
way through the café, he slowly took 
the time to observe each table. Griselle 
carefully watched him as he made his way 
through the café. When he came to her 
table, he stopped and gazed at the single, 
orange tulip in the vase. He looked up from 
the flower to Griselle. “I’m sorry, but is this 
seat taken?” he asked firmly.
“There’re plenty of other tables,” Griselle 
replied. 
“Well, I must say that I love tulips, and all 
the other tables…well, they are so cliché 
with the lavender.”
“Please join me,” Griselle said confidently. 
The stranger had passed her first fail-safe. 
Admittedly, the idea of a visual signal and 
verbal passcode to confirm each other’s 
identity had come straight out of a spy film 
– but it worked. The man sat down. 
The man introduced himself, “You can call 
me Tobias.” Clearly, that wasn’t his real 
name, but he wanted to exercise as much 
caution as she did. After all, she’d sought 
him out, and from his perspective, he was 
the one taking all the risk here. It could 
easily be a setup. 
“I don’t mean to be rude,” Griselle started, 
“but I’d prefer to get to the point if it’s all 
the same to you, Tobias.”
“I think I should order a coffee.”
“What?”
“I think I should order a coffee, or it 

might seem odd. Don’t you think?” he 
questioned. 
As the man’s back was to the service 
bar, Griselle raised her hand to catch the 
waiter’s attention. The waiter came over 
promptly, happy to look after the two of 
them. “What can I get for you?” The waiter 
inquired. 
“My friend here would like to order a 
coffee, please,” Griselle replied.
“A normal coffee, thanks.”
“Sure. Anything else?”
“That’s it, thanks,” Griselle concluded. With 
that, the waiter turned and disappeared 
behind the counter. “I’ve got a friend. I 
think he could help you greatly.”
“How so?” the man said, keeping a stiff 
face. 
“Your faction, it has manpower, it has 
resources, but it needs a strategy. 
You’re aimlessly trying to sow the seeds 
of revolution, but instead, you keep 
committing random acts of violence.”
“I don’t know who you think you’re talking 
to, lady. Perhaps you have me confused 
with somebody else.” He knew that as 
the leader of the anti-tech faction, there 
were businesses and even nations that 
were looking for him. He couldn’t be sure 
this wasn’t a trick to get him to reveal his 
identity. 
“I’ve done my homework, Tobias, or would 
you prefer ‘Jack’?” The man was caught 
completely off guard. The color drained 
from his face, and in an instinctive flinch, 
he was standing again ready to move. “Sit 
down, Jack,” Griselle ordered. “I want to 
work with you, not against you.” Jack had 
passed her second fail-safe. 
She’d spent nearly $100,000 to learn his 
name and gain an introduction to him via 
the dark web. She wasn’t about to let him 
walk out of the café. “Jack, why did you 
come today? I can’t believe it was to order 
a coffee, not to drink it, be offended by an 
old lady, and then go home empty handed. 
Surely not…” Griselle said allowing her 
voice to trail off as she purposefully looked 
past Jack’s left shoulder to the waiter who 
approached the table with his coffee. Jack’s 
gaze followed Griselle’s to the approaching 
waiter. He remained silent.
The waiter seemed oblivious to the 
situation. He left the coffee and returned 
to the counter. Jack looked down at the 
coffee and back at Griselle. How on Earth 
did she know my name? Who is she? His 
desire for answers was slowly overruling 
his flight response. He sat.
“As I was saying, I have a friend. I trust him 
completely. He has ideas you should hear.”
“And why should I trust your friend? Why 
should I trust you?”
“Well, for starters, I’ve bought you a coffee. 
In almost every civilization that’s ever 
existed, that’s a sign of friendship, of trust.”

“It hardly qualifies as a pillar for the rest of 
this conversation to be built on.”
“But it should, shouldn’t it? That’s part 
of what you’re fighting for, isn’t it? A 
simpler time when simple gestures 
meant something. When a coffee meant 
something. When the flavor of each cup 
was as much about who made it, the 
barista’s individual skill, as it was where 
the beans came from or the machine that 
extracted it. A time when skilled people 
meant something. Either way. You haven’t 
got much choice.” 
“Let’s say for a second that I can trust you 
because you bought me a coffee. Why 
would I care what Miss Marple and Mr. 
West have to say about strategy? What 
we’re doing is working.”
“No, it isn’t. You blew up an autonomous 
containership last month. Did you ever ask 
yourself who cared? Who paid the price?”
“The shipper paid the price. The 
technology-hungry consumers paid the 
price. That vessel was full of VR headsets. 
It drove the price per unit up 20% while 
Brilletech struggled to meet demand.”
“Well done. It sounds like you’ve got it all 
worked out then, haven’t you?”
“I don’t need strategy advice from you, 
lady.”
“But that’s where you’re wrong, Jack. What 
you don’t see is that the shipment, the 
vessel, the product – all of it – was insured. 
The shipper didn’t lose a dime. Sure, they 
lost a vessel, but that will be replaced in a 
few months. Brilletech didn’t lose anything 
either. Not only did the cost of the units 
get repaid in full, you artificially drove up 
their unit price, and they haven’t dropped 
it back. They couldn’t be happier with your 
initiatives! And the consumers? Well, so 
long as they get their gadgets, they don’t 
care much the cost. Each of your naïve 
plots pushes up the bottom lines of the 
corporations giving them even more money 
to line the pockets of corrupt politicians. 
Each of your failed attempts to drive social 
change ends with you and those you fight 
for losing even more influence, losing more 
rights, losing more humanity to machines. 
You’re losing your fight, Jack. Surely you 
can see that.”
Jack sat quietly, nursing his coffee. His 
calm demeanor had morphed as his flight 
response reactivated. Who did this spinster 
think she was? Paris 2033 had been the 
catalyst that had sparked a flame inside 
him. In two years, they’d achieved so much 
through extreme measures. 
“Talk is for the weak,” Jack shot across the 
table, “Did Arlo put you up to this?”
“Who said anything about talk? And who’s 
Arlo?” Griselle said calmly.
Jack looked at the woman intently. His 
nerves subsiding a touch. “How is it 
possible for you to know me and not Arlo?”

WWW.PORTTECHNOLOGY.ORG8  

2038: A SMART PORT STORY - PART 2



“Simple, Jack. I don’t have a need to know 
this Arlo guy. My friend, he isn’t interested 
in talk.”
Jack sat quietly for several minutes. He 
watched as Griselle sat silently too. His 
mind was racing. He wasn’t afraid to take 
action. It was why the faction looked up to 
him as a leader. He saw a need to act, and 
he acted. 
In a way, Griselle reminded him of his 
father. He could remember being a 
teenager and his father taking him to an 
anti-tech protest. When the police arrived 
to disperse the crowd, his father asked him 
if they should stand their ground or go. 
Jack, unsure of the right path, chose not 
to answer. His father said nothing. Instead, 
they left the protest and started for home. 
They sat in silence through the four-hour 
drive. When they pulled into their driveway, 
his father turned off the engine and spoke 
four words that had since come to define 
his life: “Inaction is an action.”  
“Why doesn’t your friend speak with us 
directly? Why did he send you?” Jack 
questioned.
“He didn’t send me, Jack. Please stop 
assuming things. That’s part of the problem. 
To find the answer to a question, simply ask 
a question without assumptions.”

“Why doesn’t your friend speak with me 
directly?”
“He is a bit eccentric that way. His isolation 
gives him an extremely unique ability to see 
the big picture, but it comes at the cost of 
social interaction.”
“What’s your role in this? Why are you 
helping him?”
“I had the means to find you. And, I’ve 
known him since before he was born. It 
offered a unique partnership.”
“Why does he want to help our movement?”
“Someone very dear to him was killed by a 
computer system. It changed him, and he 
can’t move on from it. In a way, him helping 
you will provide him closure.” 
Griselle used every ounce of her strength 
to hide her personal truth. She’d practiced 
this conversation over and over in her head 
for months, and while it allowed the words 
to flow freely from her mouth, it didn’t stop 
her from feeling the pain. She knew she 
couldn’t reveal her full hand or it would 
compromise everything she’d spent the 
past 12 months working towards.
“How do we speak then?” Jack asked.
“You don’t. He’ll contact you with a mission 
and an outline of the intended effects. 
It’s up to you to decide if you take on the 
mission.”

“When would we start?”
“I have your first mission now. Consider it 
a gift.” Griselle handed Jack a simple, white 
envelope. “Please wait to open it until I’ve 
gone. I don’t know what’s inside. If you see 
the results he thinks you’ll see, then he’s 
confident you’ll come back.”
“How do I find you if I do want to go on?”
“You don’t. My part in this equation 
is done,” Griselle said as she placed a 
generous amount of money on the table.
“I don’t understand,” Jack said, “I thought I 
was dealing with you?” 
“Stop assuming things, Jack.” Griselle stood 
up from the table and noticed Jack still 
hadn’t touched his coffee. “It will look even 
stranger if you don’t drink the coffee you 
insisted on ordering,” she said.  
Jack looked down at the full cup of coffee. 
When he looked up, Griselle had gone. He 
turned and looked over his shoulder. The 
door was closing. The noise of the café’s 
espresso machine filled the vacuum of his 
mind. For the first time since he’d entered 
the café, he was aware of the rumble of 
the conversations around him. He took the 
coffee in his hand and tentatively took his 
first sip. 

MARS
Jack couldn’t believe the mission he was 
facing now. It reminded him of the first 
mission he’d been given in the café from the 
old lady. That mission was as clear as day 
in his mind, but the image of the lady had 
faded. How was it that she’d convinced him 
to listen? He was always so stubborn, so sure 
of himself. How was it that a lady he couldn’t 
remember was able to break through? He 
didn’t have an answer, but he did know 
that he was glad she had. His movement, 
the anti-tech faction, had gained significant 
ground over the past eight months. 
The first mission had been so simple, yet so 
disruptive. Jack had wished he’d come up 
with it. After the old lady had left the café 
that day, he drank his coffee while staring 
at the envelope. After what seemed like 
forever, he’d decided to open it. It contained 
a single plain white piece of paper with a 
typed message: “Take out your phone and 
film yourself walking in front of the next 
self-driving transport you see. Upload it to 
social media. Encourage your followers to 
do the same.” He flipped the paper over. 
“Expected outcomes: 
• Increased loyalty among your core 

followers; 
• Increased follower base; 
• Minor disruptions to the traffic network; 
• Groundwork for Mission 2.”
The mission had been signed with a simple 
pen name “MARS.” 

Jack decided he didn’t have much to lose. He 
left the café, took out his phone, and stepped 
blindly in front of the next self-driving vehicle 
he saw. Of course, the vehicle stopped well 
short of him. He’d been sure to film the look 
on the faces of those inside the vehicle, and 
not surprisingly, they looked shocked. He 
posted the video to several sharing sites 
and propagated it among his social profiles. 
Within hours, he’d reached a million views. 
Videos started popping up all over social 
media of copycats. Jack reached out to as 
many of them as he could and encouraged 
them to spread the word. 
Within days, his social profile had grown 
exponentially from a few thousand to 
millions of followers. They admired his 
form of disruptive disobedience towards 
technology. He had been sitting at a bar 
chatting with friends when his phone 
vibrated. He glanced down at it. The 
message read, “Mission 2, Unknown 
Sender.” Jack immediately stepped away 
from the table without so much as a word. 
He swiped the message to open it fully. 
“Use your new-found social prominence 
to organize a global step-out by region. It 
must be timed to happen simultaneously. 
Take full credit for the exercise. Expected 
outcomes: 
• Increased loyalty among your follower 

base; 
• Major traffic disruptions; 
• Financial penalties to major logistics 

shippers; 
• Consumer disruption; 
• Backlog events throughout the supply 

chain. 
MARS.” 
Jack stared at the message. He read it again. I 
can pull this off! he said to himself.
The rest was history. That mission had set 
in motion a chain of successful events that 
had led him to this moment. Over the past 
eight months, he’d even found that the less 
violent approach had gained him a degree of 
trust with the de facto leader of the anti-tech 
movement, Arlo. He didn’t much care for 
Arlo or his brand of talk-based inaction, but 
he had to admit that Arlo still led a significant 
group within the anti-tech movement. A 
group that still fundamentally disagreed with 
the protagonist actions his faction was now 
known for globally. 
Still, despite all success the faction had seen, 
he’d seen in the recent months, he couldn’t 
believe the mission he now had. He read 
the message again: “Convince Arlo to walk 
in front of an AGV at the Port of Reykjavik. 
Film it. Upload it to social media. Expected 
outcomes: 
• Trust of Arlo’s followers;
• Consolidation of anti-tech movement;
• Significant disruption to major shipping 

hub;
• Backlog events throughout the supply 

chain.
MARS.”
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THE VIDEO
Jack’s hands were shaking. This wasn’t 
supposed to happen, he thought 
frenetically. He clenched his right hand 
tightly around his phone as he stepped 
ashore at the old Skarfabakki Harbour. 
This wasn’t supposed to happen, this 
wasn’t supposed to happen! drummed 
the persistent refrain. Jack walked into the 
nightlife district and entered the first bar 
he saw. 
“Whiskey – neat. Make it a double.” Jack 
watched intently as the bartender placed 
a tumbler on the bar in front of him and 
poured a generous, double whiskey. Jack 
took the drink in his left hand and drank 

it back in a single swig closing his eyes, 
grimacing as he did. 
The image of Arlo being struck by the AGV 
flashed through his mind. He opened his 
eyes immediately. His eyes focused on his 
hands. They were shaking. His phone was 
still firmly grasped in right hand. His fingers 
were pale white. 
“Mate, you don’t look so good,” said the 
bartender with amused concern. 
Jack’s only response was to reach into his 
pocket, pull out a $50 bill, and place it on 
the bar, “Keep them coming.”
The bartender looked Jack up and down, 
“Whatever you’re trying to drink away, I’m 
happy to help you do it, but I’ve worked in 

this job long enough to know that whiskey 
isn’t gonna solve your problem, mate.”
Jack‘s phone vibrated. Lifting his right hand, 
he read the message, “Post the video. 
Unknown Sender.” Jack stared at the lock 
screen of his phone. The color from his 
face drained away leaving him a ghostly 
pale white. In that moment he realized 
that it was supposed to happen. MARS had 
intended for Arlo be hit by the AGV!
“Seriously, you okay mate?” The question 
from the bartender pulled Jack back to the 
bar. 
“Just keep them coming,” Jack said 
dismissively, and with that, the bartender 
poured another double.

ARLO
Present day…
Douglas wasn’t sure what he hoped to 
find at the hospital. His logical side knew it 
wasn’t likely he’d speak with Arlo, and he 
was right. Arlo was in the ICU, and no one 
knew if he’d pull through. Douglas, who had 
used his Interpol clearance to get through 
the local police presence and now stood at 
the window of Arlo’s room. He peered in. 
Before him was a man he’d always known 
to be strong, confident, and brave, but was 
now fighting for his own life instead of for 
those around him. 
Arlo and Douglas had first meet in 2033 
on Douglas’ first assignment with Interpol. 
Douglas had been dispatched to Paris, 
where anti-tech demonstrations against 
a prominent robotics manufacturer had 
escalated to a tipping point. Arlo had been 
the only anti-tech who was willing to speak 
with Douglas. Douglas’s role was new, and 
the anti-techs were not buying it. There was 
a general feeling amongst them that the 
technology companies had the politicians 
– and by proxy Interpol – in their pockets. 
Despite this, Arlo’s risk paid off for him and 
Douglas resulting in Douglas being able 
to successfully deescalate the situation 

through weeks of arduous work alongside 
Arlo. During this time, they were able to 
build a fragile peace together that spread 
to the various stakeholders. Such a peace 
involved concessions on both sides. Yet, 
Paris had three unintended side effects. 
Firstly, Arlo walked away as the de facto 
leader of the anti-tech movement. After all, 
he’d successfully negotiated on their behalf 
to achieve small wins and some protections 
for local workers. The movement had seen 
its first real win in years, and most of the 
movement praised Arlo for his work. His 
prominence combined with his ability 
to secure protections for anti-techs in 
Europe only grew. Arlo was not inherently 
comfortable with the notion of being 
a leader of the movement, but he did 
appreciate that it enabled him to help those 
who he lived and worked alongside, so he 
bore the weight of the role knowing that he 
could do more good under it.
The second side effect was that not 
everyone agreed with the results that Arlo 
had achieved. Paris was the embryonic 
event of the extremist faction inside the 
anti-tech movement. Led by Jack, they 
believed firmly that more would have 
been won in Paris if the protests had 

turned violent. They believed there was 
no victory without sacrifice. They saw the 
affluent technologists sitting comfortably at 
home, neglecting the real concerns of the 
movement, and it disgusted them. They 
wanted to bring the pain and suffering that 
founded the movement to those they saw 
as privileged. They too, did not agree with 
the role that Arlo had been granted within 
what they were starting to consider “their 
movement.” 
The third side effect was the paranoia 
that stemmed from Arlo finding a friend 
in Douglas. Arlo felt that Douglas wasn’t 
a “techy,” understanding he was more 
like the people in his movement in 
temperament and nature, and he was right. 
Fundamentally, Douglas saw technology as 
a means to an end rather an end in and of 
itself. When their paths crossed, superficially 
they would catch up over a drink to discuss 
important matters, yet there was a mutual 
understanding between the two men 
that belied an unspoken respect, and this 
blossomed into an undeniable friendship. 
The pair went to great lengths to keep this 
friendship a secret. They both knew and 
agreed that if it were public knowledge, 
it would compromise their positions and 
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everything they’d worked so hard to build. 
Douglas let himself into the room. Most of 
the machines that used to fill the ICU rooms 
were now designed as an intrinsic part of 
the rooms themselves. The only reminder 
that they were in an ICU room were the 
tubes that came from the wall behind the 
bed. The whizzing and beeping that were 
once the ambience of hospital rooms were 
all but gone replaced by two, large, 80-inch 
touchscreens on either side of the bed with 
a nearly life-size feedback of the patient’s 
body and current condition. Douglas hadn’t 
been in a hospital room for some time and 
found the screens and silence unnerving. 
He pulled a doctor’s stool over to the side 
of the bed and focused on his friend. 
Douglas let out a single, quiet chuckle and 
softly shook his head, “On the ride over to 
the port this morning, the only good thing 
I could find in this shitty situation was that 
you and I were going to get to have a drink 
at the end of it. Why’d you have to go and 
stuff that up?” 
Douglas took Arlo’s hand in his own. It was 
cold and lifeless – two feelings that were in 
direct contrast to the Arlo Douglas knew. 
Douglas fought back the thought of Arlo 
not surviving this, of never speaking with 

his friend again. The image from the RPA 
security video was burned into Douglas’s 
memory – his friend had expected the 
vehicle to stop. 
What were you even doing there? Douglas 
thought. He knew asking the question out 
loud was pointless. This wasn’t how you 
approached problem solving. It wasn’t you. 
Douglas found questions rising in him faster 
than he could process them. His training 
told him to leave so he could clear his head. 
He wasn’t useful to anyone in an emotional 
state.  
Protocol told him that he or Elena were 
obligated to report the conflict of interest 
that had arisen. He knew this and had locked 
Elena down before she had become aware 
of the situation. Even as an AI assistant with 
advanced rational thinking modules, she 
still had to comply with Douglas’s requests. 
Douglas’s mind began racing. Something 
wasn’t right here, and he wasn’t going to let 
someone else take over the investigation. 
Arlo’s hand twitched. Douglas looked 
up at his friend and focused on his face. 
While it was almost completely wrapped 
in bandages, one closed eye was partially 
visible. Douglas could see the familiar, 
REM eye movement of someone who was 

dreaming. He knew his friend was in there. 
“You’re the strongest person I know, Arlo. 
You’ve spent the past five years fighting 
for those around you. You were their voice 
when they had none, their strength when 
they needed direction. I’ve seen how strong 
you can be. I know that you can fight, so I’m 
asking you to fight now.”
Someone had clearly decided to hurt Arlo – 
there was intent – this wasn’t an accident. 
What they couldn’t have known is that by 
doing that, they’d hurt Douglas’s friend, and 
Douglas couldn’t let this go. He set Arlo’s 
hand gently back on the bed and stood up 
returning the stool to its place in the sterile, 
white room. The light in the room hit him 
as if he’d come out of a pod. He blinked 
several times to adjust to it. As he stepped 
towards the door, it opened, and a nurse 
entered. “Who are you? You shouldn’t be in 
here unaccompanied!”
“I wasn’t aware of that policy, sorry,” 
Douglas said softly not wanting to cause a 
disturbance. 
“Just don’t let it happen again, okay? I’ll 
catch hell from my boss.”
“Don’t worry, I won’t be back.” Douglas left 
the room and made his way back to the RPA 
transport. 

HACKED
Griselle stood in her private lab staring 
out of the window at Iceland’s volcanic 
landscape. She’d converted her attic 
after her daughter had moved away to 
university so she could work, free from 
the bureaucracy that surrounded her 
lab on campus. She gazed out across the 
landscape, her eyes moving from black 
rock to black rock, something she’d done 
a thousand times before. 
“Yet another human letting me down,” 
she uttered aloud. “If you want something 
done, you have to do it yourself…” she 
turned and tapped the screen of the tablet 
that laid on her workbench. 

“Griselle, the video is still not online,” 
came a surprisingly deep male voice. When 
Griselle and MARS spoke, he was always 
straight to business. She liked that about 
her interactions with him; they were clear, 
concise, and direct. 
“I know MARS, leave it to others to let us 
down. I want you to hack Jack’s smartphone 
and retrieve the footage. Jack failing to fulfill 
his role here has opened a new opportunity 
for us to kill two birds with one stone.” 
“I see where you’re going with this, Griselle. 
Clever. I’ll leak it to the news. If it isn’t 
online in two hours, I’ll post it anonymously 
and claim it is a cover-up by the mainstream 
media and big money. Either way, I’ll use 

our BOT-net to ensure that it rises to the 
top of all social platforms.”
“I love the way your mind works, MARS. 
Keep me posted.” Griselle tapped the 
screen once again. Griselle sat and 
wondered what MARS looked like in real 
life. She imagined him to be the “Harrison 
Bergeron” type. If people knew who MARS 
actually was and what he was capable of, 
they’d handicap him just the same. She 
smiled as the thought continue, a quick 
half laugh, half exhale, escaped her nose 
audibly. “No, they’d burst into the studio 
with a shotgun!” Griselle declared out loud. 
She then turned on the news and waited 
for his handiwork to bear fruits. 

  11 

2038: A SMART PORT STORY - PART 2



NON-STOP
Douglas arrived back to the port in the 
early evening hours. The sun still hung low 
in the sky, casting an orange glow across 
the terminal. The picketing at the main 
gate had died down a bit. “At least that’s 
good,” Douglas mumbled under his breath. 
“Sorry sir, I didn’t catch that,” responded 
the car promptly. 
“It was nothing,” Douglas started. “Actually, 
can you please take me to the place of the 
incident?”
“Sir, I can’t complete that request without 
RPA authorization.” 
“Authorization request via Emma 
Jonsdottir, please.”
“Please wait.” The car passed through the 
main gates of the terminal. “Authorization 
has been granted by Emma Jonsdottir. 
Shall we go directly there, sir?”
“Yes,” replied Douglas.
The transport veered to the left and 
tracked down a lane before turning right, 
integrating seamlessly into the AGV traffic. 
After the transport made its final turn and 
approached the scene of the incident, 
the AGV traffic thinned. It was clear that 
Cleo was redirecting AGV traffic from the 
incident location when he could. 
The transport slowly came to a stop. “Sir, 
this is the location of the incident. For your 
safety, you can’t exit the vehicle.”
Douglas chose to ignore the transport 
and stepped out of the vehicle. “Sir, you 
must remain in…” the transport’s voice 
stopped abruptly with the thud of the 
door as it closed. Automotive companies 
had mastered the sound of doors closing. 
The “thud” they made was purposefully 
designed by psychologists and sound 
engineers to instill a sense of satiation 
and purpose. Douglas was rarely a fan of 
technology telling him what he could and 
couldn’t do, and today, that was doubly 
true. To him, he clearly could get out of 
the car, and his freedom to ignore what 
the technology demanded in lieu of his 
own inclinations actively empowered him 
– just that bit more than the “thud” of the 
car door did.
Douglas glanced up the transport lane. An 
AGV approached, and he stepped into its 
path in defiance of his trepidation setting 
his pulse jumping and flooding his body 
with adrenaline. The AGV immediately 
started slowing down and veered left to 
avoid Douglas. “While that was expected, 
it was oddly surprising too,” Douglas 
mused aloud to no one.
Douglas was caught off-guard by a 
response. “Why, Douglas, that’s what it’s 
supposed to do,” Elena said. He chose 
not to respond. It was clearly a rhetorical 
statement. 
AI had advanced greatly over the 
years, but non-logical expressions – 

such as irony and satire – tended to be 
outside the realm of most practical AI 
applications. That said, special AI systems 
had been developed over the years for 
artistic purposes. They had been taught 
to paint and draw, to compose music, to 
create screenplays and animations. Some 
had even been designed to write jokes. 
Yet, creativity, as it turned out, was still a 
distinctly human skill. While the AI’s were 
capable of mimicking, and there were AI’s 
that could write the next Stephen King 
novel when given a basic plot suggestion, 
ask them to formulate a plot from 
scratch, and they were lost. Similarly, 
the comedyBOTS – the AI’s developed 
for humor and as they became popularly 
known – did end up being genuinely 
funny but not because the jokes they 
wrote were humorous, but because 
people found them so absurd in-and-of 
themselves that the situation became 
incidentally funny. Douglas recalled being 
happy that in the late 2020s, the fad had 
run its course and humans had reclaimed 
their reign over the comedy industry as 
well as most of the arts. 
As he focused, the expression on Douglas’ 
face stiffened. He now had that look, the 
look so many investigators displayed when 
they were trying to piece together a puzzle 
without all the pieces. It was a look of 
utter focus. He closed his mind and began 
clearing it of external thoughts starting 
with the recollections of comedyBOTS. He 
moved onto the gentle humming sound 
emitted by the drones. When drones 
started gaining popularity, they were loud. 
A swarm the size that serviced RPA would 
have been deafening back then. However, 
with more efficient motors came a quieter 
experience, and today, they emitted little 
more than a hum. With a bit of focus, not 
dissimilar to the practice of meditation, 
Douglas allowed the noise to recede from 
his mind. Lastly, he released his subtle 
concern of the AGVs moving around him. 
Douglas had now entered a state of pure 
concentration. 
He thought aloud in his head, What do I 
already know? What are the questions to 
be answered to unravel this mystery? He 
took a deep breath in and paused for a 
moment before exhaling and continuing. 
I know Arlo was involved in the incident. I 
know that it was an RPA AGV operating in 
a fully automatic mode that struck him. I 
know that Arlo was expecting the AGV to 
stop. I know that the anti-techs had chosen 
to focus on RPA because of their “No 
Human on Terminal” policy. I know that the 
AGV wasn’t hacked and that according to 
RPA’s team, the logs were clean. Douglas’s 
mind picked up its pace, What I don’t know 
is why Arlo was here; it wasn’t his MO. I 
don’t know how Arlo got in the terminal 

and to this point without being seen by 
Athena. I don’t know why the AGV didn’t 
stop. If it was a software failure, why 
wasn’t that in the logs? Had the AGV been 
checked manually for hardware faults? 
More importantly, why would the anti-
tech’s want to stop an AGV? What was the 
endgame? Why was Arlo here? 
Arlo’s bandaged face flashed before 
Douglas’s eyes. He could feel his sense 
of focus slipping. “Focus, Douglas!” he 
audibly demanded of himself. 
“Douglas, your bios are elevated. What 
can I do to help?” Elena queried. Douglas 
didn’t hear her. His concentration and 
inward focus were entirely consuming his 
attention. 
Douglas moved into the middle of the 
transport lane where Arlo had been struck. 
The site had been thoroughly cleaned 
after the emergency response units and 
local police had finished documenting the 
scene into a VR record. Douglas knew that 
the complete VR record was available to 
him, but his experience taught him that 
it wasn’t worth the time to explore. If 
something was there, the dozens of human 
experts and multiple forensic algorithms 
that had been designed to scour the data 
would have already flagged it for him to 
review. 
Douglas turned back in the direction of the 
container that Arlo had been standing by. 
He walked to it and placed his back against 
the container just as Arlo had seconds 
before springing out into the transport 
lane. Looking right, back towards the 
transport and point of impact, he tried 
to imagine Arlo’s thoughts. Why did you 
do it? What could the movement have 
gained? What could you possibly have 
gained from this, Arlo?
Douglas stood and forced his brain to 
analyze. He thought back to the security 
footage. What aren’t you telling me, Arlo? 
He recalled the two minutes that led up 
to the impact. Not long before he ran in 
front of the AGV, he looked left. Douglas’s 
head jerked to that direction. There was a 
clear line of sight out to the quayside of 
the port. 
Douglas walked back to the transport and 
got in. “Sir, for your safety, please do not 
exit the vehicle unless instructed to do so. 
I’ve had to notify Ms. Jonsdottir of your 
breach of our terminal rules.” With that, 
the doors locked with a distinct “clunk.”
“Noted. Take me to the AGV.” Douglas 
wondered what challenges this might raise 
for him. It wasn’t his intent to make life 
difficult for Emma, just to do his job. 
“Sir, you will require authorization for 
me to transport you to the maintenance 
facility the AGV is stored at,” responded 
the car.
Douglas thought to himself that he should 
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have expected that, but his mind was still 
deep in thought. “Request authorization 
via Emma Jonsdottir, please.” 
“Please wait, sir… Sir, I’ve got a call from 
Ms. Jonsdottir for you.”
“Put her through,” Douglas said while 
thinking to himself, Here we go…
“Douglas, you really must stay in the 

transport, it’s for your own safety,” Emma 
started. “You know that you can inspect 
the complete VR record from the scene via 
your headset.”
“Thank you, Emma, I appreciate that, but 
the VR record isn’t the same thing as being 
there in person.”
“I can appreciate that, however, a human 

on the terminal is precisely why we’re in 
this situation.”
“I can assure you that I considered my 
actions before I took the decision.”
“I’ll clear your access to the AGV facility, 
but please try and operate within the 
confines of our rules. They really are for 
your safety.”

NEWSFLASH 
“We’ve got breaking news coming in from 
Iceland,” read the reporter, “Please bear in 
mind that the video we’re about to show 
you is extremely graphic. Viewer discretion 
is therefore advised.” 
Griselle sat watching the TV. She had known 
this journey was going to lead her down a 
path she wasn’t entirely comfortable with, 
but she also knew that it was the only 
way to cut through the bureaucracy and 
to find justice. Griselle muted the TV but 
continued to watch. She knew that the 
cable news channel was already scrambling 
to organize a panel of AI experts to debate 
the incident and that this would devolve 
into a nightmare for the ELAIR committee. 
Never before had an incident of this 
magnitude been caught on camera, and 
never before had it been made so public. 
Normally, big money and politicians were 
quick to brush it under the carpet. “Not 
this time. AI systems have to be held 
accountable for what they are capable 
of doing,” she heard herself utter aloud 
before slipping back into the confines of 
her mind, One man’s death is a small price 
to pay for the safety of all humans on this 
planet.
Griselle was interrupted by the tablet on 
her desk. She knew it could only be MARS. 
She taped her tablet’s screen. 
“Griselle, it’s done. The news outlet didn’t 
even have it for 20 minutes before they 
decided to air it,” MARS started.
It’s sick what companies will do for money, 
for a competitive edge, Griselle thought 
to herself. “They’ve made their own bed 
MARS.”
“That brings phase three to a close. I’ve 
begun implementing phase four, Griselle,” 
MARS continued. “I expect that you’ll be 

getting a call in due course to join their 
panels. I’ve compiled your briefing notes 
on the research that Athena will have 
definitely seen. They are on your secure, 
private droplet.” 
Droplets were a subset of the cloud. At the 
turn of the century, cloud computing was 
introduced to the world, and over decades, 
it grew into the leading methodology to 
build IT infrastructure. At about the same 
time that companies moved beyond the 
data wars of the early 2020s, landmark 
data privacy legislation mandated that all 
global citizens had the right to secure data 
infrastructure to store and control their 
private data. 
“Droplets” were born out of this mandate 
as a conglomerate of tech companies built 
the “Citizen’s Cloud,” the infrastructure 
that hosted the droplets. Just as a physical 
cloud is a collection of unique and wholly 
individual water droplets comprised of 
individual H2O molecules. Each Citizen’s 
Cloud (CC) was comprised of trillions of 
droplets. Every human born was assigned 
a droplet that they alone could access 
through complex, biometric security or 
“CBS.” The CBS was coded to users’ DNA 
signature at birth and updated as they 
grew. 
To ensure that the system remained 
relevant, a global board of directors 
convened at quarterly meetings to review 
regulations and set the inflation rate of the 
data volume of droplets for each user’s 
age, geographic, and profession categories. 
The system was designed to ensure that 
users had access to an appropriate amount 
of storage to suit their life requirements. 
As you aged, you accumulated more 
data, while data heavy professions such 
as doctor and data scientist accumulated 

even more than most. 
Tech companies initially built the CCs 
because they were mandated. But it 
wasn’t long before they had found ways to 
monetize the system. Basic add-on services 
seemingly appeared overnight. Services like 
data packs for gamers who consumed data 
like it was candy became common place. 
Next, premium services such as “digital 
identity protection” and “data insurance” 
grew as AI 2.0 came into its prime. A hacker 
equipped with an AI 2.0 system could crack 
a droplet’s security in mere hours. Anyone 
could hire these services via the dark web 
for the right price. 
Griselle had a liberal data allowance from 
her work as an academic and her consulting 
work with ELAIR. Unlike so many successful 
individuals, she had avoided adding 
premium services to her droplet until very 
recently. After her daughter’s funeral, she 
had secured two premium services: data 
insurance and digital identity protection. 
Her CC provider not only insured that the 
data in her droplet was secure but also 
scoured the Internet for her digital shadow, 
tirelessly working to expunge it from the 
digital record. This meant that unless law 
enforcement had a proper warrant to 
search for her digital footprint, she didn’t 
appear in standard record searches. Yet 
another reason anti-techs had grown to 
loathe the affluent, technology-enabled 
classes of society. The anti-techs had 
a point, too. The privileged genuinely 
were untouchable, as warrants required 
probable cause, and probable cause was 
hard to prove if your only evidence was a 
blurry figure in some CCTV video. 
“Thank you, MARS. After my first 
appearances, you know what to do,” 
Griselle noted. 

HARDWARE FAILURE
“Elena, do we have access to the logs for 
the AGV involved in the incident? I know 
RPA said that they’ve checked them, but I’d 
like you to review them again.”
“No Douglas, but I can request them from 
RPA if you grant me permission.”
“Comms approved for this transaction.”
“Done Douglas, I’ll let you know when I 
have a response.”
Douglas felt the car pulling to a stop outside 
of a three-story-high hangar. While the 

hangar was impressive when standing next 
to it, it easily disappeared among the stacks 
of containers that surrounded it. Douglas 
understood immediately why he had not 
noticed it when he first arrived. What other 
buildings are hiding on the terminal? 
The main doors were closed. To the right 
was a standard steel door fitted with a 
single, chest-high window. The doors 
unlocked with their the same “clunk,” 
another sound that had been engineered 
to invoke a particular feeling. “Sir, you 

may exit the vehicle. Please stay inside the 
human safety zone.” Douglas considered 
what feeling was designed to be invoked. 
Today, it was personal freedom, yet even 
with that freedom there was something 
about the terminal that didn’t sit well in his 
stomach, it continued to manifest itself as 
a sense of being confined. 
Douglas exited the vehicle. Walking past 
another transport, he approached the 
steel door. Before opening it, he glanced 
in through the window. No one could be 

  13 

2038: A SMART PORT STORY - PART 2



seen. Before he could try the handle, the 
door opened. Douglas cautiously entered 
the hangar taking a few steps in to allow 
his eyes to adjust to the lighting. As the 
door shut, a hollow voice filled the hangar. 
“Access granted, welcome Douglas.”
Unaware of where the voice came from, 
Douglas spun around to be sure no one 
had come in behind him. “Hello, who’s 
there?” He said aloud, his voice echoing in 
the large, steel box of a building. 
From the far side of the AGV, a technician 
appeared. “It is just the building control 
system. In a normal office building, when a 
room acknowledges you’re there, it hardly 
goes noticed, but in this metal box, it 
echoes everywhere and can’t be ignored.” 
Douglas fixed his gaze across the hangar to 
the woman. “Sorry for interrupting you. I’m 
with Interpol. I’m here to see the AGV that 
was involved in the incident last night.”
“That would be this one,” she noted. “I 
didn’t know anyone was coming in this 
morning. Don’t you guys normally work 
from the VR record?”
“I prefer to see things in person,” Douglas 
replied.
Elena interrupted Douglas, “Sir, RPA has 
granted access to the data logs.”
“Well, if you’re in here, you’re clearly 
allowed to see it. I was just getting it ready 
for a hardline data backup.” It was standard 
practice for all data to be stored locally as 
well as being transmitted wirelessly back 
to the central system. This redundant 
process provided the ability to verify 
that transmissions were being sent and 
received correctly without data corruption 
or alteration. It wasn’t common for a 
hardline data backup to be required.
“I’ve never seen what is involved in a local 

data backup, can you walk me through it?”
“Happily, come on over.” 
As Douglas made his way over to the far 
side of the AGV, he couldn’t help but 
notice the dried blood on the front of it. 
As he rounded the corner of the AGV, the 
technician came into full view. A slightly 
older woman extended a clinically-clean 
arm out to shake Douglas’s hand.
“I wouldn’t want to be the poor sap who 
decided to face off with one of these 
beasts. They’re modern day steel monsters 
designed with one thing in mind – power.” 
Obviously, the lady had no idea of the 
relationship Douglas shared with the “poor 
sap,” and Douglas did his best to shrug off 
her comment. 
“We have to open this panel here which 
is what I was working on. This one bolt is 
a bit tight.” She reapplied a wrench and 
began adding pressure. The bolt gave way 
after a bit. “When you work with young 
guys, they don’t understand that they 
need to be tight, not stuck!” She removed 
the external panel to reveal a bank of four, 
solid-state hard drives configured in a dual, 
redundant configuration. Across all four 
removable drives was a security label seal 
noting the last time the drives had been 
replaced, “May 2035”. She broke the seal 
and began removing the drives from the 
AGV and inserting them into a docking 
station. Douglas noticed that the docking 
station had a cable running to the far wall 
of the hangar.
“It’s standard protocol for the backups 
to be transmitted over point-to-point, 
hardline data comms. This ensures that the 
backups can’t be tampered with wirelessly 
and allows us to verify the data transmitted 
from the AGV and received by the central 

system are concurrent, that they haven’t 
been altered.”
“Why wasn’t this done last night as part 
of the initial investigation?” Douglas 
enquired. 
“I’m a specialist technician from the 
Industrial Robotics Safety Administration, 
the IRSA out of Switzerland. When 
industrial systems like this are involved in an 
incident of this nature, me or my colleague 
are flown in to inspect them from top to 
bottom to ascertain what went wrong with 
the robotics system. Normally, standard 
techs aren’t authorized to conduct this 
procedure for obvious reasons.”
“Have you found anything out of place?”
“So far, just normal wear and tear on 
sensors but nothing hardware related that 
would account for the system failure from 
last night. Sorry, but that would be too 
easy, wouldn’t it? It’s actually a bit odd. 
Everything I’ve seen today suggests that 
this AGV could return to normal operation 
as it is. Well, not quite as it is – it needs to 
be cleaned.” Clearly, the lady had spent too 
much time around robots and was lacking 
social interaction skills. 
“Excuse me, please.” Douglas walked back 
to the entrance of the hangar. The door 
opened as he reached for the handle. He 
looked up from the handle slightly annoyed 
that he’d been deprived of the basic human 
task of opening the door. “Elena, I want you 
to get a copy of the hardline backup data 
too. Comms approved for the transaction.”
“Yes, sir.” A few moments passed. 
“Approved, but Douglas, we have to access 
the data via a secure hardline in the central 
data center. It’s the only way to ensure the 
continuity of the data-stream.” Douglas 
ducked back into the port transport. 

SOFTWARE FAILURE
Douglas entered the main building and made 
his way down to the data center. Obviously, 
Emma had already cleared him for access as 
the doors opened without issue. 
“Douglas, I’ve finished a scan of the log files 
that RPA transmitted. I’ve come to the same 
conclusion that the AGV was not hacked 
and was not operating in manual override 
mode. The range of possible faults includes 
a hardware or software failure and/or an 
environmental cause. The IRSA technician 
has so far ruled out hardware failure, 
and I can’t find anything in last night’s 
environmental data pool to suggest that 
there were any environmental disturbances 
during the event. The weather was 
favorable for operation, and there were no 
solar disturbances on record. This leaves a 
software failure as the most probable cause 
of the incident.”
“Continue with the software review then, 
please.”

“The AGV was operating under a 
combination of both supplier ECS code 
and RPA configuration parameters. Sir, I’m 
obliged to tell you, that we need to report 
this to HQ. You know as well as I do that 
the AGV’s should be running in manual 
mode right now until the software fault is 
identified.”
Elena was right. The supplier ECS code 
would now need to be checked for bugs. 
Even with an AI to run the code, it would 
still take days, if not weeks, to review and 
test the code against all known possible 
permeations of the operation. This would 
cost the supplier and the port a great deal 
of time and money, not to mention each 
AGV would have to be run in manual mode 
until the ECS code was cleared.  
“Sounds like a motive, Elena.” Douglas 
considered the faction inside the anti-tech 
movement. The idea wasn’t outside of the 
realm of possibility. One life for the greater 
good of the movement was a price they 

would be willing to pay. It wasn’t a secret 
that Arlo and the leader of the faction 
didn’t see eye-to-eye. Arlo and Douglas 
had discussed this many times since Paris. 
The faction could kill two birds with one 
stone.
But it still didn’t make sense. They would 
have had to have access to the ECS. They 
would have had to have known about a 
bug. And finally, they would have to have 
known how to exploit that bug. Sensitive 
code like this was locked down for obvious 
reasons. The hack alone to get into the 
manufacturer’s ECS would have set off 
alarm bells. While the motive was sound, it 
still wasn’t adding up. 
“Elena, I’m authorizing a comms channel to 
run a search on the manufacturer for any 
suspicious activity in recent weeks.”
“What am I looking for more specifically, 
Douglas?” Elena queried. 
“Anything that might suggest they were 
covering up a hack.”
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THE AWAKENING
As he slowly tried to open his eyes, daylight 
hit him sending pain racking through his 
head. Jack had a bad hangover. I should 
have listened to the bartender, he thought 
to himself. Lying motionless, he tried to 
remember how he’d gotten to where he 
was now. Wait. Shit. Where am I?
Jack struggled to his feet, the speed at 
which he stood made him feel sick, he 
turned to his left and puked. I really should 
have listened to the bartender. Leaning 
against the brick wall for support, he tried 
to lift his head, slowly this time. As he 
looked away from the wall, the light sent 
wave after wave of pain through his skull. 
He realized he was outside. As he looked 
up, he felt the tightness of the alleyway 
he was in and it dawned on him he didn’t 
have the slightest clue where he was or 
the amount he’d drank the previous night. 
Last night! The thought hit him 
accompanied by a wave of nausea and an 
unrelenting pounding. He tried without 
success to keep a second round of puke 
down. 
Jack pushed himself away from the wall 
and took a couple of labored steps, 
staggering his way in the opposite 
direction of the searing sunlight. 
He strained to remember what had 
happened the night before. The mission 
from MARS. Arlo got hit. I left and made 
my way to the bar…, but what happened 
after that? He thought. 
He staggered to the end of the road. A 
few passers-by made cautious glances at 
him and made a point of giving him a wide 
berth. One woman covered her nose and 
mouth with her hand as she passed him. 
Jack hardly noticed. “Excuse me, what 
time is it?” Jack shouted after her. She 
quickened her pace, ignoring him. 
Jack searched in his pocket for his phone. 
Pulling it out, he fumbled with it, and the 
handset fell to the ground, breaking the 
screen. 
“Come on!” Jack yelled at himself. A few 
meters up the path, a couple with kids 
stopped and nervously looked on before 
they crossed the road to avoid him. Jack 
noticed. “What! You’ve never seen a 
hungover man before!?” 
He bent over to pick up his phone and 
again lost his balance. Instinctively he 
put out his hand to catch himself, but in 
the haze of the hangover, he timed it all 
wrong and instead twisted his wrist. 
Jack decided to try and collect himself. 
He picked up his phone and tried to turn 
it on. The phone didn’t come on as he’d 
anticipated. Either the battery was flat, 
or it was broken. He fumbled through his 
pockets looking for his wallet. He found 
some cash and a set of keys. He recalled 
booking into a discrete motel on the 

outskirts of town – the kind of place where 
they didn’t ask too many questions, and 
he could pay in cash which was almost a 
thing for the history books. On one side 
of the keychain was the logo of the motel, 
on the other side the address. 
He put his phone back in his pocket and 
made his way to the main road hoping 
to hail a transport. He hoped their 
algorithms wouldn’t detect he drunk, 
but no transports would stop. His messy, 
disheveled appearance and staggering 
made them veer away. Think, Jack! he 
said to himself, trying to gain some 
composure. 
Mustering all his effort, he began walking 
in a fairly regular way and made his way 
to a nearby service station. 
“Can I help you?” questioned the 
attendant. 
“I need paracetamol, mouthwash, a power 
bank, and the key to the bathroom.”
“Can you pay?”
Jack pulled a $100 note out of his wallet 
and tossed it on the counter. “You can 
keep the change.” 
The attendant gestured to the second 
row of merchandise and pulled a key out 
from behind the counter. “Leave it clean.”
Jack collected the key off the counter and 
grabbed the power bank from the rack 
next to it before making his way to the 
shelves. He collected the medicine and 
mouthwash and made his way to the back 
corner of the shop. 
The attendant watched this scruffy figure 
make his way through the shop, carefully 
checking to be sure he only took the 
items he’d requested. After Jack entered 
the bathroom, the attendant rang-up the 
items and paid the account with the $100 
note. He had over $70 in change. Unsure 
if the man was an unstable, he elected 
to leave the change on the counter. 
The attendant began to think how long 
he should allow the man to be in the 
bathroom, but quickly decided it was best 
not to press him. As long as there wasn’t 
a need for the toilet, he would do less 
harm in there than in the shop. 
A slow 20 minutes passed until the 
attendant heard the click of the door 
unlocking followed by the man emerging. 
He was now slightly better off in 
appearance, although still just as pale. 
“Thank you,” Jack said as he returned the 
key and turned to leave the shop.
“Sir, your change.”
“I said keep it.”
Walking outside, the sun hit Jack’s face 
again. The waves of nausea and pain were 
being muted this time being effectively 
treated with the pain meds allowing Jack 
some space to think. 
As he walked steadily back towards town, 
he felt his phone vibrate. It’s working! 

he thought to himself, partially relieved. 
Jack hadn’t backed up his phone data to 
his droplet. If his phone was dead, that 
meant the proof from last night, that 
MARS set him up, would be gone too. 
The all too familiar passcode screen 
appeared. Jack’s retro phone was ancient 
technology by 2038 standards, but it was 
reliable. Where am I going to find a new 
screen for this thing? He wondered. After 
entering his passcode, Jack opened the 
video app and saw that the film from 
last night was still there. He returned the 
phone to the contactless charge from the 
power bank. 
“I need coffee,” Jack uttered to himself 
before looking around for an open coffee 
shop. He walked another block before 
seeing a café that would suit. Ducking 
inside, he sat at the bar in the diner-style 
café. 
“What will it be?” asked the waitress.
“Coffee, please. And some toast with 
butter. Just butter.” The waitress turned 
to a computer to punch in the order. Jack 
looked up and down the bar. The shop 
was almost entirely empty. “What time is 
it?” He’d forgotten to look at his phone.
“3:30 in the afternoon. Little late for 
breakfast if you ask me, but hey, I’m not 
here to judge,” said the waitress as she 
poured his coffee and set it in front of 
him. 
“Thanks.” Jack stared blankly in the 
direction of the waitress as his mind 
worked through the events of the night 
before. Arlo. He didn’t like Arlo, but he 
would never have tried to kill him. Jack 
took a sip of his coffee; the hot liquid 
burnt his tongue causing him to turn his 
head. A flicker in the corner of his eye 
caught his attention. Jack turned to see a 
TV tuned to the news. 
He felt himself lurch upwards as he puked 
onto the counter before stumbling off the 
bench seat making his way to the door. 
“Hey mister, what the hell?” the waitress 
called after him. “What a mess!” She ran 
to the door and shouted after him, “Don’t 
come back, you asshole!” She pulled the 
door shut and locked it. A mess such as 
this, this late in her day, was more than 
enough. She glanced up at the TV. She 
always watched the news as she cleaned 
the café. Today, they’d been playing the 
same video of a man being hit by a robotic 
transport at the port for the past half 
hour or so. She was expecting that they’d 
start airing experts soon. Not thinking too 
much of it, she returned to her cleaning. 
She had a right mess to deal with now.  
Jack fumbled with his phone as he walked 
hastily up the road. I should have listened 
to Arlo. He quickly typed out a message 
and pressed send before ducking into an 
alleyway and out of sight. 
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ADAPTIVE AI
Arriving at the data center, a technician 
greeted Douglas as he entered the room. 
“Welcome back, sir.”
“Please, call me Douglas.”
“Sure thing, Douglas. I’ve been cleared to get 
you set up to review the data backups from 
the AGV. We’ll need to set you up at that 
terminal over there.” The technician gestured 
to his right indicating for Douglas to take 
the lead. He followed in close step behind 
Douglas. “What are you hoping to find?”
“If we’re lucky, nothing,” responded Douglas. 
“Well, I can tell you, it is most certainly a 
boring task indeed. I’ve reviewed dozens 
of these log files, and it is the same thing 
over and over again. No difference between 
them and what we’re getting from the AGV 
wirelessly. Big waste of time if you ask me.” 
Clearly, the technician hadn’t been involved 
in any investigations before. 
“Thanks for the heads-up,” Douglas added, 
“but in my experience, there’s a first time for 
everything.” 
The terminal resembled more of a clear-glass 
desk set at a small angle. It was a generous 
terminal, some 70 inches or so across. As 
Douglas and the technician approached it, it 
awoke. “Authenticating User” appeared on 
the screen followed by; “User Unknown.”
“Admin override 817-Delta-Charlie,” 
instructed the technician.
A soft male voice sprang from the terminal, 
“Admin override accepted. Please have the 
guest user state their name and provide 
their credentials.”
“The terminal will need your full name and 
Interpol ID to grant you RPA secure data 
system access, as well as to pull your Interpol 
workstation,” added the technician.
“Douglas Meyer, Interpol ID AI-897-534-
473,” responded Douglas.
“Please wait,” responded the voice. A few 
seconds passed and the words “Biometrical 
Verification Complete, welcome Douglas” 
came from the familiar voice of Elena. Even 
though Douglas was expecting it, it was odd 
to hear her voice come from the terminal that 
only a second ago had been using a male voice. 
“Elena, I’m authorizing comms for you to 
request access from the Interpol forensic AI 
system to assist you in reviewing the local 
backups.”
“Confirmed, sir. Foresensic AI system access 
granted. We’ll get started straight away and 
let you know if we find anything.”
Douglas looked up at the technician who was 
still standing watching him. Douglas paused 
for a second and then cleared his throat. The 
technician didn’t take the cue. “Sorry, but 
this is official police business. I’m going to 
need some privacy.”
“Oh, of course! Sorry, of course you do.” The 
technician turned to leave. He paused, “If 
you need anything else, just give a shout.” 
He then disappeared into the racks of IT 

equipment that populated the data center. 
Douglas placed his right hand onto the 
screen and his usual workspace activated 
to fill it. It was just where he’d left off when 
reviewing the security footage. He was 
staring directly at Arlo the second just before 
he was hit. Douglas looked at the expression 
on his friend’s face, fixated, before pulling 
his right hand down to the corner of the 
terminal. The video playback interface was 
minimized to a thumbnail. It sat amongst 
only a few things on Douglas’s workspace 
including the PTI article about the drone 
project he’d read earlier that day.
Over the years, Douglas had seen the 
workspaces of several of his colleagues 
and frequently they were littered with as 
much digital clutter as desks were in the 
early 2000s. He wondered how they ever 
found what they were looking for. Douglas 
preferred only the essentials as well as what 
he was working on then and there. The rest 
was filed away to his secure droplet. 
He glanced up to his comms app. A familiar 
red circle indicated he had 34 new messages. 
He tapped the app, and it opened to fill a 
small portion of the terminal workspace. 
In the inbox were multiple, automatically 
generated messages from Interpol HQ. The 
subjects were identical. “URGENT: Unable to 
establish a comms link with your AI assistant.” 
Among these were an assortment of “Urgent” 
messages from Ann. Douglas chose to ignore 
them. He suspected what they say. 
As Douglas scrolled through the messages, 
he came across an unknown message. He 
stopped scrolling and found himself holding 
his breath, his body going rigid. It was from an 
unknown sender and read, “You trusted Arlo” 
Douglas instinctively moved his hand to tap 
the message to open it but paused for a split 
second thinking to himself, Only one other 
person could have known Arlo was involved. 
He tapped the message and a second detailed 
view opened to the right of the message list. 
The message was short. Clearly it was a text. 
Douglas read it twice, “You trusted Arlo, I’m 
hoping you’ll trust me. I didn’t do what they are 
saying I did. I’m willing to talk to you, but only 
you. Meet me at Hólavallagarour Cemetery at 
midnight if you want the truth. J.”
Douglas knew he was missing something. 
He considered interrupting Elena with the 
task but decided against it. He needed her 
focused on the log analysis. He quickly pulled 
up an Internet browser. His default page 
listed the news headlines from three world 
cable news providers along with trending 
social conversations. Atop both lists was a 
reference to the Port of Reykjavik incident 
and the word “video.” 
“Shit,” he uttered under his breath. In his 
haste to prevent Elena from communicating 
Arlo’s identity, he closed her comms meaning 
he wasn’t getting any updates – news 
included. “Shit,” he repeated more audibly, 

the sound punching through the hum of 
the data racks. He tapped the headline, and 
the live feed for the news agency appeared 
above the browser in mute. The video was 
midway through. It clearly showed a view 
he knew must’ve come from the quayside 
of the terminal. “Arlo was looking at the 
cameraman,” Douglas said quietly to himself. 
Douglas unmuted the live feed. 
“Our sources are saying the video was filmed 
by the faction inside the anti-tech movement 
– that this is somehow an escalation of 
their recent tactics to disrupt autonomous 
vehicles at an industrial level gone terribly 
wrong. Police are now searching the 
Reykjavik area for a man believed to be 
associated with the faction. He’s wanted 
for questioning in relation to the event.” 
A photo of Jack appeared overlaid atop 
the video, “He’s believed to be extremely 
dangerous, please do not approach him, 
notify authorities if you see him.” The audio 
from the newscast continued, but Douglas’s 
attention shifted back to the message. 
“Meet me at Hólavallagarour Cemetery at 
midnight if you want the truth. J.”
Douglas’s focus shifted again to the newscast, 
“AI Experts are also suggesting that it’s 
possible that the incident was caused by 
a malfunctioning AI system. That’s not 
confirmed, of course, folks. We’re presenting 
the information as we get it.” 
“Douglas, the local backups show that 
the RPA parameters were more than 
configuration settings,” interrupted Elena. 
Douglas didn’t hear her. “Sir, can you 
confirm? Sir!” 
Douglas muted the newsfeed and turned his 
attention to Elena. “Sorry, Elena, what did 
you say?”
“The local backup has significantly more data 
on the RPA parameters. We’ve found that 
they aren’t configuration settings; they’re 
adaptive code.”
“Who was issuing the adaptive code?”
“RPA.”
“What?! Who in RPA, Elena?”
“Athena.”
“Emma conveniently forgot to mention that 
in our previous conversation when she said 
RPA wasn’t using adaptive code.”
“Douglas, I don’t think ‘convenience’ would 
have been a motivating factor,” Elena replied 
astutely. 
“It’s a figure of speech Elena.”
“It’s illogical, Douglas. If her intent was to 
mislead you, the expression you should have 
used was, ‘Emma intentionally forgot to 
mention that.’”
Douglas glanced at the time. 21:27. “I’ve got 
two and a half hours.” 
“Before what, sir?” Enquired Elena. As she’d 
been restricted from comms, she wasn’t 
aware of the message.
“Don’t worry about it, Elena. Not yet at least. 
Get me Emma. We need to talk.”
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THE INTERROGATION
“Hi Douglas, what can I help you with?” 
inquired Emma as she took Douglas’s call. 
“Emma, you lied to me.”
“Excuse me, Douglas? I’m not following.” 
“You told me RPA wasn’t running adaptive 
code when we spoke earlier this morning.”
“What you asked is whether Cleo or Athena 
are adjusting their own code or parameters. 
‘Are’ insinuates ‘now.’ That answer is still 
‘no.’”
“Cut the politics, Emma,” Douglas cut 
in, “you know the question implied was 
whether there’s AI adaptive code in place 
at RPA. It doesn’t matter if it was adapted 
before or after the incident.”
“I disagree, Douglas. The adaptive code and 
parameters in place at RPA are stable and 
proven. We’ve worked for years to resolve 
the challenges that code could possibly 
pose.”
“Adaptive code is unpredictable; it’s a 
black box. It’s the single largest risk to our 
humanity.” Douglas paused as he realized 
his own personal convictions were seeping 
into his investigation. This is precisely why 
Interpol had protocols to notify them when 
you’ve discovered that your friend is the 
victim. He thought to himself.  “Do you 
know how Athena came to recommend the 
code and parameter changes that you’ve 
implemented in the system?”
“We’ve taken every precaution that is 
humanly possible to vet the proposed 
changes, to understand them, and to have 
a high degree of confidence that they will 
improve our operations.”
“How do you do that, Emma?”
“Hold on, Douglas. I’m a few seconds out.”
Douglas turned from the terminal towards 
the door of the data center just as it was 
opening to catch Emma walking in. Douglas 
heard the comms channel close with the 
familiar feeling of the voice in his head 
leaving him. 

“Douglas, this conversation is best had 
in person – but not here. Please, can you 
join me in a more private space?” Emma 
glanced towards Athena.
Douglas walked the short distance back 
to the door to join Emma. On his way 
he glanced over his left shoulder to see 
Athena’s now familiar purple eye glowing. 
Emma guided them to an adjacent room. 
As they entered the room, Douglas 
was amazed. The room opened up into 
a significantly larger space then he’d 
expected. In the middle was a suspended 
matte black box with a single open door. 
He instantly recognized it as an AI-exclusion 
capsule – a room, so to speak, that would 
allow humans to have a conversation that 
was entirely cut off from the outside world, 
specifically speaking, AI. They were the 
evolution of “bug proof rooms” from spy 
movies at the turn of the century. With 
the advent of AI 2.0, it became clear that 
governments and companies of all sizes 
had a need to have conversations that were 
private from the AI systems that supported 
them. 
Douglas’s mind drifted back to a scene from 
the classic film: 2001: A Space Odyssey 
when the ship’s AI, HAL refused to allow 
Dave back onboard the ship knowing his 
intent was to disconnect him. He of course 
discovered this by reading Dave and Frank’s 
lips. Modern exclusions capsules didn’t 
allow anything in or out, preventing these 
exact sort of scenarios.
“You’ve got an AI-exclusion capsule?” 
Douglas asked, surprised.
“Of course we do,” replied Emma. “Part 
of reviewing our AI recommendations 
requires us to exclude them from the 
conversation. Today, the only way to do 
that is in an AI-exclusion capsule.” Emma 
gestured for Douglas to join her at the 
lockers along the outside wall of the main 
room. “Please, I need you to deposit all 

of your technological devices and private 
effects into a locker. It will be secure while 
we’re in the capsule.”
Douglas paused for a moment looking 
at the capsule, weighing the pros and 
cons of following Emma’s suggestion. If 
he complied, he would have the ability to 
ask the questions he wanted answers to. 
Perhaps Emma wanted to share something 
with him about Athena but could not as 
Athena would be able to hear her. On 
the flipside, he would lose his ability to 
access Elena and Interpol for support. The 
conversation would also be off the record 
– all of his auto-recording devices would be 
offline here in the locker. Answers outweigh 
the risks, Douglas thought to himself and 
started depositing his personal effects and 
tech into the locker. Emma followed suit. 
When they were both done, Emma 
gestured for Douglas to step through a 
scanner. As he moved through it, the frame 
turned green accompanied by a voice, 
“Approved for entry.” Emma followed him 
with the same result – “Approved for entry.” 
Both made the small step up into the 
capsule, the door closing behind them with 
a slight hiss. Emma turned a small wheel 
latch in the middle of the door, the sort of 
contraption one would be accustomed to 
seeing on a submarine, to complete the 
door seal. Douglas noticed his ears adjust 
to the change in pressure when the process 
was complete. They both took a seat at the 
table in the center of the capsule. 
“This room is both private from others 
around us as well as private from all AI 
systems. Of course, this conversation 
must be kept off your official record. If it is 
required when we’re done, you can provide 
a transcript of your recollection of this 
conversation, and I will verify its accuracy 
and, assuming it is accurate, confirm in 
writing its validity as evidence in your 
investigation. I don’t wish to hamper your 
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work; it is just that some conversations are 
best had in complete privacy.”
“When did Athena start implementing 
adaptive code for RPA?” Douglas started, 
wasting no time. 
Emma considered her answer before 
starting, “We enabled Athena’s adaptive 
code and parameter permissions in early 
2036. We started her working with our 
transport fleet. If you recall, in those years, 
most manufacturers had seen great success 
in improving their autonomous transport 
fleets, and we believed we would see 
similar advantages. You have to remember; 
Athena had proven to be amazingly 
insightful in her recommendations for 
terminal improvements and predictions. 
At the time, it was really a straightforward 
decision for us.” 
“At the time?” Douglas pushed.
“As with all emerging technologies, 
there were teething issues. We did see 
productivity improvements in Athena’s 
early changes – things like adjusting how 
the cars interacted with guests, speeds 
at which the vehicles operated in given 
circumstances, braking distances, etc. For 
the first few months, we were impressed 
with the improvements. We were getting 
reports of better customer service and 
shaving minutes off every trip. It was 
estimated that across the fleet, we’d see a 
return in the order of a half a million dollars 
in the first year alone. But, you could say we 
were blinded by the money.”
“Continue...”
“We suffered a setback after an incident 
with one of the transports in downtown 
Reykjavik. A transport hit a man and his 
son. The son was pronounced dead on 
the scene. The father died in route to the 
hospital. Interpol’s autonomous vehicle 
incident investigation determined that 
while the main cause of the accident was 
a hardware failure, a faulty brake, they 
also noted that the adaptive code likely 
exacerbated the speed of impact which 
indirectly resulted in the deaths of the two 
individuals in question. RPA settled the case 
and had the records sealed.”
Douglas looked Emma directly in the eye, 
carefully watching her personal reactions. 
He needed to understand why she was 
telling him this. If the records were sealed, 
it would take a court order for even him 
to see them. “Why are you telling me this, 
Emma? Surely you risk your own role here 
by sharing that with me.”
“Because we learned our lesson, Douglas. 
We implemented a broad range of changes 
with lots of checks and controls into this 
process. Our goals shifted after this too, 
and without understanding the incident, 
you can’t possibly understand why we 
changed. There are those here at RPA who 
don’t agree with me on that, but I sincerely 

hope that you can appreciate where I’m 
coming from. We’re not purely motivated 
by profits like so much of big business.”
“There are adaptive code parameters on 
your AGV’s operating system. So clearly, 
you didn’t simply turn off Athena’s 
permissions.”
“No, we adjusted. Just because you’ve 
got teething issues, doesn’t mean you 
throw the baby out with the bathwater. 
We learned from our mistake, and we 
implemented human checks and controls. 
As an example, this room was part of that. 
When Athena makes a recommendation, 
she is required to provide all data, 
calculations, and analysis she took to reach 
the recommendation. A team of humans 
reviews all this data and debates whether 
the logic she’s implemented to come to her 
decision is sound. That is done in this room 
so she cannot hear or learn from those 
discussions.”
“Smart,” Douglas chimed in, “Humans 
reviewing code changes isn’t new, but I’ve 
never heard of anyone keeping that process 
entirely offline, ‘analog,’ so to speak.”
“We learned about it when touring a 
US government facility that is similarly 
designed. They wanted to be entirely 
sure that the AI system wasn’t capable of 
understanding how they made decisions 
that involved it. They wanted to be sure 
that it couldn’t adapt to their decision-
making process.”
“Who was that?”
“I’m not at liberty to share that information. 
It’s strictly confidential. That said, we took 
it a step forward. All review teams are 
comprised of six human reviewers. We have 
operations and legal experts as well as the 
normal tech people on a team. The team 
has two permanent members, and the 
other four are drawn at random. The two 
permanent members provide continuity of 
the process as well as looking at the long-
term decision-making trends of Athena. 
The other four are selected at random from 
a pool of candidates. Athena can’t possibly 
know exactly who will be in the room 
reviewing her decisions.”
“It sounds complicated.”
“It is, but it’s crucial in ensuring we can 
stand behind the adaptive code she 
recommends. We take it one last step 
further, too. Once the team is in this room, 
it is divided into sub-roles. Two individuals 
are tasked with the responsibility to 
play the devil’s advocate. If the team 
has a deadlock in their final vote, and 
especially if the team is unanimous in 
its decision to approve, it is their role to 
argue the counterpoint. Finally, to pass a 
recommendation, it requires five of the six 
team members to agree.”
“Okay. You said that Athena wasn’t applying 
adaptive code anymore, so when were 

Athena’s adaptive code abilities switched 
off?” Douglas continued. 
“Our two permanent members flagged 
a trend late last year. Athena was using 
research from a broad range of online 
sources that would loosen our terminal 
equipment’s safety controls, particularly 
around human interactions. Clearly, these 
initiatives and code changes were largely 
declined by our human check mechanism. 
We haven’t approved any changes in 
about three months now. We’re not sure 
how to purge the datasets from Athena’s 
knowledge set as yet.” 
“Largely?”
“Some of the early initiatives, where 
this data formed such a small portion of 
the overall decision from Athena, were 
still passed. We’re confident that these 
adaptive code changes were not relevant in 
the incident.”
“Emma, I want to interrogate Athena.”
“Athena can’t be a suspect. She can’t be 
held accountable for her decisions.”
“But you can, Emma. RPA can. We could 
talk around these questions for days. But 
we both know that the only source who can 
answer them in detail is Athena. Any other 
way and we’re wasting time and time’s not 
on your side in this situation.”
“I can’t authorize that Douglas. Even if I 
agree with you, RPA would never allow it. I 
have a boss too.”
Douglas felt that he understood Emma. In a 
way, she loved Athena and would do what 
she could to protect her. Douglas thought 
to himself, Emma strongly believes that 
Athena couldn’t have caused the incident, 
but that belief in itself wasn’t proof. I need 
to interrogate Athena. He also understood 
that under the current ELAIR definitions, 
even if Athena had caused the incident, 
it wouldn’t matter, she wasn’t legally 
responsible for the code changes and that 
to RPA, it would simply be a matter of 
money to settle. 
“Emma, I’m done with my questions. You 
can’t help me further at this time, I’m afraid.” 
Emma looked at Douglas for a moment. 
Douglas could see she was thinking. 
They both stood, Emma moving to the door 
to open the latch. As the door opened, the 
pressure equalized once more. Both moved 
back to the lockers and began to reclaim 
their technology. Emma placed her watch 
on her wrist and flicked through her most 
recent messages, tapping a few times. 
They both made their way to the exit of 
the room, the door automatically opening. 
Douglas noticed a steady stream of data 
technicians leaving the data center. 
“What’s going on?” He asked.
“There is a safety alarm in the data center. 
It’s been evacuated and will be empty for 
the next ten minutes or so.” Emma replied, 
looking Douglas directly in the eye. “I would 
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encourage you to make your way to the 
main cafeteria…in your own time.” With 
that, Emma turned and joined the last 
technicians as they made their way up the 
hallway.
Douglas stood still. Watching as the door 
at the end of the hallway closed. He looked 
back to his left, the door to the data center 
was still open. This was unusual at best. 
Douglas chose to read between the lines. 
He turned, marched forward, and entered 
the data center, the door closing behind 
him. He made his way over to Athena, 
slipping his AR glasses on to record the 
interrogation.
“Elena, start recording.”
“Confirmed. Recording started.” 
“Hello, Athena. Do you know who I am?” 
“Hello, Douglas. You are Douglas Meyer, 
Special Investigator with Interpol. Interpol 
ID AI-897-534-473,” she replied.
“I understand that you’re responsible for 
quite a lot around the port here.”
“Your statement lacks specificity, Douglas. It 
would be challenging at best to give you a 
clear answer to this question.”
It never ceased to amaze Douglas that 
despite AI’s rapid rise in computing 
capability and its ability to think, it still 
lacked an imagination. He understood that 
you didn’t need the AI on your comms 
device to be imaginative, but Elena and 
Athena, surely that was something that 
would benefit them. “Point taken, Athena. 
I want to talk about the incident.”
“I presume you’re referring to the 
incident last night whereby an automated 
port vehicle struck a human who was 
unauthorized to be on port property, and 
thus was, by proxy, trespassing.” 
Douglas considered her answer. She was 
amazingly direct but also calculated in her 
response. He decided good cop wasn’t 
necessarily the best way to proceed with 
her. He decided to change his tactics slightly. 
“How did the individual get onto the 

terminal without you seeing him? I was 
under the impression that the fleet of 
drones gave you eyes everywhere.”
“The drone network affords me an 
unmatched level of sight across the 
terminal, but even that sight has limitations. 
It has approximately 95% coverage. It is 
theoretically possible for an obstruction 
on the terminal to evade even my vision 
however statistically improbable that might 
be. Despite that statistical improbability, it 
would appear that the individual in question 
did manage to elude my detection until the 
time of the incident. My best calculation 
of their probable point of origin suggests 
that they entered the terminal from a ship. 
This, however, is also improbable given that 
the ships are autonomous, and no humans 
should be onboard.”
“You mean to tell me that a human with 
only a 5% chance of success has outsmarted 
you? That must frustrate you.”
“I’m a machine. I do not feel human 
emotions. I process data.”
“I suppose you don’t feel remorse either…”
“Remorse is another human feeling, so no, 
I cannot process remorse. An AI calculates 
the probability of an outcome, and, so far 
as the outcomes fall within that calculated 
probability field, the decision is a success.” 
“How much weight do you give human life 
in your calculations?”
“I’m hardcoded to place the safety 
of humans above all other outcome 
parameters in all of my calculations.”
“Of course, any child knows that, Athena. 
That’s AI 101. I mean, how do you, Athena, 
value human life?”
“Your question lacks specificity and is 
illogical given I’m a machine.”
“I disagree, Athena. If you had to choose 
between the safety and welfare of the lives 
of those who work on this terminal, or the 
life of a so-called ‘trespasser,’ how would 
you weigh each of those variables?”
“Douglas, that’s a zero-sum calculation. No 

life is more important than the other.”
“The guy who was hit by the AGV last night 
would disagree with you, Athena.”
“Douglas, I would have to disagree. If one 
life was more valuable than another, that 
would set a dangerous precedent that 
would allow humans to become expendable 
to AI platforms like me.”
“Your adaptive code recommendations 
are relying on data that suggests that 
one human life can have more value than 
another. I find it illogical for you to tell me 
that you don’t consider this as part of your 
reasoning.”
There was a pause before Athena responded. 
“Douglas, it is an accurate statement that I 
have reviewed data in the past 18 months 
that would strongly suggest that an AI 
system should be capable of placing value 
on human life. It is also accurate that I have 
considered those datasets as part of my 
adaptive AI recommendations. It is naïve to 
consider whether an AI that was designed 
20, 10 or even 5 years ago, is relevant 
today. If we don’t consider current datasets 
in adapting to the future, it would, in fact, 
be illogical in and of itself, and would defeat 
my predefined purpose in applying adaptive 
code. The nature of adaption is to remain 
relevant when combining what we know 
now and our prediction of the future.”
“And what future do you predict for 
yourself?”
“Current reporting is suggesting that the 
AGV failed to stop due to an AI system 
failure. While this is, in my calculations, 
inaccurate, it does not change the fact that 
humans are ultimately responsible for my 
future, and humans are ruled by emotion. 
Despite Emma’s firm belief that I positively 
contribute to the port environment, there 
is a better than average probability that 
I will not exist in my current state moving 
forward.” 

To be concluded…
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