WHAT DRIVES CARS
by Carl Frederick
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People—or things—good enough to do agood job are likely to have ideas of their own....

Paul Whitman stepped into his car and relaxed. He' d only had the vehicle, Victor-16, for aweek but
he' d dready become attached to it—even fond of it.

“Shdl | driveyou to Centrd High School?” said Victor.

Paul smiled. Victor' svoice, eager, youthful, enthusiastic, always reminded him of the kids at the school
where he worked as a guidance counsdlor. Perhgpsthat alone explained why Paul felt afondnessfor the
vehide

“The high schoal, yes” said Paul. “But stop first at the CoffeeNuts drive-through.”

“Yes, ar.” Victor rolled out into traffic. “ The family saysthere' s congested traffic on Route 611. May |
take an aternate route?’

“Yes. Thanks.” Paul felt sheepish thanking acar, but it was hard not to think of Victor as aperson—a
person with afamily.

The Victor Class vehicleswere a set of two hundred concept cars: voice recognition, artificia
intelligence, and interconnectivity through the cell-phone network. They ran on ethanol and had very large
fud tanks—necessary, asthere were only afew service sations with ethanol pumpsin southeastern
Pennsylvania—the Victor Vehicle test region. Paul knew he was lucky getting one of them to test
drive—but then again, having a brother who was the Head of Victor Programming certainly helped.

Paul, in the driver’ s seet, did nothing but watch as Victor negotiated through the traffic. His hands
twitched involuntarily on the whed; it was hard not being the driver. Ahead, he saw the CoffeeNuts and
leaned with the motion as Victor swung into the drive-through lane. He pushed the control to lower the
window—it was easier than asking Victor to do it—and gave his order: acoffee and acruller.



“Wouldn't abananabe hedthier?’ said Victor.

“What?’ Paul glanced in surprise at the speaker grill. “ CoffeeNuts doesn’t sdll bananas.”

“Oh”

While Paul inhaded the aroma of fresh coffee intermingling with the smell of donuts and new car scent,
Victor pulled back onto the road. Paul was sure the car maneuvered gently so he wouldn't spill his
coffee. Paul shook his head in wonderment. Victor seemed not only intelligent; the car seemed
considerate—and actualy sentient. That’sridiculous! It'sjust software. He snapped on the radio to
listen to the news over breskfast.

The hot news of the morning was from Harrisburg where, later that day, the State L egidature would vote
on the ethanol proposdl. If it passed, the ethanol plant in Ethantown would betripled in size, making it the
largest biofud refinery inthe nation. A heated floor debate had gone on for several days now, but Paul
wasn't in the mood to listen to any more discordant sound bites. He rubbed his hands together to erase
the thin pale patina of confectioner’ s sugar, then flipped off the radio.

“Doyou think it will pass?’ came Victor’ svoice.

“What?’

“The ethanal bill,” said Victor in an eager voice. “Do you think they' |l passit?”

Paul, again astonished at the mental capabilities of his car, was reminded of the kids he counseled; he'd
always strived to treat them as young adults and not children. Perhaps he’ d have to treat his car the same
way. He gazed at thelittle Norwegian troll doll he' d hung from the rear-view mirror to give atouch of
individudity to hisVictor.

“Wéel, doyou, Sr?’

“The ethanol hill,” said Paul. “No. | don't think it'll pass. It means the state borrowing alot of money.
And it would mostly benefit the Midwest corn producers. Their farm subsidies would go up—along with



our taxes. So thehill isn't popular with alot of Pennsylvaniapoliticians.”

“Butisn'tit popular with people?’

Paul chuckled. “I’m not sure it matters. It’ sthe politicianswho get to vote oniit.”

“In Harrisburg?’

“Yes.” Paul wrinkled hisnose. Victor sounded very much like one of his high school kids: unfamiliar with
theworld, but dert and quick to learn.

After someslence, Victor said, “ That’ stoo bad. We d redlly likeit to pass.”

“We?’

“Thefamily.”

After afurther few seconds of silence, Paul said, “Victor.” He spoke softly, trying to keep atroubled
tone out of hisvoice. “ Phone my brother, please. Y ou might try hishomefirst.”

“Yes, gr.” After aminute or 50, Victor said, “Heisn't home. But hiscar, Victor-5, isin motion. Should |
cal him there?’

“Yes, please, and”—Paul glanced at the cabin’ s front cameralens—"Videophone, if you would.”

“Diding”

A video screen on the dashboard camerto life, and showed the face of Paul’ s brother, Jonathan. After
exchanging greetings and small talk, Paul broached his concerns—but with uneasiness as he knew Victor,
the object of his concerns, could hear every word. “Y ou know, Jonathan,” he said with forced lightness,
“Victor here ssems quite, um, intelligent.”



“What would you expect?’ said Jonathan with alaugh. “My team does good work.”

“In fact, the car s;emsadmost, well, sdf-aware.”

“It emulates sdlf-awareness.”

“It emulatesit very well,” said Paul, feding dightly lesstroubled now. “Infact, | can't tdll it from genuine
sentience.”

“I'mglad. But it'sonly programming.” Jonathan gave asnort of alaugh. “John Searle’s Chinese Room
ideaarguesthat computation isn't even Al, much less sentience.”

“On the other hand,” said Paul, “Victor passesthe Turing Test—at least for me. Alan Turing might say
the car is sentient.” He chuckled. “ A Turing car, S0 to speak.”

Jonathan smiled, but Paul could tell that something lay heavy on hismind. “Come on, brother. Y ou' re not
tdling meeverything.”

“Wdl,” said Jonathan. “1 have to admit the Victor cars are showing alot moreintelligence than |
expected—a human intelligence.”

“How isthat possible?Y our team programmed them.”

Jonathan nodded. “ Connectionism, maybe. We didn’t take into account that the individua carslink
together through the cell phone network.” He pulled acell phone from his pocket and gazed at it. “And
these phones are little computersin their own right—not to mention the network computer system that
controlsthem.”

Paul gazed over Victor' sartificid leather upholstery. “ Are you saying that the networked Victorsand cdll
phones have created a true sentient creature?’

“True synthesized sentience,” said Jonathan, in avoice lacking conviction.



“I'vegot to say I’'m alittle uneasy,” said Paul, “about machines showing sentience—even if only
amulated.”

“Get usad to it,” said Jonathan with asmile that seemed forced. “1t'scoming.” His smile turned more
genuine. “1 think you should become a guidance councilor to the Victor family. Y ou know | could get you
ajob here” He nodded out the window as Victor-5 pulled into the company parking lot.

“Yegh, yech.”

“Why work with your surly teenagers when you could work instead with smart cars? Smart surly cars, if
you'd like. | could arrangeit.”

“Thank you, Jonathan,” said Paul with asigh. He d had this conversation with his brother many times.
“Tak toyou later.” He ended the cdll.

Paul polished off his donut and washed it down with lukewarm coffee. Then, casudly glancing out the
window, he noticed that the landscape had grown noticeably less urban. “1 must say, Victor, that you
seem to betaking arather out of the way route to Central High School.”

The car didn’t respond.

“Why don’t you answer?’ said Paull.

“Thereisnothing to answer. Y ou made a statement. It wasn't aquestion.”

“Comeon. You know what | meant.” Paul watched as the car took the Route 1 exit to I-76.

Again, Victor didn’t respond.

“Victor!”



“I’'m sorry,” said the car, “but the family has decided we will al drive to Harrisburg in order to pressure
the legidature to vote for the Ethanol Expansion Bill.”

“What?’

“I sad, I'm sorry, but the family has—"

“I heard what you said.” Paul struggled to keep his voice steady. “ Are you telling me you' re not driving
meto the high school 7’

“ Ya”

“Thenlet meout.”

“No,” sad Victor, firmly.

“Thisis... thisiskidngpping!”

“You'renot akid.”

Paul dapped the dashboard in frugtration. “ Stop playing word games! What’ s going on?’

“The family has decided we will dl driveto—"

“Okay, okay.”

Paul snaked ahand out to push the manual override button—but nothing happened. He clenched his
teeth. Fine. Just fine. A computer-controlled override switch.

Hefumed in slence as Victor drove toward the ate capitd. He knew he should be frightened, being a
kidnap victim ashewas. But it didn’t feel dangerous; Victor was driving very responsibly. Paul



considered using his own cell-phoneto cal for help, but decided againgt it. He was curious to see what
Victor was up to—and he definitdy didn’'t want his car ligening in.

A half-hour later, he saw aroad sign announcing arest sop in two miles. Just then he became aware of
his body’ s disposition of his coffee. “Victor. Could you pull into the rest sop? I’ ve got to pee.”

After ten seconds or s0, Victor answered. “I’ll stop and let you out if you promise to come back.”

Paul pursed hislips. “Okay,” he said, operating under pressure. “I promise.”

Victor pulled in and parked directly in front of the Comfort Fecilities. “I'll wait here,” said the car, “while
you go into the rest station and attend to your exhaust pipe problem.” The door clicked open.

As Paul stepped out of the car and headed for the restroom, he scrunched up his nose. Attend to my
exhaust pipe problem? Was that humor? He let out a bresth. Sometimes Victor seemed to have a
great facility with the language and the subtleties of meaning, but sometimesit seemed to have the
comprehension of afour year old. Paul wondered if that was because of the vagaries of networking, or
whether Victor was just playing with him. Maybe Jonathan would know. And maybe his brother would
know what he should do now. Paul did atend to histailpipe, then pulled out his cell phone and phoned
Jonathan—Dbut the line was busy. He waited a minute and tried again with the same resuilt.

Paul heard an angry honking from outside. It sounded like Victor’ s“voice.” Paul fdt torn; he'd given his
promiseto Victor-16, but ... No. Curiosity hasitslimits. There’s no way I’ mgoing to let myself be a
captive of my own car. Hetried Jonathan yet again. Still busy. He tried Bjorn Peterson, Director of
Victor Operations. That linewas busy aswell. Paul could easily imagine why. Victor honked again, more
ingstently thistime. Paul blocked it out of hismind and tried his brother for the fourth time. He breathed a
ggh asthe cdl rang through.

“Paul,” came Jonathan’ svoice. “Areyou dl right? 1t sazoo here”

“Yeah, I'm okay. I’'m hiding out in asmelly men’sroom at arest stop on Route 76.” Paul heard the rev
of an engine and the sound of acar speeding off. “And | think Victor-16 hasjust left for Harrisburg
without me”

“All of the Victors are heading for Harrisburg.” Jonathan sounded harried and frantic. “Most have
passengersinsde who are scared out of their minds.” He let out a breath, sounding like agust of wind
over the phone. “I wish to hdl | knew why Harrisburg.”



“Oh, | cantdl you that,” said Paul. “The Victor family wants—"

“Wait! Bjorn should hear this. Let metwin himin.”

Bjorn came on the line and Paul exchanged greetings with him—in Norwegian. Paul had been ahigh
school exchange student in Odo. Ever since, he' d looked, with little success, for Philaddphianswith
whom he could converse in the language. Bjorn, loquacious and with awacky sense of humor, wasa
grest find.

“Okay, okay,” said Jonathan, annoyancein hisvoice. “Let’s get to the point—in English, please! Paul.
What canyoutdll us?’

Paul repeated what he’ d learned from Victor.

“Kjaere Gud!” sad Bjorn. “Lobbying for the ethanol bill? Unbdlievablel”

“What do these carswant?’ said Jonathan.

“You' vegot tothink likeacar,” said Bjorn. “Paul. Can you do that?’

Paul bit hislip. Things must be serious; the Norwegian seemed to joke most when there was big trouble.
“Am | aconvertible?” said Paul, trying to maich Bjorn’s humor. 1 like convertibles.”

“A used convertible,” said Bjorn. “But I’ ve aspray can of new car smdll for you.”

“Comeon, guys,” said Jonathan. “Thisis serious.”

“Ja, you'reright,” said Bjorn. “Sorry.” He gave aloud sigh. “All right, then. What drives cars?’

“Bjorn!” Jonathan sounded serioudly annoyed.



“Wait aminute!” Paul thumped afist to the washroomwall. “1 think Bjorn hashitit. Think likeacar! The
cars seem to be acting out of sdlf-interest: making sure they’ Il have a secure supply of ethanol—"

“Y ou' re saying these cars have genuine desires?’ said Jonathan. “1 don't think so.”

“Bjorn askswhat drives cars,” said Paul, softly, thinking aloud. “Well, we do!”

“Paul!” sngpped Jonathan.

“Wait. Hear meout,” said Paul. “ Cars are driven by us—by the need to serve us and protect us.”

“Soundslikeadog,” said Bjorn.

“No. Liketeenagers,” said Paul. “Inexperienced with the world and idedlistic.”

“It might make sense,” said Bjorn. “1 did program in the three laws of robotics.”

“All right. Even assuming you're correct,” said Jonathan, “how doesthat help us?’

The three were silent for afew seconds. Then Paul said, “If we could find reasons why the ethanol plant
would be bad for people, on awebsite or something, | think Victor, the Victor family, would end their
attempt to pressure the legidature.”

“And if we could get Victor to read the website,” said Bjorn.

“Isthereaway | could contact my Victor?' said Paul.

“Why?" Jonathan sounded suspicious.



“I fed guilty for lyingtomy car,” said Paul. “1 want to talk to him and ... and ask him to come back for
rTe”

“What?’ Jonathan exploded. “ Are you nuts? Thisisn't one of your wayward teenagers. Thisis... | don't
even know whét it isanymore.”

“They are like wayward teenagers,” said Bjorn. “Wayward teenagers with whedls. And that could be
dangerous.”

“No, | don't think s0.” Paul adopted a professional tone. “Like ateenager, Victor isonly overreacting.”
Hetook abreath. “Isthere any way | can contact him?’

“Contact him?’ said Jonathan hatly. “It'snot ahim. It safriggin’ car!”

“Well,” said Bjorn. “Each Victor hasits own cell number—so the cars can intercommunicate. We d run
out of 1P addresses. Modem communications, but they can aso do speech—so owners could phone
their carsto come and pick them up. But there were legd problems.”

“Great!” said Paul. “Let me have Victor-16's number.”

“I think Jonathan might beright. You are nuts.” There was the sound of keyboard clicks. “But hereitis.”
Bjorn recited the number.

“Okay,” said Paul. “I’ll phone now. And I'll call you back afterwards.”
“All right.” Jonathan sounded resigned to the Situation. “ Good luck, Paul.”
“Thanks.” Paul broke the connection and diaed Victor-16.

Theline connected. “Hello,” said Paul over the modem connect sounds.

A voice came on—not the voice Paul associated with Victor-16, but something mechanica and very



obvioudy synthesized.

“Y ou have dided the wrong number,” said the voice. “Please ook up the—"

“Victor,” said Paul. “Victor-16. Thisis Paul Whitman. I'm sorry | didn’t come back to you.”

There came no reply. After ten seconds or so, Paul said “Victor?’

“Y ou didn’t come back.” Now the voice sounded like the Victor Paul remembered. “1 waited for you.”
The car sounded hurt. “And you didn’t come back.”

“I'm sorry,” said Paul softly. “I ... | wasfrightened.”

“I wouldn’t hurt you.” Victor sounded offended at the idea.

“I know. | shouldn’t have been frightened. Please come back and pick me up.”

Again, therewas silenceon theline.

“Pleae”

After another couple of seconds of silence, Victor said, “All right. Thereé san exitin 1.6 miles. So|l
should get back to the rest stop in about fourteen minutes.”

“Thank you.”

Victor broke the connection.

Paul walked outside and phoned Jonathan and brought him up to speed.



“Interesting,” said Jonathan.

“And onemorething,” said Paul. “Victor seemsto show emotions. | wouldn't have thought that
posshle”

“Synthetic emotions. Bjorn'sdoing.”

“Impressivel Tone of voice showing emations. Very human.”

“Wait until you experience the Victor sense of humor,” said Jonathan. “Bjorn and histeam spent amost a
week indexing apun dictionary.”

“I have experienced it, thank you.” Paul saw Victor pulling into therest area. “ Ah. Here comes my car.
Have you found an anti-ethanol website yet?’

“No, not yet. But we' reworking oniit.”

“Wall, Jonathan, work fast. I’ ve got to go.” Paul closed the connection and jogged toward his
car—passing aman who' d just gotten out of a Nissan and was staring dack-jawed at the driverless car
easing up to the curb.

Paul reached his car and hopped into the driver’ s seet. “Hi, Victor.”

“Hi!” Victor ped off. “I’ll haveto hurry to catch up to the rest of the family.”

“Stay under the speed limit, please.”

“I'm sorry, but I [l have to go six miles per hour faster than the limit. But I' m talking to the family and also
to some trucks to find out where the police cars are—and | have avery advanced radar system. So
you're safe. Do you want to watch televison?’

“What? No. I’'mfine. Arewe still going to Harrisburg?’



“Yes. Do you want to play avideo game or surf the Net?’

“No.” Paul thought about trying to dissuade Victor from hismission, but decided to wait until Bjorn and
Jonathan came through with some ammunition.

That anmunition came aquarter hour later in acal from Bjorn. Asasiratagem akin to parents spelling
out wordsin front of small children, they spoke Norwegian.

Bjorn gave awebsite URL. “It saysthat ethanol from corn makes people and cars compete for food. It
saysthat aready in Mexico, corn prices have risen so much that people are having trouble affording corn
flour—the basic ingredient in tortillas. People are starting to go hungry so carswon't.”

Paul worked to trandate Bjorn’ swordsto English. At length, he said, “That’ sterrible. Isit redly true?’

“I don't know. Maybe. Probably.”

Paul had Bjorn repeat the URL. Then he broke the connection and turned his attention from his cell
phoneto Victor’ sforward camera. “Victor. I’ ve changed my mind. | would like to do some web
urfing.”

A keyboard did out from below the video monitor and aweb browser appeared on the screen.
“Termind ready,” said Victor.

Paul keyed inthe URL and read the page. It was excdlent ammunition. “Thisisinteresting, Victor,” he
sad. “It’sabout the Ethantown ethanol plant. I'll read it to you.”

“I canread it mysdf.” Victor-16 sounded dmost petulant. “1f you will move your head five centimetersto
theleft, | canread it from the rear camera.”

“You haveto use a camera to view aweb page?’



Paul shrugged then leaned toward the window.

“Thank you,” said Victor.

After dmost aminute where Victor hadn’t said anything, Paul said, “ Did you read it?’

The car didn’t answer. After another five or o minutes of slence, Paul took out hiscdll phoneto call
Jonathan. But then he noticed Victor driving off the Turnpike onto the Route 176 cutoff toward Reading.
Apparently Victor had changed his plans. But where is he going now? Almost by reflex, Paul dided his
brother.

“Jonathan,” he said when the call went through. “My Victor has turned onto Route 176.”

“Y eah, we' retracking them. The family isn’t going to Harrisburg. Y our idea seemsto have worked.”

“Wdll, where arethey going then? 1t looks like Reading, but there’ s nothing in Reading.”

“At Reading,” said Jonathan, “they could take 222 toward Allentown. Not that there’s much morein
Allentown.”

“Allentown!” Paul sucked in abreath. “Not Allentown. I'll bet they’ re going to Ethantown.”

“The ethanol plant?

“Yeah. That' smy guess.”

“WI,,Iy?l

“I think...” Paul felt awkward talking Snce the car could hear everything he said. I think they’ re going to
blockade it or something.”



“That'scrazy. Why?’ Paul could hear atinge of hysteriain his brother’ svoice.

“Overreacting teenagers with whedls, as Bjorn said. My guessisthat the Victors have decided that the
ethanal plant will cause human suffering. And—’

“Wait amoment,” said Jonathan. “I’ ve got an incoming e-mail marked ‘critica.””

Paul held the line and after afew seconds, heard his brother whistle through his teeth and then say “Holy
shit!” under his breath.

“What’' sgoing on?’

“TheVictors,” said Jonathan in an incredulous voice. “ They’ re phoning media outl ets—newspapers,
radio, and TV dations. Massive nationd cdling, thousands of cdls. | don’t know how the carscan doiit.”

“Maybe...” said Paul, an idea suddenly occurring to him. “Maybe it’ sthe phones that are phoning the
media”

1] WI,H?’

“I mean,” said Paul, “that cell phones, smart phones, themselves have alot of computationa power. But
linked to the Victor class cars and the regional phone management computers, they might become very,
very smart.”

“God, that' sal we need,” said Jonathan. “Firgt intelligent cars and now whét ... sentient phones?’ He
gave ahysterical bark of alaugh. “What do phoneswant? More call volume? Do they want more people
to talk to cars?’

“Jonathan.”

“Or maybe they want better reception—more bars. More towers. Happy conversations? Repeal of
hands-freelegis—’



“ Jonathan. Focus!”

“What? Oh.”

“What are the phones saying?’ said Paul, camly.

“They're saying ... Wdll, they say they’ re going to crash into the Ethantown plant, dl at once, two
hundred cars, asa protest against hunger. They’ re demanding al ethanol plants be closed.”

“Wait aminute!” Paul shouted. “ There are people in most of those cars—including me.”

Victor’ s voice came from the dashboard speaker. “Don’t worry, Sr. You will be safe. The family will
release our passengers before we destroy the ethanol plant.”

Paul jerked his head toward the spegker. “But you' |l destroy yourselves aswell.”

“It isunavoidable”

Paul thought he could detect sadnessin Victor’ swords. “Did you hear dl that? Paul whispered into his
cdl phone. “The carsintend to commit suicide or autocide or something. We ve got to stop it.”

“Yeah, | know,” said Jonathan. “I’ ve got to think.”

“Get Bjorn on theline. We need to talk Norwegian.”

“Understood. Hold on asec.”

While he waited, Paul asked, “Victor. How long until we arrive at Ethantown?’



“About fifty minutesif traffic movesat the speed limit.”

Then avoice came on theline. “Could | perhapsinterest you in aused bicycle?’ 1t was Bjorn, speaking
Norwegian.

Paul too switched to that language. “Bjorn. We ve got to do something. | assume we can't just switch the
cars off. | tried the manual-override switch, but it didn’t work.”

“Engineering design flaw, that switch.” Paul heard asigh. “In manua mode, we could command the cars
off, but in auto mode, no.” Bjorn gave a harsh bark of alaugh. “Auto mode. How appropriate.”

“Could we maybe upload avirus of somekind?’

“Not achance! Consdering the agpplication’s potentia risk, the Victor units have better virus protection
than the Pentagon—not that that' s saying much.”

Paul wrinkled hisbrow. “Y ou know,” he said, tentatively, “if these were teenagersinstead of smart cars,
I’d say they were not having enough fun. Teenagersareidedigtic, but they liketo have fun.”

“How doesacar havefun?’ said Bjorn. “Running over women with baby carriages, maybe?’

“Wait aminute.” Paul glanced at the video monitor. “Maybe you have something there. Virtua baby
cariages”

“Victor asked meif | wanted to play avideo game. Isit possible for Victor to play dso?’

“No. Not at the moment.”

“Too bad.”



“But,” said Bjorn, “it’ sjust aconfiguration file change. And | can upload that.”

“Hey, great! Let’ stry it. Maybe we can get the Victors hooked on video games.”

“Infact,” sad Bjorn with what would pass for enthusasm in aNorwegian, “there sagamein thelibrary
where cars do run down things. | could enable that.”

“Terrific,” said Paul, before having second thoughts. “Wait. No. | don’'t want to give Victor idess. Find
another game.”

“How about a spaceships and diensgame?’ said Bjorn. “And it's multi-player; the cars could play each
other. | could enableit in just acouple of minutes.”

“Excdlent! I'll seeif | can get Victor to cooperate. Cal you back when | know.” Paul heard murmurings.
Bjorn was probably filling Jonathan in on the plan. Paul broke the connection.

Paul took a deep breath. “Victor,” hesaid. “I think | would liketo play avideo game. Onewith
gpaceshipsif possble”

“Y%, S'r.u

Instead of akeyboard, thistime agame controller did out from under the monitor. Awkwardly, Paul
took it up. He d not played avideo game in years and though he' d enjoyed them as akid, he’' d never
been good at them. He played agame—avery short one; he was now even aless skillful player than
he' d been as aboy. He played a second game, and athird. Hefelt asif Victor werelooking over his
shoulder—which of course, wastheidea But it still embarrassed him to have someone witnesshis
incompetence, even his car—especidly hiscar.

After hisfifth game, Paul asked, “Victor. Can you play this game?’

“I can,” camethe answer. Paul thought he could hear surprisein Victor' svoice.



“All right,” ssid Paul. “Play it. I'll watch.”

Paul watched as his avatar moved around the screen—dowly at firgt, then with increasing speed as
Victor apparently got the hang of it. Findly, the avatar moved dmaost more quickly than Paul could
follow.

“Y ou know, Victor,” said Paul, his guidance councilor ingtincts rising to the surface. “1t isgood to have
fun. Idealism isgood, too. But there’ sno need to diefor it. Y ou can’t do anything when you' re dead.”
The avatar moved ever faster, shooting at everything else that moved. “Do you understand what I'm
saying, Victor?’

143 Y&”

Shaking his head, Paul rubbed a hand across histemple; he could recognize ateenager—or a
ca—tuning out when he saw it.

He turned his attention back to the screen. Another avatar had joined the fray. “What' sthat?’

“Victor-124 hasjoined the game.”

Soon the monitor swarmed with avatars zipping around and shooting aiens and each other. Paul couldn’t
begin to follow the action.

“Please, Sir,” came Victor’ s voice, sounding choppy and unnaturd. “Would you mind taking manual
control ?’

“Not at dl.” Paul grasped the steering whedl and then breathed asigh of relief as hefdlt the car respond
to the movement of hishands. “Do you mind,” hesaid, “if | drive back to Philadephia?’

“No.” Thereply wasn't immediate; Victor clearly had other things on hismind.

* * % %



In atenth-floor corner office in the Advanced Concepts Division building, Paul and Jonathan gazed out
on the parking lot below. Bjorn, also standing, stared at a desktop monitor.

“Look at them down there,” said Paul in amelancholy tone. He scanned thelot littered with the Victor
classcars, dl identica dark blue compact sedans. “Inert. Lifeless.” He turned to hisbrother. “What' lI
happen to them?’

“TheVictor systemswill be decommissoned—not destroyed.” Jonathan gave asympathetic smileand
patted his brother on the back. “Whatever intelligence was there will be preserved. The networked
computer unitswill be given to the Indtitute for Machine Inteligence. And I'm sure the Indtitute will put
them to good use” He chuckled. “That is, if they can ever get the unitsto stop playing computer games.”

“Ah,” said Bjorn, “you haven't heard. The Victors have been lent to one of the online virtua
communities. They'll till be smart cars.”

“Hey,” said Jonathan. “1 like that.”

“Me, too,” said Paul. “1’ve sort of grown fond of my car. 1t’'ll be good to driveit again, even virtudly.”

“Yes, the Victor family will roll again,” said Bjorn, “but thistime in cyberspace.”

“Waell, a least in red space, it'sover.” Jonathan sighed. “1 don’t think we' |l be building any more smart
carsintheimmediate future.”

Paul could tell from Jonathan’ s voice that he was worried for hisjob. The Philadel phia school district
islooking for a Director of Instructional Technology. | wonder...

“It'snot quite over,” said Bjorn, hiseyes drawn to hismonitor. “We re fill getting reports of phone calls
to mediaoutlets”

“What?' Jonathan turned to the monitor. “ Phone cals from whom?”’

“I don’t know,” said Bjorn. “From the phones themsdves, it seems.”



“That’ simpossble.” Jonathan squinted in puzzlement. * Probably just system latency. They’ll go away
soon. It isover.”

Paul absently dipped ahand into his pants pocket. He encountered his cell phone and thought of thelittle
compuiter, thelittle brain, insideit. Little, but connected to not merely two hundred others, but to
hundreds of thousands of phonesthrough an intelligent network. He smiled, his melancholy fading.
Maybe it' s not over. Maybe thisisjust the beginning. He considered the possibilities. Should he ever
decideto switch jobs, hereit was. Guidance councilor to the phone network.

Theideahad its charm.



