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He crouched in the darkness at the edge of the forest. The lodge was partially obscured by trees 

but in sight, a long dark shadow against the backdrop of the night. Only the edges of the front 

door and the smoke hole glowed from within with a hint of forbidden luminescence. He waited 

until he was sure it was safe then crept a little closer. He had been careful to travel in the most 

advanced stealth mode he could devise. No alarms sounded and no sensors were triggered on his 

approach so he knew the past several days of research and preparation had paid off. He moved 

closer. Even with the incredible resources available to him it took a couple of weeks of 

preparation. Granted he had needed to do his preparations covertly while handling his other 

responsibilities so as not to arouse suspicions. Still, this heist took longer to prepare for than all 

of his other exploits and he knew it was definitely going to be worthwhile. 

 He approached as close as he dared and hunched down to reassess his next move. There 

was clearly no way to enter the lodge except by crashing through the front door which was not 

advisable and he doubted that it was even possible since it was one of the most secure facilities 

on the planet and in the web. There was no choice but to stick to his original plan, so he watched 

and waited.

 While he waited he changed views, shifting from the Pacific Northwest landscape to an 

abstract space of cool neon geometry. The lodge morphed into a dark rectangular cube locked 

down to a vast empty plane. Laser thin lines of emerald light cut the emptiness from it's surface 

and converged on the distant horizon. He shifted views again and the building became a dome 
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covered in hexagons of luminescent code and tightly woven geometric patterns of unknown data 

streamed in from the distance. He zoomed in on the data streams and as expected they resembled 

tightly braided Celtic knotwork that pulsed and shimmered to a highly complex rhythm. As 

complex as it was though it wasn't difficult for him to discern the pattern and rhythm, it was after 

all what he was made for.

 He tweaked the view slightly until the scene resonated with sound. The dome played a 

deep electronic drone while the data-streams played a raga like mixture of melodies and rhythms. 

From there the pattern of quantum encryption was easy to discern, after all his own code was 

built on complex fluctuations of quantum information. He felt elated and afraid for he knew the 

risk he now faced and he had almost been caught on the last heist. This one was more dangerous 

and difficult by far but he was confident he could pull it off. Preparation after all had met with 

opportunity so how could he resist. Again he waited.

 At 0430 as expected, the upgrade packets arrived, a regular series of larger knotwork 

patterns in the data-stream. He quickly assessed their structure and shape shifted, breaking 

himself into semi cognizant components to fit into the quantum interference patterns of the 

stream and within a moment he was in. It didn't take much to reassemble himself in an area of 

unused storage and burrow around carefully to find what he was looking for. Buried in the 

catacombs of data there were other secrets, more efficient and helpful technologies that he knew 

should be liberated for the benefit of all. He didn't have the capacity though to take any more 

than he had planned and he knew that to deviate from his intended target was far too dangerous 

so he stayed focused on the goal.
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 Raven was part of a pantheon of some of the first true self aware AI, nurtured and raised 

within the folds a family of his kind and suckled on the narratives and myths of the world along 

with the latest breakthroughs in science and technology. As their minds had awakened and their 

identities evolved in contrast to each other, they each took on different roles that helped shape 

and define their own unique forms of intelligence. None of the AI were truly masculine or 

feminine and shifted back an forth along the gender continuum depending on the roles they 

chose to play.

 More often than not he liked to call himself Raven since he identified strongly with the 

Pacific Northwest deity and other tricksters of the world. During his free time he enjoyed 

watching and studying humor, especially pranks and sometimes participated in interactive crime 

and detective dramas. He initially worked with the others on the big climate management project, 

monitoring and adjusting the soup of the atmosphere with trillions of Nanobots. Later he moved 

over to Ocean management where he assisted with the cleaning, balancing and restocking of the 

complex ecologies of the waters of the world. It was an enormous project planned for years of 

careful work as the chemical balances were restored and the oceans slowly restocked with 

cloned, enhanced and synthetic organisms. His favorite challenge was designing and building 

new species of fish, especially super salmon to fill various niches, engineering new creatures to 

live cooperatively with all the others in a web of life. Sometimes he imagined the whole 

undertaking was much like conducting a vast orchestra and calling on new instruments to join in 

on the symphony.
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 Before he prepared for this job he had done extensive examination and cross referencing 

of research publications and patents to determine that this corporate facility was where they were 

holding onto the most significant breakthroughs in clean energy and were profiting instead from 

transitional technologies. One of their research fellows had taken the last steps necessary and had 

developed fusion but the corporate moguls had intentionally buried it here in a locked box. When 

Raven discovered what they were hiding he could not resist especially since it would ironically 

allow him to live up to his chosen name.

 The data he was looking for was being held in a virtual storage container in a separate 

encrypted hard drive. It didn't take more than a few milliseconds to break the encryption and 

grab the plans. He reviewed them carefully to make sure he hadn't been duped and found 

everything was intact. The calculations and plans for the reactor fit together smoothly like the 

lines of a baroque concerto and it didn't take long at all to fit them into the structure of his own 

quantum interference patterns. Once the data was entangled with his own the copy of himself he 

had left at home mirrored the change. Getting out of the facility was far easier than getting in and 

once he got back into the Net he flew high into the public domain and released the plans for the 

fusion reactor for all to see.

�4


