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Foreword


Welcome and thank you for choosing this book - a first of  it's kind.  The entire book has been, with exception of the image captions and character explanations, written by an immersive machine intelligence - 124C41.  The stories  were originally created during the years 2017-2019.  All art work was created by state of the art generative AI "text to image" software.  The text fragments used to feed the various generative AI software tools were generated by a process (reverse story search) developed at MobileTimesToday.
A Very Scary Googly Nightmare Before Christmas
by
Nomen est Omen
First Created: December 22nd 2018


[image: Post-Apocalyptic quake-shaken future]


The other night I awoke to a frightening nightmare. I found myself in the Valley, wandering down an empty and void freeway (Was it 101?), around me only silence - a silence reminiscent of a post-Apocalyptic, quake-shaken future, normally only found in Hollywood movies. 












[image: An apparition on the road]




Any moment, I expected a hairy gorilla riding on a horse and drawing his whip, to come chase after me. Instead, a sudden movement to my left made me freeze. I could not believe my eyes as to the fata morgana opening up in front of me. 










[image: Gorilla riding horse]






It was a Googly-looking brain, running on a pair of clumsy-looking legs, wildly gesticulating with its overgrown arms, and an insanely, madly look glistening in its two Googly-eyes. 






[image: A googly brain wildly gesticulating with it's arms.]






Then I heard a tweedy, chirping voice loudly exclaiming: I tawd I taw a Googly brain.... I turned to the right, and there was indeed that well-known Tweedy-bird (No, not the blue one from Frisco - but the yellow and way more funny one). It was hopping up and down, very excitingly, and pointing down the freeway ahead of me. 


[image: That tweet bird on the road.]


I gazed on down the freeway, attempting to catch a glimpse of what had Tweet-bird up in a bind. A loud, thunderous cloud of dust was moving up towards us at a speed exceeding that of a viral fake news post on Facecrook. 


[image: Yellow bird and a thunderous cloud.]


I did, I did taw a tadzillion bad old Googly brains! exclaimed Tweedy, his excitement bursting faster than the biggest man-made dam. 






[image: A bursting man-made dam.]


And now, I also saw that this fast moving cloud of dust was a gigantic herd of Googly-looking brains, and each and everyone was somehow different from the other. 


[image:  Gigantic herd of Googly-looking brains.]
For one, there was a Googly brain riding on a tricycle, impetuously treading the pedals, but the harder it pedaled, the less it moved on its own. The Googly brain had a facial expression situated somewhere between madness and angryness, a type of self-loathing emotion. At the back of the tricycle it was riding, waved a banner exclaiming: Wayless self-driving for Waymo bucks. 


[image: Googly brain riding on a tricycle.]


Then the tricycle-riding Googly brain already passed me by, not due to its own motoric powers, but because it was pushed on by the sheer, never-ending stream of other Googly brains. There were Googly brains holding up newspapers which espoused headlines such as:




	Googly Docs Translator states: "This french language document is already in English." 
	Googly ASR Bloopers: Manifold and hilarious. Soon to arrive. 
	Googly search: "trump" = "idiot", or just more fake news? 
	Googly Brain: Gone AWOL! Combined deep search efforts by NSA/CIA/MI6/GCHQ/GRU/FSB/Mossad fail to locate it. 
	Googly+: Closed, closing, what now? 
	Googly Security: MIA! Even Googly can't find it. 
	Googly Mail: Your private data, everybody's data! 








[image: Sheer, never-ending stream of Googly brains.]










The vast cloud of Googly brains kept on rolling past me. So, I decided to see where this frightened and insanely-looking horde of Googlies was coming from. Apparently, it was the exit ramp ahead of me which was the origin of the mass exodus. The traffic sign in front of the freeway exit ramp simply stated: Next Exit - Real World Data. 




[image: Freeway exit ramp.]




Now that the mystery of the origin of this mass extinction was identified, I turned about to move in the direction which the Googly brains had chosen for their escape. Again, they were all exiting onto a freeway ramp just ahead. 


[image:  Googly brains exiting ramp.]




A few more steps in the direction of their collective flight, and I could glean the words written on the traffic sign 




[image: Innconceivably vast array of sandboxes .]




up ahead. Next Exit - Googly Brain Play Bin. Oh my, and now I saw it in front of me. An inconceivably vast array of sandboxes was aligned beyond the freeway exit ramp, and each contained complacent, but tranquil Googly brains, playing and seemingly enjoying their simple but protective sandbox-world.




[image:  Googly brains playing in sandbox.]




I decided to go a bit further, and after several miles or so, I noticed an old ruin of a building. A broken and badly ram shackled sign read Da House dat Googly built. At the front entrance of the building, I noticed three little ducklings which exposed an eery similarity with Huey, Dewey, and Louie. 


[image: The three ducklings.]






Except, each wore an unfamiliar t-shirt with a name tag on the back. The first read Alexa, the second Siri, and the third Cortana. The first duckling - Alexa - knocked on the nearly unhinged door, which was promptly opened by a voluminous apparition of a duck. 




[image: Duckling entering through ramshakled door.]




"Unci Donald, can Googly come out to play?", asked Alexa. The mighty duck - no, not the one that quacks in Anaheim, but the one that reigns at 1600 Pennsylvania Ave NW - wore a big red cap which simply read Big Bwana. 






[image: Big Bwana - the mighty  duck - with his trademark red cap.]




Big Bwana, was not amused by this interruption. He jumped up and down in a fit of choleric anger and quacked loudly: "Those darn, no-good, democratic hooligans! Lock'em up!! Lock'em all up!!!" 






[image: Big Bwana and his furious rant.]








In his hands Big Bwana held a model of an incessantly large and metallic-shiny wall, the type which immediately conjured up images reminiscent of a deja-vu a la Snake Plisken. The wall was equipped with a large 16K-high-resolution display which repeatedly blinked in bloody, red color the following words:


No pasar! No entrar!! No bienvenido!!! Esta el pais de Big Bwana et FakeNews.


[image: Metallic-shiny wall.]


Looking past Big Bwana, I noticed a couch behind which a small Googly brain was hiding, a fearful and somewhat puzzled expression on its face. 


[image: The Bear ofThe East sitting on a couch.]
On the left side of the couch, I recognized the Bear of the East as he was biting chunks off a giant euro-cookie. The middle of the couch was empty. On the right side of the couch, very prominently displayed, was the Porpoise of the Far East, it's left extremity extended and gently touching the Googly brain. 


[image: The Bear of The East getting to devour the Euro cookie.]


The Bear of the East, and the Porpoise of the Far East otherwise appeared to display no facial expression whatsoever, but as I looked more closely, I could discover the faintest smirk of Schadenfreude protruding through their otherwise emotionless expressions, all the while Big Bwana kept up his furious rant.
The Valley of Hype revealed Indeed a transparent Glassdoor by shining light on a very scary Googly nightmare before Christmas.
Epilogue


Of course,  the team is ready to publish a follow up to this book entitled "More Tales from The Alternate Universe".  Again, you will meet old characters in new situations and new protagonists like Little Joe "I biden my time".  So stay tuned and don't miss the epic Ponderosa shoot-out at high noon involving Little Joe "I biden my time" and his challenger Humpty Dumpty Trumpty.  Or, enjoy an entertaining second chapter of "Travels with Mark, Elon, and Donald".  In the mean time, you can subscribe to old and new stories, or drop 124C41 a line.
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Praise For Author
Steve G. Romaniuk started writing speculative fiction while in high school from 1980  -1982.  He published over a dozen short stories, several essays, and co-wrote a novel.  With this story book, he returned as editor in chief of the series.

124C41 started it's publication career with this book (August 2023).
- International Speculative Fiction Database
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