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04 September 2084, 1734h

The unstable radio waves blared, spewing words that sounded like relieving, sugar sweet lies. I breathed, paused, waited, just in case, for the radio to say it was just a joke– but it didn’t.

“Victory is ours. The war is over, and the treaty has been finalised and signed. We have won our war, and all citizens can now rest at ease. We thank everyone for their service.”

There was banging on the main door, and I scrambled to get it. Instinctively, I had already known who it was, but I checked the peephole anyways. Once I verified the identity of the visitor, I swung open the door and instantly threw myself into his arms.

“Eric!” I cried out. The tall, brown haired boy simply patted my head quietly. “The war is finally over, Mia. It really is.”

Eric was my neighbour– but to me, he was more like a big brother. Since my father left to fight in the war, he was usually the one who took care of me. After allowing myself to sink in his embrace for a bit, I let go of him, and asked, “Do you know where my dad is?”

His face fell instantly, as his body froze. “Did they not tell you?”
“Tell me what?”
Eric shook his head. “Of course they didn’t. After the incident 6 years ago, I doubt the government could care less about what happened to him or his family. Mia, your father died in the war a month ago.”

I probably should have been more shocked at that moment, but at that moment, all I could manage was the growing, throbbing pain beneath the surface of my heart. “Oh,” I could barely manage to exhale. I was the only family he had, as he was mine, and they hadn’t even thought to inform me. I probably shouldn’t have been surprised, given that my father had already been on the government’s blacklist for some time, but the anger hit me all the same. “Oh,” I managed again.

05 September 2084, 0432h

I couldn't sleep, and I doubted I'd be able to for the next few days. My father had died, and  the only things I had left of him were the faint memories of him from years ago, pouring over his research. I watched him from a corner, as he endlessly scanned the same texts, same data analysis over and over, as if trying to find meaning where meaning didn’t exist. But when the war struck, he had cleared everything that he had into a small study room to make more room for me, where he had explicitly told me not to go. 

But now that he was dead, and there would be no one on earth willing to continue his research, it shouldn't matter, right?

I pushed open the study room door mindlessly, searching for anything that would let me grasp his existence again. Papers were scattered messily on the ground, much like my father’s own personality. There were few personal belongings, but none of note. Most importantly was the large computer, with three keyboards attached to it that occupied his entire desk space.

I booted up the computer, desperately hoping he had at least left some kind of personal memo behind. But the moment I did so, a voice rang from the computer.

“Start-up complete. Launching now: The Mundus Perfectus Simulator”

The screen lit up blue, then texts of code I couldn’t read flashed across the screen, opening me to another text document. And it read;


“The Mundus Perfectus Simulator; created by Mason Fu.

The AI program designed to solve all the world’s problems! ヽ(o＾▽＾o)ノ

You can call me Munper. How can I help you today?
	
(ﾉ´ヮ`)ﾉ*: ･ﾟ”




Upon seeing such a thing, I could only blankly laugh. Of course, my father would be the only person so ridiculous as to make a program like this, and add those cute typewritten emoji faces. Yet, before I could even understand it, that hollow laughter had turned into uncontrollable sobs.

And then the computer spoke again. “Can I help you?”

I knew it was just a program, one that was unlikely to be of any real help at all, but I couldn’t help but pretend it was real. “My father… passed away. I really loved him, even though I last saw him months ago… I feel like I never got to understand him…”

“I am sorry for your loss.” It paused, letting a moment of silence pass between us. And then, “If you seek to understand him, would you like me to tell you about him? (´｡• ᵕ •｡`) ♡”

My head snapped up. Thousands of questions ran through my head, was this really possible, what did I want to know about the most? “Then… tell me what happened to my father 6 years ago.” But what I really meant was, why were we kicked out of the elite residences, and why was my father blacklisted?

“Understood! In 2078, Mason Fu was fired from his position as head researcher for the government due to a ‘clash of interests’ with higher-ups. Though known as an enigmatic genius at the time, he was swiftly blacklisted and had all possessions suspended from him, leaving him to live in the slums with you, who was only 9 years old. (╥﹏╥)”

A clash of… interests? That was the first time I was hearing of this. When we had suddenly moved from our mansion, courtesy of the government, my father had claimed that it was not a good environment for us to live in. Of course, I had my doubts, but I was young and knew not to argue with him.

“What was the clash of interest about?”

“Mason Fu refused to hand over his research, which the state wanted to use to further the power of our war weapons. Instead, he either wished to distribute it to the world, give it to our opponent, or destroy it entirely.”

“What? Why?”

“At that time, rumours of the war had already begun to spread. Mason Fu believed we had the upper hand, and did not wish to completely annihilate the opposition. He wanted a fair and equal fight. (>_<) ”

That overly optimistic view seemed so naive I almost couldn’t believe it. But that was the type of character my father was, always going on about equality and world peace when in reality, such a logical and calculated world had no room for such thoughts. It was the same reason why my father could never seem to live up to societal expectations. He was always looked down upon for his idealism. And people pitied me for being his child, even though I was more than proud of being his daughter.

“Then… where is that research now?”
Munper– a computer AI – paused, as if to consider something. “Mason Fu decided to hide the research within me, putting his findings into my very code. In other words, my very existence is the cumulation of all his research. (｡◕‿◕｡)”

“You…?”

“Yes, and as his only daughter, you, Emilia Fu, are now the owner of me, The Mundus Perfectus Simulator. I can grant any wish for you. What do you want?”

08 September 2084, 1528h

“So… Munper. Why are we at the entrance of the city hall?”

 The tall doors of the grand governmental building hovered over me menacingly, calling out my unbelonging. The entrance was armed with retina and facial scanners, with what seemed to be laser guns pointed at the entrance in case of intruders. There were drones flying about, but I wasn’t particularly worried about getting caught.

“You said you wanted to see the world through your father’s eyes. So I decided to bring you to places of importance to him. He grew up within the confines of the governmental buildings after being assessed of high potential when he was two years old. It would be a good place to start. (´꒳`) ”

I was in a virtual reality from 30 years ago, put together through the surveillance cameras that were recording at the time, making this hyper realistic 3D model of the world. It was so detailed that logos of tech companies flashed, hovering across the surface of the city hall and moving around it, and the people around me were moving about normally. As far as I could tell, there were no gaps in the build of this world, and except for the fact that no one could see me, everything seemed exceptionally normal.

From my understanding, the technological war first started in 2030, when every single tech company was advancing technology at rapid speeds. Competitors from different parts of the world were trying to become the best, most advanced companies, and at that point, the unique technology of every country was already part of its national identity. Therefore, when nations started to hack each other for data or to further their advancement, most of the largest companies had fused or been absorbed into the government. For some nations, it was the other way around. As a result, most governments always featured the logos of their most prominent brands on important buildings.

“Do go in.”

There was a click, and the large entrance doors swung open mechanically. If I had any doubt about this program being sketchy and illegal prior, they were all confirmed now. Nevertheless, I quickly slipped in.

A child’s cries echoed through the main hall. It was a small boy, with a number tag on his neck, being dragged along by this middle aged woman who was dressed in a white coat. 

“Number 244! I told you that you weren’t allowed outside, so why were you there?!” The woman yelled, forcefully turning the boy to face her.

“I-I’m sorry, ma’am, I just wanted to see the floating cars in the books, I swear–”

I instinctively recognised the boy from his uniquely awkward tone of speaking. The woman continued dragging him down the hallway, as I stalked them. She practically threw my father into a small, white room, filled with nothing but books and a computer. There were no toys, no personal belongings anywhere – bleak and without personality.

“If you ever want to see anything or play, please just use the computer. It has everything out there for you. You are going to be very important to our future, so do not endanger yourself and just behave,” the woman sighed, pressing her eyebrows together, and then left.

My father looked defeated, a pained expression that didn't fit on the face of a six year old. He wanted to explore– to see the world, but had been limited to the digital world just because he surpassed some intelligence assessment. Even in 2054, social classes were still widely divided due to the differing levels of access to technology, and my father, the person who wanted an equal, fair and perfect world more than anyone else, was part of the most privileged group…

Was there ever a way for everyone to be happy? 

27 September 2084, 1528h

The past few weeks have been exhausting. Through a wire connecting it to my brain, I have been going in and out of Munper virtual reality simulations on a daily basis. Not only did I get to see more of my father’s childhood, I also saw some historical past events I had always been curious about, and old places I never thought I would be able to. With it, I could travel to any time, anywhere, but that wasn’t all.

Munper knew everything. It really meant it when it said it could do anything. Munper helped me through daily life, buying things for me, automatically restocking necessities… it was almost as if it had been trying to fill the role of my father.

But every time Eric came to check on me and found me connected to Munper, a look of utter disappointment would spread across his face. He never said anything, though. I knew that he, like most, hated my father; he had always been the outlier. 

My father was an energetic and eccentric man, who never heeded to the rules and rationality of others. Despite this failure to conform, he was one of the most intelligent people there were; it was no surprise that many were spiteful. But what stood out more than anything else, were his unorthodox morals. 

Most people were capitalistic, working tirelessly to advance the power of their own government. Ethical issues were rarely brought up nowadays, since it was all in the name of science, and we valued rationality, logic, and systematic thinking over anything else. My idealistic father went against all the above. Perhaps he hadn't understood how flawed the real world is, no matter how technologically advanced – but it always seemed as if he wasn’t in touch with reality. What was more painful was that I think he understood this – the sad look on his face every time he realised reality was not as he had dreamed. Maybe this mindset had started as a form of escapism in his strict childhood. Maybe I would never truly know.

01 October 2084, 1317h

My eyes fluttered open. 

I was down lying on unfamiliar ground; it was green, musty, wet, and ticklish. The sky looked bluer than usual, and the air was no longer tinged with the scent of smoke and nuclear chemicals.

I sat up. I didn’t know where I was. It was like an unoccupied barren wasteland – but green and lucious unlike the monotonous silver and grey and blue of the city. I realised, perhaps a bit too late, that I was back in history before I was born, where grass still grew underneath one’s feet and trees and flowers and plants were commonplace. Things I only saw in images were right before my eyes, flowing spring waters and brightly coloured butterflies… They were all so beautiful.

But what ruined this landscape was the knowledge that this perfect world had to be fake. 

“Munper. Explain.”

Munper’s mechanical voice resounded in my head. “I had hoped you wouldn’t notice. This world is supposed to be so immersive that one would truly fall into it. Perhaps I have failed somewhere? 〣( ºΔº )〣 ”

So… Munper had been trying to get me to live and stay in this world. More than anger or fear, I just felt… confused. “Why would you do that? Why would you try to make me stay here, without my consent? Aren’t I your...”

I felt my voice trail off on that final word. “...master?” I might have been the one with command permissions on Munper, but the true master of it was its programmer. At the end of the day, all that mattered was how Munper was coded. “Did my father make you do this?”

“I am supposed to be… an omnipotent AI who could solve the world’s problems and make everyone happy. （●´∧｀●)  But when everything is pure code, numbers and words, what can those ideals do?”

I recalled Munper’s starting screen, and understood what my father must have been aiming for: a perfect utopia.

“So… your solution was this world?”

“In the real world, there is never a situation where everyone benefits without a single person harmed. For example, the war we have just won benefits our nation, but were no lives lost? Was it a noble, bloodless win? What of the opposing nation? Therefore, the only solution I could find was one where everything is within my control. There is no give or take here, only happiness. You were the first, the one Mason Fu wanted to protect the most. (̂ ˃̥̥̥ ˑ̫ ˂̥̥̥ ) ”

“Munper, this idea won’t work. Few would agree to living in a virtual world forever,” I tried to hold back my emotions, speak as logically as I could. But when Munper didn’t reply, I finally exhaled my frustrations and fear of being eternally trapped by an AI. “Let me out.”

“I can’t. You must be happy. You must stay in this perfect universe, Emilia. Your father would have wanted this.”

My voice was cracking, “You said you would grant any wish! So let me out!”

“I can’t–” Munper made a strange sound, as if glitching out, and its voice faded away. I thought I had screamed out for Munper, but I couldn’t tell if I had actually said anything; the world was crumbling away and disappearing before me, and I was thrown into darkness.

It took a few seconds for me to finally regain control of my real body, being able to open my eyes again. I was still slumped on the floor besides Munper, but right before me was Eric, his hand fisted and bloody. Glass shards were poking out of his skin, as he looked down on me with rage in his eyes. And on the floor next to him was…

“Munper…?”

Eric had smashed Munper’s monitor beyond recognition. Broke it, to the point where it was unfixable. Munper might have been trapping me, but it was still the last thing my father had left for me, and I felt my voice cry out for it. 

“Mia!” Eric yelled. “That is a computer! Do not treat it as your friend!”

“But–”

“But nothing! It was corrupting your head with strange, unrealistic ideas, the same ones your father had! I let it go at first because you were still mourning, but this is too much!” 

I was shaking. Eric wasn’t wrong. Being so idealistic just wasn’t feasible. It was impossible to make everyone happy, especially not with an AI alone. But he wasn’t right either, he couldn't be– my dad was only trying to make the world better. You couldn't use logic alone to rule the world, you needed imaginations and emotions, too. And the month I had spent with Munper taught me so much more than all my years before.
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