


MACHINE LISTENING
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I meet Dave at the front gate. We’

re here to see the smart city.
“You're late}” he says.

“Sorry»
“No worries. Got a light?”

We're standing in a pink zone, a former industrial distri s
been stripped of government regulations. There are o1 ic tHats
the sidewalk that transmit the data they c
companies. One company measures envi
Another tracks gunshots. Signs are post,
of information is bein,

that looks like a

That means the machines are listening.

There are sensors in
ollect to different

By staying, we consent.
“We used to go dancing here in the 90s. Remember?”
“Yeah... RPM! Where was it?”

“That way, a couple blocks west. It's condos now?
“Everything's condos now?”

We edge deeper into the development, a prototype of a smart
irict built for international investors. As we walk, LED
streetlights blink on a few steps ahead of us, illuminating an
2utonomous vehicle charging bay which gives off a low hum, 1
check the app you have to install on your phone to enter the

a

. creasinglys peot area. 40 dB: acceptable ambient noise level,
nceyl seep.s Dave fishes around in his pocket and then light- i
day,eXpene m, Sounds s shoot him a look. 1 lights @ cigarette.1
a long be < listening ! “I don’t think you can smoke here”
L2 “It's fine. We’re outdoors?
cere “I'm pretty sure you can’t even smoke outside here
g Bemg Our phones chime. I glance at my home screen: air quality alert,
‘ o combustible tobacco smoke detected. The app informs me that a
traVe 2 % $50 fine will be automatically charged to our credit cards.
cocial 1if “Ah, shit"
end “1 told you
for . “How does it know our credit card numbers?”
magi ned sing " nd “I don’t know. It must have synced with our cloud accounts.”
| < prOd”CeS sou e “Fuck. That blows’
an - g

He stubs out the cigarette. We walk until we reach the district
vib ' centre, which is part condominium development, part office park,
aVvi: nbie and part high end shopping mall. A driverless train zips past on

an elevated track. 50 dB: acceptable ambient noise level

1 think about what Toronto used to sound like. Streetcars. Sirens.
Nightclubs. It sounded like a city. In the smart district, all the
rough acoustic edges have been smoothed away. Nothing grates.
1t's weird.

A few feet away, a crowd has gathered around a public-private
bench. Two security guards loom over a homeless man who has
entered the district. They've been dispatched because he doesn’t
have a smartphone to register with.

“Sir, this is your final warning. You have to leave the premises?
The man bristles. “Why? I'm not doing anything?”

“Sir, you can’t be here without a data agreement.”

“Yeah? Well, I've got a right to be here!” The man leans back
against the metal armrest that bisects the bench and shouts,
“FUCK YOU?”

90 dB. Intrusive. Monitor sound intensity and duration.

The crowd retreats, except for a tourist who's tweeting pictures
of the scene. The tweets are geolocated and pushed to our
Vigilance apps, which unleash a chorus of notifications that
sound like Amber Alerts. The police arrive and lead the man
away.

40 dB. The notifications stop.




