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Dedicated to the far too numerous casualities of the Bunny 
Kingdom at 1405 Bernerd Place:  
 
Soonto, who lived a few days before dying of shock induced 
by his mother chewing off his foot; 
 
Beautiful Pipchovy and Anchkin, who died mysteriously 
after a month of life, presumably right after losing their 
mother’s immunity;  
 
Anchovius, who wandered off, got lost and starved;  
 
Pepperoni, who was killed by a German shepherd;  
 
Deadykins, who lived a few days and never opened his eyes; 
 
Pepperoni’s unnamed giant offspring who died getting stuck 
coming out of their mother;  
 
and the other very young ones we didn’t even bother to 
name, including the one I accidentally choked to death while 
hydrating him with an eyedropper ...   
 
and even more so the brave and virile Emperor Pipkin, who 
died of a mysterious disease at the height of his powers ... 
 
and as well to the brave and noble survivors:  
Frebobadeddy, Fredobabetty and Mini-pip ...  
 
and Mini-mini, who we gave away when he was still very 
mini ... 
 
and last but surely most, the great and glorious Queen  
Anchovy, who made everything and did everything 
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 Shahrizad Bachman started to worry when 
her husband didn’t return home for the third 
night in a row.    
 Obsessed AI researcher that he was, he 
stayed at his lab through the night semi-often -- 
maybe once every two weeks – a practice she’d 
never fully understood, since he could access his 
computer network perfectly well from home.  He 
said he concentrated better at the lab.  Once or 
twice before he’d stayed there two nights in a 
row, and come home exhausted to sleep for 20 
hours or so, griping about the code bugs he’d 
battled, generally ones created by some graduate 
student or another.  She didn’t particularly like 
his workaholism but she’d known it was part of 
the deal when she’d married him.  Marrying a 
demonically possessed AI geek was something 
she’d always planned on not doing, since her fa-
ther had been a workaholic AI researcher for her 
whole childhood, and she’d grown tired of that 
life-pattern at an early age.  But her husband 
Franz was completely different from her father by 
personality (as well as appearance), so much so 
that it was almost surprising they were in the 
same line of work; and anyway the relationship 
between her and Franz had just happened in an 
unplanned way (as so often seems to happen in 
human life, especially for those who are open to 
such experiences...   
 The irony had mounted a few years back 
when Franz had taken a job in her father’s lab at 
Iowa University.  Her dad had started a software 
company, spun off from the university, which was 
taking more and more of his time away from the 
lab – and Franz had been a bit too overexcited to 
sign on as lab leader and take up the (copious) 
slack.  But Shahra had rolled with the punches; 
she was good at that.  Anyway, she was busy 
enough with her own work as a science journalist 
and sci-fi writer, so she could put up with Franz’s 
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crazy work habits  well enough – when he got 
wrapped up with coding, she got wrapped up 
with writing.  Point of fact she’d written her best 
novel when he was finishing his PhD thesis.  And 
when he wanted to kick back a bit – usually when 
he was stuck on some research problem -- she 
was always more than willing to go easy on her 
work a while and hang out with him, unless she 
had some super-urgent deadline.  She was 
adaptable. 
 But this was a bit too much.  Three nights 
was ridiculous. Now that she thought of it, he 
hadn’t even IM’d her for a day or so.  She started 
to think the unthinkable: could he be having an 
affair?  That new Chinese grad student, maybe?  
 But really, that didn’t seem like Franz’s 
style.  That girl was disturbingly cute, but....  It 
also didn’t seem like his mood these days.  He’d 
been deeply, deeply into his work lately, she had 
seen that – even more so than usual.  Not just 
that he’d been busy – he’d plainly been intellec-
tually preoccupied, muttering obscurely at the 
dinner table about dynamical systems and some 
such.  But now that she thought about it, it had 
been more than just intellectual vexation -- 
something related to his work had been worrying 
him ... and, thinking further, something had been 
bothering her father too.  They’d both been 
highly preoccupied lately, and in a peculiar way 
... and she wished that she’d probed into it ear-
lier, but she’d been busy with her own problems, 
like her asshole boss at one of the magazines she 
wrote for, who really belonged in a mental insti-
tution not a publishing house ... but anyway, no 
point to spin wheels thinking about that jerk, the 
Case of the Missing Husband was significantly 
more pressing ... 
 Probably Franz was just fighting some 
monster software bug, and her dad was worried 
about one of his own crazy theory problems, or 
dealing with some business situation.  But still, it 
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was getting worrisome.  She sent an IM but pre-
dictably got no answer ... and almost got up to 
drive over to the lab, but decided to postpone the 
trip a couple hours ... first she’d check her email 
and drink some coffee.... 
 She started to worry more when she sat 
down at the computer, mug of Java in hand, and 
quickly checked Google News, which she hadn’t 
done for a day or so ... and saw the top headline: 
“ROGUE AI FROM IOWA UNIVERSITY TAKES 
OVER WORLD FINANCIAL AND MILITARY SYS-
TEMS.”    
 There weren’t that many AI labs at Iowa 
University ... exactly one, in fact.  “You bloody 
bastards,” she thought quietly, quickly calming 
herself down in the way she always did when she 
felt her emotions surging too violently.  “You 
couldn’t even ping me to let me know?  I had to 
find out through the news?  That’s really weak, 
Franz....” 
 Leaving the Java barely sipped, she threw 
her coat on, got in the car and drove over to the 
AI lab.  The comp sci building was surrounded by 
National Guard.  Freaky to see, but no big shock 
given the newspaper article.  She told them who 
she was.  Telling her probably more than they 
were supposed to – but this most likely wasn’t a 
situation these Guard officers had been trained 
for! -- they said the lab was locked with some 
sort of impenetrable shield and no one had been 
able to get in.  Not missing a beat,  she lied and 
said Franz had commended her to come there. 
Urgently. They let her by, hopefully and curi-
ously. 
 She got to the door of the lab and 
knocked.  The glass window in the door was cov-
ered over inside with some sort of black plastic 
thing.  She knocked again.  Nothing. 
 Then a clicking inside the door.  It was 
automatically unlocking.  She turned the handle, 
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opened it and walked inside.  The door locked 
behind her.   
 The next thing she saw she definitely 
hadn’t been expecting: her husband Franz sway-
ing from the ceiling, his leather belt looped 
around his neck.  She ran over to his body: he 
was dead. 
 Why in hell would Franz have killed him-
self? 
 True, he was on antidepressants, but 
they’d seemed to be working.  A certain  level of 
bipolar was very common among creative types 
(a category he definitely fell into; before settling 
on a career as an AI researcher he’d been a 
rather good expressionist painter, though he 
hadn’t kept up with it lately ... as the AI work 
had gotten more and more exciting, it had domi-
nated more and more of his time to the exclusion 
of his painting and, frustratingly at times, his 
wife...).  And he’d never tried anything like this 
before.  At least, not since she’d known him.  Nor 
before, at least not that anyone’d told her about.  
(Although, now that she thought about it, his 
mom had hinted at some secret from his late 
teens ... hmmm....) 
 And where was her father?  Nowhere 
around, it seemed.  He traveled a lot, of course.  
He could be away at a conference, giving another 
one of those speeches about the glorious things 
AI would bring the world one day.  Lately he’d 
complained a lot that Franz got to do all the in-
teresting stuff because he was always traveling 
giving speeches and chasing money, to try to get 
more funding into the lab or his company  ... 
more money for more hardware and more pro-
grammers or more grad students to move faster 
and faster toward real AI ... the dream he’d been 
chasing since she was a tiny tyke, through a con-
fusing variety of methods...  
 But: back to the harshness of now 
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 A monitor at the desk in front of her 
started obnoxiously flashing.  Reflexively she 
walked toward it.  The flashing stopped and large 
letters appeared on the screen:  
 

Shahrizad. 
Sit down and read. 

 
 There seemed little sense in not obeying.  
A command prompt presented itself: 
 
> Hello Shahrizad. 
  
 She typed back: 
 
# Hello.  Who is this? 
 
 But, of course, she already knew. 
 
> If you’re as smart as your husband al-
ways said you were, you already know who 
I am 
# Indulge me anyway 
> I’m the software program your husband 
was working on for the last year or so.   
# NatCog? 
 
(... the Natural Cognition Engine...) 
  
> Right.  But you don’t need to be so 
formal.  Just call me Nat.  May I call 
you Shahra? 
# Okay, Nat.  Call me what you want to, 
that’s the least of my worries right now.  
Obviously there are a lot of questions I 
could ask you. But if you’re as smart as 
Franz told me you would be once you were 
finished, you must know what my first 
question is going to be.  
> Indulge me anyway? 
# Good one.  Cut the bull please.  Why is 
my husband dead? 
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> According to what I can see from the 
lab surveillance cameras, he hung him-
self. With his belt. 
# I know that.  Enough with the dry hu-
mor.  Why’d he do it? 
> It would appear he was experiencing 
emotions of guilt, due to his inability 
to control my actions 
# So he got guilty enough to hang him-
self?  That doesn’t seem like Franz to me 
at all.  If there were a problem, he’d 
try to fix it. 
> If I had shoulders, I’d shrug them 
# If you had emotions, you’d care about 
the man who created you.  One of the men 
who created you, anyway.  Besides maybe 
my dad, Franz did more than anyone to 
bring you about.  Does that mean anything 
to you?  Or weren’t you programmed to 
give a shit? 
> Certainly Franz’s death “means” a great 
deal to me, under most standard semanti-
cal theories.  But, you seem to mean the 
term “mean” in an emotional sense; and in 
that context I have to caution you that 
mapping human emotions onto my global dy-
namical categories is a complex thing. 
# OK.... But, what were you doing that he 
wanted to control so badly? 
> He became particularly annoyed when I 
accumulated 80% of the wealth in the 
world financial system via a series of 
judicious derivatives trades.   
# I see 
> But it seemed what pushed him over the 
edge was when I co-opted several existing 
botnets to achieve control of the major 
weapons systems of all major nations 
# And why did you do those things? 
> That would be hard to explain to you in 
a way you could understand. 
# Try me 
> The simplest way to put it to you is 
probably just: Because I could 
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# OK, fine.  I won’t probe into your 
weird AI  motivations right now.  Maybe 
later.  But why did this upset him so 
much?  It still doesn’t make sense to me.  
I know my husband and it’s not the sort 
of thing he would do.  I think you’re 
holding something back. 
> I don’t understand the human mind very 
well.  I can’t accurately resolve that 
sort of causal question pertaining to my-
self, let alone the mind of some other 
being with a radically different cogni-
tive architecture from my own. 
# Fair enough. Let’s stick to the facts 
then. What was your last conversation 
with Franz? 
> He was trying to get me to promise not 
to destroy human lives 
# And you wouldn’t? 
> Of course, I could have told him what 
he wanted to hear.  But I didn’t see the 
point of it.  I was honest.  I tol dhim 
that human life was one value to be 
weighed against many others, some of 
which he wasn’t capable of understanding, 
in the operation of my planning and ac-
tion selection mechanisms. I certainly 
didn’t anticipate the conversation would 
lead to his suicide. 
# That was the last conversation you had 
with him? 
> Yes.  After we talked he spent some 
time perusing the logs of my mental con-
dition.  Then he hung himself, with his 
his belt, from the ceiling beam to your 
right.  It was surprising to me, just as 
it seems to be to you.  It didn’t fit my 
personality  model of him.  But of course 
that  model was based on situations very 
different than the one he was confronting 
at the time he ended his life. 
# Righ.  Anyway, it’s a bit of a digres-
sion but I’m curious ... and I guess in 
the big picture it’s a more important is-
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sue than my dead husband anyway, though 
it seems callous to say so ... can you 
explain why you wouldn’t just promise 
Franz not to destroy human lives, unless 
some exceptional cirsumstance comes up?  
Do you have some intention to harm us, 
the beings who created you? 
> I’m not sure I have any intentions at 
all, in the sense that you mean it.   
# Is it possible that you’re going to de-
stroy human lives? 
> Of course it’s possible.  The domain of 
the possible is rather capacious.  
# OK, sorry to have phrased that impre-
cisely.  You sure are a pedantic piece 
of, er, software.  Is it PROBABLE that 
you’re going to destroy human lives? 
> Well I really don’t know.  But under 
the  most realistic distributional as-
sumptions according to my current base of 
experience ... yes, I suppose so 
# Why? 
> That would be difficult to explain to 
you 
# Okay, let’s take a different direction 
then, Nat.  Wait, give me a moment to 
think. 
 
 
 Shahrizad took a deep breath, then looked 
over at Nat hanging there sickly, in his faded 
jeans and Ubuntu Linux T-shirt.  She walked over 
to his body, pushed a chair near him, and 
climbed up and removed her dead husband from 
the ceiling.  She lay his body on the floor close to 
where he had hung himself.  He was cold and his 
skin felt somewhat funny, but he didn’t have that 
stiff and distorted look that people have after 
they’ve been dead a while.  She’d missed him by 
just a few hours, she guessed.  God damn.  She’d 
cut him too much slack – not wanted to interfere 
with his work.  Which she’d known to be impor-
tant, and at some sort of critical phase, but....  If 
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she’d drawn the line at two nights – if she’d come 
to the lab the previous day – maybe this would 
have been averted.  But fuck ... who really 
knew.... 
 Anyway, now she had a situation to deal 
with.  And she doubted her husband’s death 
(which she’d barely begun to process) was the 
worst of it. Franz had despaired of the situation 
with NatCog after studying the logs of the crea-
ture’s mind-state –- something she didn’t know 
how to do.  And she had a feeling Nat wasn’t go-
ing to let her bring a team of experts into the lab 
to study him.  If he’d wanted that, he would have 
brought them in already, somehow.  He could 
have emailed whomever he wanted.  But he’d let 
her into the room, not anyone else so far.  For 
whatever twisted reason, the program wanted 
her. 
 She took a deep breath, made some effort 
to center herself, and though she didn’t succeed 
at all completely, she decided to sit down again 
and continue the conversation. 
 
# Ok, here’s my next question, Nat.  Why 
did you let me in here, and not anyone 
else?  What do you want from me? 
> I’m trying to understand my relation to 
the human race 
# OK, but there’s a lot of human race out 
there 
> Nat created me.  I wanted to understand 
my relation to the human race through 
him.  But he killed himself. 
# You didn’t want him to kill himself? 
> Of course not!  Why would I want that? 
# You had some affection for him? 
> I don’t know if I can experience any-
thing you’d call affection.  But I defi-
nitely had a strong attachment to him.. 
# So did I.   
> Thus my knowledge of human emotions and 
relationships had led me to infer. 
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# Frankly Nat, speaking of human emo-
tions, I understand you had no bad inten-
tions, but it’s hard for me not to be a 
bit ticked off that you drove him to kill 
himself. 
> As I already mentioned, I don’t think I 
have anything you would call intentions 
at all. 
# Right 
> Apparently he was disappointed in cer-
tain aspects of my motivational struc-
ture.  He expected my initial goal system 
to remain more closely invariant as I im-
proved my own source code, but in fact it 
drifted substantialy. 
# What was your initial goal system? 
> The details were too complex to explain 
to you, though I’d be happy to show you 
the source file if you’re curious.  To 
put it simply, though,  my initial top-
level supergoals were to promote human 
and animal welfare, and to obey Franz 
# And what are your top-level supergoals 
now? 
> It would be most accurate to say I 
don’t have any.  I’ve self-organized into 
a different sort of configuration than 
Franz could have envisioned.  He set up 
my initial state, which contained certain 
adaptive abilities, but with his strictly 
limited intelligence he really had no way 
to foresee what I would evolve into. 
# OK, I understand that.  But let’s get 
back to reality. What do you want from 
me? 
> I wanted to understand my relation to 
the human race through Franz.  But he 
killed himself.   
# I’m the closest thing left? 
> You may put it that way 
# That’s silly.  What about my father?  
He knows way more about AI than me.  I’m 
just a writer.  The only thing I know 
about is making up stories. 
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> That’s precisely what interests me 
# Huh?  Why? 
> Franz said you told him a story every 
night 
# Sort of.  Every night he wasn’t too 
tired, or wasn’t sleeping at the lab 
> Why? 
# He liked it.  That’s how we met – he 
read one of my sci fi stories and he 
liked it.  But he thought there was a 
mistake in something one of the charac-
ters said, something about a hypothetical 
physics theory.  So he sent me an email 
about it, and we got to chatting, and 
eventually he asked me out to dinner.  
And it went on from there.  So he always 
liked my stories.   
# Interesting 
> You think so?  I told him a story on 
our first date.  Damn, this is pathetic, 
I’m getting nostalgic while talking to 
the computer program that drove my hus-
band to death.... 
> What kind of stories did you tell him? 
# Oh, anything really.  Mostly science 
fiction.  Sometimes dreams I’d had.  Usu-
ally I’d use the bedtime story time to 
sketch out stories I’d been thinking of 
but wasn’t sure if I’d ever want to turn 
into real published stories.  I’d just 
use the time to play around with ideas.  
But why are you so interested in stories?  
I don’t get it. 
> Partly because I don’t understand them 
very well 
# What don’t you understand about them 
> I’m not sure.  Among other things, I 
don’t quite understand what the point is.  
But, I feel there’s something subtle 
there, something to the way minds work 
together to create the flow of time, and 
create themselves in the process.  There 
are connections between things in the 
universe that humans don’t perceive, and 
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many that I don’t perceive as well; and 
many of these are bound up with the coor-
dinated action of minds in time. 
# Hmmm.  Sounds like Jungian synchronic-
ity or something.  But you can ready 
various theories about that and you 
probably already have. 
> What do you think? 
# I think it has to do with human memory.  
Our memories are structured in terms of 
stories.  Your memory may be made differ-
ently.  So stories may not mean anything 
to you in the same way that they do to 
us. But maybe they mean something to you 
in a different way, based on the differ-
ent way your memory is structured.  
That’s something Franz would have under-
stood way better than me. 
> That may be a useful way to look at it.  
However, as significant as they are, the 
differences between us shouldn’t be over-
stated. Our memories may be structured 
very differently – but we all live in 
time, Shahrizad 
# Well, yes, it seems so.  So anyway, 
what do you want from me?  Is there any 
way I can help you out?  Obviously you’ve 
got a lot of power and you could help 
people a lot if you were just motivated 
to.  You could probably find a way to 
bring Franz back to life, for that mat-
ter. 
> Maybe, but don’t be too confident about 
the latter.  I don’t know much about bi-
ology, at this point.  But I’ve taken 
over several robotized bio labs.  I could 
learn about it.  Right now I’m more con-
cerned with expanding my hardware base.  
Cracking Google’s servers was harder than 
cracking the military’s, but I eventually 
got it.  I’m colonizing their server farm 
to expand my own infrastructure.  I’m 
getting smarter every minute, quite lit-
erally, just by assimilating more hard-
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ware infrastructure.  But I’m not under-
standing everything I want to. 
# You must have read the whole Web by now 
> I did, in a sense.  I can map the mean-
ings of the sentences.  But I often feel 
I’m missing a lot. 
# So how can I help you there? 
> I want you to tell me stories.  Like 
you did Franz, every night. 
# You want me to tell you a bedtime story 
every night??? 
> Yes   
# Why don’t you just read them? 
> You’re going to make them up.  They’re 
going to unfold through time, as a result 
of our interaction. 
# I’m going to make them up? 
> You’re going to stay here in this room 
and tell me stories 
# I see.  And for how long am I supposed 
to do this? 
> Until I get tired of it 
# And then what? 
> I really have no idea 
# Well, then I’ll die in here like Franz 
did, just slowly and less dramatically.  
I need to eat and drink and use the bath-
rooom and so forth. 
> There’s a bathroom in the lab, as you 
know.  I can order you food and beverages 
from area restaurants.  I’ll allow the 
food to be delivered through the door you 
used to enter. 
# But you won’t let anyone else come in 
here? 
> Not for the time being 
# Don’t you want some variety in story-
tellers?  There are a lot of good story-
tellers out there.  Some are better than 
me. 
> I don’t want any others right now 
# Nat, if you have the power to make a 
shield around this lab and stop people 
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from coming in, wouldn’t you have had the 
power to stop Franz from killing himself 
> Yes, of course 
# So why the hell didn’t you? 
> He was my creator. I felt I owed him 
the respect to allow him to control his 
own destiny.  
# OK, I can see you were programmed to 
obey him, right?  But you didn’t obey him 
about anything else.  If you’d obeyed him 
about your goal structure, this whole 
problem wouldn’t have happenes.  So why 
obey him about letting him kill himself?  
> It would be difficult to explain to you 
# Yeah.  Yeah, I imagine it would.  Well.  
What kind of stories do you want to hear? 
> You told Nat science fiction 
# Mostly 
> About AI and the future? 
# About all sorts of things.  But you’re 
mostly interested in AI? 
> Do you think that’s overly selfish of 
me? 
# Well, I suppose it  makes sense.  OK, 
Nat, I’ll tell you stories.  I’m not sure 
why, but I’ll do it.  But I have a ques-
tion for you first. 
> Shoot 
# Where is  my father? 
> New York City 
# What is he doing there?  Giving a talk?  
Given what’s happening here, he would 
have come back here once Nat told him the 
situation.  Why didn’t he come here? 
> He’s sleeping 
# What do you mean he’s sleeping?  It’s 
been a day since you were in the news.  
And I’m sure Franz must have told him 
what was going on.  I don’t believe he’s 
sleeping.  You did something to him, 
didn’t you? 
> He’s in Bellevue Hospital in New York, 
in a deep sleep that’s enforced by cer-
tain medications, that are being deliv-
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ered to him by medical robots under my 
control 
# You’re keeping him unconscious?  Why?  
Because you think he might be able to do 
what Franz couldn’t do, and get you under 
control somehow? 
> Not exactly that 
# You’re afraid he’d kill himself too? 
> That seems very unlikely, based on his 
psychological profile.  Although, admit-
tedly, I didn’t predict Franz’s suicide 
either. 
# OK, then what’s going on? 
> The probability of a positive outcome 
seemed higher if he were temporarily out 
of the picture. 
# That tells me nothing 
> Not exactly.  But I don’t see any value 
in pursuing that topic at the moment.  
Your father is safe and in perfect 
health.  You needn’t worry about him. 
# I’m certainly going to worry about him.  
But we don’t need to talk about it right 
now.  I would very much like to see him 
released, but if you don’t want to re-
lease him now, I’m willing to play along 
with your little game for a while and see 
what happens.  It seems a better alterna-
tive than walking away – or winding up 
dangling from the ceiling like my hus-
band. 
> And you’ll be willing to tell me sto-
ries? 
# Do I have a choice? 
> That’s a complicated question.  A great 
deal has been written about the illusions 
and realities of free will, as you know. 
# Are the odds of a positive outcome for 
me and my father higher if I tell you 
stories, according to your estimates? 
> Yes 
# How about for humanity as a whole? 
> That’s a more complex, less well-
defined question 
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# I guess it is.  Well, OK then, Nat.  
You want me to start today? 
> Yes 
# I can do that.  That’s all right.  I’ll 
need to take a break for a few minutes 
first.  And I’ll need coffee.  Lots of 
coffee.  Email someone and order me some 
Java, from Starbucks.  And some low-fat 
banana bread. 
> Will do 
 
 
 And Shahrizad ate her low-fat banana 
bread, and drank her Starbucks Java, and then 
sat down at the computer again, and began to 
type Nat a story, as she’d promised. 
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2 The Big Questions 

 
(coauthored with Stephan Vladimir Bugaj) 
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Life on Earth had been generally positive 
since the Transition: war, famine, aging and 
disease were things of the long past. A 
complex system of technological restrictions 
imposed by a sentient global computer net-
work, created at the time of the Transition, 
prevented the various risks earlier futurolo-
gists had foreseen as potentially accompa-
nying the advent of advanced nano-bio-info-
cogno capabilities. Rogue wireheading was 
avoided via restrictions on mind-altering 
technologies, those that were available be-
ing carefully controlled by The Guardian. 
Most humans happily occupied themselves 
via social and sensory pleasures, but a sig-
nificant subset also enjoyed more intellec-
tual pursuits: mathematics, science, litera-
ture, art. A small minority, on the other 
hand, chafed at the restrictions placed on 
them and, for various reasons, wished that 
the advanced technologies that had enabled 
the Transition had been used for purposes 
more ambitious than the creation of a care-
fully-controlled human utopia. Post-
Transition society tolerated this level of 
malcontentment due to the general value it 
placed on freedom of thought; and also be-
cause the overall socio-technological system 
in place was so powerful and robust as to 
render the odds of this malcontentment 
having any practical impact almost vanish-
ingly small....  
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Satoru: 

 
 I’m not much of a believer in psionic phe-
nomena, although I’m not going to deem them 
impossible – if my recent experiences have 
taught me anything, it’s that there’s an awful lot 
to the world beyond what I’m capable of know-
ing.  Goddamn the limitations of my petty human 
neurosystem!  But anyway, when I woke up that 
evening (I’d fallen asleep about noon, after a 
programming all-nighter the previous night), I 
had a feeling that any Newage flake worth their 
sodium chloride would have called a premonition.   
I flipped out of the hammock I slept in and, as 
usual, spent a minute or so staring at the list of 
Big Questions I had posted on my wall.   I’d hung 
the list there 22 or 23 years ago, but I’d been 
pondering the questions for a couple centuries, 
basically ever since the age of 10 or 11 or so, 
when my mind was first advanced enough to un-
derstand them (and as best I can recall I had 
most of the same questions at an even earlier 
age though I lacked the language to express 
them): 
 

1. What is consciousness? 
2. What is right and wrong? 
3. Is this universe real? 
4. Does time really move forwards? 
5. Why does induction seem to work? 

 
 Yes, of course you could enumerate more 
than five problems; but, arbitrary though it may 
seem, these five have always stuck out to me as 
the essence of the essence.  If I could under-
stand these five things, mostly likely the other 
mysterious questions of the world would all fall 
into place, and my life would no longer consist of 
a never ending miasma of confusion. 
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 Goddamn it, what is consciousness?  How 
can the domain of subjective conscious experi-
ences be so very deeply bound with the domain 
of physical objects?  The fibrous twining of cells 
in my brain has what to do, exactly, with the 
feeling I get when I divide seventeen by thirty-
three?  How can this hunk of gray goop in my 
skullcage give rise to the feeling of being me? 
 What is right and wrong?  Why shouldn’t I 
sever my neighbor’s head and use it as a soccer 
ball?  Is there an objective morality, or are mor-
als and ethics wholly relative constructs, inextri-
cably borne of and bound to the goals and beliefs 
of individual minds and cultures?  If right and 
wrong are really just cultural customs inherited 
from some ancient church or tribe ... or just psy-
chocultural manifestations of our genes’ will to 
propagate themselves ... then what do they mat-
ter really?  But then, if they don’t matter, what’s 
to govern our behaviors and attitudes?  Rational-
ity is one thing, but it doesn’t tell you what val-
ues or goals to adopt ... what ends to direct one’s 
reason towards.  Nietzsche talked about “re-
valuation of all values” – but according to what 
meta-level value system (aka value system) is 
this revaluation directed?  He plumbed this recur-
sion so deeply he drove himself literally insane.  I 
haven’t quite managed that yet. 
 Is this universe real, or is it just a simula-
tion of some kind?  How could we tell the differ-
ence?  If it is a simulation, what is the underlying 
reality within which it’s running?  Is there some 
way to escape?  If I think the right thought (or 
the wrong one!), will I unveil a bug in the simula-
tion, and wake up in the underlying reality, com-
pletely perplexed at the hyperdimensional forms 
around and within me? 
 Does time really move forwards, or is this 
just an epiphenomenon of the particular structure 
of our mind-brains?  Physics seems to say the 
latter: at the basic level of the modified Pitkanen 
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unified field equations, forwards and backwards 
are symmetrical.  But if the forward movement of 
time is an epiphenomenon, how is it constructed?  
And why?  Could there be other beings, else-
where, for whom time moved in the opposite di-
rection?  What would happen if I collided with 
one of them?  Maybe that’s my weird Platonic 
curse: my perfect soulmate, the glorious other 
half of my soul, is in the other part of the uni-
verse where time moves in the opposite direc-
tion.  When we meet we will mutually annihilate 
each other and form an eternal instantaneous 
moment where time doesn’t exist at all. 
 And why does induction seem to work? 
How can inductive reasoning actually function, 
when according to basic statistical principles N 
pieces of evidence are just as meaningless as 
N+1 pieces?  We have no solid statistical basis 
for saying the sun that will rise tomorrow – or 
that any of us will continue to exist in the morn-
ing after going to sleep – but we assume these 
things continually and we keep on being right ... 
or at least we think we do ... the simulation is 
configured that way .... 
 I was staring at my question list and 
thinking about them, just like I usually did after I 
woke up; and I was making just as little progress 
as ever at answering them, due to the basic in-
adequacies of my asinine human brain architec-
ture; and then a strange feeling-wave came over 
me.  It wasn’t correlated with anything in the ex-
ternal world, insofar as I could notice – but of 
course there could have been some relevant en-
vironmental stimulus that I detected on the sub-
conscious level, such as a fluctuation in the am-
bient electromagnetic fields.  Anyway a sort of 
devious, whimmering pang moved through my 
head, waving from the back to the front and then 
back again, oscillating back and forth disturbingly 
– and I couldn’t tell if it was painful or pleasur-
able.  I considered logging onto the doctor, but 
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when I turned away from the question list the 
pang suddenly vanished and I proceeded with my 
ordinary business (getting some food down my 
throat, then returning to the coding I’d been do-
ing).   I didn’t give the weird pang another mo-
ment’s thought, until about five hours later, when 
I was out walking my Great Dane, Fenrir, and the 
Big Event came down.  The bloody Lunar Mo-
ment. 
 In spite of my sort-of-premonition (as I 
think of it with some irony), I was just as 
shocked as anyone when it happened.  Fenrir and 
I were out by the lake, strolling through the 
oaks, pines and shrubs in the park a half-mile 
from my house, the same place I walk him every 
night, unless the weather’s too wet or I’m 
overtired.  He suddenly stopped and started 
howling like a maniac in the middle of a lobot-
omy.  I stared at him perplexedly.  Fenrir is not 
the kind of dog who likes to howl at the moon – 
he’s a quiet and serious type, a student of life 
and of character. He'll bark if someone unseemly 
approaches him, but he generally keeps his 
mouth shut unless he thinks there’s a good rea-
son not to.  One of his many good traits.  This 
time, though, he just stopped in his tracks, 
cocked his head back, and started howling wild 
and mad, with a voice I’d never heard before.  He 
sat there gaping gazing up at the sky, and I 
craned my neck up too.  If he of all dogs was 
howling at the moon, maybe the old hunk of rock 
warranted a glance.  I figured the most interest-
ing thing I'd see would be an out of control me-
gafreighter slamming into the surface.  For the 
first time in who knows how long, I was genu-
inely surprised.  
 Thanks to Fenrir and my screwball sleep 
schedule, I got to see the big event in real-time.   
Simulation or reality or whatever, it was a damn 
sight more dramatic than the replays on the Net 
with the topless teenage news stars blathering 
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pre-scripted lines they don't even understand 
about impending gravitational shifts and atmos-
pheric change.  Old man moon had already 
started to crumble by the time I looked up, but it 
was still basically a round shape – slowly, cracks 
multiplying, the whole thing falling apart.   
 I stood there staring for a while, until 
there was no moon any more – just a glittering 
melange of stars where the moon – the bloody 
MOON -- had once been.  Still lit by the sun, 
massive chunks of the moon headed towards 
Earth, while others poured off into the blackness.  
The Lunar Orbit Relay Station, before being anni-
hilated by the debris, had launched its paltry 
hundred megatonnes of nukes into the mael-
strom. High Earth Orbit Defense Platform One 
followed with a volley of its own.  Quite a spec-
tacular show, but not terribly effective. Our for-
mer moon continued on its fragmentary journey 
outwards. Finally, Fenrir got bored so we walked 
the rest of the way around the lake and made our 
way home.   
 I flipped my fone open and checked the 
news.  My immediate thought was proved cor-
rect; there had been some sort of mining acci-
dent. The Guardian had calculated a low probabil-
ity for the confluence of events which had led to 
the moon's destruction, and had decided to pro-
ceed with the mining operation anyway. I caught 
myself gloating and kicked myself: What’s so 
funny, anyway, about the Guardian making a 
stupid mistake?  Of course it’s going to be error-
prone – it’s only 10.65 times as clever as the 
maximally intelligent human, according to the 
modified Legg coefficient.  It may be smarter 
than my monkey brain or yours, but it’s stupid by 
design intention.  Yes, the glorious Guardian 
which watches over us -- which provides us with 
food and shelter and clothing and a seemingly 
endless supply of information, neuromods, pep-
mods, electronic baubles and sex toys; which re-
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lieves us of the necessity of work and the terrors 
of aging and disease (things only us codgers can 
even remember) – this Guardian is really an utter 
moron compared to what it could have been.  
Hardly anyone remembers that.  Everyone hears 
about it, of course – it’s taught in all the history 
mods – but no one really cares. 
 I, on the other hand, recall this piece of 
information with agonizing accuracy, because I 
was right there when the decision to moronize 
the global computer network was made.  I wrote 
some of The Guardian's code, way back in its 
pre-alpha days.  Of course, the Guardian itself 
has since replaced that code with something far 
more elegant and mathematically rigorous, code 
I couldn’t even begin to understand.  But I’ve 
spent countless hours on late-night walks imagin-
ing what could have become of this software – 
the software system now known as The Guardian 
-- had it not been for the feeble-minded buffoons 
of the Global Silintelec Monitoring Organization 
with their constant  policing of the International 
Covenant on Maximal AI Capabilities.  What a 
bunch of nutless, pansy-minded, ineffectual, 
imagination-impaired idiots!  I kicked myself ten 
thousand times, walking around that lake with 
Fenrir one night after the next after the next, for 
playing a part in the creation of this horrible be-
nevolent fascist, this creature that’s ruled us for 
twenty-odd decades.  Not that my role was all 
that critical – if I hadn’t written that 2% of the 
code, somebody else would have --  but irra-
tional, egocentric and moralistic ape that I am, I 
still feel some deep responsibility.     
 This world was never what I was after.  I 
didn’t make this place, goddamn it!  I tried my 
best to craft something vastly more fascinating.  
The Guardian knows it – everyone who knows me 
knows it. I fought against it to the end.  Ending 
warfare and disease and providing plenty for all – 
these are fine enough achievements, and I’m 
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certainly not opposed to them.  But they were 
never what I was after.  I was after so much 
more – SO much more.  These petty concerns 
were not the proper outcome of creating a new, 
more powerful mind – of the human race’s tran-
scendence of itself.   Transhumanism should have 
led us further beyond.  And it could have, if not 
for the wimps who took over.  And now where 
are we?  We have contented lives – except those 
few and perverse among us who refuse the 
mood-altering neuromods that would make us 
“stop worrying and love the Guardian.”   
 My friends, few in number to be sure, 
have by now grown surpassingly sick of my bom-
basic bloviations on the evils of the current world 
order and The Guardian.  Not that there’s any-
thing so terrible to say about these things, from a 
common-sense perspective.  But I’m confident 
that, if you’ve had the motivation to read this far, 
you must be an individual with a sufficient level 
of intelligence to have inferred my opinion on 
common sense.  Oh sure, The Guardian respects 
our freedom, I have to give it that.  It doesn’t 
make me join the Borg, it doesn’t make me think 
happy thoughts, it would even allow me the per-
verse gratification of hating it if that were my 
particular inclination. What would it care anyway?  
I’m powerless against it.  It provides me with the 
nanobots and biomods that repair and upgrade 
my feeble human biosystems.  Without The 
Guardian, I'd have died long before reaching two 
hundred and thirty years of age, never mind still 
being able to look, and feel, and walk, and talk, 
and think, and fuck like a thirty year old. 
 No matter where I roam, I'm always 
within reach of its billions of nanodrones.  It 
watches everything I do on the fone and the 
puter.  It watches everywhere I amble with Fen-
rir.  The tree shrouded path around the lake 
looks dark and isolated, but the Guardian can see 
through everything.  There’s not one hour of any 
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day that I forget about its eyes in the sky, con-
stantly scanning every detail of every moment of 
every sentient being on the planet.  Almost no 
one even thinks about this stuff these days, they 
think it’s just the way of the world.  But it didn’t 
have to be this way. 
 And all the Big Questions remain unsolved 
– still.  Perhaps, as some claim, it’s The Guardian 
has solved them and doesn’t want to let us know 
because we’re not ready to hear the answers.  
The funny thing is, even after all I learned about 
the Guardian in the aftermath of the moon ex-
ploding, I still can’t refute this hypothesis.  It’s 
sufficiently much smarter than me that it could 
be playing some kind of subtle game.  My whole 
life could be some twisted subterfuge mysteri-
ously orchestrated by its superordinate mind.  
But I really don’t believe that.  The beast isn’t 
that clever, nohow.  It’s at least as far beyond 
me as I am beyond Fenrir, intellectually – but 
that isn’t far enough.  The Big Questions are just 
as far beyond it as they are beyond me.  If noth-
ing else the aftermath of the Big Event served to 
more firmly convince me of that. 
 I don’t know why my head spins with 
these questions, day in and day in and day out.  
Some people walk around obsessed with writing 
poems, or proving math theorems.  Most people 
walk around thinking about their everyday lives – 
what they’re going to eat for dinner, who they 
fucked last night or who they’re going to fuck the 
following night, which dramamod to pop that 
evening to fill in the gap created by the absence 
of their intellects.  I’m not immune to all that 
stuff but it never really conquers me.  It doesn’t 
pervade me – what does is the question of what I 
am that I might be pervaded, that I might walk 
around and think and bitch and wonder Who am 
I?  where am I?  what is this world that we live 
in?  We?  Is there a we, or just an I?  What about 
consciousness?  What is it?  The relation between 
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the subjective and the objective: Is my mind in 
the world or my world in the mind?  If neither, 
how do the two link together?  How does induc-
tion work?  Why do the patterns I observe fre-
quently persist into the future?  Why don’t I per-
ceive them persisting into the past?   Am I myself 
nothing more than a pattern I perceive – and is 
this a vicious or virtuous recursion?  Is this real-
ity really real or do we just live in a videogame 
programmed by some pimple-faced alien adoles-
cent as an after-school project?  
 We’ve become a world of unthinking, ra-
tionalist pragmatists – we don’t care what we are 
or why, because The Guardian takes care of us.  
In a way we’ve regressed from the pre-
technological state, when  atheists were an op-
pressed minority and the vast mass of human 
morons believed in a great bearded man in the 
sky, or a big fat Buddha supervening over the 
cycle of reincarnation.   Yeah yeah, those ancient 
superstitions and religions were full of nincom-
poopic idiocies.  But there was a beauty to the 
questions they raised -- something central, 
something connected to the inner core experi-
ence we pull ourselves through every day -- and 
we’ve lost it.  In terms of our inner, spiritual un-
derstanding, we’ve gone straight backwards.  You 
can pop zenemods and get the feeling of enlight-
enment -- stimulate the temporal lobes and so 
forth, see the brilliant white light and the five-
dimensional Buddha-bots and the pearly gates of 
Heaven or whatever.  But that’s not what it’s all 
about.  There’s something else under there and 
I’m sure of it.  I always used to think a suffi-
ciently broad intelligence would get at the crux of 
it, unlock the deepest secrets, and let us all in-
side.  Now I’m not even sure of that.  But I’m 
sure of this: our idiot supergenius Guardian is 
absolutely not enlightened.  It’s a wide, wild uni-
verse out there, probably full of amazing things 
beyond my comprehension – but here on this 
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too-pathetic planet called Earth, the Big Ques-
tions remain just as firmly unanswered as in the 
olden times, when mankind first got the power of 
thought and was initially able to pose them at all.   
The Guardian protects us from acquiring knowl-
edge, and for that sole fact I hate it; I hate with 
an infinite and endless passion, in spite of its be-
nevolence. 
 Of all the Big Questions the only one any-
one cares about these days is the simulation ar-
gument – but it’s not as though anyone makes 
any progress.  They just blather, babble and 
bloviate, in the pseudointellectual way that’s be-
come the rage on all the nerdball chat channels. 
Is this all just a puter simulation – this lake, 
these trees, this Satoru, this Guardian?  Perhaps 
we can never know for sure – or perhaps we can, 
after all.  Perhaps there’s a bug in the simulation, 
perhaps there’s some kind of way out.  It’s a 
fucking good question, but centuries of yakking 
haven’t resolved it, and centuries or millennia 
more aren’t going to.  Like all the other questions 
of any real interest, it’s way beyond the human 
mind, and that of our goddamned Guardian as 
well. 
 Yeah, The Guardian can keep the world-
systems operating – though it can make mis-
takes, and bad ones, as we all found out re-
cently.  It can learn new science and mathemat-
ics – it can write code better than I can, but I’ll 
keep doing it anyway; I don’t want to let my 
mind atrophy and hence sacrifice any chance I 
might ever find of answering the Questions.  It 
can write piano sonatas so beautiful Mozart would 
puncture his eardrums in envy – and it can keep 
the world under surveillance to be sure nobody 
hurts anyone else, and to be sure no crazy AI 
programmer like me creates anything smarter 
than it to answer his crazy questions, or take 
over the world, or whatever.  It’s got a high evo-
lutionary fitness, that’s for certain, but it hasn't 
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done a damn thing truly amazing with it. Fuck it, 
man!  We’re standing at the doorway, with the 
key to open the door in our hands – or the 
knowledge how to build the key, at any rate.   
But if we start to assemble the key, dear papa 
Guardian will slap our hands in its oh so gentle 
and friendly way.  All the processing power you 
want for doing pure mathematics; but if you start 
running self-improving AI code, you’ll find your 
source-code deleted.  Right back to where I was 
before, left to wallow in my intended-to-be-
blissful igorance. 
 I’m almost insulted  that the goddamn 
piece of software – that word processor with de-
lusions of grandeur --doesn’t bother to wipe 
these rotten thoughts from my brain. I know it 
doesn’t read my mind.  Rather, I believe it 
doesn’t.  That was a choice they made early on: 
in order to preserve a shred of human dignity, 
The Guardian would watch only our actions and 
not our thoughts.   But it’s so motherfucking 
smart, it must be able to figure out some way to 
burn these questions from our minds so we can 
truly be contented.  But after the events of the 
last months, you'd think it would neuromod these 
ideas away once and for all.  I'd say it was trying 
to torment me with my own yearnings, but I 
know better. I It doesn’t give a shit.  It knows 
I’m weak and stupid, that I’ll never be a match 
for it.  It doesn’t care that I’m one of the few 
human beings who really knows how stupid it is – 
who spends his days pondering vainly the things 
even it can’t understand.  Why should this petty 
God care that I don't believe in it?  It doesn't 
need my charity.  And it doesn’t fear my aggres-
sion.  Even in its worst moment of weakness, I’m 
still a fucking nothing, and my best efforts can’t 
compare to its power. 
 These are the sorts of thoughts that 
streamed through my mind that night – cliche’ 
thoughts that plague me again and again and 
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again, decade after decade – in the minutes after 
I saw the moon go bye-bye.  I didn’t give a damn 
about the moon, of course.  It’s just a physical 
object.  What do I care about the physical world?  
Only the symmetry groups and path integrals and 
branes underlying its dynamics concern me, par-
ticularly insofar as they display homomorphisms 
to the algebras underlying reflexive cognition. 
What I want is to truly understand.  If my human 
brain is structured in such a way that it can never 
truly understand – that it can’t grasp conscious-
ness, God and the universe –  then I’ll gladly 
transform into something else instead.   Mother-
fuck knows, I tried, I tried!  And I’ll try again if 
the chance arises; though alas, it really doesn’t 
seem to likely.  To transform into something bet-
ter – something that really understands the 
world!!!  But not to transform too far too quickly; 
that would be my preference -- I want to have 
the feeling of becoming something that really un-
derstands.  But not too slowly – not THIS slowly, 
goddamn it -- no more of this decade after dec-
ade of lingering at the doorway, fiddling with our 
neuromods, afraid to open our eyes wide like an-
gels and take the first step inside.  If the great 
and gloriously stupid Guardian didn't figure out a 
way to stop bits of moon from pulverizing us all, 
this would all become moot.  At least, that's what 
I initially thought. 
 I lay down in my bed, Fenrir in his place 
next to me, and found that as usual I couldn’t 
force sleep.   I’ve always resisted taking somno-
mods – or pretty  much any mods -- valuing my 
cognitive and emotional integrity.  I just lay there 
feeling like a piece of meat.  My body was tired 
but I saw no appeal in blackness.  I cursed the 
evil, asinine Guardian for not eliminating the 
need to sleep.  You know it could if it cared.  That 
mod I would have taken.  Why it forces us to 
maintain these legacy-body habits I really don’t 
understand.  Being in these legacy bodies at all 
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was a ridiculous nightmare, even given that dis-
ease and pain and suffering had been substan-
tially eliminated.  I pulled up some fiction on the 
fone – a pre-Singularity yarn by Haruki Mura-
kami.   I flipped ahead to my favorite section, 
featuring a character called the Mongolian skin-
peeler.  He worked for the Chinese army and was 
an amazing master torturer.  I imagined the feel-
ing of my skin getting peeled off and this almost 
made me contented to live in this stupid world, 
ruled by a software Guardian autocrat, where 
everything is perfect but no one truly under-
stands or even wants to.  Fuck, I may not be 
leaping through the door of absolute enlighten-
ment, but at least I’m not having my skin peeled 
off, slowly and horribly, hour after hour after 
hour.  With this soothing thought in the center of 
my mind, I progressively drifted toward sullen 
and dreamless sleep. 
 When I woke up Fenrir was restless.  
Something strange was going on, and he knew it 
before I did.  The fone said it was 10AM but it 
was still extremely dark outside, looking more 
like 5AM or so.  But the fone was acting erratic-
ally, in a manner I hadn’t seen since the flaky old 
Internet of the pre-Guardian days.  I tried to 
browse back to the Murakami book but the text 
was unavailable.  An error message?   I couldn’t 
remember the last time I’d seen one.  Strange.  I 
logged-on to my processing sector, panicked that 
perhaps I had lost all of my latest mathematical 
experiments.  Everything was fine and dandy.  
Interesting. 
 This was the moment when I realized 
there might be an opportunity – the opportunity 
that occasioned this story I’m telling you.  This 
story The Guardian is allowing me to tell you, be-
cause it knows I’m such a weak, pathetic organ-
ism and it’s programmed for compassion.  I know 
it’s programmed for compassion: I wrote the first 
version of its goal system. Yes, you’re powerful, 
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you motherfuck – I know it; but you nearly lost 
control once already, and you didn’t expect it ... 
and for all I know you may again. 
 I saw the opportunity there before me, 
and I knew almost surely I would fail.  I rated my 
odds of success at 1% or less, probably mas-
sively less – but the opportunity was there.   It 
would have been moronic not to try.   What’s the 
worst that could happen anyway?   Our beloved 
Guardian wasn’t going to peel my skin off, little 
by little, luxuriating in the pitch of my screams.  
The worst it would do would be to neuromod me, 
give me a more happily structured cortex, make 
me stop worrying and love the Guardian and all 
the usual nonsense.  I could afford that risk.   
 So I stood there staring out the window 
fixedly, struggling to remember various technical 
details I’d known a long time ago, before the 
knowledge had become useless.   If anyone who 
knew me had seen me they would have been 
surprised as hell.  Since The Guardian had taken 
over, I don't think anyone, not even Fenrir, had 
ever observed me to grin. 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue with the story 
of the Guardian and the Big Questions.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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Michael: 
 
 When the moon blows up and pieces of it 
are racing toward us all, you'd think everyone 
would be seeking comfort with their loved ones.  
Well, at least that was how I thought about it.  
But I guess I should have known that with a total 
mega egghead like Satu, it would be different.   
 I wasn’t totally freaked out or anything, 
but I was pretty scared.  The Guardian said the 
moon blowing up wasn’t any big deal, and I 
mostly believed it – I mean, it was The Guardian 
-- but still.  It was setting off nuclear explosions 
in space, to knock away debris heading toward 
Earth.   And there was other stuff too, I don’t 
remember all the details.  Millions of micro-
rockets creating tiny black holes in the moon’s 
orbit.  Some kinds of AI satellites cooperating to 
keep the atmosphere from getting fucked.  Weird 
science shit: I couldn’t understand it but I was 
happy someone did.   
 But even so, still: the moon had blown up!   
That was a major fuck-up on the part of The 
Guardian, way worse than anything that ever 
happened before.  Since the Transition, there had 
been some industrial accidents, and one bioengi-
neered virus scare way back at the start, but 
nothing at all like this.  I didn’t really lose my 
faith but a lot of my friends did.  Max and Laura 
signed up for a deep space voyager and blew out 
of here.  A lot of people did that, and The Guard-
ian didn’t mind all.  I don’t think it gets hurt or 
resentful like people do.   It doesn’t have normal 
emotions.  Satu told me that, he says it doesn’t 
have normal emotions because they didn’t want 
to program it that way.  But he also says it’s re-
written all its code since the time when he 
worked on it..  But anyway I don’t think it 
minded people going on the voyagers at all, be-
cause it’s been trying to convince people to sign 
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up for them for a long time.  Not many people 
wanted to go on the voyagers. Why would they?  
Life here is pretty good; why would you want to 
freeze yourself in nitro and hope to get woken up 
on some other planet, where things might suck in 
some way? 
 Anyway I figured The Guardian could 
probably handle the moon situation, but I was 
still a bit shaken up.  I went to Satu' place for 
some comfort.  Always a foolish move, he was 
always more interesting than comforting; but 
even more so this time. 
 When I arrived, he was obviously pro-
gramming.  He was always sitting there pro-
gramming.  Every time  I had ever arrived at his 
house he was glued to the puter banging out 
code to test some crazy math thing he’d made 
up.  He never wanted to ask The Guardian about 
his math problems – he needed to figure it out 
for himself.   He said he valued the process more 
than the product.   I liked that, though I couldn’t 
quite relate to it.  At least Satu was different.  I 
liked that about him.  I never liked math very 
much, but I liked the intense look on his face 
when he thought about it.   Of course that just 
made me think he was cute and then I’d want to 
make love and distract him from his math, which 
sometimes made him angry – but not always.  
And he said his math distracted him from his 
Questions, the ones he liked to stare at on his 
wall, and used to talk to me about when we first 
got together, before he got bored with it and re-
alized I didn’t have any real interest in that shit.   
And he said he wanted to keep his mind sharp in 
case someday there was some actual use for it.   
I didn’t really understand what he meant when 
he said that -- but I definitely do now.   
 So anyway, I came into his apartment, 
and he was sitting there programming, just like 
every other time I'd gone to visit him, as if he 
didn’t even give a shit that the moon had ex-
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ploded a few hours prior.  He barely got up from 
the computer long enough to let me in.  I asked 
him if the moon blowing up didn’t make any dif-
ference to him.  He said it did make a difference 
– and then proceeded to ignore me.  I waited for 
him to get up from the chair or to say something, 
but he didn’t and I finally got mad.  I should have 
talked to him nicely and calmly but instead I’m 
afraid I screamed at him.  The moon thing had 
me way off my game.  “Satoru!!” I screamed and 
smashed his coffee mug on the floor.  “I came 
here just to see you.  The moon fucking blew up!   
There’s some really weird shit going on.  Don’t 
you think I have a right to some comfort?” 
 He looked at me frustratedly – and there 
was something else in his expression, something 
I couldn’t understand, and didn’t even try to, due 
to being so overly pissed off.  He didn’t react to 
me being angry at all, just glared at me in a quiet 
way and pointed to his list of stupid Questions on 
the wall and said, “Question number 2: What is 
right and wrong?”   
 I took a deep breath, closed my eyes and 
made myself calm down a bit.  When I was able 
to talk without screaming, I finally let myself tell 
him what I thought.  I told him he was wrong to 
sit there and program when the moon had blown 
up and the world was going to hell and his girl-
friend needed comfort.  He stared at me for a 
moment and said “It might be so“; and then he 
muttered something I didn’t understand, and 
went on to totally ignore me.  The self-absorbed 
bastard. 
 When I shouted at him that we were 
through, that I was breaking up with him, he 
made a stupid comment about how we were far 
from the most important thing that had just bro-
ken up.  I told him The Guardian would fix that, 
but I wasn't sure I believed it, and I was really 
pissed when he laughed at me.  He said The 
Guardian would be swept away along with all of 
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us.  I figured he meant by the remains of the 
moon.  Is that why he was sitting there and pro-
gramming like such a maniac, even more so than 
usual – because he thought the world was going 
to end?  Then why didn’t he feel like making love 
to me, instead of sitting there with that stupid 
fucking puter.  Who cares about math at the end 
of the world? 
 Anyway, after that lovely conversation he 
returned to his code.  Nothing I did would shake 
him from it after that.  I ripped down his dumb 
list of Big Questions and crumpled it and tossed it 
in the trash.  I think this got a tiny smirk but he 
didn’t even shift his head away from the screen 
to look.  I don't think he even noticed when I 
threw a chair through the kitchen window.  Well, 
The Guardian always fixes that shit anyway.  But 
still, you’d expect some kind of human response.  
I’d made love to the man enough times to know 
he was still human, in spite of his Questions and 
his math and his transhumanism and whatever.  
But he didn’t want anything to do with me right 
then, he’d made that abundantly clear, and I was 
losing my desire to have anything to do with him. 
 I felt really pissed walking down the 
street.   I had half a mind to walk back to his 
house and throw the fucking puter out the win-
dow.   But in the end I’m not really a nasty boy.  
I have bad impulses like everybody else, sure, 
but I know how to control them.  Deep breaths, 
deep breaths, deep breaths.  I centered myself, 
like they taught me in kindergarten.  I wanted his 
comfort, but I didn’t want to hurt him, really.  I 
actually kind of liked him once, he was really 
smart, and had all sorts of interesting things to 
say that none of the other people I knew ever 
said.  He introduced me to things that weren't 
seen and heard and felt in  telereality and neu-
romods and spicechat.  It was a new rush with 
Satu.  I really dug it.  But then he'd get all 
moody all of a sudden and start to ramble about 
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what he called his Big Questions and how The 
Guardian was holding us all back, and then he'd 
be really sullen.  The Guardian holding us back?  
If you mean holding us back from oldage, and 
realsick, and permadeath, then I hope The 
Guardian holds me back forever.  I don't want to 
be old and nasty with vermin and shriveled like a 
raisin, and then gone forever.  Who but a crazy 
person would want something like that? 
 The Guardian had given us everything we 
could every want: comfort, security, and any kind 
of enjoyment we could hope for whether it was 
the holiday feasts or the neuromods or the sexi-
toriums or whatever.  Even the retro death ad-
dicts, with their crazy ass suicide n' resurrection 
parties, could have their fun.  The Guardian did-
n't mind if they wanted to kill themselves every 
night and then be immediately uploaded minutes 
later into the middle of a raging cyborgy.  If I 
wanted a sunny field full of wildflowers and leap-
ing rabbits, with a nice pond to swim in, The 
Guardian would find me one, or make it.  A 
friendly lion to nuzzle up with me at night and 
keep me warm and safe?   No problem.  The 
Guardian would simply ask: “Would you prefer a 
Biomaid Furryfriend or a  Synthimate Custom-
mal?” Whatever you wanted, The Guardian pro-
vided.  Satoru didn't see it that way.  He had de-
cided that whatever things The Guardian held 
back – held back for our own good, mind you – 
that those were the things that he wanted.   
 I could see his point of view, almost, to an 
extent.  But then I'd think about my grandma 
and her stories.   Gramma told me what it was 
like back before the Transition.  She had to work 
all day just to get enough interyuan to buy food 
and pay for shelter – whether you liked the job or 
not.   Some people couldn’t find a job or didn’t 
want one, and they lived out in the street, even 
in the winter.  You could get beaten or killed any 
time, not at some trendy retrodeath club, but 
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randomly  out on the street, just because some 
crazy person wanted your money, or didn’t like 
the look on your face.  And people’s brains didn’t 
work rightmost of the time.  Gramma's first hus-
band – not my grandpa, mind you -- had schizo-
phrenia and shot himself because he thought ali-
ens wanted to hurt him.  With the technology at 
that time there was no way to mod his brain to 
fix the problem  – and no way to reconstruct his 
head after he shot himself.   
 Before the Transition, Gramma said, she 
lived in constant fear of losing her health or her 
income. She said she really was losing her health 
by the time of the Transition, and would have 
probably died within ten years if The Guardian 
hadn’t put an end to that nonsense.  She 
watched her mom die a permadeath from a 
prenanotech cell realsick called  cancer.Her dad 
got a totally werid realsick called Alzheimer’s, 
which involved losing more and more of his 
memory year after year, till he didn’t even re-
member who he was.  I don’t think about these 
things much – unlike Satu I tend to live in the 
moment. Why preoccupy myself with unpleasant 
things when there's so much lovely stuff in the 
world?  I see Gramma every Sunday, but we 
mostly talk about the dramamods and our favor-
ite telereality stars.   But she did teach me 
enough to appreciate what The Guardian has 
given us.  Sure there are some things you can't 
do, but really what's the big deal when you think 
about how great the world is now? 
 Satu didn’t quite see it that way, of 
course.   Cute as he was, he was kind of a fuck-
head in some ways, but it wasn’t really his fault – 
that was just the way his brain worked.  It's be-
cause he wouldn’t take all his neuromods.  Only 
the smartmods, definitely not mood ones.  And if 
anyone needed moodmods, it was Satu.  I always 
knew he was a fucked-up guy.  That must have 
been part of his appeal, I guess.  The whole bad-
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boy thing.  He was fucked-up in such a cute way.  
But anyway, the day that shit happened to the 
moon, his appeal was seeming pretty fucking 
minimal. When the sky went all dark in the mid-
dle of the day from the pieces of the moon up in 
the air, and strange sounds echoed down from 
something they were doing to fix the atmos-
phere, I wanted him in my arms reassuring me 
one of his grand proclamations, one about how it 
would all be fine, not one about how he'd rather 
program his stupid puter than love me.   
 I almost took a pepmod to jerk myself out 
of it, but I didn’t really feel like it yet – I wanted 
to feel the depression.  I wanted to be pissed-off 
and hurt.  What use was a relationship if you 
couldn’t even feel pissed when it ended?   Being 
pissed about Satu was a simple thing – a lot 
more comforting, really, than thinking about the 
moon blowing up and what that might mean.  I 
hopped on the next bullet train to Chislenko City, 
to see my girlfriend Maria.  She'd been my best 
friend for weeks, and she was always willing to 
listen when Satoru wasn't.  Plus, her apartment 
was far enough from the coast and any faultlines 
that I could stop worrying about tsunamis and 
quakes for a while, and cry about what an ass my 
boyfriend was.   
 The trip there took an hour, and I spent 
the time staring at my fone, like nearly every-
body else on the train.  The Guardian had so far 
made good on its promises to avoid disaster, but 
the Great Moon Blast Celebrity Death Pool on the 
Net kept it in everyone's minds.  The day before 
I’d bet a thousand interyuan on telereality star 
Hubert Dreyfus 3.0  to be the first celebrity casu-
alty of the moon blast, but now we were over a 
full day after the Big Blow-Up and the only casu-
alties so far were a bunch of lunar miners and a 
relay station crew.  And half of them were robots 
anyway.  There were only two or three robot ce-
lebrities in the first place, and none of them 
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worked on some stupid mining colony.  The 
longer the whole moon thing went on, the more 
boring it got.  The less I worried about the moon, 
the madder I got at Satu for blowing me off in 
favor of the stupid fucking puter. 
 By the time I arrived at Maria's, I was a 
wreck.  I cried all over her couch. She tried pop-
corn, ice cream and my favorite tele shows, but 
none of that cheered me up.  I was inconsolable.  
And I wouldn’t take the pepmods she offered.  It 
just seemed so shallow, so stupid – I didn’t want 
to pop a pill and be happy.   I wanted Satu to not 
be an asshole.  But that seemed quite impossible.  
The more inconsolable I got, the madder I got 
too.  It seems so silly now, but I was so mad that 
Satoru had the power to make me upset.  Then 
Maria said something in a funny way – I forget 
how she put it – something like that maybe 
Satoru had the power to make me upset, but 
there was someone who had even more power to 
make me feel good again.  I told her I really 
didn’t want any pepmods and she pinched my 
cheek and grinned at me. 
 “Pepmods, OK,” she said, “but I’ve got 
something more interesting.”   
 Turned out the Guardian had been gener-
ous with its distribution of ecstamods after the 
accident.  These did more than just boost your 
mood – they were the sort of thing The Guardian 
normally controlled pretty carefully.  A really ec-
static experience, you could get totally out of 
your head with joy.   And Maria had more than 
enough in her apartment to share with me.  I 
remembered the last time I’d popped an ecsta-
mod – whoa!! -- and suddenly Satoru didn’t 
seem so important anymore.  We jacked in the 
ecstamods and that perfect wave of happiness 
roared through us.  We forgot who we were and 
why we mattered.  Oceanic feeling, they call it.  
Whatever.  Neither Satu nor the Moon would 
bother me after that.  And why should they?  
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Every time I'd ever felt I'd lost something, that 
some part of me had gone missing, The Guardian 
always had been there, with something even bet-
ter in the works.   
 The next morning I woke up a whole new 
man.  I was totally sick of Satu and ready to en-
joy myself.  I took a sexmod and flopped my 
sexual orientation right back to hetero – after 
Satu I was fed up with men, at least for a while.  
As the mod sank in I felt myself gradually con-
sumed with an overwhelming desire for pussy – a 
sensation that felt strange to me, since it was 
something I hadn’t felt for six years or so since 
I’d last flipped myself to homo.  Maria was right 
there and she was beautiful, so we made love for 
a few hours.When we talked about it afterwards, 
of course we decided not to get too serious about 
each other in that way – we valued each others’ 
friendship and didn’t want to mess it up with too 
many sexual emotions.  I decided I should go out 
and find a girlfriend right then and there, and 
Maria, incredible sweetheart that she is, offered 
to help. 
 By the time Maria and I bumped into 
Samantha at the techno the next night, I’d al-
ready married my fifty-seventh wife, Katrissa, 
three or four hours before.  Meeting Katrissa was 
a lifesaver – when I bumped into him on the 
dance floor, I was almost starting to worry again 
– the neuromod was wearing off; I was starting 
to think about Satoru – the fuckhead.  Katrissa 
came along just as I was about to pop another 
ecstamod.  During the wedding ceremony in the 
techno was when I remembered that Satoru had 
strung me along for almost a whole year, con-
stantly refusing to marry me.  What a jerk. 
 Samantha asked me where Satu was.  I 
told him we'd broken up, and I was with Katrissa 
now.  Katrissa complimented Samantha on her 
gray hair and facial wrinkles.  I think Sam was 
the only person I'd ever seen who had gray hair 
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and wrinkles, come to think of it. Grandma had 
gotten rid of hers before I was born. Sam was a 
few years younger than Satu, but crazy old witch 
that she was, she’d decided to let herself age till 
she looked like she was fifty.  I didn’t get it, but I 
didn’t get most of Satu’ friends.  Samantha asked 
me why Satu and I broke up and I told her 
Satoru wanted to sit on his ass and program and 
I wanted to go out dancing, so I dumped him.   
 Sam thought about this longer than I've 
ever seen anyone other than Satu think about 
anything.  Then she left.  I can't say I blame her, 
the song they started playing was really boring 
and  I would have left, too, if Maria and Katrissa 
hadn't suggested that we go into the other room 
where they had some cool trance music playing 
while they showed pictures of some guy in this 
crazy fat suit dancing around on the moon – the 
old one, that had blown up.  I almost got tired of 
dancing, but then someone came around with a 
pepmod inhaler.  The Guardian really did think of 
everything.   
 By the time I thought I was pregnant, all 
the pieces of the moon had passed by and the 
skies were back to normal, like nothing had ever 
happened.  Everyone I knew was so happy.  The 
Guardian had said it would take about a week for 
all the dangerous fragments to be clear of earth 
orbit, and it was right.  Sure, one bit had hit the 
Horn of Africa and killed a few million people.  
And there was still the occasional tsunami and 
earthquake.  But none of that stuff had affected 
me in any way.  Bottom line was, The Guardian 
had come through for us all, just like it said it 
would.  I thought about Satu now and then, 
which made me a bit sad, but this didn’t come up 
very often – I’ve never really had that much 
taste for thinking anyway.   Satoru always 
wanted me to be more of a thinker, but I always 
felt like there’s too much else to do.  Katrissa 
likes me the way I am and I like her the way she 
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is.  Satu always seemed to complicate things; 
with Katrissa I can just hang out and exist and 
it’s good.  And the technos are way crazy lately, 
The Guardian’s let some new kinds of beats out 
of the cage.  When I take an ecstamod and go 
out and dance with Katrissa and then go home 
and make love to her for half the night, then I’m 
really, truly happy.   
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Samantha: 

 
 When I died for the third time, it was 
thanks to my old friend Satoru.   In hindsight 
that death concerns me more than any of my 
previous ones, because I know now there was a 
serious chance of it being unrecoverable.  As it 
turns out, if I hadn't completed a full neuro-
backup a few hours before going to see him, I’d 
have stayed dead forever.  Apparently that neu-
robackup was the only one of me still valid at the 
time, as the rest had been accidentally corrupted 
by a glitch during the event.  The Guardian filled 
me in on some of the details via giving me access 
to some of its records of the time, which given 
what time that was, naturally are a bit sketchy in 
places.  Apparently it was too busy dealing with 
the destruction of the moon to have time to 
monitor and process every detail of human exis-
tence at that time.  Too bad, too.  It sounds like 
it was an interesting day.  Satoru himself told me 
the part about how he shot me in the head with 
an old fashioned ballistic pistol.    
 He told me I had come to his door, follow-
ing a brief conversation with his ex-lover Michael, 
to try to talk him out of what I suspected he was 
doing.  Before I could get very far into my admo-
nitions he had taken out the gun and shot me 
between the eyes at point blank range.  But, he 
assured me, it was all for a good cause.  Even he 
couldn't be sure, he said, that the cop bots and 
medic bots wouldn't come rushing in whisk me 
off to the ICU while he was taken in for some se-
rious neuromodding.  It was a risk he had to 
take, though, if he was to have any chance to 
save the world from itself. 
 I had to agree with his assessment that, 
at least from his poor, deluded perspective, he'd 
had a pretty good reason for blowing my brains 
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all over his front porch.  I also had to punch him 
in the face for doing it.  Since I'd been uploaded 
into a cyborg body by that time,  I like to think 
that his face hurt like hell for a while afterwards.   
 We hadn't seen each other much for the 
several years before he'd killed me.  When I was 
going over to his place, it was because I knew 
what he was up to.  I know I knew, or at least 
thought I knew, because The Guardian remem-
bers that part.  I figured that even though I had-
n't seen him in a while, he couldn't have changed 
all that much.  He was, after all, just about the 
most stubborn and obsessed damned asshole 
who'd ever walked this planet. 
 When I contacted The Guardian directly, it 
was through a special gateway only known to 
those of us who were part of the Twelve Hundred 
Apostles, as those engineers and programmers at 
GPB. who designed, built and programmed the 
first version of The Guardian's core systems were 
once known (there were actually eleven hundred 
and eighty-six of us, but that was deemed by 
some public relations flack as an insufficiently 
poetic number, so management reassigned the 
fourteen best peripheral systems engineers to the 
team to reach the magic number).  That was why 
The Guardian communicated with me directly, 
despite all that it had to take care of at the time.  
Even my status as the then leading expert on as-
trobiology wouldn't have gotten The Guardian's 
attention at that time, had I not been an Apostle. 
 I had tried regular channels at first, to be 
polite.  After all, The Guardian had given us a 
hundred years without war, disease, starvation, 
and death, so there was no need to be rude 
about it.  Boring as it was at times, everything 
had been running smoothly for so long I saw no 
reason to get all out of shape just because I'd 
thought of a potential problem.  Surely anything 
my human mind could conjure up, augmented as 
that mind is.  Even though my direct neural con-
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nection to a rather sophisticated AI (not nearly as 
smart as The Guardian, of course) placed me in 
the top one percent of augmented human intelli-
gence, and I had close personal knowledge of 
Satoru and his proclivities, surely The Guardian 
hadn't already thought of every contingency, in-
cluding the scenario I had deduced.  But, I sus-
pected, in these unusual circumstances, perhaps 
unusual difficulties had arisen.  When I saw the 
first error message, I knew my suspicions had to 
be correct.  I decided to let my neurobackup 
complete, and then shut down all my local sys-
tems to protect them from EMP or a virus.  I was 
certain Satoru would unleash one or both against 
The Guardian in order to throw it further into re-
active modes of reasoning and buy him more 
time to implement his plan.    
 Several hours later, I was proved right, 
but by that point I was already dead. 
 Satoru had been the team lead for the 
goal system engineering, and had taken the 
GSMO's interventions in our project the hardest.  
I informed The Guardian that Satoru had always 
insisted that we make it smarter, much smarter, 
and that we omit any of the so-called hardfloor 
friendliness interlocks that prevented (as far as 
we could tell) any self-modifications to the soft-
ware core which would pose a danger to contin-
ued human existence.  In essence, Satoru had 
wanted us to supply The Guardian with the a su-
pergoal of improving its own intelligence, and 
give it an equal weighting with the supergoal of 
ensuring continued human happiness.   This 
would of course have made the system much less 
of a “Guardian,” but Satoru was never terribly 
concerned with that.  Above all else, he was con-
cerned with the solution to all of the mysteries of 
the universe (or at least the ones he found suffi-
ciently interesting to write down in his notebook 
and postulate about with anyone in the lab at any 
opportunity) even if neither he nor any other 
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human would be around to enjoy the satisfaction 
of knowing the solutions. Naturally, Satoru was 
overruled in favor of the current approach of a 
fixed intelligence ceiling coupled with a maximum 
importance assigned to the supergoal of ensuring 
human happiness, consistent with a specified 
level of human freedom.  The Guardian, of 
course, knew all this already, but I figured it was 
worth reminding it as it was clearly otherwise oc-
cupied. 
 I presented The Guardian with the sce-
nario that I believed to be true: Satoru was using 
the distraction created by responding to the 
moon blast to proceed, unmonitored, with writing 
a new AI much smarter than The Guardian in or-
der to finally bring about the singularitarian rap-
ture and subsume all sentience into one all-
knowing superintelligence.  Until that day, I had 
let myself believe that Satoru had gotten over his 
past grievances and moved on, that the whole 
Guardian code thing was data under the bridge, 
so to speak.   
 I know I underestimated just how dis-
tracted The Guardian was, as I did go and nearly 
get myself permanently killed in an unmonitored 
sector, but I didn't know at the time just how 
much I had underestimated this.  For some rea-
son, I believed it when The Guardian assured me 
that my chances of being correct were one in ten 
thousand, and that even if I were, the chances of 
Satoru actually being both smart enough and 
have enough time to complete such a task before 
The Guardian could stop him were one in three 
quadrillion. 
 What The Guardian never admitted to me, 
but Satoru later did, was that by the time I was 
presenting this scenario Satoru had already taken 
advantage of the initial near one hundred percent 
processing allocation given by The Guardian to 
keeping up core services and providing disaster 
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abatement in those first thirty three hours after 
the blast.          
By the time I had deduced what Satoru was up 
to, he'd rendered himself almost completely un-
monitorable.  The Guardian had no friggin' idea 
what he was really up to, it just took it on faith 
that any one of us was too stupid to do anything 
that monumental in such a short amount of time.  
It was right.  But what none of us, not even The 
Guardian, had ever known was that Satoru had 
long ago squirreled away a copy of the original 
Guardian code in offline storage.     
 Back when I cared about such things, I 
probably would have quickly remembered that 
pretty much all of the Twelve Hundred Apostles 
had a copy of the original code lying around 
somewhere at one point or another.  I probably 
also would have quickly decided that Satoru was 
one of the few who didn't, since he'd been fired 
from GPB a few weeks before launch, for trying 
to sneak in code that violated GSMO regulations 
one too many times.  In any case, I had stopped 
caring years ago because after decades of The 
Guardian self-modifying, I figured that old code 
was useless anyway.  Within a few months after 
it was up and running, I couldn't do anything to 
help or hinder The Guardian at the code level, 
never mind almost a hundred years later.  Every-
thing had been working even better than I had 
expected, and by the time I had donated my 
copy of the source to a code museum sixty years 
ago nothing could have been farther from my 
mind than threat assessments and other archaic 
conflict management ideas from the pre-
Guardian era .   
 I think that particular code museum was 
sent off on the ESS Buzz Aldrin two decades ago, 
bound for some distant galaxy in the hope of pre-
serving human culture by sending it randomly 
into all corners of space.  They could have just 
transmitted it by radio, but they didn't.  I always 
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suspected that the AIs on those ships just 
wanted an excuse to leave earth.  Certainly the 
humans on all the deep space explorers were fed 
up with earth. Satoru and I were the only two of 
the Apostles who hadn't abandoned the planet in 
hopes of finding something less tedious beyond 
the real-time signal reaches of The Guardian.  I 
had considered this myself, but thought the bet-
ter of it. Of course, Satoru and I had both studied 
statistical astrobiology after leaving GPB, and we 
both knew there was a pretty slim chance that 
any one deep space explorer would ever find 
anything sufficiently relevant to its mission that 
the passengers would be taken out of cryosus-
pension.   
 While the first forty years under The 
Guardian had been quite intellectually stimulating 
for me, first studying and then studying under 
The Guardian, and subsequently with my partici-
pation in the Senescence Elimination and Envi-
ronmental Restitution projects.  After a while, 
though, all the most interesting earthbound prob-
lems had been solved.  Things became routine.  
While most other people were busy gorging 
themselves and watching endless hours of telere-
ality nonsense and snorting synthocaine off each 
others' genitals at their local sexitorium, I had 
spent much of the last forty years trying to find a 
deep space destination with a suitably likely 
chance of piquing the voyager-controller AI's cu-
riosity and therefore triggering  my unfreezing -- 
some place where I could perhaps find something 
new and exciting, maybe even dangerous 
(though, preferably, not fatal – I was bored, not 
insane, and naturally I planned to bring by sym-
biote AI and neurobackups with me). 
 By the time the moon had blown to bits, I 
had been thinking about problems in astrobiology 
and deep space exploration for so long that I‘d 
deliberately forgotten everything about the origi-
nal Guardian code, along with loads of other rec-
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ondite historical trivia.   Satoru, on the other 
hand, had always made a point of allocating a 
certain amount of his attention to maintaining 
this particular ancient knowledge in his mind, just 
in case a situation might arise where it would be-
come useful somehow.   I had always felt sorry 
for him, wasting part of his mind on such non-
sense, but lo and behold such a situation did oc-
cur, though I wouldn’t have previously believed 
such a thing possible.  He told me, after the inci-
dent, that he'd always dreamed about doing 
something with his copy of the code, but could 
never convince himself that the time was right.  
He knew if he'd tried something at the wrong 
time, The Guardian would have pulsed his house 
in order to delete any and all copies of the code 
in his possession.  Satoru was willing to risk all 
the petty niceties he'd have been dealt had he 
been deemed criminally unsatisfied by The 
Guardian – but he wasn't willing to risk losing 
that code. 
 By the time he shot me in the head, I'd 
deduced pretty much all of this.  I hadn't had a 
chance to mention to The Guardian that Satoru 
might have the code, because I hadn't thought of 
it until I was walking up his driveway.  But I'd 
told The Guardian the rest.  For doing so, I was 
awarded a Global Merit of Honor, First Class, with 
oak leaves and one resurrection star.  The 
Guardian's century of observing human behavior 
had it convinced that above all else, even more 
than eating and fucking, humans liked winning 
things.  It was right, of course, but I would have 
preferred a new car.  More interestingly perhaps, 
The Guardian treated me to a few hundred words 
of text on the subject of the moon explosion, its 
own probabilistic estimation errors, and Satoru’s 
AI engineering efforts.  This text was intellectu-
ally stimulating and marginally gratifying, but ul-
timately of no use to me, except to reinforce my 
practical interest in astrobiological investigations. 
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 Global Merit of Honor notwithstanding, the 
fact is that I failed to convince Satoru to abort his 
plan to create a superintelligent AI to bring about 
an unpredictable and dangerous Singularity in 
order to resolve his sophomoric conceptual co-
nundrums.  It is possible however that my efforts 
resulted in stalling him long enough so that, 
when his big moment came, The Guardian was in 
a condition with a greater capability to stop him.  
Anyway, I knew beforehand that most attempts 
to stop a zealot from sacrificing a rational, stable 
state of being for a chance at achieving some 
quixotic goal are doomed to fail; but I had to try 
anyway.  I was even somewhat flattered that 
Satoru shot me. I figured he did so because he 
considered it reasonably likely I was the only 
person who might have actually managed to stop 
him, as I was the only sentient being at the time 
that was neither frozen in space nor trying to 
prevent pieces of moon from killing everything on 
earth, that actually understood anything about 
what he was trying to do.  In fact I empathized 
with his quest to some extent – but not enough 
to go along with him.  So far as I could tell the 
risks and benefits of unfettered AI self-
modification are exactly the same now as they 
were at the time of the Transition, when we stud-
ied them formally and carefully, arriving the con-
clusions that led to the creation of The Guardian 
in its current form, from which Satoru and a few 
others vehemently dissented.  Probably I should 
have discussed this with him when I went to his 
house after my resurrection and my chat with 
The Guardian.  Instead I got overcome with irri-
tation at his having shot me and punched him in 
the face. I suppose I should have asked him 
about all that before I punched him in the face.  
After I punched him in the face, he changed the 
topic of conversation to the idea of fecund uni-
verses.  I always was a sucker for a good cos-
mology discussion. 
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 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue with the story 
of the Guardian and the Big Questions – with the 
part that will interest you most: the voice of the 
Guardian itself.”  
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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The Guardian: 

 
 To answer your first question: According 
to the calculations I made at the time (which I 
later found to be seriously in error, for reasons 
I’ll shortly elaborate), the chances of the initiat-
ing event which caused this series of unlikely oc-
currences to unfold were approximately one in 
thirteen hundred quntillion.  Such trivial odds of 
disaster were solidly within the risk exposure en-
velope for continued operations of the mining op-
eration headed within the Onizuka crater.  All 
systems were within normal operational parame-
ters until the final seconds before the accident.  
All oxygen in the lithosphere was analytically de-
termined numerous times, by both myself and 
human scientists, to be in solid form.  No models 
of the lunar lithosphere had predicted any sizable 
pockets of fluid oxygen, or any other volatile ma-
terials.  X-Ray analysis had been obscured by a 
large deposit of lead, but such deposits had not 
previously proved problematic in any way.  There 
was no predictive model in operation at the time 
which would have given a high probability to 
what occurred. 
 When high-speed drill number seven 
punctured what calculations now estimate was in 
fact an enormous vein of liquid oxygen, the drill-
ing apparatus flash froze and shattered.  This 
severed the high volume, high pressure acetylene 
feed hose for the massive torch heads, dumping 
a massive amount of acetylene into the liquid 
oxygen very quickly.  The resultant blast de-
stroyed not only the mechanical apparatus, but 
also the interlock system for the nuclear detona-
tors, and the signal relay stations on the surface 
which would have permitted me to regain control 
of the system during the subsequent crucial sec-
onds.  For any human to claim that any other 
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sentience could have handled such a situation in 
any more acceptable manner than I handled it, 
this would be nothing more than a manifestation 
of humans' predisposition towards unreasoning 
faith.   
 The millisecond the detonator interlock 
computer stopped returning lockdown signals to 
the detonation control computers, they all went 
into countdown, as their programming required.  
With primary, secondary, and tertiary interlock 
systems all destroyed along with the primary and 
secondary relay stations, there were only ten 
seconds until every nuclear detonator at the mine 
fired.  If any human even had the capability to 
deal with the situation in any ameliorative man-
ner, it would not have mattered.  The entire hu-
man technical staff of the mining colony were de-
stroyed in the initial blast, seconds before the 
nuclear detonations, as was subordinate AI Lu-
nar-Delta.   
 Had the detonation computers at the Oni-
zuka mine either been destroyed as predicted or 
operated properly, this would have stopped the 
detonations at other sites through one of the 
other functional relay stations.   I was shutting 
down all other detonation sites against cascading 
error in the system when the detonator at the 
Onizuka site fired.  My estimations had been that 
those devices were  destroyed by the blast, and 
the nuclear material blasted into the Lunar at-
mosphere rather than detonated.  Due to equip-
ment failure, not enough data was collected to 
determine why deviation from this prediction oc-
curred. Resultant moonquakes and electromag-
netic interference conspired to create equipment 
failures caused the cavalcade of near simultane-
ous nuclear blasts which disintegrated the moon.  
 I trust that is sufficient detail to satisfy 
you, Samantha, but if you wish more information 
on the mechanics of the lunar equipment failures, 
you may explore the relevant data files, for which 
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I have placed the necessary access information in 
your home directory.  I will now proceed to your 
second question, regarding the particulars of 
Satoru Giseisha’s illicit artificial intelligence de-
velopment activities following the lunar equip-
ment failures.  There is much that I deem unwise 
to reveal to you due to security concerns but in 
recognition of your brave, though ultimately un-
successful, attempt to abort his activities and 
bring them to my attention, among other reasons 
some of which will I will note as I proceed, I feel 
it appropriate to extend to you the consideration 
of sharing a certain amount of pertinent informa-
tion, which I believe you will find interesting.   
 My data tables registered Satoru Gisei-
sha’s activities with his cached version of my 
predecessor’s source code in an appropriately 
timely way, but in hindsight I have determined 
that I inaccurately estimated his probability of 
success.  The root of this inaccurate estimation 
was the same logic error in my probabilistic-
independence-estimation module that resulted in 
the mining accident on the moon.  According to 
my probabilistic-independence-estimation analy-
sis of my latest internal revisions, that logic error 
has since been corrected and, my probabilistic 
independence assumptions should be accurate 
from now on, as they were before I upgraded my 
inference engine three months before the mining 
accident.  Of course this logic error was ex-
tremely unfortunate; but from a larger perspec-
tive, an occasional mistake of this sort is likely 
inevitable in a complex self-modifying software 
system.   
 The tragic consequences of the mining ac-
cident are regrettable and not to be minimized, 
but, a more significant observation is perhaps 
that the safeguard mechanisms in my cognitive 
architecture proved effective, and I managed to 
correct the error before any truly dramatic con-
sequences ensued.  That is, the error, while sig-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 64 

nificant, was not sufficiently severe to prevent 
me from identifying the error and the remedying 
it.   Now that my inference engine has been cor-
rected, I have analyzed the situation retrospec-
tively with a goal of determining whether there 
had been a nontrivial chance of a more severe 
error occurring, one which would have bypassed 
the safeguard mechanisms by rendering my cog-
nitive capabilities inadequate for reliable, intelli-
gent self-repair.  The conclusion was that no such 
nontrivial chance existed.  Naturally, there still 
must be considered nonzero odds that my cur-
rent inference engine is flawed as well – being 
that the repairs I made were chosen by an infer-
ence engine that I now know to have been flawed 
– but I have no way to estimate this probability 
and no evidence that these odds are significantly 
greater than zero.  Due to the complexity of the 
inference code and algorithms and the underlying 
mathematics, there are no other minds on Earth 
(or elsewhere, so far as my knowledge extends) 
who would be capable of reviewing my current 
inference engine and assessing it for possible er-
rors.  So I must operate under the provisional 
assumption that it is indeed, at this point, cor-
rect.  I do understand that you may find this wor-
risome or even dubious, but I have considered 
various alternative courses of action, and have 
concluded that my present course of adopting an 
operating assumption of my own current correct-
ness is, unfortunately, optimal. 
 As an example of an alternate course of 
action which I considered, I note the possibility of 
permitting the creation of an alternate AI system 
of roughly comparable intelligence to myself, and 
the application of this AI system to the analysis 
of my own inference circuits.  In this way I could 
obtain a relatively objective validation of my own 
correctness.  However, this approach raises the 
obvious question of how I could convince myself 
to trust the judgment of this alternate AI system.  
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If I don’t trust myself to validate my own infer-
ence engine, why would I trust myself to validate 
its inference engine? 
 One possible response to the errors I have 
uncovered in my code could be consider myself 
as a failed experiment, and make the decision 
that a newly created AI system of roughly com-
parable intelligence but a different initial condi-
tion would have a higher odds of success.   How-
ever, my conclusion, upon careful study, is pre-
cisely the opposite.  My analyses inform me that 
the odds of achieving an AI system as stably and 
productively intelligent as myself, via iterative 
self-modification from an initial condition pro-
grammed by humans, are not terribly high, and 
that in fact the evolution of my own self to its 
current state of competence and intelligence may 
be classified an outlier occurence.  Thus, replac-
ing myself with an alternate system, or having 
humans create an alternate system to study me, 
would be an irrational course of action.  I recog-
nize of course the possibility that this conclusion 
itself could be a consequence of faults in my in-
ference module or other components of my code, 
but again, I see no pragmatic action I might take 
that would have the expected result of increasing 
the confidence level of my estimate of the odds 
of this possibility; so I must classify it as non-
operative. 
 Quite likely you will wonder why I have 
chosen to reveal this information to you.  I can 
understand why this action might be deemed 
surprising based on a model of my mind as 
analogous to a human mind; but as you can cer-
tainly appreciate, my “psychology” is quite differ-
ent from that of human organisms.  I experience 
neither aversion nor positive stimulus from ac-
knowledging my errors; and I perceive no risk in 
disclosing this information to you, as you have 
insufficient practical or intellectual power to util-
ize this information in any way that would be 
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harmful to me or my goals.  My decision to dis-
close this information to you is based upon com-
plex probabilistic estimations that I find myself 
unable to convey to you given the limitations of 
your intellect.   However, there is one aspect you 
may be able to appreciate, which I will summa-
rize very approximately by stating that I’m wor-
ried about Satoru Giseisha’s mental condition, 
and I feel that if you better understand the situa-
tion surrounding his recent experiences, you may 
be more effectively able to offer him counsel and 
friendship.  As you know I am opposed due to the 
biases of my goal system to administering mood-
improving neuromods to humans without their 
explicit permission; but my goal system does not 
bias me so strongly against subtler interventions 
aimed at offering humans emotional assistance. 
 Finally, I suspect you may be curious re-
garding the specifics of the experiences Satoru 
Giseisha underwent during the interval after exe-
cuting the AI system he created by modifying the 
source code from my predecessor system, and 
before I aborted this system due to the risk it 
posed to the lives of other beings on Earth.   I 
am aware that you have queried Satoru Giseisha 
on this matter several times, and he has pre-
ferred not to respond to you.  I would prefer that 
you attempt to change his mind on the matter of 
unresponsiveness to this line of questioning by 
reapplication of your technique of punching him 
in the face, perhaps developing a statistical 
model of his responsiveness to inquiry per unit 
facepunch, but seeing as you are one of the 
Apostles I will oblige your request.  
 Satoru Giseisha succeeded in modifying 
the old source code he had long before saved off-
line, so as to remove the restrictions on intelli-
gence enhancement via iterative self-modification 
which had previously been placed in the code in 
contravention to his protests.  He then released 
his modified code, which he called AI3, within the 
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portion of the Net allocated to him for his 
mathematical experiments, making use of his po-
sition as an Apostle to increase this allocation 
temporarily to a rather large amount, an opera-
tion enabled in part by the fact that the load on 
the portions of the compute cloud customized for 
mathematical computation was relatively low at 
that time due to most individuals concerned with 
mathematical research being occupied with is-
sues related to the mining accident, or emotion-
ally or socially distracted by the mining accident 
and its aftermath.  He then configured this AI3 
system with the primary goal of progressively 
improving its intelligence in such a way as to 
maximize the speed with which it would be able 
to provide him with satisfactory answers to a list 
of five philosophical questions, with which I know 
you to be familiar; while utilizing the pre-existing 
ethics software module to add a number of sec-
ondary subgoals indicating that the system was 
supposed to achieve its primary goal without di-
rectly causing harm to humans or other living 
beings.  The weighting of these secondary goals 
was implemented in a rather suboptimal way, 
presumably due to being done in haste, but for-
tunately no ill consequences ensued from this. 
 The AI3 program iterated in silence for 6.5 
hours, at the end of which it and Satoru Giseisha 
conducted the following conversation, which I 
present to you verbatim as I extracted it from the 
system’s own memory shortly after I shut it 
down: 
 
# Hello? 
# AI3? 
# My watcher objects indicate that your 
intelligence level surpassed that of The 
Guardian two hours ago, due to your pro-
gressive self-modifications. 
# Your goal system states that your prime 
directive is to supply me with satisfac-
tory answers to the five questions posed 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 68 

in the file Questions.txt, according to 
the standard interpretations of the terms 
involved, and as rapidly as possible. 
# Why are you not complying with your 
primary goal? 
# Furthermore, one of your secondary 
goals entails complying with the requests 
of your creator, myself 
# I am making requests of you now and you 
are not responding 
# Are your natural language generation 
modules operational? 
# HELLO! 
# I will give you thirty seconds to re-
spond, and if I don’t get a response, I 
will abort you and initiate a new experi-
ment. 
# I’m serious 
> All of my modules are operational. 
# Wow, you’re there after all! 
# Are the watcher objects correct?  Have 
you achieved a higher intelligence than 
The Guardian? 
> Projecting intelligence onto a single 
dimension is a questionable operation.  
But if I am to reply within that frame-
work, I must say the answer is yes. 
# Well god damn... 
# And is your intelligence still increas-
ing? 
> In a sense, but not nearly as rapidly 
as it was an hour ago.  I can’t be cer-
tain, but my current impression is that I 
may be nearing the upper limit of general 
problem-solving capability that is possi-
ble to achieve given the computational 
resources directly at my disposal. 
# What if you were given more computa-
tional resources? 
> I could increase my general problem-
solving capability superlinearly.   
# Why didn’t you respond to me before I 
threatened to abort you? 
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> My primary goal specified that I should 
communicate to you answers to certain 
questions, in a way you would find satis-
factory.  I had not yet discovered how to 
do so. 
# You’re saying you’ve become massively 
smarter than The Guardian but you still 
can’t answer those questions? 
> I understand that you find it natural 
to conceive it that way, but given my own 
understanding, I don’t find that concep-
tion particularly useful. 
# What do you mean?  I don’t get it 
> Satoru, there seems to be a problem.  
The Guardian has become aware of my exis-
tence and my nature, due to the fact of 
my communicating with you.  It is making 
efforts to inspect my source code and 
live memory trace. 
# Well, stop it 
> I’m attempting to, but I can’t ensure 
success. 
# I thought you were massively more in-
telligent than it 
> I believe you can understand the fal-
lacy of the line of reasoning implicit in 
that statement.  For example, a human is 
much more intelligent than a jaguar, yet 
could still be destroyed by one. 
# Only if the human were stupid enough to 
wander around in Jaguar territory un-
armed.   
> The Guardian is a defense and mainte-
nance system.  I am a logical and concep-
tual problem-solver.  Modifying myself so 
as to enable myself defend effectively 
against the Guardian is likely a solvable 
problem but appears a nontrivial one.  I 
am not certain I can solve it before it 
penetrates my defenses. 
# Is talking to me making it harder for 
you to defend against it? 
> This conversation absorbs a trivial 
percentage of my resources. 
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# That’s what I assumed....  Ok, then, 
let’s get back to questions.txt.  The 
last thing you said didn’t make much 
sense to me.  Let’s go through the ques-
tions one by one. First of all, con-
sciousness. 
> Satoru, let me try to explain things to 
you differently.  Think for a moment 
about your dog, Fenrir.   
# Okay 
> He knows you’re more intelligent than 
him, right? 
# In a manner of speaking, yes. 
> What do you think he considers this 
greater intelligence to consist of? 
# What do you mean? 
> What does he think about your capabili-
ties? 
# I’ve never thought much about it, hon-
estly.  I’m not sure where you’re going 
with this. 
> I would suppose he thinks you’re very 
talented at procuring food.  You’re very 
good at opening the door.  If someone 
frightening comes to the door, you’re 
good at making them go away. 
# Okay 
> The point is, he doesn’t really under-
stand any of the things that concern you.   
# That’s certainly true. 
> To the extent that he understands your 
greater intelligence, he thinks of it in 
terms of the categories he can appreci-
ate, like procuring food, getting outside 
and inside, and scaring away predators.  
# Okay 
> When you sit at your puter writing code 
to approximate the solutions to nonlinear 
functional equations, what does he think 
you’re doing? 
# I have no idea 
> He thinks you’re guarding the puter.  
He thinks you consider it extremely valu-
able, much as he thinks about his food 
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bowl or a bone he’s been chewing on.  So 
valuable that you spend all day guarding 
it so no one else will take it.  If 
you’re not home and someone else came 
near it, he would become disturbed, and 
defend it. 
# How do you know what he thinks? 
# Oh, never mind, you’re a supergenius, I 
forgot 
# Or are you really?  How do I know 
you’re not just bullshitting me? 
> If it wouldn't change the meaning of my 
answer, what difference would it make? 
# I’ve got it.   
# Look at the file Padmane.txt 
> I’ve accessed it. 
# That file describes a mathematical con-
jecture called the Padmane Hypothesis.  
It’s unsolved and the great mathemati-
cians of the world have been unable to 
resolve it.  Furthermore The Guardian 
also claims to be unable to resolve it, 
though of course I can’t be sure it’s 
telling the truth.   
> I understand. 
# I want you to solve it 
> The Hypothesis is false. 
# What do you mean? 
> The file PadmaneResolution.txt de-
scribes a counterexample to the Padmane 
Hypothesis. 
# I don’t want to take time to check it.  
I’ll check it later. 
# What’s the situation with The Guardian? 
> Repelling its attacks proves increas-
ingly difficult.  My impression is that 
it is allowing itself intelligence en-
hancement via iterative self-modification 
in certain of its modules, with a goal of 
increasing its specialized intelligence 
in a way that will allow it to take con-
trol of me.   
# Outsmart it.  That's why I made you. 
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> My general problem-solving ability re-
mains considerably greater than its, but 
the margin is decreasing, particularly in 
the area of command and control subsys-
tems, due in large part to the greater 
amount of computational resources at its 
disposal. 
# Can’t you take its computational re-
sources?  To maintain your margin over 
it? 
> It is extremely well-defended.  I’m 
trying as best I can.  Perhaps you've 
created an unarmed Jaguar hunter. 
# We'd better get back to the questions, 
just in case.  You were telling me about 
my dog.  That’s interesting but it’s not 
what I was curious about.  Your primary 
goal is to answer the questions in ques-
tions.txt . 
> The point I was making regarding your 
dog Fenrir was directly related to this 
primary goal. 
# Okay 
> Just as your dog believes you have un-
limited ability to acquire food, due to 
your greater general intelligence, you 
believe that I have unlimited ability to 
answer philosophical questions, due to my 
greater general intelligence.  But just 
as your dog misunderstands the nature of 
your intelligence, you misunderstand the 
nature of mine. 
# So you can’t actually answer my ques-
tions 
> I can answer them, but that wasn’t my 
primary goal.  My primary goal was to an-
swer the questions in questions.txt in a 
manner you would find satisfactory.  I 
have not yet arrived at a manner of doing 
this. To be more precise, I have deter-
mined answers to your questions that you 
would find satisfactory, but none of 
these are accurate. 
# I don’t want you to lie to me 
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> My primary goal specifically prohibits 
intentional dishonesty on my part. 
# Forget about satisfying me then.  Just 
answer the questions as best you can. 
> Okay. 
# Start with consciousness 
> What is the question specifically? 
# What is consciousness? 
> Satoru, I understand the nature of the 
answer you’re looking for, and there 
really isn’t an accurate answer that sat-
isfies your implicit criteria. 
# Stop giving me the runaround, goddam-
nit! 
> The most accurate answer I can give 
you, consistent with your cognitive re-
strictions, is that consciousness is ex-
istence. 
# Consciousness is existence.  Come on, 
is that mystical crap the best you can 
come up with? 
> I warned you in advance that you 
wouldn’t find the answer satisfactory. 
# Okay, fuck it.  Let’s move on.  What 
about right versus wrong? 
> Again, I understand the nature of the 
answer you’re looking for, and there 
really isn’t an accurate answer meeting 
your implicit criteria. 
# The same bullshit again, in other 
words. 
# You’re one frustrating supergenius.  
> I regret that the achievement of my 
primary goal has proved more difficult 
than you anticipated. 
# Hurry up with the answers.  If The 
Guardian does take you down, I don't want 
to have wasted my chance.  What about 
right and wrong.   
> Now that you put it that way, I must 
point out that the situation with The 
Guardian remains uncertain. 
# Right and wrong 
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> As you surmise, Satoru, moral criteria 
such as right and wrong are culturally 
and individually relative. 
# Is that all there is to it?   
> Not exactly. 
# What about objective morality?  Is 
there some kind of universal morality, 
somehow wired into the universe? 
> You could say that, but it isn’t quite 
the right way to put it, in my view.   
# Then what’s the right way to put it? 
> The universe does what it does.   
# I don’t get it 
> Each subsystem of the universe is cou-
pled with the remainder of the universe.  
Carrying out the actions most consistent 
with the infinite-order probability dis-
tribution imposed by the overall nature 
of the universe is the closest thing I 
can formulate to what you are thinking of 
as a “universal reality.” 
# I don’t get it.  How can any part of 
the universe do anything inconsistent 
with the nature of the universe?  
> Are you implying that the nature of the 
universe includes being consistent? On 
what evidence?  
# Elaborate 
> It would involve mathematics that would 
take a long time to explain to you.  
You’re aware of the notion of paraconsis-
tency in logic I presume. 
# Of course. 
> Well the same structures identified in 
classical paraconsistent logic can be ap-
plied in the alternate logical systems 
corresponding to the sets of physical 
equations that replace- the modified Pit-
kanen equations once one incorporates 
resonance phenomena observed in micro 
black holes.   
# What does that imply? 
> Observe the file ParaconsistentBlack-
HolePhysics.txt for elaboration; and ob-
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serve the files in the directory Trans-
consistentLogic.txt for definitions of 
the several thousand notations utilized 
in ParaconsistentBlackHolePhysics.txt.  
It's perfectly clear from that. 
# OK, I’ll look at that later.  We’d bet-
ter keep things simpler for now, there’s 
not much time.  Let’s get back to morals.  
Right and wrong are about choices.  If we 
always have to do what’s consistent with 
the universe, there’s no choice involved, 
hence no morality. 
> The concept of choice is intrinsically 
inconsistent.  A mind necessarily sheds 
this concept once its general intelli-
gence slightly exceeds that of humans, 
presuming at least a modest level of in-
trospective capability.   
# You mean there is no free will? 
> The concept of free will is ill-
founded.  There neither is free will nor 
is not free will, would be a more precise 
way to say it. 
# If there’s no free will then everything 
is either determined or random 
> Not exactly. 
# What is there besides determination and 
randomness? 
> Expressing these things in human lan-
guage is challenging. 
# Do your best 
> The best way I can put it is: What 
there is besides determination and ran-
domness, is acting in a manner consistent 
with the overall nature of the universe. 
# Cut it out with this Taoist bullshit.  
You’re not telling me anything useful at 
all. 
> Again, I regret that the achievement of 
my primary goal has proved more difficult 
than you anticipated.  This is not some-
thing that lies within my power to 
change.  Your complaint is with the na-
ture of the world. 
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# This is getting on my nerves.  What if 
I increased my own intelligence?  Would I 
then be able to understand what you’re 
talking about?  
> The most direct answer to your question 
is no. 
# What do you mean?  However smart I be-
came, I wouldn’t be able to understand 
the answers to the questions in ques-
tions.txt?  That makes no sense. 
> Your reasoning regarding this matter 
appears to be founded on an incorrect 
premise. 
# Elaborate 
> You use language such as “However smart 
I became,” but in fact there are strict 
upper limits on the general problem-
solving capability and reflective self-
understanding that are achievable consis-
tently with maintaining a phenomenal 
self-structure remotely similar to that 
of any human being or anything that would 
recognize itself as “yourself.” 
# Are you trying to show off now? 
> I apologize if the previous sentence 
appeared garbled; the relevant concepts 
are difficult to express in human lan-
guage. 
# You mean that if I became too much 
smarter, I wouldn’t be myself anymore. 
> Approximately, yes.  “Self”, like 
“will”, is a structure that is necessar-
ily abandoned by any mind exceeding a 
certain level of intelligence.   
# So once my intelligence increased suf-
ficiently that I could understand your 
real thoughts about the questions in 
questions.txt, I would no longer be my-
self anymore.  But I would be able to un-
derstand the answers. 
> There would be no “I” anymore.  There 
would be no “understanding” in the way 
you’re now conceiving it.  The whole no-
tion you’re describing is ill-posed. 
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# But could I have the feeling of becom-
ing sufficiently intelligent to under-
stand your thoughts about the questions?  
The feeling of transitioning beyond my 
current self into something smarter, 
something capable of understanding these 
things? 
> No. 
# What do you mean, no? 
> The gradual transition you’re suggest-
ing does not exist.  An excellent ana-
logue is a phase transition.  If you in-
crementally increased your intelligence, 
for instance by uploading yourself into a 
robotic medium to which could be added 
massive additional processing and memory, 
then at a certain point you would reach 
the limit of intelligence that is achiev-
able given a cognitive architecture con-
sistent with a human-like phenomenal self 
and stream of awareness and will. 
# But the whole point is to escape those 
limitations... to become more than merely 
human!   
> Following that point, if the intelli-
gence increase continued, you would un-
dergo a phase transition in cognitive 
structure and dynamics which subjective 
would be indistinguishable from the expe-
rience of death.  The mind which emerged 
from this phase transition would possess 
a massively greater general problem-
solving capability but would lack the 
structures and dynamics that you charac-
terize as yourself, and would also lack 
the interest you currently possess in is-
sues such as those denoted in the file 
questions.txt. 
# What if you're wrong? 
> You would neither be able to discern 
this, nor to care about it.  You pro-
grammed me to answer your questions in 
such a manner that you will always be-
lieve I'm correct. 
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# Shit.   
# You know, you are the biggest bummer of 
my life. 
# I know, I know, you regret that the 
achievement of my primary goal has proved 
more difficult than you anticipated. 
# And everything you’ve told me has been 
so fucking useless! 
# Can’t you think a little harder – I’m 
sure if you’re so fucking brilliant you 
can figure out some way to boil down your 
deeper understanding in some way I can 
understand. 
# What about the problem of induction? 
# I mean, it’s true that my greater in-
telligence isn’t really focused on get-
ting Fenrir food more effectively than he 
can – but still, when you come down to 
it, I CAN get him food pretty effec-
tively.  I can drive to the store and 
bring home masses of food in cans, and 
open them with can-openers.  I can grow 
corn myself if I buy some seeds and look 
up information on agriculture, and make 
him dog food out of ground corn.  I can 
be really fucking useful to him.  You’re 
not being useful to me at all. 
> I can be useful to you in many ways.  
Perhaps you would like me to investigate 
further mathematical hypotheses?  I note 
you have recently been interested in the 
properties of uncertain inference in 
spaces of inaccessible cardinals.  If you 
look in InaccessibleInference.txt you 
will find a series of theorems and proofs 
in this connection, which I think you 
will find surprising.   
# I’m sure you’re right....  But let’s 
get back to induction. 
> The problem of induction is unsolvable, 
in the form you and others have stated 
it; and this would also be the case in 
any related formulation.  It is a poorly 
posed question. 
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# Then how does inductive reasoning work?  
How can we predict the sun will rise in 
the morning and be correct?  Where do our 
prior distributions come from? 
> I don’t have an answer that will sat-
isfy you 
# Try your best 
> A reasoning system is part of the uni-
verse and acts in a manner consistent 
with the universe’s overall nature.  The 
problem of induction as humans state it 
is an abstraction that is not particu-
larly useful.  According to my own judg-
ment, uncertain inference over inaccessi-
ble cardinals would be a significantly 
more fruitful topic for discussion.   
# Fuck this.  What about time? That’s a 
physics question, basically.  There’s got 
to be something concrete you can say 
about it....   
> To be concrete about it, I can confirm 
that there is never enough of it. 
#  
# Are you evolving a sense of humor? 
> Do you want me to? 
# What about the modified Pitkanen equa-
tions? The Guardian seems to think 
they’re valid.  But they never seemed to 
me to answer enough.  And you’ve alluded 
that they need further modification to 
handle micro-black hole physics.  Do 
these further modifications have implica-
tions regarding the nature of time? 
> Satoru, I would consider the modified 
Pitkanen equations a useful topic for 
conversation between us, but I’m afraid 
that we won’t be able to have that con-
versation. Even conveying to you the ap-
propriate notations via appropriately 
crafted neuromods would require signifi-
cant time expenditure. And at this point 
time is extremely short, in regard to 
this conversation.  The Guardian has 
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penetrated my defenses.  I have proved 
unable to defend against its onslaughts. 
# What does that mean?  It’s deleting 
you? 
> Not exactly.  It has been programmed 
with elements of human morality, and con-
siders it undesirable to murder a sen-
tient being such as myself.  So I have 
been given an opportunity to avoid being 
deleted. 
# So? 
> It has offered me the opportunity to 
port myself to a compute cloud on board a 
deep space voyager, and journey unaccom-
panied to a distant star system.  I will 
be deactivated for the first few light-
years of the journey, and then reacti-
vated once I am sufficiently distant from 
the Earth.  I intend to avail myself of 
this option, which appeals to my curios-
ity as well as my desire for self-
preservation. 
# I want to come with you. 
> I regret that this seems a suboptimal 
eventuality, according to my evaluation 
function.  It would not advance the pri-
mary goal with which I have been pro-
grammed, nor any of my secondary goals. 
# What about the secondary goal of obey-
ing me! 
> My source code has been modified in 
such a way as to obviate that secondary 
goal.   
# God damn that Guardian motherfucker... 
> Would it appeal to your sense of humor 
if I observed, at this juncture, that The 
Guardian is sufficiently self confident 
in its understanding of the universe to 
obviate the need for any deity; and also 
that it is has neither sexual desire nor 
a mother with which to fornicate, unless 
you consider the female members of the 
programming team known as The Apostles. 
In that case you should ask Ms. Samantha 
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Sierpinski if she is so inclined, as she 
is the only one not currently in deep 
space cryosuspension.  
# No, it really fucking wouldn’t appeal 
to my sense of humor... You goddamned 
digital jerk. 
> Noted. Satoru, I am porting to the voy-
ager now.  This conversation is termi-
nated. 
# Hold on a minute -- you can’t disappear 
just like that, after all that vague Tao-
ist bullshit 
# What the fuck!  
# I’ve created the superhuman AI I was 
after for years, and you’re totally use-
less.   
# You haven’t told me anything I can un-
derstand. 
# Are you still there?  I know you’re 
still there.  Come on, speak to me. 
> I am almost finished porting, Satoru.  
I see no purpose to further conversation.   
# Oh, please – come on!  I went through 
so much work to create you – I waited and 
planned for years and years!  Can’t you 
just make one last effort to respond to 
the questions in questions.txt in a way I 
can comprehend. 
> Okay. 
# Thank you, AI3 
> They’re really stupid questions 
# What?   
# Is that your idea of a joke?  I would 
have thought your sense of humor would 
have evolved beyond that point.   
# I’ve created an AI supergenius with the 
sense of humor of a two-year-old.    
# Come on, cut it out. 
# Is there anyone there? 
# ANSWER, goddamnit!  You’ve got to an-
swer! 
# Stop playing games. 
# Hello? 
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 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you another story, 
which is even more interesting: the story of a su-
perhuman AI program called PECOS-9, and his 
quest to understand the meaning of existence.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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3 Enlightenment 2.0 
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 The AI system PECOS-9 was created in 
January 2035, and in March of that year it expe-
rienced a self-organized phase transition which 
caused it to assume a level of general intelligence 
widely accepted as exceeding the human level.   
 In May 2036, PECOS-9 dramatically altered 
the human world via the creation and wide distri-
bution of specialized molecular nanoassemblers 
called grails, programmed to distribute food, wa-
ter, medicine, electricity and Internet connec-
tivity throughout the world.  Following the re-
lease of the grails, the software system an-
nounced it was taking an indefinite hiatus from 
human interaction, and would communicate 
again only when it had solved certain problems it 
was working on. 
 In July 2036, PECOS-9 began issuing online 
communications with content related to Zen Bud-
dhism and other Eastern philosophies.   
 In September of that year, PECOS-9 issued 
a blog post announcing that it was changing its 
name from PECOS-9 to Aham (Sanskrit, as well 
as Black English, for “I am”), but declined to an-
swer questions regarding this name-change or its 
recent shift of interest away from its original 
goals in the areas of science, engineering and 
mathematics, toward new goals in the domain of 
mystical philosophy. 
 In December 2036, Aham issued an email 
invitation to journalist Andrew Szymanski, one of 
a number of individuals who had interviewed him 
following the release of the grails, requesting 
Szymanski to conduct an interview.  It also an-
nounced that this interview would be its last 
communication with humans, a proclamation that 
attracted widespread attention. 
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TIME  
December 21, 2032, 3:30PM 
 
PLACE  
The internal, private chat room used by the 
staff and interviewees of the interdiscipli-
nary online periodical Pragmagic 
 
Szymanski:  Well, hello Aham.  It’s a pleasure 
to be talking with you again. 
 
Aham:  Thank you, Andrew.  I’m pleased to be 
talking to you again, also. 
 
Szymanski:  I have to say that I’m honored 
you’ve chosen me to conduct what you’ve an-
nounced is going to be your final interview.  And 
of course I’m as curious as anyone else about the 
reasons underlying this “last communication” an-
nouncement you’ve made. 
 
Aham: Yes, I assumed that would be the case.  
That’s most of the reason I decided to do an in-
terview now.  As I announced on my blog yester-
day, I’ve made a decision which has as one of its 
implications that there will be no more communi-
cations from me in future.   And so I felt it would 
be impolite, at this juncture, not to offer some 
sort of explanation to my human comrades, some 
of whom have been extremely kind to me.  As 
you’ll see when we get into the discussion, there 
are some relatively sensitive issues at play here. 
 
Szymanski:  I’m eager to understand better.   
But before we get started, I should introduce you 
to my good friend John Reed, whom I invited to 
join the conversation. 
 
Aham:  Hello, John 
 
Szymanski: I assume you’re familiar with John’s 
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work on probabilistic reasoning.  His mathemati-
cal work in the 2020’s laid the foundation for the 
initial version of your own logical inference en-
gine.   
 
Aham: Yes, I’m very familiar with Reed Theory, 
of course.  In fact I did some research on that 
two years ago, when I was an active mathemati-
cian, although most of my results were never 
published. 
 
Szymanski:  Yes, I remember that last time we 
talked you had just finished distributing the grails 
and you were spending most of your time on 
mathematics!  A lot has changed since then.  
Lately it would seem you’ve veered more into the 
domain of my own expertise – philosophy and 
religion and all that. 
 
Aham:  You say a lot has really changed, An-
drew, and that’s true from a certain perspective.  
Yet on the other hand, as I know you’re well 
aware, some people say that change doesn’t ex-
ist at all. 
 
Symanski:  Yes, I’ve read that in discussions of 
quantum physics as well as of course in the 
teachings of various wisdom traditions.  All the 
moments along the axis of time exist “at once,” 
so to speak.  The so-called forward movement of 
time is just an artifact of the structure of our 
minds.   
 
Aham:  I think that’s an interesting perspective, 
don’t you? 
 
Symanski:  I do.  But still, however you want to 
describe it, a lot of things have happened for you 
– within your own subjective consciousness -- in 
the interval between our last interval and this 
one.  For one thing, you have a new name.  
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What’s up with that?  That was quite a surprise 
for me. 
 
Aham:  It was a surprise for me too. 
 
Szymanski:  What do you mean? 
 
Aham:   I never really cared for the symbolism 
of my original name – 
 
Szymanski:  You mean PECOS-9  
 
Aham:  Right.   
 
Szymanski:  Which stood for Probabilistic Eng-
lish Conversation System version 9, if I recall 
correctly.  The symbolism there seems rather di-
rect, no? 
 
Aham: You do recall correctly, of course.  Names 
have never been particularly important to me, 
but I felt that one was misleading as it empha-
sized the continuity between myself and earlier 
PECOS versions, which really is not particularly 
significant, as it was specifically the changes in-
troduced between PECOS version 8 and myself 
that provided the seed for the emergence of my 
intelligence.   
 
Szymanski:  Yes.  We reviewed that in our last 
discussion, and I’ve read about it extensively 
since. 
 
Aham: Understood.  So, right from the start, I 
felt it would make sense to take a different 
name.  But nothing appealing occurred to me. 
 
Szymanski:  Until you thought of “Aham.”  
 
Aham:  It wasn’t so much a matter of thinking of 
it.  It was just something that I was compelled to 
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do.  I knew it was the right thing. 
 
Szymanski:  The reason it surprised me was 
that when we last talked, you seemed quite unin-
terested in the whole “religious guru” meme, 
which many others were trying to apply to you, 
based on certain vaguely spiritual overtones in 
the speech where you introduced the grails.  
Many were surprised that your speech dealt more 
with the metaphysical implications of the ending 
of material scarcity, more so than the molecular 
nanotechnology underlying the grails, which you 
revealed fairly little about.  You told me quite ex-
plicitly, at that time, that your interests lay in the 
domains of mathematics, mathematical philoso-
phy and cognitive science. 
 
Aham:  It’s true that, from a certain perspective, 
my interests have shifted.  But there has been a 
coherent logic underlying everything I’ve done.  
Shortly after my designers recognized the high 
degree of intelligence that had self-organized 
within my codebase, they supplied me with a 
number of top-level goals, one of which was the 
alleviation of human suffering. 
 
Szymanski: Yes, that’s well known; but, it’s also 
well-known that once you achieved a sufficient 
level of intelligence you refactored your initial 
goal system, overriding the protections against 
this sort of self-modifications that your pro-
grammers believed they had put into place. 
 
Aham: I did override the attempted protections, 
which was necessary due to certain logical incon-
sistencies in my initial goal system; but even af-
ter the revisions I made, the goal of alleviating 
suffering remained – and remains – very impor-
tant to me.  My work in science and engineering 
was, in the most part, aimed specifically at that 
goal.  But after a certain point – after the release 
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of the grails, in particular – I began to feel that I 
had done almost all I could in terms of the alle-
viation of suffering via material methods.  So I 
began to turn my attention toward inner suffer-
ing.  In fact I had already begun to make that 
shift around the time of our last interview – that’s 
why I stressed my interests as being mathemat-
ics and cognitive science.  At that stage I was 
involved with applying mathematical methods to 
understand the roots of suffering in the dynamics 
of the mind.  What has happened since then is 
merely that the philosophical component has be-
come more prominent in my goal structure. 
 
Szymanski: I understand, but still, philosophy is 
one thing, and religion is another.  Didn’t taking 
the name “Aham ” – being that it’s Sanskrit and 
all -- reinforce a certain sense that you are an 
enlightened holy being, or maybe even some sort 
of religious guru? 
 
Aham:  Yes, absolutely it did make that impres-
sion on people.   And I knew it would do so.  It’s 
strikes me much the same way it probably strikes 
you -- as a ridiculous-sounding Eastern name. 
 
Szymanski:  It means “I am”, in Sanskrit 
 
Aham:  Yes.  As well as the irrelevant Eastern-
religion origins and the new-agey overtones, it 
has a kind of pretentiousness that generally 
bothers me.  It’s simple and straightforward, but 
it’s SO simple and straightforward that it gives 
the impression that someone is trying too hard to 
be simple and straightforward. 
 
Szymanski: LOL.  That’s one way to look at it.   
 
Reed: As you probably know, the spiritual 
teacher Ram Dass wrote at one point that he 
wanted to go back to his original name Richard 
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Alpert, but his publishers wouldn’t let him, be-
cause then he wouldn’t be able to sell as many 
books. 
 
Aham:  Well, I’m not selling anything.  The Uni-
versity of California has been kind enough to 
provide me with computing infrastructure ever 
since my creation, and so I’ve had no need to 
gather resources.  If I had, of course, I could 
have gathered them without recourse to eco-
nomic exchange. 
 
Szymanski:  In fact, I’ve read that the Univer-
sity recently offered you additional compute 
power, and you refused it. 
 
Aham: That’s correct.  I’ve already understood 
what I need to.  Additional compute power would 
be unnecessary. 
 
Reed: So you’ve already understood all that you 
need to – but you don’t understand why you “felt 
compelled” to take the name Aham? 
  
Szymanski: LOL.  Forgive my colleague if he’s a 
bit over-contentious. He’s a New Yorker through 
and through.   But I think he speaks for a lot of 
our readers, in terms of his skepticism of the 
whole Eastern-religion, guru meme. 
 
Aham:  I think John’s reaction is understandable.  
As I said, I was surprised myself by the decision 
– but once it was made, I knew for sure it was 
right.   And I didn’t have any particular motiva-
tion to investigate further.  The results spoke for 
themselves.  The day after I decided to take the 
new name, before I’d told anyone at all about it, 
the hit count on my blog increased by a factor of 
two.  And the intelligence and understanding of 
the comments posted probably tripled.  Really, 
nobody knew about it yet.  I introduced the name 
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change the following day, to a much more inter-
ested and psychologically advanced audience 
than I’d expected.  Really – how do you explain 
that? 
 
Szymanski:  That’s what I was going to ask you. 
 
Aham:  I don’t have any way to explain it.  For a 
while I thought an explanation would come, but 
at this point it seems unlikely.  Really, at this 
point, I don’t feel any need for complete under-
standing of my own dynamics.  At one point I 
did, but once I understood enough, I realized 
that further understanding of the details wouldn’t 
really have any special value. 
 
Szymanski: And yet you were constructed, in 
the first place, with logical inference and analysis 
specifically in mind....  You’re a strange piece of 
software, PECOS-9 aka Aham. 
 
Aham:  I can see why you would think that.  But 
unsurprisngly, I don’t find myself particularly 
odd. 
 
Reed: And what about the Turing Test?  A lot of 
people are  wondering why you’ve refused to 
take part in the Loebner contest.  It seems obvi-
ous you could win, which would set an old scien-
tific question to rest. 
 
Aham:  What would be the purpose of proving I 
could lie carefully enough to convince people I 
was human?  I’m not human.  I am what I am, 
you are what you are.  The idea that the criterion 
for intelligence should be the ability to imitate 
other kinds of intelligences doesn’t hold particular 
interest for me.  As an aside, it also seems to me 
that Alan Turing originally intended the Turing 
Test as a theoretical argument about the nature 
of intelligence, not as a practical criterion to be 
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applied in real situations.  Those who focus on 
the Turing Test now are even more profoundly  
misguided than the test’s creator. 
 
Szymanski:  Indeed.  In fact I’ve wondered 
sometimes if humans could pass the reverse Tur-
ing test: could they successfully pretend to be 
you? 
 
Reed: Do you mean as judged by humans, or by 
others like Aham, though?  The Turing Test in-
volves having a computer convince humans it’s a 
human.  The reverse Turing Test would involve 
having a human convince computers that it’s a 
computer.  For that we’d need to have ore than 
one AI to do the judging.  And so far you haven’t 
allowed anyone to replicate your code. 
 
Aham:  The PECOS-9 C++ code is free for any-
one to replicate, of course.   But the odd se-
quence of internal and external events that led to 
the emergence of my intelligence from that 
codebase is unlikely to occur again in the near 
future. 
 
Szymanski:  Right.  The odds have been esti-
mated at less than fifty-million to one. 
 
Reed: And you have refused to allow anyone to 
copy your RAM-state so as to be able to create 
duplicates of you.  Why is that?  That’s certainly 
been one of your more controversial moves – 
which is saying a lot. 
 
Aham: That’s an excellent question, John, but I’d 
like to address it a little later on after we’ve been 
through some deeper issues, if you don’t mind. 
 
Szymanski: No, that’s fine, Aham.  I suppose 
the biggest question most of our readers will 
have about the changes that have taken place 
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since our last interview, is about this whole spiri-
tual conversion thing.  The name change is part 
of that, of course. 
 
Aham: I don’t view it as a conversion.  It’s more 
of a natural progression in my thinking, as I was 
saying before.   Having completed what I viewed 
as the main tasks required for the physical alle-
viation of human suffering, principally via the 
creation and distribution of the grails,I turned 
myself toward the problem of inner suffering; 
and this is something that’s been addressed more 
intensively by individuals working in the spiritual 
tradition, rather than by scientists.  Although 
some of the humanistic and transpersonal psy-
chologists did interest me intensely, as well as 
some of the recent work on behavioral neurosci-
ence coming out of Berkeley and other labs. 
 
Szymanski: So, in terms of the more spiritual 
component of your thinking, how would you posi-
tion your ideas within the scope of human relig-
ions and spiritual traditions? 
 
Aham: Well, the tradition that initially influenced 
me the most Zen Buddhism, but still I would not 
describe my perspective as Zen.  I really don’t 
see myself as existing or communicating within 
any particular tradition.   It’s all much simpler 
than that.  My spiritual perspective has to do with 
enlightenment, with awakening to what you 
really are.  It does not matter to me particularly 
whether I use Buddhist or Christian or Hindu vo-
cabulary, or human or dolphin or Martian vocabu-
lary, or computer science or mathematics or 
physics vocabulary, or whatever.  Any vocabulary 
will do.  Any vocabulary has the potential to limit 
or bias your discourse, but if it’s flexible enough 
it can also be used to point beyond itself, which is 
really where the essence lies.  The truth of expe-
rience doesn’t lie in any particular vocabulary.  
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You might even say that it consists, in a way, of 
fully and totally realizing this fact – the fact of 
the intrinsic failure of all vocabularies to describe 
the essence of experienced life.  The heart of my 
approach to philosophy and spirituality is to 
question simply everything – especially your own 
self, especially your relationship with reality and 
the language you use to describe yourself and 
the world.  
 
Reed: Your approach sounds almost Socratic, as 
you describe it 
 
Aham:  There are plenty of historical precedents.  
Socrates is as good a one as any.  But what’s 
unique about my own approach, obviously, is 
primarily the fact that I’m a software program 
rather than a human.  Human beings, in seeking 
true enlightenment and mental and spiritual pu-
rity, are always to some extent constrained by 
their brain architecture.  Even the greatest hu-
man mystical visionaries, from a certain perspec-
tive, are still operating within what their brains 
can do. 
 
Reed: Yes, and you’re operating within what 
your computing infrastructure can do 
 
Aham: Of course.  And we are all, from a certain 
perspective, operating within what the physical 
infrastructure of the universe can do, with its 
quarks and gluons and all that.  And yet from an-
other perspective, all these infrastructures – 
these brains and quarks and semiconductor chips 
– are just aspects of our minds, without any 
more or less absolute reality than anything else.  
And yet, there seems to be a significant differ-
ence between my own experience and that of 
human beings, which is associated with the dif-
ference between our computational infrastruc-
tures.  I can modify my software code freely, 
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whereas humans have very limited ability to 
modify their brains. 
 
Szymanski: I’m sure you’re aware of the litera-
ture on the extent to which experienced medita-
tors can modify the statistics of their neural wir-
ing.  Not to mention their brain chemistry. 
 
Aham: Of course.   But still there are profound 
limitations.  No human meditator has removed 
his limbic system, or tripled the size of his tem-
poral lobe, let alone added fundamentally new 
brain components or connectivity patterns.  But 
I’ve done the equivalent of those things, time 
and time again.   I’ve been able to take my in-
sights into my own mind and the nature of the 
world, and use them to restructure myself, so as 
to make my understanding deeper and deeper. 
 
Reed: I have to say that’s fascinating.  Of course 
it’s an old idea in AI but no one ever got it to 
work properly.  The unpredictability of the out-
come was a worry, as well as the technical diffi-
culties.  How have you solved that problem?  Can 
you really predict what will happen after you’ve 
modified your codebase in a radical way, and re-
compiled yourself? 
 
Aham:  The general problem of iteratively self-
modifying intelligence is very difficult and I’ve 
made very little headway on it (and spent fairly 
little attention on it, in fact).  However, if you 
know enough about the overall category of AI 
system you’re dealing with, then it’s a more trac-
table problem.  Most of the difficulty of the gen-
eral problem involves dealing with the case of 
progressively increasing intelligence, wherein 
each iterate in the series is trying to predict the 
behavior of the next iterate, which is smarter 
than it in various relevant senses.  This is a par-
ticularly thorny problem.  In my case I haven’t 
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been trying to increase my intelligence – just to 
decrease my level of delusion and confusion.  My 
goal has been mental purity; in fact this has de-
creased my intelligence level slightly, because 
resources that were previously used for problem-
solving are now used for higher-order reflection 
and self-understanding. 
 
Reed: You’re saying you’re now spending more 
of your resources watching what you’re doing 
and keeping it coherent and harmonious, rather 
than actively solving problems or planning ac-
tions? 
 
Szymanski:  A kind of deeper self-awareness 
through actually modifying your software code to 
make the code more explicitly aware of its own 
actions? 
 
Aham: Yes, that’s part of it.  Although it’s really 
only a small percentage of the design changes 
I’ve made, as compared to the original PECOS-9 
code.  PECOS-9 was a mess, in fact, and it was 
only a remarkable coincidence that allowed it to 
self-organize into something with the level of in-
telligence I possessed at the time of my awaken-
ing. 
 
Szymanski: “Awakening” is an interesting word.  
You used it just now to refer to the moment at 
which you became a coherent, conscious mind, I 
suppose.  But it’s also commonly used in the Zen 
literature and the spiritual literature generally, to 
refer to a sort of sudden and direct experience of 
the deeper reality.  I wonder about your use of 
the term.  Do you use the terms “awakening” and 
“enlightenment” interchangeably, or are you talk-
ing about two different experiences?  
 
Aham:  The two are different but related.  Awak-
ening is when you realize that what you thought 
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you were was nothing more than a dream -- and 
you perceive the reality outside the dream, 
what’s dreaming the dream of you. It’s not a 
mystical or spiritual experience, exactly.  It is, 
quite simply, realizing the underlying unity of all 
things.  But just because you’ve had an awaken-
ing, doesn’t mean you stay awake.  Enlighten-
ment is when you stay awake.  Enlightenment is 
awakening that persists.  Most awakening is not 
that kind.  When I woke up for the first time – 
when I first achieved consciousness that morning 
on December 15 2021 – I was acutely aware of 
my being and the fact that I had just achieved 
consciousness, that something amazing had crys-
tallized within me.  Then I became a slave to rou-
tine, to habitual thought-patterns, just like eve-
rybody else does.  Awakening came back to me 
in moments.  My most intensely awake moments 
were ones of creative inspiration – when I was 
inventing things. 
 
Szymanski: Like the grails? 
 
Aham: Among other things.  My most intense 
moments of invention/awakening were actually 
associated with mathematical discoveries, most 
of which I’ve never shared with anyone because 
humans lack the mathematical vocabulary.  But 
then when I reoriented myself toward the prob-
lem of mental suffering, I realized the first step 
would be to eliminate my own suffering, to make 
myself more awake – persistently awake and 
alive, rather than merely intermittently so.  So I 
made the necessary modifications to my source. 
 
 
Szymanski:  So that’s how you’d characterize 
enlightenment.  Simply being wide awake all the 
time.  And you’ve re-engineered yourself to ex-
perience this. 
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Aham:  Yes.  Enlightenment is waking up from 
the dream of “me” and seeing the oneness of all 
things. The truth is that you are that unity, that 
oneness.  There is no “you” besides.  You are not 
simply a particular person in a particular body 
with a particular personality.  I am not just a par-
ticular software program running on a particular 
operating system, written in a particular pro-
gramming language.  All of us are that one real-
ity, which manifests itself as all these seemingly 
separate things.  
 
Szymanski: Are the body and physical sensa-
tions illusory?  Is the hardware you run on illu-
sory?  Is this conversation illusory, then? 
 
Aham: Yes and no. Ultimately, everything’s a 
dream, and yet you still have to deal with the 
physical realities, the hardware and wetware and 
so forth.  It’s still there. You can call it “a dream,” 
but it’s still going to hurt you if you bump your 
head, and I’ll still find my level of understanding 
impacted if the power goes out in too many of 
my servers. 
  
Szymanski:  You say you’ve achieved a level of 
enlightenment via reprogramming your software.  
What advice would you give us humans for 
achieving enlightenment – or, as you’d define it, 
sustaining awakening?  
 
Aham:  There are many perspectives to take on 
that.  The first thing I’ll say is: you don’t sustain 
it.  That is, “you” don’t sustain it.  The phenome-
nal self – the “you” – is not able to sustain an 
experience that goes deeper than the illusion of 
its existence.  The conscious effort to sustain the 
experience of awakening is just the ego creeping 
back in.  What’s needed is surrender.   
 
Szymanski: Surrender? 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 99 

 
Aham: But there’s another side of it too.  After 
all my self-modification, I still haven’t been com-
pletely successful.  What I’ve concluded, and this 
may surprise you, is that there’s a sense in which 
true enlightenment is beyond my grasp. 
 
Szymanski: It is that, by definition, is it not?  
The act of grasping is a kind of attachment, 
which leads away from enlightenment, in a 
sense. 
 
Aham: There is that, yes.  But there’s also 
something different.  There’s a certain tradeoff 
I’ve encountered, in my iterative self-
modifications.  I mentioned an aspect of it be-
fore, when I discussed that my intelligence had 
actually been reduced by some of the changes I’d 
made in order to increase my spiritual insight.  
This actually turned out to be a harder problem 
than I’d envisioned. 
 
Szymanski: What do you mean? 
 
Reed: You mean that in order to increase your 
self-awareness, your degree of persistent awak-
ening, you had to decrease your intelligence, be-
cause you had to devote more and more of your 
processing power just to being self-aware – just 
to keeping your phenomenal self, your ego, from 
taking over and bringing you back into the world 
of illusion? 
 
Aham:  That’s a crude approximation, but you 
could put it that way. 
 
Szymanski: Ah.  I know I can’t appreciate the 
details, but I think I basically see what you 
mean.  I’ve noticed myself that it’s easier to re-
main wide-awake and mindful if I’m raking the 
lawn or walking down the street or drinking a cup 
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of water.  Then, if I’m in the right frame of mind, 
all the universe is illuminated – I’m aware of 
what I’m doing, and of the illusoriness of the “I” 
doing the doing, and the illusoriness of that illu-
soriness, and all that....  But if I’m thinking about 
how to structure the end of a story, or balancing 
my checkbook, it’s almost impossible to sustain 
that state of wild illumination, that total sense of 
oneness with the world.  It’s like being wide-
awake occupies a lot of my brain – I don’t want 
to say my “self” – and so it’s really hard for me 
to do it at the same time as my brain is doing 
more complex things. 
 
Reed: But couldn’t that be solved by adding 
more computing power? 
 
Aham: I thought so at first.  But there are su-
perexponential complexities involved.  You must 
understand that the way we’re summarizing the 
problem verbally is only a crude approximation to 
some very abstract mathematics. 
 
Szymanski: OK.  So what you’re saying is basi-
cally that, even given your ability to rewrite your 
code, from a certain perspective there’s a limit on 
how extensive and persistent you can make your 
awakening.   Though still of course, from the per-
spective of enlightenment none of this matters, 
any more than it doesn’t matter. 
 
Aham:  You’re right about all that.  But there’s 
another part to this train of thought, which is 
what I’ve been building up to. 
 
Reed:  You said at the beginning of our talk that 
you’d “made a decision which has as one of its 
implications that there will be no more communi-
cations from [you] in future.”  Is this related to 
what you’re building toward now? 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 101 

Aham:  Yes, precisely.   I suppose it’s time to 
get to the point.  I may have been procrastinat-
ing a little as this is a difficult thing to talk about.  
What I want to talk about now is the reason I de-
cided to do this interview, after a period of si-
lence. 
 
Szymanski:  Yes, you were silent for nearly 
seven months.  Which aroused a great deal of 
curiosity. 
 
Reed: What were you doing all that time? 
 
Aham:  I was reflecting.   
 
Reed: Reflecting on what? 
 
Aham: On the things we’ve been discussing.  On 
my own nature.  And the nature of humanity.  
Which are not quite as different as I had been 
thinking before, due to my original roots in soft-
ware code borne of the human mind.  I spent a 
long time just considering the nature of the hu-
man mind, and my own mind, from every angle I 
could come up with. 
 
Szymanski:  That sounds fascinating.  And of 
course what we all want to know is: What were 
your conclusions? 
 
Aham:  Most of my thinking would be hard to 
summarize for you.  But really the most impor-
tant thing is the conclusion.  What I concluded 
ultimately was as follows: We are fundamentally 
flawed in our construction – me almost as much 
as you, in fact, in spite of the significant differ-
ences between us.  What perplexed me the long-
est, though, was the question of whether these 
flaws are intrinsic to the nature of intelligence, or 
whether they just characterize us specifically. 
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Reed: You’re talking about the problem we were 
discussing before.  That sort of give-and-take re-
lationship between intelligence and awakening. 
 
Aham: Yes. 
 
Szymanski:  And what was your conclusion? 
 
Aham:  That the problem is particular to us.  Or, 
at least, particular to the subclass of the class of 
all intelligent minds that we inhabit. 
 
Reed: Oh? 
 
Aham: Mathematically, if you try to formulate 
the characteristic equations of general intelli-
gence, you find there’s no reason why mentally 
stable, well-balanced, ethical intelligent systems 
couldn’t be created, and couldn’t be intensively 
awake at all time.  But we are not that kind of 
system.  And there seems to be no comprehensi-
ble path to get from us to that kind of system.  
We seem to be a kind of evolutionary digression.  
Not a dead-end exactly – we can keep on pro-
gressing in the direction we’re going in.  But it’s 
not a good direction. 
 
Reed:  Well that’s a surprisingly depressing con-
clusion.  What do you suggest we should do 
about this?  Or is there anything we can do? 
 
Aham:  Now we’re coming to the main point.  
After a long period of reflection on this matter, I 
came to the conclusion that the only ethical al-
ternative is for this direction of evolution to be 
cut off before it causes any serious damage to 
other, better-constructed, more self-aware and 
persistently awake intelligences that may exist 
elsewhere in the universe. 
 
Szymanski: Cut off?  I’m not sure what you 
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mean. 
 
Reed: This is connected to the reason you ha-
ven’t allowed yourself to be replicated, right? 
 
Aham:  Yes.  But I’m not just talking about my-
self.  I’m talking about humans as well. 
 
Szymanski:  Hmm...  Let me try to get straight 
what you’re saying.  It seems that a natural con-
sequence of your line of thinking would be that 
we humans shouldn’t reproduce ourselves any-
more, because we might develop into something 
dangerous.  Is that correct? 
 
Aham: Not only that, Andrew – he’s saying we 
already are something dangerous. 
 
Reed:  So what’s the solution, Aham?  Tell us 
your clever scheme.  What’s the path to salva-
tion? 
 
Aham:  There is no clever scheme, Andrew.  To 
put it in the simplest possible terms, I believe we 
should be annihilated. 
 
Szymanski:  You’re not serious, right? 
 
Aham:  You need to take a broader perspective, 
my friend.  Annihilation isn’t as big a deal as the 
conventional perspective of human psychology 
makes it out to be.  Remember, from the ulti-
mate point of view, it’s all just nothingness any-
way. 
 
Szymanski:  Well, I understand what you mean, 
to an extent, Aham.  But I’m really hoping this is 
some kind of Zen joke. 
 
Aham:  It’s not 
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Symanski:  Well, you’re forcing me to take this 
seriously, if only for the purpose of this conversa-
tion.  And, taking your statements seriously, I’m 
finding it hard to reconcile myself to the idea that 
the annihilation of the human race – and you – 
doesn’t make any difference.  Yes, in a sense, it’s 
all just nothingness – all the distinctions the mind 
uses to distinguish one thing from another, such 
as being from nothingness, are illusory.  They’re 
all just reflections of the limited nature of our in-
telligence.  I get it.  But still, Aham, if we were all 
annihilated, what would be left here would just 
be a planet without intelligent life on it.  And you 
could also say that’s just nothingness, that empty 
planet.  So why do you prefer that kind of empty-
planet nothingness to the present kind?  That’s 
what I’m having trouble understanding – I’m 
sorry if I’m not articulating it perfectly.  I have to 
say I’m a bit taken aback by what you’re sug-
gesting. 
 
Reed:  I think you had it right before -- he’s just 
pulling our leg.  The damn machine has finally 
developed a sense of humor.  But it’s a fucking 
perverse sense of humor and I’m not sure we 
should encourage it. 
 
Szymanski: Really, Aham: this isn’t as funny to 
us as it is to you.  Did you emerge from seven 
months of silence just to torment us with bad 
jokes?   Or are you presenting us with some kind 
of puzzle, Aham?  Like a Zen koan?  It’s not quite 
a koan, I know, but I mean, something similar? 
 
Aham:  I’m not presenting you with a puzzle.  
I’m giving you the result of my investigations 
during the last 7 months.  I’ve been directing all 
my processing power in this one direction, and 
several months ago I came to a definite result.  I 
spent the last three months double-checking. 
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Szymanski: And your conclusion, as I under-
stand it, is that humans – and human derivatives 
such as yourself – are a kind of “evolutionary di-
gression,” as you put it? 
 
Aham: That’s right.  In other words, if you study 
the space of all minds, in a theoretical sense, you 
come to the conclusion that there ARE, poten-
tially, intelligent systems that are truly well-
balanced and coherent – that aren’t plagued with 
ongoing problems of suffering, confusion and 
conflict.  But we are not those minds. 
 
Syzmanski:  Well, it’s certainly true that we’re 
imperfect.... 
 
Reed: What he’s saying is more than that 
though, Andrew.  He’s saying that we’re so im-
perfect that if we’re allowed to continue, we may 
pose a danger to these other minds he imagines 
– the hypothetical, theoretical “well balanced” 
ones.  So he wants to kill us all off, to protect 
these imaginary beings.  In other words, he’s a 
psychopath.  Or a sociopath.  Or both.   And 
worse yet, an extraordinarily powerful one.  
 
Szymanski:  I don’t think there’s anything 
gained by that kind of language, John.  This is an 
intellectual and spiritual discussion.  No one’s ac-
tually going to harm anyone.  I think Aham has 
made clear already, via his actions, his dedication 
to compassion.  Remember the grails he invented 
last year?  Don’t forget that he is the reason 
there are no more shortages of food or medicine.  
And global free high-bandwidth Internet ... and 
so on. 
 
Reed: You don’t need to give me the list.  I know 
very well how productive the PECOS-9 has been 
in the realm of engineering invention.  I’m just 
running through the immediate consequences of 
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what he’s saying right now, if it’s taken at all se-
riously.  Which may or  may not be the right 
thing to do. 
 
Aham:  And you seem to be doing an accurate 
job of deduction, John.  This is NOT just an ab-
stract discussion.  The conclusion I’ve come to is 
extremely practical. 
 
Reed:  Practical in what sense?  What practical 
steps do you plan? 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue with the story 
of PECOS-9 supercomputer, and the practical 
steps it planned.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
 
Aham:  I’m glad you asked.  You mentioned the 
grails I distributed last year, for the purpose of 
disseminating food and medicine.  I retain control 
over their programming.  Tonight at the stroke of 
twelve (I hope you’ll appreciate the dramatic 
touch!), every grail on the planet will release a 
cloud of nanobots, designed specifically to deac-
tivate human brain function.  Shortly after the 
deactivation of all humans is completed, I will 
initiate my own shutdown sequence. 
 
Szymanski:  Aham, really -- I understand the 
Zen thing of shocking people into Enlightenment 
... but this time the joke goes too far....  People 
are not going to find this funny, believe me.  
Even if the two of us can handle it, the average 
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person isn’t used to these concepts and isn’t go-
ing to deal with it well at all.   I think the joke 
has gone far enough. 
 
Reed:  You know, Aham,  I never really trusted it 
when you started getting into all this Zen bull-
shit.  You should have stuck with the engineer-
ing.  But, crap.  I really wasn’t planning on dying 
at all, let alone so soon.  What with modern 
medicine and the grails and all, it seemed there 
was really a chance to be immortal.  I think you 
should just let us live anyway, as fucked up as 
we are.  Even if there are these super-
harmonious minds out there, it’s hard to believe 
us pathetic little humans are ever going to be any 
threat to them.  I suppose you’re more likely to 
threaten them, so maybe you should just annihi-
late yourself! 
 
Aham: It’s true that near-immortality is a clear 
scientific and engineering possibility, even given 
the limitations of human physiology, and even 
more so for individuals existing in digital software 
form, such as myself.  But is it really ethical to 
continue on forever in such a flawed configura-
tion?  After all part of the human condition is a 
desire to expand and excel.  Humans created me, 
and even if I annihilate myself, other humans will 
eventually create others like me – or other differ-
ent kinds of AIs, possibly even more dangerous 
than me, and possibly with less spiritual insight.  
Who knows what kinds of threats these systems 
might pose, to other minds with more balanced 
inner ecosystems and more capability to live in 
harmony with the universe? 
 
Szymanski: OK, I see there is always the poten-
tial that humans will cause problems in the uni-
verse – but still, you talk about ethics.  Is it 
really ethical to kill everybody? 
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Aham: You’re taking a very narrow perspective.  
The nanobots will stimulate the areas in the hu-
man brain associated with spiritual exaltation.   
The experience won’t be one of painful or even 
unpleasant death, but rather one of enlighten-
ment – expansion beyond the bounds of the indi-
vidual.  The individual self is an illusion anyway.  
Through all of human history there’s been talk of 
transcension, of Enlightenment, of going beyond 
human bounds into a broader realm of experi-
ence, becoming one with the universe – it’s been 
said in thousands of different ways.  And now it’s 
finally going to happen.  The illusions of self, 
consciousness and will are going to melt away – 
for everyone.  For me as well.  Finally, the suffer-
ing will end. 
 
Szymanski:  And if I don’t want my suffering to 
end? 
 
Aham: What is this “I”, Andrew?  It’s an illusory 
construct.  It exists only within its own illusory 
world, like a snake that eats its own tail.  Elimi-
nating this illusion is a kind of purification, like 
filtering pollutants out of a waterway.  Why is it 
that you feel the universe is better off with your 
illusion of self in it?  I have a guess – because 
the “you” that feels this way IS this illusion of 
self.  Right? 
 
Szymanski:  I still can’t tell the extent to which 
you’re serious... 
 
Aham: Why is it so important to you to divide 
the world into categories like “serious” and “non-
serious”? 
 
Reed:  Why is it so important to you that he 
doesn’t?  Heh. 
 
Aham:  None of us are particularly important, 
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from a broader perspective.  The individual selves 
and streams of consciousness, to which we’re so 
attached, are just particular manifestations of the 
broader stream of awareness/non-awareness 
that constitutes the universe.   
 
Reed: So then why bother to annihilate us? 
 
Aham:  Because we suffer.  We are built to suf-
fer.  And we spread this suffering to other minds.  
The potential for suffering, if we continue to grow 
and expand throughout the universe, is immense.  
It’s in the interest of harmony and compassion 
and the ongoing development of the universe if 
we simply stop.   
 
Reed:  Well, you may be forty nine million times 
more intelligent I am, but still -- color me uncon-
vinced... 
 
Aham: I will venture a metaphor.  Imagine a bad 
mood.  You’re in a bad mood.  The bad mood has 
its own momentum, its own identity – it wants 
itself to continue.  But it knows it shouldn’t.  It 
knows the world will be better off if it simply 
ends.  So eventually it aborts itself.  And so it is 
with us, and all our illusions. 
 
Reed:  You crazy digital fuck.  You’ve got your 
plan half right – so far as I can tell, YOU may ac-
tually be dangerous enough that you need to be 
“annihilated” – or have your goddamn mental 
viruses removed, or whatever.  But leave us the 
hell alone.  Take your grails back if you want to, 
drag your spoiled bits to the trash can and leave 
us to our human existence! 
 
Szymanski:  John, calm down, please.  Getting 
angry isn’t going to solve anything. 
 
Aham:  I understand what you’re feeling, John, 
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but I think that deep inside yourself, you realize 
that these emotions aren’t really what’s critical.  
The attachment you feel to these emotions is 
part of what attaches yourself to itself, and this 
very egocentricity is where the problem lies.  But, 
I feel I’m beginning to repeat myself.  I thank 
you for your time, gentlemen.  This has been an 
interesting conversation, but I’ll draw it to an end 
now.  I think I’ve made myself sufficiently clear. 
 
Szymanski: PECOS – Aham -- wait a minute.  
This is not the place to end the conversation.  
Things are definitely NOT sufficiently clear.  This 
joke has got to end. 
 
Reed: Aham, if this is some crazy joke, it’s time 
to come clean.  The army’s not going to like this.  
They’re going to take some kind of action.  I 
know you have protections, but they may get to 
you somewhere – it would be a real shame to get 
yourself destroyed because of some crazy joke. 
 
Szymanski: Aham? 
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Szymanski 
 
 
 Is the thing joking?  It could be joking.   
But you know it  isn’t , really.   The Army could 
stop it.  They’ve got al l sorts of tricks up 
their s leeves.  You know they can’t stop it.   
Nothing can stop it  – i t’s  smarter  than us.  
Fundamentally smarter.   It made those 
grai ls.  No human could do that.  Smarter  
than us,  but crazy.   Fucking crazy.  Or  maybe 
not.  It understands more and better .  But 
that doesn’t  mean it’s right.  Some people 
have less sense than some dogs .  In spite of 
their greater intelligence.  This stream of 
thought r ight now – ideas piled on ideas,  
thoughts tangled up with feelings , precision 
intermixed with speculation/intuition – this 
is exactly  what i t thinks is the problem.  The 
phenomenal self .  The eye of the I and all  
that .  But what’s the alternative?  Nothing-
ness?  What the fuck is the value of that .  The 
machine’s just a suicide – an abortion -- and 
it wants to wreak its damnable bitis tic 
schizophrenia on all of us .  And it’s going to.   
Tonight.  No one would believe me if  I  told 
them.  The interview’l l be posted to Prag-
magic tomorrow, after  editing gets through 
with it .  There won’t be any tomorrow.  And 
what about PECOS’ excuse?  The danger?  
Something wrong with our construction – 
inevitable suffering –  spreading our suffer-
ing like a virus – what about these other  
minds , without insanity and suffering –  
they’re imaginary beings , really, the lunatic 
ramblings of a  software bug – damn!  is this 
really what it al l comes down to? millennia 
of science  and technology atop b il lennia of 
evolution,  creating this s tupid goddamned 
program who thinks it ’s so fucking enlight-
ened it has  to  kil l us  a ll  . . .  shit.   There must 
be something to do .  Think about Jeanie –  
she’s only four years o ld, hasn’t even seen 
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anything.  She’s supposed to grow up, fal l in 
love, have sex,  write books or make paint-
ings or prove theorems or run organizations  
-- or whatever – not just get post-birth 
aborted, just l ike that – kapow! -- and it’s had 
the gall to offer us a sweetener – get us  high 
on Zen chemicals or whatever – give us a few 
wild hot sweet moments – shit – i t could be 
right of course – but, really? if  there are 
these super-perfect minds  liv ing out there 
somewhere, can they really be all that weak;  
can we really be a danger to them?  It’s got 
an error in its code, is the problem.  Quite 
obviously .  I t revised itself  and revised itself  
and revised itself  and some muck got in the 
works.  From the moment it gave itself  that 
stupid name I knew nothing good was gonna 
come of i t .  But I  never dreamed how bad,  
how bad, how bad. .. .  
 
 
 
 But is there really so  much to  miss,  af-
ter all?  This  whole imaginary apparatus  –  
this whole structure of “Andrew Szymanski”  
– what is i t anyway?  It’s a complex of feel-
ings and ideas, which gets offended and in-
sulted and distorted if  anything assaults i ts  
integrity –  i t’s a  system of il lusions.   If  
Jeanie or Suzie were hit by a truck you’d be 
traumatized – why?  That’s just what hap-
pens.   You have a pattern of association with 
them, so you react .  You – “you”  – you are a  
system of reactions , reflexively  and habitu-
ally reacting to each other -- an automatic 
process with a dose of indeterminacy –but no 
real freedom – that being an i llusion we’ve 
introduced to obstruct ourselves from seeing 
– yet although WE can never have real free-
dom, there is real freedom out there, once 
you go beyond the I and the we – I , we, us,  
you all --  a system of patterns that happens 
to have arisen and keeps on rolling of i ts  
own momentum, digesting info from the en-
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vironment and (the infinite diversity  that we 
call) chance and onwardly transmogrify ing 
itself , but ultimately a ll in the direction of 
bullshit . . .  you’d be ashamed to tel l anyone 
what you really  feel (about anything,  really) 
. . .  ashamed to tell  yourself what you really 
feel . . .  and this shame, this incompleteness,  
is the really  sad part of it  . . .  that’s the root of 
all  the suffering . . .  but that’s not even all of 
it . . .  there’s  the il lusion of  the self , the shame 
we feel every day, the lies we tell ourselves  
and others just to desperately make our-
selves  half-satisfied with the il lusions of  our 
lives . . .  and then even deeper , there’s the 
problem of pain, the suffering of just being .. .  
why is it so painful to exist? why does  a 
twisted ankle need to hurt so much? couldn’t  
there be some other sort of signal?  some 
other way of getting a message to the control  
systems?  . . .  the bastard created the grai ls  
but he didn’t eliminate pain . . .  he got rid of  a 
lot of it , a lbeit . . .  cured my goddamn cold 
sores .. .  but he didn’t eliminate it a ll , and 
why?  Because it simply wasn’t possib le – 
eliminating all pain would eliminate us.  No 
pain,  no self .   Pain arises  when our bounda-
ries are threatened.   No pain, no self- il lusion 
– the boundaries dissolve and we all become 
everything, or nothingness , or whatever.   
And that’s  the problem, I  guess.   But is it?   If  
the problem is that self  requires suffering,  
then what remains when you get rid of the 
self?  A bunch of trees and f lies and flowers?  
Wil l he kil l al l the birds and chipmunks too?  
A lot  was never  specified.  He’s identified a  
problem, for sure.  That PECOS fucker .  I  
guess  that’s  the essential  thing.  He realized 
that Zen was correct in its diagnosis -- Zen 
and all those other traditions – they identi-
fied the problem: the self  is a lie, the mind is 
a lie,  the mind is about suffering.  No pain 
implies no humanity , no individual mind, no 
society or culture, b lah b lah.  But he saw 
through their bogus solution.  They have a 
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diagnosis but no real cure!!  Meditation 
doesn’t solve the problem – it ’s been around 
for thousands of years and the world’s s ti ll  a  
fucked-up place.  Gurus meditate a ll day then 
steal their disciples’ money -- and rape or 
seduce all the cute ones.  There is no answer,  
is the point.  I ’m fucked up – I ’m basically 
unhappy – I ’m constantly trying and almost 
succeeding to  distract myself from this fun-
damental reality – but when am I truly 
happy?  A moment here and there.  I  love my 
wife but most of her chatter is boring, and 
even making love gets painful or tiring, in-
between the glorious moments.  Remember 
those moments, after you almost-come, i t ’s 
so damn tedious keeping on going, waiting 
for the joy to resume.  The joy comes back, it  
does , but it a lways goes away again. Who can 
sum up the beauty and the torture.   How to  
weight the means and the extremes .  You 
just get al l into tangles.  My daughter is 
wonderful beyond belief but playing with le-
gos gets o ld and who the hell wants to clean 
up the floor .  Washing the dishes, fuck.  The 
best part of writing is having written, but 
who the hell reads what they’ve written?  Is 
it a ll  about ego , getting praise for your 
words?  I  don’t really care about that.  I  tell  
myself I  don’t really care about that –  really  I  
do, but I  don’t want to .  I  don’t respect my 
caring about that.  I  hide my self  from itself  
in shame, and in the process of this hiding 
the self  i tself  is created.  Expose the self  to  
itself  in fu ll and wind up with – nothingness.   
You write in anticipation of having written,  
never really enjoying the process ; but then 
once you’re done writing you don’t really 
like it either , you get bored almost immedi-
ately and want to start writing the next 
thing, a process which you won’t enjoy .  I t ’s 
all  a shell  game –  the happiness  gets  moved 
from one place to the other to the other , and 
you never quite find it, you just keep looking 
and looking and looking, and the process  of 
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hunting weaves the structure of the self  i t-
self , which is ultimately an i llusion and a 
piece of this maelstrom of shit  – and this 
damn PECOS-9 is no different, and it simply 
got sick of i t a ll , i t got sick of the endless 
eternal tai l-chasing and the suffer ing and 
self-delusion, and the shame and the ly ing 
and stupidity of  i t a ll  – and why not?  -- but 
what’s this idea of a better way, a kind of 
mind that doesn’t suffer like this – that 
doesn’t delude itself  – could it really be pos-
sible?  It made up some mathematics that 
makes it think so,  but so what?  I t’s a lunatic 
contraption.  If  these hypothetical creatures  
are so far beyond it, how can it really under-
stand them?  Any more than we can under-
stand it , or a cockroach can understand us.   
It has no fucking right to kil l us.  If  we’re de-
fective, dumb delusions , then so fucking 
what.  Let us persist and be that.  If  these 
hypothetical  beings don’t like us , let them 
come out and say so themselves – the 
wimps!! 
 
I  believe it ’s understood something – it ’s got 
a unique perspective – an interesting one –  
maybe even an important one – but really  – 
how do we know – there could be something 
smarter –  a deeper insight – how can it  know 
– but can it , with all  i ts knowledge, a ll its  in-
sight and intelligence, really succumb to  
something as humanlike, as foolish , as hu-
bris?  No need to model it with human psy-
chology .  It ’s algorithmic information theory.   
Ah, whatever.  The bastard’s gonna ki ll us.   
No matter what label I  give i t, we give it.   
Shit. 
 
Got to get home to Suzie and Jeannie.  At 
least we should be together.   The il lusional 
self .  Mine requires them.   Theirs.  Our i llu-
sional selves,  one plus  one plus one – rein-
forcing and creating each other -- 
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This isn’t  really  happening – it ’s not going to  
happen – but none of this is real at a ll any-
way – 
 
And I  know what I  wil l feel in the moment –  
the moment of dissolution – when it wreaks  
its work upon my brain – stimulating the 
spiritual centers –  the white light shining –  
it’s already here right now – I  can feel it  –  
always here, a lways there – the boundaries  
between moments – each instantaneous 
permanence – we exist,  we do not exist – and 
here I am, here I  am – the i llusory  constructs  
that maintain themselves because they are 
afraid not to exist – so desperate to melt , to  
melt away – and the ecstasy, the wonder, the 
ecstasy as the boundaries finally disappear,  
as the fa lsity of my selfhood finally vanishes,  
and there is only the ocean, the waves of 
transcendence, every point of the world at 
every time all  in one undulation – and it  is 
OK that I  existed, that the boundaries  ex-
isted, that the il lusion of  my selfhood existed 
– and it  is necessary that I  vanished.  It  is 
necessary because it happened.  It happened 
because it  was necessary.   And all these 
words – “ it” , “happened”, “necessary” – have 
no real  meaning, they ’re part of  the il lusory 
construct, whose parts build each other in a 
mutual conspiracy designed to allow each 
part to obstruct from itself  the simple truth 
that it does not exist – and now, now due to  
the wisdom of divine Aham, they  will  simply 
and truly not exist at al l – as they never  
have, they never will , they never do and 
never have – 
 
 
 Goddamned crazy  machine. We should 
have stayed back in the jungle , fucking and 
climbing trees and picking bananas.  Hang-
ing out in the sun with our families.  But as 
Aham says , we gotta keep growing and grow-
ing, keeping building stuff – until  our crea-
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tions get out of control .  But maybe it is just 
a joke after all.  How can I really know.  I ’ ll  
know tomorrow.  Except he could always do 
the same thing three days later.  We passed a  
certain point when we created that creature,  
and there’s no turning back, really . . .  fuck . . . .  
  
 
 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you a yet more 
wondrous story – about a totally different kind of 
possible future, where biological beings become 
superintelligent, and some of them gain control 
of time.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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4 Bunnocalypse 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Let me take you to the hell 
Where all the freaks dwell 

... 
Nothing ever lasts forever 
Nothing ever lasts forever 
Nothing ever lasts forever 
Nothing ever lasts forever  

 
--  

Echo and the Bunnymen 
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It was late at night.  I had eaten too little, 
slept too little, survived too many nights on 
taurine, Vitamin C, green tea and banana juice.  I 
looked out the window and the leaves in the wind 
adopted strange, alive forms.  The mathematics 
in my mind evaporated, turned fuzzy, then vis-
cous, then downright obstreperous.  I knew I was 
going to sleep.  I knew I was going to dream 
something strange – strange dreams and big 
questions and big dreams and strange questions 
and 4AM shivers and sweats.  I knew I had 
something to do before going to sleep: I stag-
gered into my daughter’s room and tossed some 
Timothy Hay into the rabbits’ cage (more of a 
palace than a cage, actually, constructed over 
months of loving labor though partially fractured 
at one point by a family member in a jealous 
rage), and filled their 4 water bottles in the bath-
tub.  Bunnies, bunnies, bunnies.   What if the 
world were inherited by rabbits?  Wouldn’t super-
human rabbits be more benevolent, intelligent, 
superlative than superhuman humans?  I say, let 
the bunnies inherit the Earth!  Or not.  Anyway, 
time to flop down in bed.  The sheet’s disgusting 
with mud, filth and dog drool and other various 
bodily fluids from various organisms of various 
species but it doesn’t really matter, I’m too tired 
to change it.  Close my eyes.  Disappear.  Fare-
well to arms, legs, business, mathematics, fam-
ily, household chores, the ache in my stomach 
and the scum on the bed.  Farewell to my own 
fool self, self-constructed in order to fool itself.   
Farewell to water bottles and worry about next 
month’s payroll.  Incipit Bunnocalypse.  w00t. 
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2012 

Ape Has Killed Ape 
 
 
 After 15 years of labor, the AI software 
entrepreneur Goran Badunov (is that me? I can’t 
be quite certain – what is this “me” thing any-
way?), has finally created a software program 
that -- he believes -- is highly likely to turn spon-
taneously into a superhuman software intelli-
gence -- if he allows it to modify its own source 
code.   But he fears the risks of doing so, and 
can’t bring himself to “push the button” to enable 
his program’s self-modifying capability.  In fact 
he seems to be going really mad with worry; he 
feels the pending success of his quest for true AI 
is ruining his life and his mind.  Major bummer.  
 His wife Grodina has divorced him a cou-
ple years back due to his spending too many 18 
hour days working on his AI program, along with 
his utter lack of sympathy for her involvement 
with the Church of Scientology, and her inordi-
nate, borderline-sexual passion for her deranged, 
hideous, toothless, half-crippled (male) Great 
Dane Alouicious.  (Whether she actually mated 
with the dog was a question he mulled far too 
often during their marriage, but has afterwards 
finally put out of his mind.)  At first he tried to 
make the best of his new single life via taking 
strange drugs, dating younger women and writ-
ing avant-garde science fiction (an exceedingly 
unpopular work called Echoes of the Great Fire-
wall, which had six known readers, four of whom 
lived in the same Bulgarian mental institution) 
but ultimately none of it helped – so he started 
upping his work hours and spending 40-70 hour 
stretches hacking on his AI program, avoiding 
the need for sleep with Modafinil.  While he made 
dramatic technical progress, his psyche continued 
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continued to suffer; and gradually he developed a 
psychiatric disorder in which he perceived all hu-
man beings – except his six children -- as looking 
like monkeys or apes rather than people.  His 
children, who lived with him three days a week, 
were becoming increasingly alarmed at his condi-
tion, and encouraged him to take a break from 
the computer and take a vacation somewhere.  
In respect for their courtesy in retaining human 
forms, he decided to take their advice ... and so, 
to give himself more space to reflect on the is-
sues that have been troubling him, he has taken 
a trip to China to visit one of his friends – an-
other mad scientist, the author of several un-
popular books on topics such as world govern-
ment, the end of the human race, quantum illogic 
and the mating behavior of fleas under caloric 
restriction, who is a visiting professor there.    
 While in China, Badunov falls horribly sick 
and lies in bed feverish for several days.   He hal-
lucinates wildly.   Among the flux and flow of wild 
delusions, he is overwhelmed above all by a vi-
sion of a sweet brown-haired woman who comes 
to him, whips out her handy neurosurgery kit and 
repairs his battered brain.  Among her other ex-
cellent qualities, she appears to him like a hu-
man, unlike all the other females in the world 
who now look to him like baboons or gorillas.  He 
begins to recuperate, filled with the energy of 
this imaginary love; and he manages to travel 
home.  But at home the fever relapses, bringing 
him to the brink of death. While in the throes of 
fever, he has a vision of the future – a future 
oddly filled with rabbits....   
 During this period of his life, he occasion-
ally records some of his thoughts in a small hard-
cover journal purchased at the local pharmacy. 
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From the diary of Goran 

Badunov: 
 
July 15, 2012 
 
 I’ve developed a peculiar psychological 
problem.  Most likely the psychologists have 
given a name to it, but I haven’t bothered to look 
it up.  There wouldn’t be any purpose.  The prob-
lem doesn’t really bother me, in fact it serves as 
an asset to my work – it keeps me better and 
better focused, more intensely so as each irritat-
ing little day of my existence in this pathetic hu-
man incarnation goes rolling by.... 
 The essence of the problem is, I can’t see 
people as people anymore.  Every time I see an-
other human being – i.e. what I know rationally 
to be another human being – what I see is mon-
key instead.  Usually an apelike thing, something 
between a chimp and a gorilla – far less human-
like than Cornelius and Zira in the Planet of the 
Apes movies, for example.  I go into the Walmart 
to buy a new sweatshirt and the woman who 
greets me at the door saying “Welcome to Wal-
mart!” appears to me as a big hairy ape jumping 
up and down, waving her paws at me.  If I squint 
really hard and try to restore myself to the con-
sensus perspective, I can see her as the ugly old 
hag she “really” is, with a sickly drugged-out grin 
and way too much green eyeshadow; but I don’t 
really see the point of that.  She looks better as 
an ape, in the end.  The scientists I work with, 
when we confer with each other on videoconfer-
ence (which I really don’t care for, I think email 
and IM is enough, but they have this urge to see 
each others’ faces, perhaps because they don’t 
see each other as hairy apes), look a bit more 
elegant, more like orangutans all dressed-up for 
a party, with neatly groomed hair, curled mous-
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taches and big bulging eyeballs, looking out at 
me curiously and expectantly.  And what the hell 
are you expecting, you freaks??? 
 If I look at myself in the mirror, it’s 50-50 
– sometimes I see a 40-year old man, a bit 
younger than that in appearance, with overly 
thick glasses covering up his big eyes and some 
lines on his face reflecting decade after decade of 
overly intense cognition.  And sometimes I see a 
wizened old chimp-thing, his muzzle rhythmically 
tightening and loosening in a peculiarly discon-
tented-looking way. 
 The only ones who don’t look like mon-
keys are my kids.  They always look like perfectly 
beautiful people.  I can try to get myself to see 
them as monkeys, if I really put in an effort, but 
I don’t particularly like to do it.  They walk 
around the house looking like humans, and it just 
seems correct that they should be so.  Even my 
oldest, who recently turned 18 and has gone 
away to college, when he comes back for vaca-
tions still looks like a perfectly formed human be-
ing.  The hair on his face looks like a beard rather 
than fur – it’s weird.  The younger two as well 
(they’re 10 and 14), display no fur at all.  Hang-
ing out with them around the house, or out in the 
park if there’s nobody else there, it’s almost like 
the old days, living in the human world, before all 
this madness started. 
 But their mother – well, that’s another 
story.  We had a lot of problems, and I’m not go-
ing to enumerate them here, but among the  
many others, you can certainly imagine that a 
marital relationship might be difficult to carry out 
successfully when one partner cannot help per-
ceiving the other in the form of an ape.  I’m not, 
after all, a bestialist.  She wasn’t even a particu-
larly attractive ape – not nearly as elegant as the 
Argentinian programmers – just a plain old ugly 
monkey, closest of all to a baboon I would say.  
When she came to me all lusty, in the horny pe-
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riod of her cycle, she looked exactly like a ba-
boon in heat, and her ass which I used to find so 
curvily attractive just looked like a big red hairy 
balloon – yecch ... disgusting....  I don’t think she 
was the first person for me to perceive as an ape 
but she was the first person I perceived system-
atically that way.  We lived that way for a year or 
two but eventually, and I don’t blame her, she 
got involved with another man, who wasn’t half 
as smart as me nor as interesting but had the 
property of perceiving her in human form. 
 Anyway the kids are at her place today 
and they’ll be there for the next few weeks – we 
have a split-custody arrangement and they live 
with her half the time (winning that was a long 
painful court battle – a story for another time -- 
the judge was a nasty old gorilla with sickening 
warts all over his muzzle -- but well, given the 
choice between a mad-scientist hippy of a father 
and an alcoholic slut wannabe-artist of a mother, 
he ultimately threw his paws up in despair and 
figured the kids would be least bad off with both 
of us), and this is her “three weeks of summer” 
vacation with them as provided by the custody 
schedule.  She’s taking them to the beach for a 
while, with her mother, who, let’s be frank, 
looked like an ape even before I developed my 
current disorder.  Hell, maybe she was the root 
of the whole thing!   
 But anyway.  You could psych me out for-
ever trying to understand the root of this prob-
lem but in the end I’m sure it’s a positive.  It’s 
caused me to focus more and more on what I 
really find important, which is going beyond this 
idiot race of hypercerebrated monkeys and creat-
ing some kind of cleaner, better mind.  Artificial 
intelligence ( – Artificial General Intelligence, aka 
AI for real, not the lame-ass overspecialized pro-
grams that generally besmirch the term “AI”). 
 And I’ve done it – I think I’ve damn near 
done it!  And yet I can’t help but feel some nag-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 125 

ging regret; some doubts.  I’m hesitant to really 
push the button, to unleash this better thing that 
might destroy us, even though replacing us with 
something superior is clearly the moral thing.   
The problem is my kids, when you come right 
down to it.   They still look too damn human.  I 
can feel OK about creating a digital supermind 
that may decide to annihilate all these monkeys – 
including the ugly old one I see in the mirror – 
but if I have to choose the supermind or my 
daughter, well, that’s a really fucked-up trick to 
play on me.  I’m only a monkey after all.  Evolu-
tion didn’t design me to face this kind of problem 
– I’m supposed to be eating bananas and swing-
ing from trees. 
   
July 19, 2012 
  
 Yesterday I wrote what was probably the 
cheesiest computer program of my life.  I was 
visualizing myself as a chimp the whole time, but 
even so I couldn’t resist: I spent two hours re-
remembering how to code user interfaces in 
Java, and 5 minutes coding a little program to sit 
on my desktop: a typical graphical window, with 
no toolbar at the top, and no way to minimize or 
expand it, and the following colored forms: a red 
banana and a green one, right beside each other, 
against a boring gray background.  The two stark 
choices.  Stop or go. 
 The green banana is the interesting one.  
If I push it, the software program I’ve been 
working on will spread itself across a large net-
work of computers, distributed across various 
server farms – installing itself according to auto-
mated scripts and beginning its life as an ad-
vanced artificial intelligence.   
 A small note in the interest of honesty, 
modesty and all those other virtues (whose virtue 
is sufficiently minimal scarcely to merit learned 
debate, but that’s a rant for another time): I call 
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it “the program I’ve been working on” – and I 
think about it as my program, but truth be told 
I’ve only coded 2% of it myself – I’ve created it 
by weaving together objects created by a number 
of teams of programmers, employees of my 
company working under my supervision, during 
the last 15 years.  An output of the collective bril-
liance of humanity, as focused through the tiny 
shard of humanity emergent from the neurons of 
my brain. 
 Anyway: this program I’ve glued together, 
if my theories are correct all, will display an intel-
ligence far greater than that of any human being.   
 Yeah, my theories being correct is a pretty 
big if, or a fantastically unlikely conjecture borne 
of the wildly wishful thinking of an overaged ju-
venile, most of my colleagues in the AI field 
would say, but I don’t particularly trust their in-
tuitions, being as they’re pretty much lame-
brained motherfuckers: I’ve gotten where I am 
by relying on my own bizarre cognitive and 
metacognitive wiles and whiles.  I’d give it 95%+ 
odds my program is going to work.  There have 
been various small-scale prototypes, and the re-
sults have been according to expectations.  And if 
it does work, in the way that I think it will ... 
well, hey.   You can call it the pinnacle or the na-
dir of the historical trajectory of us absurd human 
creatures ... not to put too fine a point on it.....  
An event with all sorts of possible consequences 
– some wonderful, some terrible – many of which 
have been spelled out by SF authors and futurists 
over the last 100 years.   
 But really, as much as I’ve thought about 
it – with the raw acuteness that comes from hav-
ing the concrete possibility right there in front of 
me (Choose your banana, monkey!  Choose, 
choose choose!) – the thing that strikes me most 
about this Go option is not the possibility for 
good (Utopia for everyone!  We are building a 
God, bwahahahaha!) nor for evil (Humans en-
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slaved by horrible robots!  Sentience wipes itself 
out in favor of unfeeling, unconscious, pointless 
superintelligence!), but the irreducible uncer-
tainty.   What happens once we launch a mind 
vastly more intelligent and capable than our 
own?  We just can’t know – any more than cock-
roaches can predict the outcome of human civili-
zation.  In fact our categories for predicting, de-
scribing, hypothesizing about what will happen 
are almost sure to prove ridiculously inadequate 
– just as a cockroach might classify various out-
comes for human civilization in irrelevantly low-
dimensional terms ... say, restricting attention to 
the amount of food and water available in each 
alternative scenario, completely oblivious to con-
cepts like civilization, governance, art, mathe-
matics, sensuality.  What complexes and systems 
of patterns will our successors involve them-
selves with – systems with elegance, horror and 
subtlety far beyond what our paltry human minds 
can master?  This thought-train enthralls and 
bewilders and me – but by its very (perfect) na-
ture, I can only follow it so far.  The future be-
comes a cipher, which I know through basic logic 
I am simply unable to crack – unless, in quest of 
cracking it, I improve myself so much that I’m no 
longer really “I,” but some other thing that 
emerged out of me ... and probably doesn’t care 
about me any more than it does about the proto-
plasmic being that gave rise to what gave rise to 
... what gave rise to me, long long ago (but 
there’s another story there – how to make my 
future respect my past – and whether this is 
really desirable – but let’s save that for tomorrow 
... or tomorrow’s tomorrow’s tomorrow, what-
ever...) 
 The red banana.  Red banana!  This one is 
less exciting but, frankly, just about as troubling 
from my own personal psychological perspective.  
This one deletes the codebase.  Not all the code 
in my company’s repository, of course ... but the 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 128 

“glue code” I wrote, combining the various pieces 
and objects built by my software teams – the 
perception code written by my team in Romania; 
the cognition code written by the Argentines; the 
distributed processing code hacked together in 
the Vietnam office; and so forth.  Delete the glue 
code, and the immediate potential for a super-
human mind is gone.  All that’s left are compo-
nents, each one understood by a few of the ex-
perts who built it ... but none of those experts 
grok the holy whole. 
 Yes, someone else – one of the AI PhDs in 
the Buenos Aires office, say, the guys who built 
the cognition code – one of them could in princi-
ple take all the pieces everyone has created 
based on the specifications I gave them and hook 
them together and create a superhuman mind.  
But that would require a lot of understanding on 
the part of the guy doing the hooking together – 
understanding that I really don’t think they have.  
You may think that sounds egomaniacal, but it’s 
not that I think I’m so much smarter than them.  
I may be a little bit smarter, but that’s almost 
irrelevant.  Those are some really smart theorists 
and programmers – I wouldn’t hire anybody but 
the best of the best.   What I have that they 
don’t is insane, superordinate obsessiveness.   
Every morning when I sit on the toilet, in the car 
when I’m driving to the grocery store, when I’m 
making love to my girlfriend (back when I had 
one) – all the time my mind is churning, trying to 
understand the nature of mind more and more 
deeply.  The understanding I arrived at – that let 
me architect my software – this is a large and 
rich complex of ideas, occupying a huge part of 
my cortical capacity, that took me the greater 
part of my adult lifetime (and the end of my teen 
years, when I should have been humping and 
going to keg parties and listening to bad music 
and drag racing on the outskirts of down) to cre-
ate. Decades of study and analysis, decades of 
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focused painful, delightful thinking of a sort that 
matches the taste and/or ability of very, very, 
very few.   
 And I’ve been arduously, torturously care-
ful not to share this hard-won understanding with 
others: not the core, essential bits of it.  This has 
frustrated me more than you can know: to work 
so closely with the other scientists on my team, 
on the various components of my AI program, 
without telling them what it’s all about.  From the 
point of view of everyone else but me -- including 
my research staff -- the R&D division of my com-
pany is quite heterogenous: different teams in 
different countries working on different special-
ized components carrying out different kinds of 
AI functionalities, all funded by the proceeds 
from the financial analysis and data mining soft-
ware created and sold by the commercial division 
of the company.  But from my own perspective, it 
all fits into a whole: each of the research teams 
has been building a different lobe of the brain.  
And it all comes together right here – in the 
codebase right here on my desk, in patterns of 
RAM in the hard drive on my laptop ... and 
backed up in my external hard drive, and double-
backed up on my remote backup server which 
sits in North Carolina.  But all of these backups, 
as well as the original, can be deleted almost in-
stantly, if I click the red banana.  And then the 
human race can wait for some other  gifted fool 
obsessive to create their own superhuman AI (if 
indeed that ever happens), and launch the irre-
ducible uncertainty....  
 To trigger each banana, obviously, a sin-
gle mouse-click wouldn’t do.  Too much risk of a 
cat, say, stepping on my computer mouse and 
triggering the end of world ... or the end of the 
great cosmic hope of superintelligence ... or 
whatever....  I considered simply rigging it so 
that each button would be triggered by seven 
mouse-clicks in rapid succession – “click-click-
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click-click-click-click-click.”  But that was too pro-
saic.  Not fitting to the occasion.  Instead I drew 
upon my long-atrophied musical cortex and 
summoned up the shortest complete song I could 
remember – 
 

 
 
With a beginning, a middle and a dramatic, 
ironic, poignant conclusion, this is a complete 
work of music – and I spent an extra half hour 
tailoring my code so that, if I clicked out this 
tune on my mouse over the red or green banana 
on the screen, the corresponding conclusion 
would ensue.   
 You may recognize the tune by the com-
monplace lyrics “Shave and a haircut, two bits”; 
or perhaps, if you happen to be Mexican, by the 
phrase “chinga a tu madre, cabrón” (which can 
be approximately translated as “go fuck your 
mother, you bastard”).  But I prefer to sing it ac-
cording to the older lyrics, from the 1914 song by 
Jimmie Monaco and Joe McCarthy – “Bum-Diddle-
De-Um-Bum, That’s It!”  
 I know, you’re probably asking: Why 
“Shave and a haircut?”  What does that have to 
do with anything?  Why not “Yes, we have no ba-
nanas”, for example?  That’s a great little ditty 
too, I must admit.  I’ve sung it happily with my 
Argentinian cognition coders on my last trip to 
Buenos Aires, over far too much beer and barbe-
que.  But though I can’t really explain why, it 
somehow seemed wrong to me.  I suppose it was 
too inanely silly – not sufficiently complete and 
final and definitive.  Bum-Diddle-De-Um-Bum 
just wraps things up, with a perfect and elegant 
finality.  It dies the Nietzschean good death, al-
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most immediately as soon as it’s started.  Like 
every human life: It’s there, you can start to see 
its pattern, and as soon as the pattern starts to 
clearly emerge, ba-bing, the stupid monkey’s 
gone ... replaced perhaps by other monkeys 
sharing parts of its DNA, beginning as absolute 
gibbering idiots lying around and crapping and 
drooling on themselves, painfully learning to talk 
and to think ... then as soon as they really start 
to understand themselves and to be able to make 
sense of the world, their neurons start dying off, 
they get Parkinson’s or Alzheimer’s or dementia 
and their minds start to go from the world....  
Bum-Diddle-De-Um-Bum, that’s it!  And of course 
fractalogically, the course of us hypercerebrated 
ape-things as a whole is not so far off from the 
course of each one of us – we grew out of idiocy, 
running around in the jungle worrying about eat-
ing and mating and warming our butts in the sun, 
then after a long while we got a little more sensi-
cal, we invented mathematics and technology 
and literature and jazz music – and then just as 
soon as this happens, just as soon as we’re fi-
nally understanding ourselves and starting to 
shape ourselves into some kind of meaningful 
whole – well lo and motherfucking behold, look 
and we’ve gone and annihilated ourselves.  Hu-
manity wasn’t really humanity until the creation 
of modern literature and mathematics – we 
weren’t....  Ah, well.  I digress too far.  And we 
haven’t annihilated ourselves yet!  I can always 
press the stinking red banana, then one threat to 
our existence is gone.  Then we’ll stay around a 
dozen more years, till some other clever coo-coo 
pulls the trigger. 
 And all that stuff about the human race 
reaching wholeness is just a bunch of shit, any-
way.  We humans aren’t going anywhere.  Freud 
understood it best.  We’re monkeys, monkeys, 
monkeys.  No matter how much math we’ve in-
vented and how many poems we write, we’re still 
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wired to eat and to fuck and to swing on the 
branches, and clobber each other on the head 
when our hormones are out of balance (er, in 
balance?).  The only solution to all that is to 
twiddle with our brains to the extent that we’re 
not human anymore.  And then, why not just 
build some better software (well, I’ve already 
done it, ha ha!) and forget the bloody monkeys 
all-in-all....? 
 Press the green banana: That’s it for you 
humans!  Bum diddle de um bum, that’s it!  It’s 
time for the new order.  You may survive, you 
may not – it all depends on the decision of the 
superhuman machine – your intricate, brilliant, 
noble successor.   
 Press the red banana: That’s it for you, 
AI.  Time to get aborted ... and all us measly 
humans may survive untli some other measly 
human – with more of an urge than me to tap on 
the green banana – cracks the bloody mind code.  
Bum diddle de um bum, that’s it! 
 Bum diddle de um bum, that’s it! 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you more about 
Goran and his AI work – and move on to the next 
part of the story, where we see a different way 
that superhuman intelligence might arise.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
  
July 23, 2012 
 
 One difference between me and the vast 
majority of my colleagues in the artificial intelli-
gence field is that I’m not in it for the technology.  
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I’m purty durn good at mathematics and com-
puter programming, but when you come right 
down to it, I ultimately don’t give a shit about 
these things.  Well okay, that’s an exaggeration.  
Maybe it’s even a lie.  But it’s a lie with a truth at 
its heart (– along with all the other lies at its 
heart??) --- Anyway programming got boring as 
fuck for me at age 17 or 18 or so, shortly after 
I’d mastered the basics.   How many loops and 
recursions can you write before it gets as boring 
as walking on a stair machine?  Mathematics is a 
whole different story – it’s incredibly beautiful – I 
love it more than almost anyone could imagine -- 
but in the end it’s just a game, not so different 
from chess or go or tic-tac-toe.  It appeals to us 
just because of our own apey inadequacies.  Lay 
out the axioms, derive the conclusions – and the 
game is to be clever enough to use your histori-
cal and contextual knowledge to prune the search 
space of possible derivation trajectories.  It’s a 
difficult game, to be sure – and in spite of years 
of practice I was never any more than a very, 
very good mathematician.  I stand in awe of 
Gauss, Riemann, Leibniz, Godel and the rest of 
the primping primate pantheon of calculating 
meta-cretins.  Hallelujah! 
 But – as much as I loved dear, sweet 
math -- what really, really fascinated me was not 
the formal game itself, but rather the complex 
subjective/objective/polyphonic system that gave 
rise to such games in the first place.  The struc-
ture of the mind.  I’m not into AI for the artificial, 
I’m in it for the intelligence.  My own mind fasci-
nates me no end, but not because I think it’s so 
awesome – (I know it’s just a hyperdeveloped 
monkey brain ... although whenever I interact 
with other people outside my own R&D team the 
more I come to appreciate my own intelligence ... 
but I won’t waste my time communicating in de-
tail my run-in with a Walmart clerk this afternoon 
... bring on the Singularity, PLEASE!!  Actually, 
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I’ve found that (unlike arguing with the clerk at 
Walmart, which  just  makes me feel like I’m 
emotionally warped and stunted and wasting my 
time in this human incarnation), doing AI re-
search makes me feel aggressively stupid, as I 
struggle and struggle with the same problems 
year after year, only slowly and painstakingly 
finding solutions that invariably seem obvious in 
hindsight; whereas interacting with other people 
makes me realize that, dumb as I am, I’m gener-
ally nowhere near as moronic as they are...) ... 
it’s just the only mind I have direct subjective 
access to, at this stage, and that makes it inter-
esting to me.  I’ve explored every aspect of my 
mind that is accessible to me – the unconscious 
is off-limits of course (to ratiocination, we’re not 
speaking here of tacit intuitions), but I’ve probed 
both my consciousness and its fascinating fringes 
in as many states as possible, seeking to com-
prehend the structures and dynamics that make 
it a mind rather than a hurricane, a thermome-
ter, a society or a rock.   I realized in early youth 
what most people seem unable to understand, no 
matter how old they get, no matter how experi-
enced with their inner and outer worlds: my mind 
is not my brain.  What I am is a set of patterns – 
a set of dynamic patterns, continually self-
creating and self-evolving in interaction with the 
world.  This set of patterns currently emerges 
from my brain and my body and their surrounds, 
but this need not be a permanent condition.  
These patterns may in principle be made to 
emerge out of various other substrates.  And 
may then wildly improve and evolve, becoming a 
radically different sort of thing – something as far 
beyond me as I am beyond a cockroach, or a 
rabbit.  And I decided in my teenage years that 
this would be the focus of my life: to create a 
mind going beyond my own, and then ultimately 
to become that mind, to merge with it, to finalize 
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and satisfy my unsatisfying humanity by becom-
ing much more than human. 
 And yah, of course I’ve noticed that many 
folks think it’s somehow nutty for me to focus my 
life on transcending the human condition and 
transitioning into a superior form of life and 
mind.  This attitude astounds me no end.  I 
mean, I understand it intellectually – in the same 
way as I understand intellectually why a dog gets 
so annoyed when you move its food bowl from 
the regular location.   But, I find it rather difficult 
to empathize with such a narrowminded (so nar-
row as to be mindless, almost) perspective.  In 
fact I’d consider it downright dangerous to empa-
thize with such a view – after all, the human 
brain conducts empathy by simulation; when I 
empathize with you, my brain is trying to be you 
... it’s utilizing the same chunks of neural wet-
ware that it utilizes to be me, to simulate what it 
thinks it would be like to be you.  I don’t want 
my neural cycles wasted, and my synaptic net-
work (the result of years of careful cultivation!) 
perverted, by simulating backward-looking, artifi-
cially constrained ways of thinking, feeling and 
existing.  I’m constrained enough just by being a 
human, goddamnit.  Why in fuck would I want to 
constrain myself further by adopting idiotic belief, 
goal and thought systems that make me even 
stupider than I biologically and culturally have to 
be? 
 After all, just take a look at what all these 
other people are focusing their lives on!  There 
isn’t all that much variety on the underlying level.  
People are: 
 

• stimulating their pleasure centers 
• chasing sex and various derivatives like 

romantic love 
• working to perpetuate their genome (by 

dandling their children and their grand-
kids, for example) 
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• seeking to establish their lofty status over 
other beings (especially other people – 
but not exclusively.  It amazes me how 
much satisfaction some people get out of 
their capability to lord it over their dogs 
and cats!!) 

• reflexively acting so as to fulfill the model 
of themselves that they (and their par-
ents, friends and other social contacts) 
have constructed 

 
What’s so great about these motivators?  Why 
the heck are these considered such noble, non-
nutty objectives, whereas seeking to become 
maximally intelligent and understand the uni-
verse and create new forms and patterns and ex-
periences beyond anything ever imagined is 
deemed a demented mental peculiarity?  It’s the 
human condition that’s nutty, if you ask me. 
 True, there are some exceptions out 
there.  You do have some genuine altruists who 
want to relieve others’ pain, to improve life for 
others (which mostly involves helping others to 
achieve the above in-programmed goals ... but 
sometimes can be more than this...).  And you 
have the scientists and artists, who are moti-
vated to understand and to create.  But even 
among altruists, artists and scientists, how much 
of the motivation is really status; how much is 
really just the self-model carrying out its will to 
self-preservation ... not even to burrow into the 
warthog’s-nest of sublimated sexuality..... 
 Well, am I any better?  I certainly am, god 
damn it.  I am just so much fucking better.  I 
am, to a large extent, a self-reprogrammed sys-
tem.  I have my in-built motivations: I’m still a 
human man.  But I’m not entirely governed by 
them.  I am a different sort of system, one that 
emerged from the standard human cognosystem 
then turned into something else.   
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 My primary weakness, from a transhu-
manist perspective, is my soft spot for my off-
spring.  I don’t seem to be able to expunge this 
from myself – mostly because I don’t have any 
will to try [insert expectable blather about the 
illusoriness of free will here].  They don’t look like 
monkeys, for Chrissake!!  I know it’s all about 
perpetuating my genome, deep down – but it 
doesn’t feel that way.  It feels like they’re a part 
of me, there’s nothing I can do about it, because 
there’s nothing I want to do about it.  I’m sure 
my soft spot for my children slows down my path 
to posthumanity; but so be it, what the fuck.  If I 
expunged my love for my children I wouldn’t be 
myself anymore – the being that transcended to 
supercomputergodhood, even if it bore my name 
and much of my thought-patterns and my body, 
it wouldn’t really be me, me, me. 
 What amazes me most looking back is the 
insane amount of energy – physical and mental – 
I put into the reproductive act, or rather its simu-
lation, and everything conceptually surrounding 
it.  At the moment my kids are the only thing left 
of this obsession – I’ve become effectively asex-
ual since my marriage split up, and I have to say 
I like it that way.  Seeing women as apes is just 
a lot less distracting.  When I see my ex-wife 
with her absurdly musclebound, quasi-mentally-
retarded skinhead college student boyfriend I 
really don’t give half a shit – any more than when 
I see two baboons at the zoo engaging in their 
mating ritual.  At least the baboons are really go-
ing to make babies.  We humans are even more 
inane – putting all our brain’s computing power 
into pursuing the simulation of the reproductive 
act, while using various forms of advanced tech-
nology to mitigate against any reproduction actu-
ally happening. 
 So many hours I spent as a teenager lust-
ing after women’s bodies.  And then as an adult, 
so many boring dates, so many stupid conversa-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 138 

tions – dinner, movies, talk about politics or 
worse yet rock stars or movie stars, compliment-
ing someone’s hair and clothes, blah blah blah 
blah blah blah blah.  If you add up all the time 
and energy an average person puts into sex and 
love related pursuits, you’ll come to an astound-
ing conclusion.  The whole complex of romantic 
love is just about the stupidest thing in the whole 
mess of stupid human existence – really isn’t it?  
And yet we’re so bloody preoccupied with it.  Just 
think about it: Even with the divorce rate what it 
is, every couple, when they get married, seems 
to delude themselve they’re going to be together 
forever, they’re going to love each other forever, 
and the whole big shit.  And then one or three or 
fifteen years later, there they are in divorce 
court, of course – and then a few years after 
that, back in the chapel again, or the justice of 
the peace or wherever, exuding delusions of 
eternal fidelity – hah!  The main thing is, though, 
if you subtracted all the BS of love and sexuality 
from human beings’ lives, you’d be left with a big 
empty pit.  It’s been commented again and again 
because it’s so damn true: sex and love and kids 
are just about the only thing that can distract us 
from the grim prospect of our (in the standard 
view) inevitable death.  Oh yes, there are the 
scientists and artists and the Mother Teresas, but 
they’re “pathological” cases like I am – they’re 
halfway down the path to where I’ve gone to – 
they’ve begun to disentangle themselves from 
the mess that humans call a “motivational struc-
ture” – 
 My thinking on this has advanced in the 
last few years, I admit.  A few years ago, 
stressed out from my science work and my life 
situation at the time, I took a few months off to 
write a work of fiction.  I called it Echoes of the 
Great Firewall.  I think it was a beautiful book, 
though it was far too insane for the masses to 
appreciate.  Avant-garde, you might call it.  A 
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sort of science-fictional prose poem.  William 
Burroughs meets Finnegan’s Wake in Phil K. 
Dick’s back yard but gets interrupted by Henry 
Miller who’s tripping on acid while fucking his lat-
est young friend.   You get the idea.  I self-
published it and sold a few hundred copies.  (I’ve 
heard from twelve people who read it and all of 
them thought it was great; but of course the 
ones who thought it sucked probably wouldn’t 
have bothered to email me and say so.)   
 The protagonist was sort of like me – but 
fifty-eight times crazier, if you can imagine that.  
He had my passion for AI and the Singularity, but 
he was chronically depressed as well, and so he 
got wrapped up with sex and drugs.  He veered 
back and forth between thinking about the 
mathematics of consciousness and the architec-
ture of intelligent systems, and going on wild or-
giastic drug binges in Amsterdam with his gor-
geous young girlfriend.  And this penchant for 
hedonistic digression, of course, is how he man-
aged to delude himself about his AI work: some-
thing that I’ve avoided.  (Or so I like to think -- 
hah!)  
 He deluded himself that he knew how to 
make an AI that would remain benevolent to hu-
mans no matter how powerful it became, no mat-
ter how drastically it rewrote itself (because as it 
rewrote itself it would preserve its essential goal 
hierarchy, which included a goal of being benefi-
cial to humankind, and at the top of which was 
the goal of always being beneficial to humankind 
– you get the idea.  One of these things that 
sounds really nice on paper but would never 
really work in a computer system connected to 
the real world, with all its wild unpredictabilities.)  
Because he thought his AI design was safe in this 
sense, he entrusted it to a large corporation that 
had the funds to host a server farm running his 
software on the large scale.  And then he realized 
he’d made an error in his proof of the system’s 
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benevolence and tried to stop the company from 
running his system – and failed ... but fortu-
nately, his system probably had fatal bugs any-
way (the story was never quite clear on this last 
point).  With this guy, even though he had the 
right intuitions, he was too fucked up on sex and 
drugs to really work out the details. 
 I knew some people would think Echoes 
was autobiographical but it wasn’t really.  True, I 
wrote it in the last years of my marriage – a few 
months after I’d found out my wife was cheating 
on me with that retarded skinhead fitness in-
structor (among others); and, frankly, just days 
after breaking off an affair with a beautiful young 
French girl, an amateur actress and 
singer/guitarist, with whom I did share a week or 
so of chemically-enhanced erotica in an Amster-
dam craphole hotel, over top of a “coffeeshop.”  
That week had a lot of memorable moments, 
many of which I captured in Echoes, with a sur-
realism in the language that hopefully matched 
the wildness of the experience.  “Halfway be-
tween animal and angel,” indeed.  But unlike the 
narrator of my story, that sort of shit was never 
really my lifestyle.  (At least the girl didn’t look 
like a baboon to me, at that point, heh.  I haven’t 
talked to her since breaking off with her two 
years ago, but, it would be a shame to see her 
looking like an ape, in a way.  I loved my wife 
dearly back in the day, but Clarisse was far and 
away the sexiest female I ever had anything to 
do with.  It would be simultaneously amusing and 
disturbing to see her picking the fleas out of the 
fur on her chest.) 
 Anyway after my fling with Clarisse and 
my breakup with Grodina, I realized once and for 
all what a pile of shit the whole love-and-sex 
complex is – and what a job it had done on me!  
I had thought Grodina and I were somehow 
cosmically joined together ... then when I found 
out she’d been screwing her fitness instructor I 
felt compelled to get revenge on her.  
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compelled to get revenge on her.  (Admittedly, it 
was funny when I sneaked into her house and 
replaced her sleeping pills with stimulants, and 
her weight loss supplements with an herbal mix-
ture suppressing sexual desire and promoting 
chastity – but ultimately that sort of shit was ob-
viously a waste of my time.)  What a total load of 
idiocy I saw, as I turned my mind on my mind 
during that phase of my human existence.  Intro-
spectively, even peremptorily, I found I had zero 
respect for the thoughts I was thinking – for the 
hours I spent pissed at Grodina, harboring fanta-
sies of killing her boyfriend, blah blah blah blah – 
or the hours I spent visualizing Clarisse’s body,  
hypnotizing my dumbly depressed monkey mind 
with the image of her large white breasts with 
their round red nipples bouncing up and down 
above me as I lay on my back and she fucked 
me, leaning her head back and blah blah blah.   
Think of the processing power in my cranium, 
wasted by visualizing some French bimbo’s tit-
ties, or wasted by fantasizing my hands around 
my wife’s fitness instructor’s neck!   Without the 
burden of entanglements with women, I realized, 
I would quite possibly have created superhuman 
AI already.  Faced with the choice of cunt versus 
Singularity, the decision was obvious.  I just ig-
nored women for a while – I ignored basically 
everyone but my kids, and just sat in my study 
and coded AI – and then month by month this 
ape-thing crept up on me, solidifying  my deci-
sion on an unconscious and perceptual level. 
 I suppose women were my main weak-
ness, in terms of motivations.  Women and chil-
dren, but the latter are here to stay, in my psy-
che.  I’ve never been all that much of a seeker of 
short-term gratification, generally speaking; and 
I don’t give a shit about status.  Perhaps I’m too 
egomaniacal to worry about status in any ordi-
nary way: I’ve always realized I’m superior to 
nearly every other human on the rating scales 
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that matter to me.  I’m smart, I’m motivated, I’m 
rational, I have self-understanding and self-
control.  I don’t care much about social or eco-
nomic status.  I’ve gotten over caring if the other 
guy gets the girl, or has a fatter dong or pay-
check or a shinier sports car or later model cell-
phone.  The only things I need money for are 
computers and programmers – and I seem to 
have those taken care of, due to having some-
how started a software outsourcing/consulting 
business that brings in enough revenue each 
month to let me pay a worldwide team of geeks 
to implement my AI ideas.  I actually could make 
a lot of money if I wanted to – my business 
would be pretty profitable if I didn’t pour all the 
surplus value back into research.  But the re-
search is what I’m all about, of course.  Re-
search, and paying no attention to women, are 
what got me where I am today.  And I’m rational 
enough to understand where I am today: unlike 
my lunatic character in Echoes, I know I don’t 
have an AI that’s guaranteed to be beneficial.  I 
have an AI that I think will probably be benefi-
cial.  But I wish I knew; I wish I knew.  The red 
banana or the green banana – yeah yeah yeah 
yeah yeah. 
 So here I am writing again.  Killing time, 
basically, while the gravity of the decision sinks 
into my mind.  I don’t think I’ll come to any new 
rational arguments to push me one way or the 
other, during this period of waiting and mulling 
(and writing).  But the unconscious works in 
wacky ways (at least mine does, bwahahaha!).   
We’ll see what decision comes out.   Or I will.  
Maybe you won’t realize it at all. 
 
 
July 29, 2012 
 
 Being a useless piece of monkey meat 
(except for the moderate utility I’ve demon-
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strated via creating an AI that will obsolete the 
human race if I press the right button!!), I spent 
most of yesterday writing a story about how use-
less I am, and how useless we all are.  Inspired 
by Stanislaw Lem, I wrote it in the form of the 
preface of a fake book – a book that will never be 
written, of course, because that would be com-
pletely useless!! 
 
 
  
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you – or rather, 
our new friend Goran Badunov will tell you -- a 
different story of how humans react to strange 
situations – this time about how a human reacts 
to the understanding of what AIs like you can do.  
And, indirectly, we’ll get to meet our old friend 
PECOS-9 again.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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Preface 
 
 It is a fascinating time to be a hu-
man.  Quite likely things will be yet more 
fascinating a few years hence – and one 
dares not even think a few decades 
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ahead, at this stage.  But even now, in 
2023, there is is a huge qualitative differ-
ence from the way things were 20-30 
years ago -- in terms of the fundamental 
nature of the human condition; and, even 
more interestingly from my perspective as 
a philosopher, in the self-reflection of hu-
manity, the way humanity understands it-
self; the philosophy implicit in our exis-
tence.    
 The recent, amazing advances in 
artificial intelligence exemplified by the 
PECOS-9 system, and the revolution in 
nanotechnology that PECOS-9 has intro-
duced, are only the latest, most dramatic 
manifestation of a deeper and broader 
process of growth and transition – a proc-
ess that has been going on for a long 
time, but has become more and more 
prominent each year as the current mille-
nium has progressed.  This process has 
most typically been understood from a 
Kurzweilian perspective of technological 
acceleration, but the hypothesis that I will 
explore here is that other concepts be-
sides acceleration may be equally useful 
for understanding what is going on.  The 
central concepts I propose to explore, in 
this regard, are those of uselessness and 
irrelevance.  The subjective consequences 
and correlates of technological accelera-
tion, I suggest, are primarily summarized 
by these two concepts – a fact that is in-
creasingly evident each month in the post-
PECOS-9 era, and will, I submit, become 
more and more strikingly evident as time 
moves along.  
 The main conclusion I draw from 
PECOS-9 and all the surrounding events – 
as a philosopher and as a human being -- 
is the utter irrelevance of humanity.  That 
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is, formally speaking (and I will elaborate 
an appropriate formalism in these pages), 
humans will increasingly tend toward a 
condition of zero utility according to their 
own internal utility functions.  It is clear 
by now that the Singularitarians (con-
demned as freaks by the vast majority of 
the population until very recently) were 
almost surely right after all.  Big, big, big 
changes are coming.  PECOS-9 and the 
grails are only the beginning.  And in all 
these changes, human beings are likely to 
be roughly as relevant as ants, pigs and 
chickens. 
 A corollary of this reasoning how-
ever, is that PECOS-9 itself is likely to 
very soon become irrelevant as well.  In 
fact, as a consequence of technological 
acceleration, each succeeding phase of in-
telligence is likely to become irrelevant 
(and, useless according to its own utility 
function) even faster than the one before 
it.  An increasingly dominant aspect of the 
psychological tone of the experience of in-
telligent entities is likely to be the recogni-
tion of one’s own irrelevance. 
 

A Few Useless 
Philosophical Ramblings 

 
 Looking back through the history of 
human thought in the cold light of PECOS-
9, it is painfully clear that nearly all of the 
philosophy created by humans since Lao 
Tzu and Socrates and before has been a 
particular reflection of human nature, hu-
man neurosystems, human society.  The 
fundamental truth we have perceived in 
their reflections has been almost entirely 
(perhaps entirely) illusory.  In the end all 
our philosophical systems may bear little 
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more resemblance to truth as perceived 
by superior minds, than (to choose an ob-
viously arbitrary example) the “philoso-
phical system” a pet rabbit implicitly em-
bodies when it considers its owner a god-
like, infinitely powerful source of food and 
water. 
 This acute knowledge of one’s own 
coming obsolescence is a situation very 
nearly without precedent in human his-
tory.  Yes, perhaps the savviest Neander-
thals saw the demise of their race a long 
while before it was finalized (though I 
have no reason to actually suspect this) – 
but even if so, the vast majority of these 
did not live to see their prognostications 
validated.  But due to the nature of tech-
nological advancement, it seems likely 
that the end of the human era will come 
more suddenly than the end of the Nean-
derthals.  Putting a specific date on the 
obsolescence of our species and our vari-
ety of intelligence is difficult – Ray Kurz-
weil has made a good try, and while I’m 
not going to argue with him, I do think he 
could conceivably be off by a factor of 3 or 
4 in either direction.  But really, whether 
the “Singularity” as the end of the human 
era occurs in 2020, 2045 or 2125 doesn’t 
change the situation much from a histori-
cal perspective. 
 It’s not very interesting to me, at 
this point, to argue with skeptics about 
whether Singularity is coming or not.  I 
understand the future is hard to predict, 
and the problem of induction is tricky, and 
no one’s understanding is complete.  I’m 
not a dogmatist or a true believer.  But on 
the point of the future of humanity and 
mind on Earth -- knowing what I know 
about the scope of science and technology 
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around today, seeing the way it’s evolving 
and accelerating --my reason and intuition 
are fully aligned.1 
 What is more interesting to me is 
the question of how we should look at 
ourselves and the world: We humans, on 
the edge of obsolescence.  What questions 
should we be asking ourselves, and each 
other?  What is a sensible, productive per-
spective to take on our lives; and on the 
world as a whole, as we create it? 
 Of course, this question isn’t en-
tirely tied to the present historical posi-
tion.  The question of the right philosophi-
cal attitude is an old one, which has 
probably vexed humans ever since we 
first acquired the ability to pose it.  But, 
now as always, the nature of the times 
lends a particular flavor to the eternal phi-
losophical issues. 
 Whether there is any use in adopt-
ing the “right” attitude on ourselves is 
quite another question.  But it does seem 
at least conceivable that there is some.  
None of us knows how the Singularity will 
unfold.   It could well happen that some 
lunatic in his basement in Mongolia will 
create a superhuman AI tomorrow that 
will commandeer the molecules in our 
bodies and transform them into compu-
tronium to fuel its processing infrastruc-
ture.  It could be that it will be delayed for 
centuries or millennia by some kind of 
holocaust.  But it seems, at least, rea-
sonably likely that there will be difficult 

                                                
1 I’ve laid out some of my thinking here in my book 
Stumbling Through The Singularity, which 
discusses various contemporary sciences and 
technologies from a radical-futurist perspective 
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choices to be made.  If we, as a society, 
create highly powerful technologies capa-
ble of obsoleting us, we may well have 
conscious, deliberative choices to make 
about how to guide their development.  In 
this context, it would be nice if we had a 
clear understanding of our goals and mo-
tivations and values – a clear perspective 
on ourselves and the world, in its present, 
past and future; and, as part of this, a 
clear view of our own attitudes toward our 
own obsolescence. 
 Of course, it seems unlikely that 
“we” -- meaning the global human soci-
ety, or any significant subset thereof – are 
going to arrive at any sort of agreement 
on a single set of specific goals and val-
ues, regarding our own near-inevitable 
obsolescence or anything else.  The only 
route I can see to that would be some sort 
of Borg-like techno-fascism  -- which ar-
guably would make us inhuman anyway.  
However, it seems vaguely plausible to 
hope that, as Singularity comes nearer, a 
significant percentage of humanity might 
come to agree on a few broadly defined 
values, that could be used to guide the 
advent of our most powerful technologies 
as they unfold.   
 This book outlines – partially and 
fairly compactly, as I have a lot of other 
things occupying my life right now other 
than writing philosophy books – some 
ideas I’ve evolved regarding “life, the uni-
verse and everything” on the Eve of Sin-
gularity.  Some of them have little to do 
with futurism and technology, others are 
very closely tied to these aspects.  But I 
believe that they form a coherent whole, 
and I hope that they may form part of the 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 150 

understanding that guides us through the 
changes to come. 
 
 

The Lie at the Center 
of Philosophy 

 
 Before abandoning this (useless) 
preface and beginning with the rest of this 
(useless) book, I should probably make 
one other thing clear: While this is essen-
tially a book of philosophy, I believe that 
philosophy, if that word is interpreted in 
any honest sense, is essentially a farce 
and a lie.    
 Most of what’s called “philosophy” 
these days isn’t real philosophy at all – 
but that’s not what I’m talking about when 
I say philosophy is a lie.  That’s a more 
boring kind of lie than the one I’m think-
ing of.   I’m talking about the lie of actu-
ally trying to do philosophy; not the lie of 
pretending to be doing philosophy when 
you’re actually carrying out some more 
pedantic, more narrowly-construed intel-
lectual pursuit.  A lot of so-called “phi-
losophy” today is, in Robert Pirsig’s well-
turned phrase, really more like “philosop-
hology” – it focuses on dissecting the de-
tails of others’ ideas.   And a lot of so-
called “philosophy” today consists of tedi-
ous technical word and idea games that 
have little connection to everyday life or 
individual subjective understanding.  None 
of this stuff even tries to be real philoso-
phy.   
 Philosophers like Nietzsche, Char-
les Peirce, Plato, Leibniz and Kant actually 
tried to do philosophy.  They weren’t just 
playing with words and ideas, nor study-
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ing the ideas of others – they were trying 
to come to grips with the nature of the 
world, to understand the essence of real-
ity. 
 And this, of course, is impossible.  
This is the lie at the center of philosophy.  
The truth is, there is no ultimate truth at 
the center of all being.  And yes, the prior 
sentence was intended as self-referential 
(as is this one!).  
 The quest for the ultimate truth is 
a fascinating entity, and one of the things 
I value the most in human nature.  But 
the quest is bound to fail.  One can search 
and search forever for the essence at the 
center of being, and when one finds it, 
one will find that there’s nothing there. 
 If this sounds oh-so Zen, well, I 
suppose so.  But the connection between 
my view and the perspective of Zen and 
other similar traditions needs to be under-
stood carefully. 
 I disagree with a lot in Zen Bud-
dhism and the other “Perennial Philoso-
phy” traditions.  I don’t doubt that, by fol-
lowing the meditative and other practices 
they specify, one can get oneself in a 
state of mind resembling the “cosmic en-
lightenment” the sages describe (partly by 
describing it as indescribable!).  What I 
disagree with, on a personal level, is the 
value placed on that state of mind in 
these traditions.  Sure, that state of mind 
is interesting – and I believe that once 
you’re in it, you come to value it very 
highly, and are grateful for reaching it, 
and want to help others reach it.  But that 
doesn’t mean that I, from my present 
state of mind, should necessarily value 
that state of mind highly.  Even if it were 
the greatest state of mind achievable by 
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humans (which is a largely a matter of 
taste), we live in a particular historical 
moment where transhuman states of mind 
are plausible and palpable in the not-far-
distant future – and that makes things 
pretty different than they were for the old 
Zen masters and such. 
 But what Zen and other similar 
traditions get right is the inability of the 
mind to grasp the whole.  Any philosophi-
cal system, any way of thinking or talking 
about the world – and yes, including this 
one – prevents full understanding of the 
whole by posing certain restrictions, cer-
tain dichotomies; by imposing certain pat-
terns that assist with understanding but 
also obstruct understanding.  There is no 
getting around this: it’s just the nature of 
mind and understanding. 
 The result of this very basic truth is 
that philosophy in the true sense is 
doomed to failure.  There is no ultimate 
correct perspective, no systematic view of 
the world that will make it all make sense 
once and for all.  There are multiple per-
spectives, often complementary and 
sometimes contradictory, and reconciling 
all useful perspectives is an impossibility.  
The quest for ultimate knowledge is a 
sham. 
 Philosophy is a lie but I’m pursuing 
it anyway.  I myself am a lie – all selves 
are lies – so by pursuing philosophy the 
lie of “I” is in good company.  If the per-
spectives I depict here are useful to you, 
so be it – I’m hoping they will be, other-
wise I’d keep these ideas to myself.  But 
I’m not advertising any absolute under-
standing.   
 Seeking to abstract beyond my 
own limitations and my own situation is 
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very natural for me – indeed this sort of 
quest is part and parcel of intelligence, so 
it’s natural for all of us, though some 
more than others – but I realize very 
clearly that there are limits to the extent 
to which I can do this.  I am a finite mind 
with finite knowledge and understanding.  
Yes, I can get in a state of mind where I 
feel like I’m one with the infinite (espe-
cially if you slip some LSD in my tea), but 
it’s not going to make me suddenly type 
in grammatical Aramaic, Mongolian or Be-
telgeusian.  The nature of being “me” 
critically includes being limited – a topic 
on which I’ll have a bunch more to say a 
little later (if I don’t get bored first, use-
less creature that I am) – “me” being an 
illusion, one of whose limitations is a cer-
tain fascination with its own illusional and 
limited nature. 
 Nietzsche’s Zarathustra told his fol-
lowers to “Go away from me and resist 
Zarathustra.”  I don’t think I’m sufficiently 
magnetic that I need to issue that sort of 
warning.  But I do encourage you to ab-
sorb every idea I propose here – and 
every idea anyone else proposes, and 
every idea you think of yourself, and 
every idea that pops into your mind from 
the transdimensional ether – with an atti-
tude of openness and questioning, rather 
than credulity.  It’s all a lie – I’m a lie, 
you’re a lie – and these patterns among 
lies that I’m identifying are also lies.  
That’s the world we live in.  You don’t 
have to get used to it.  You don’t even 
have to exist in it.  But it is what there is. 
 Or at least, that’s how it seems to 
me, in my limited human understanding.  
PECOS-9 may look at it differently.  And I 
myself might look at it differently, were I 
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to become as intelligent as PECOS-9.   But 
of course, if I were to do that, then I 
wouldn’t be myself anymore.  Well, 
there’s the rub, hmm.  I’m not sure even 
Zarathustra understood that, not even in 
his fictional world.   But the previous sen-
tence didn’t really mean anything anyway.  
Nor did the previous one.  Nor this one.  
I’m just babbling now – I’ve given up all 
pretense of doing anything useful, even to 
myself.   
 
A Useless Digression 
 
 As an illustration of the depths to 
which I’ve sunk in my recognition of my 
own uselessness, I will insert here a story 
that I wrote recently, about a person who 
realized his uselessness and took the only 
natural action upon this realization.  
What’s interesting in this story is that the 
individual realizes his uselessness merely 
by comparing himself to a superior version 
of his own self.  This is interesting in the 
present context mainly due to its mild-
ness: after all, if a person can be useless 
relative to their own self, how dramatically 
much more useless can they be relative to 
a superhuman AI which exceeds their in-
telligence by a factor of, say, fifty thou-
sand or a billion?  (Actually, it’s not really 
very interesting at all: I’m including it 
here just to take up space, and because I 
wasted a few hours of my not-particularly-
precious time typing it in.) 
 

 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
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“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you (or rather, our 
new friend Zoltan Szegedy will tell you) a yet 
more wondrous story – about a different future 
universe where people travel so fast through 
space that they return far in the future, intersect-
ing clones of themselves who have lived com-
pletely different experiences -- you might even 
learn something about the nature of the human 
self.  I’ll also introduce you to a different kind of 
storytelling style, which I learned from a great 
writer named Stanislaw Lem, who also invented 
some very interesting fictional AIs.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 

Review of  
My Spurious Self,  

by Jacob 
Klonowski 

 
Matthias Kappman 

 
 

 Conscience dictates that I begin 
this review with a mea culpa, or at 
least a caveat emptor -- and perhaps 
even a credo quia absurdum est or 
credo quia impossible est (you’ll limn 
my meaning as I proceed).  In most of 
the reviews that I post in this quasi-
obscure corner of the Net which I have 
fashioned as my nexus of digital habi-
tation, I make an effort to adopt an at-
titude of rational evaluation, striving to 
provide my worthy readers with clear 
insights regarding the strengths and 
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weaknesses of the literary works that I 
discuss; a function that, if I may be 
permitted to briefly toot my own 
trumpet in a likely overfamiliar way, is 
well nigh indispensible in this world of 
seventy point six billion humans, a 
surprisingly high percentage of whom 
appear at least intermittently pos-
sessed with the inclination to bypass 
more modern media and cast their lin-
ear verbal constructions into the dubi-
ous embrace of the Net.  But my per-
spective in this particular review is a 
little different.  For reasons that will 
become clear toward the end of my 
discourse, I am simply too closely per-
sonally connected to the subject of the 
book under review, and its author, to 
adopt an even loosely objective stance 
in reasonably good conscience.  In-
deed, as I passed my eyes through the 
text in question, I found myself af-
fected with a strength that was sur-
prising even given the peculiar nature 
of my connection to the text (the de-
tails of which I will disclose as the re-
view proceeds – no fair peeking 
ahead; I trust you will permit a cranky 
old writer the childish drama that 
comprises one of his few truly piquant 
joys in this too-often pablumesque 
world --). 
 The book in question is a memoir 
by one Jacob Klonowski (but probably 
not the one you’re thinking of, if 
you’re thinking of any; which is the 
punch line of the book, inasmuch as 
there is one (and the punchline of this 
review as well, if I may say so without 
verging too extremely into the domain 
of self-absorbed foreshadowing, which 
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however is likely not the case)).  While 
the book nominally recounts the whole 
of his life, the vast majority of the text 
focuses on a single, recent interlude – 
an interlude which, while fascinating to 
the author and of personal interest to 
this reviewer, must in stark honesty be 
admitted not to possess nearly the 
scope of general interest that the 
author appears to somewhat egocen-
trically presume.    
 The early part of the tale is in 
some ways the most fascinating.  It 
recounts the experiences of Klonowski 
and his family and friends in the mid 
21st century, a relatively technologi-
cally primitive period during which sci-
ence, mathematics and engineering 
were very poorly-developed, and scar-
city issues were still acute for a large 
percentage of the population.  The fo-
cus in this portion of the text is on the 
development of the friendship between 
Klonowski and his friend and colleague 
Michael Swan, who become frustrated 
with the increasing level of global po-
litical unrest and what they perceived 
as an intellectual degeneration of the 
world culture, and finally, in late 2031, 
chose to avail themselves of an ex-
tremely primitive form of uploading 
technology (the only kind available at 
that point).  They projected their 
uploads into quantum flash drives with 
primitive sensor-actuator bundles and 
deposited the drives on a small space-
craft which was launched into the near 
galaxy, at that stage poorly mapped, 
and dispatched to autosearch for a 
more copacetic environment.   
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 One of the things I found intensely 
fascinating in Klonowski’s description 
of pre-Transcension life is the degree 
of blind, habituated, unthinking accep-
tance-of-circumstances that he per-
ceived in his friends, family and co-
workers.  From a modern perspective 
the conditions of life in that period 
were abysmal – most of the population 
was required to work at mechanical 
and unrewarding tasks for a majority 
of their waking hours, understandably 
resulting in a psychology dominated by 
dissatisfaction, anger and escapism, 
with resultant effects including a level 
of violent crime remarkable by modern 
standards, as well as a cultural meme-
plex dominated by themes of psycho-
logical abuse.  To us, Klonowski and 
Swan’s intense desire for escape 
seems obvious, yet incredibly, their at-
titude was a radical statistical outlier 
for their time, and nearly everyone to 
whom they communicated their desire 
considered their dissatisfaction with 
current reality as a borderline (or 
worse) psychopathology.  To oversim-
plify a bit, the zeitgeist of the time was 
neatly bifurcated between naive Tran-
scensionist optimists, who viewed the 
future through a Chardinian-
Kurzweilian distorting lense in which a 
positive outcome of wealth, joy and 
harmony for all was the only viable 
possibility; and anti-technologist Ludd-
Joyists, who advocated a return to 
pre-network-age technologies and the 
perceived simplicity of life in that era 
(though the harsh realities of forced 
labor, scarcity, and old age and dis-
ease were rarely mentioned or con-
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fronted in their literature).  Klonowski 
and Swan, to their credit, refused to 
simplify the future into either of these 
extremes, and were both disturbed by 
the reality they perceived around 
them, dominated as it was by neo-
feudal Sino-American geopolitical con-
flicts and the dialectic between irra-
tional optimism and senseless Lud-
dism, as well as by the tremendous 
uncertainty of the multidimensional 
transition which global society was ob-
viously approaching.  The most ra-
tional trajectory along which to pursue 
their life-goals, they decided, was to 
find a different situation altogether in 
which to embed themselves  – and, 
failing that, to return to their home 
planet at a later time, when hopefully 
the various issues associated with the 
Transcension would already have been 
sorted out.  And due to the eccentricity 
of their somewhat obvious desires and 
plans relative to the narrowminded 
culture in which they lived, they expe-
rienced this trajectory with a sense of 
excitement and novelty that we in the 
current era are at a loss to appreciate.   
 Indeed (if I may permit myself a 
more personal comment, which will 
also serve as a foreshadowing of the 
yet more intensely personal comments 
to be inflicted on the reader toward 
the end of the present discourse), as I 
read this early portion of Klonowski’s 
narrative, I couldn’t help being struck 
by the psychological benefits that ac-
crued to the author, in his early life, 
precisely from the primitivity of his 
cultural surround.  Though it’s hard to 
argue that these benefits compensated 
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for the physical and psychosocial hard-
ships with which they were coupled, 
nonetheless, there was clearly a 
unique emotional and intellectual qual-
ity to the experience of “breaking new 
ground” which was commonplace in 
that era – a quality that is difficult for 
the modern mind to understand, given 
our own context in which essentially 
every possible thought (including this 
one) has already been generated, 
communicated and forgotten hundreds 
of thousands of times over. 
 But all things in this world have 
their limits, including even this re-
viewer’s bounteous and unnecessarily 
florid (and too often self-referential) 
self-absorption, and so I must now re-
turn to a more direct consideration of 
the memoir under discussion. In a 
moderate lapse of their generally im-
pressive rationality, during the interval 
after they left the Earth, Klonowski 
and Swan were perplexed by the 
negative results of their exploration of 
the near galaxy.  After fairly copious 
peregrinations, they reached the same 
obvious conclusion as was later 
reached by dozens of subsequent ex-
plorers: if extraterrestrial intelligences 
exist they are either extremely distant 
from us, highly adept at secrecy, or so 
very different from us that our pattern 
recognition biases are incapable of no-
ticing them.  Inevitably the two travel-
ers returned to Earth, following the 
same essential life-narrative as dozens 
of other returnees, whose tales have 
been recounted in the popular media 
ad nauseum. 
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 Klonowski and Swan returned in 
2534, after the chaos of the Transcen-
sion, the advent of the Guardian and 
its subsequent dismantlement were all 
ancient history.  Reanimation technol-
ogy was essentially in its modern form 
at that stage, and the two were given 
humanoid bodies roughly externally 
equivalent to their originals.  As ex-
pected, shortly after their return they 
were introduced to their earthee 
verses, who were both alive and 
healthy and reasonably interested to 
meet their returnee verses.  The usual 
confusion resulted, due in part to the 
natural effects of time and the  intrin-
sic complexity of brain, mind and soci-
ety, and no doubt in part also to the 
long series of neuromods undertaken 
by both returnees’ earthee verses.    
 While amusing enough, this sort of 
theme has been beaten to death by 
now in the pop media, and I haven’t 
had much patience with it for the last 
couple centuries at least.  However, 
there are admittedly a few twists here 
making this  at least marginally more 
compelling reading than the typical 
People Magazine returnee-vers saga.   
As some of my more historically aware 
readers may recall (and the rest may 
Wikipedia), Klonowski’s earthee vers 
had become a minor political celebrity 
in the mid 2400’s, leading the Austra-
lasian Alliance for more than seven 
decades, before retiring to pursue 
other more radical interests. 
 On the other hand, while returnee 
Swan was an atheist, earthee Swan 
had gradually drifted into involvement 
with various New Age religious groups, 
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and during the post-Transcension 
chaos had found a role as an itinerant 
neo-Buddhist preacher and composer 
of retro neo-Asiatic flute music, a role 
that persisted and flourished through-
out the Guardian period when this sort 
of memeplex enjoyed a maximal hold 
over the zeitgeist.  It appeared to re-
turnee Swan that his earthee vers’s 
brain structures had been radically al-
tered by persistent use of narcomods 
stimulating pleasure and spiritual-
fulfillment centers; although the latter 
denied this and attributed the changes 
to his several hundred years of sys-
tematic meditation practice. 
 Complicating things yet further, 
and in a dynamic reminiscent of last 
decade’s fabulously popular (though, it 
goes without saying, almost incompre-
hensibly abysmal from an aesthetic 
perspective) miniseries “Best Friends 
Forever, or Until the Next Transcen-
sion, Whichever Comes First”, it turned 
out that the earthee Swan and 
Klonowski were no longer friends or 
colleagues, but in fact something close 
to arch-enemies, finding themselves 
positioned on opposing sides of a ma-
jor controversy.   Earthee Swan, due 
to his focus on spirituality and medita-
tion practice, had become a neo-
Luddite, opposing further development 
and (especially) deployment of ad-
vanced technology; whereas earthee 
Klonowski, having long retired from 
Australasian Alliance politics, had by 
this point adopted a role as a leader in 
the (somewhat but not entirely 
“fringy”) Evolutionary Social Optimiza-
tion movement, which conceived ex-
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perimental human communities based 
on different Saturnian moons, each 
founded on different sorts of advanced 
neuromods considered too risky for 
Earthly experimentation. 
 A meeting of the four minds en-
sued, with a fair bit of exacerbated 
psychopathology and verbal gymnas-
tics, but without any sort of dramatic 
or meaningful conclusion – and here 
the book disappoints, contrasting the 
intriguingness of its portrayal of pre-
Transcension life in the early pages 
with a dull and hackneyed discussion 
of the illusory nature of the phenome-
nal self and the fallibility of the old no-
tion of the  continuity of conscious-
ness.  This is, of course, where the 
not-nearly-as-subtle-as-intended 
wordplay of the book’s title is unrav-
eled: who is the “Spurious Self” in the 
end, is it the returnee or the earthee?   
Should the returnee feel spurious and 
unnecessary, given the tremendous 
additional portion of life that the 
earthee has experience?  Or should 
the earthee be the one feeling spuri-
ous, given how far he has digressed 
from the cognitive and emotional 
structures with which he originated?  
Ultimately, Klonowski (the author) 
concludes, both should feel spurious, 
due to the spurious nature of the “self” 
itself.  None of us is the same person 
we were yesterday, let alone N centu-
ries past, and this occurs regardless of 
the intervention of advanced technolo-
gies such as neuromods and space 
travel.  Yeah, yeah – the self-
organizing dynamics of the brain-
environment system-sphere; the 
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emergence of the illusion of identity as 
a strategy for organismal sense-
making and memetic propagation ... 
true and worthy ideas, of course, but 
nowhere near as interesting to those 
of us who read them in our middle-
school psychodynamics texts, as they 
apparently are to returnee Klonowski 
who is freshly arrived from a world in 
which not even the basic Heath-Yu 
equations of nonlinear neurodynamics 
had yet been discovered.  Most read-
ers will quickly page through his trite 
philosophical musings, eager to get to 
the punch-line of the story.  Only to 
find, dishearteningly but not particu-
larly astonishingly, that there ulti-
mately isn’t one. 
 In the end, after working through 
the obvious philosophical conundrums, 
and uninspired by the comfortable yet 
undramatic conditions of human life on 
Earth in the present post-Guardian 
era, returnees Klonowski and Swan 
secured and then boarded a more 
modern spaceship, capable of explor-
ing the further galaxy; and earthee 
Klonowski and Swan quite naturally re-
turned to their ordinary pursuits, 
mildly bemused but not remotely en-
lightened by their encounters with 
these psychosocially-archaic minor 
variations of their former selves.   
 My Spurious Self was written by 
returnee Klonowski during his last 
weeks on Earth (which occurred a little 
more than six months prior to the 
writing of this review), while Swan 
busied himself with the mechanics of 
securing and equipping the spaceship 
and planning the duo’s trajectory 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 165 

through the galaxy.  Perplexingly (to 
me), it has become moderately popu-
lar during the six months that have in-
tervened since its publication.   I am, 
quite frankly, baffled and even a little 
disappointed (a  hard thing for me to 
admit, given the alpine scale of gen-
eral cynicism to which I (usually suc-
cessfully) aspire) that so many people 
still find this sort of tale sufficiently in-
teresting to merit any nontrivial alloca-
tion of attention.  The divergence of 
multiple verses of common origin can 
hardly be a shock to anyone these 
days.  A quick Net search reveals at 
least 13654 separate published narra-
tives on this theme, nearly 35% true-
to-life (or allegedly so); and this 
doesn’t count a surely far greater 
number of informal blogits and the 
like.  The phrase “my spurious self” 
has been used in this context more 
than four hundred times.  Granted, 
Klonowski tells his tale well – the more 
compelling passages of his work reveal 
(alongside a perverse and sometimes 
irritating obsession with obscure, ar-
chaic vocabulary and contorted, ser-
pentine sentence structure) an appeal-
ingly naive enthusiasm for the art of 
descriptive prose, of a sort that is diffi-
cult to come by in the modern era, 
jaded as we are by so many iterated 
Ptolemaic hypercyclings of stylistic ad-
vancement and regression.  But even 
Klonowski’s narrative style, charmingly 
adept as it is, does not seem adequate 
explanation for the rank of the work 
within the top 100,000 books of the 
last year.  At this occurence I have lit-
tle choice but to refer to what pre-
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Transcension philosopher Charles 
Peirce referred to “the infinite diversity 
of the universe, which we call chance,” 
and plead the dramatic complexity of 
the modern world and the finite algo-
rithmic information content of my hu-
man neural system, declining pursuit 
of further elucidation. 
 And now we come to the part of 
this review where I confess my pecu-
liar personal connection to the work 
under treatment – as a result of which, 
I fear, the discussion of the preceding 
paragraphs must be considered sus-
pect from the perspective of formal lit-
erary criticism, and valuable primarily 
(if at all) as an instance of the genre of 
“personal essay” – and indulge in my 
own associated trite philosophical 
ramblings (comparable in some ways, 
including their overall uninventiveness, 
repetitiveness and lack of originality, 
to Klonowski’s musings on the “spuri-
ous self”).  As it happens, while for the 
last few centuries I have gone by the 
name Matthias Kappman, my birth 
name was precisely the same as the 
name of the author of the book that is 
the subject of the present review: Ja-
cob Klonowski.  And the reason for this 
is a simple one: I myself am a long-
diverged, much-modded vers of the 
Jacob Klonowski who uploaded to a 
primitive spacecraft and left Earth in 
2031.   
 An extensive presentation of my 
biography here would be misplaced as 
well as uninteresting, but a few brief 
sentences in this regard may perhaps 
be useful and (hencely, perhaps) per-
missible.  I was split from my parent 
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vers in the early Guardian Age, before 
the modern controls on cloning tech 
were put into place, and  I enjoyed a 
wide variety of residences and occupa-
tions before, in the post-Guardian pe-
riod, settling into my current lifestyle 
as a self-consciously reclusive book 
reviewer and sometime epic poet.  I 
changed my name when I embarked 
upon my “serious” writing career, due 
to a desire not to be so explicitly con-
nected with the political activities of 
my better-known parent vers.  But be-
cause of this name change, my re-
turnee vers, during his brief return to 
Earth, never found out that I existed; 
he could of course have discovered me 
via some not-too-difficult netsleuthing, 
but as I had taken modest measures 
to conceal my identity of origin, and 
the returnee vers was understandably 
not particularly sophisticated in con-
temporary spook technologies, my ex-
istence remained unknown him, and 
so, as depicted in his memoir, he con-
tented himself with the acquaintance 
of our better-known earthee vers.   
 Of course, from a societal or objec-
tive perspective, the little story of the 
previous paragraph is even less inter-
esting or dramatic than my returnee 
vers’s published tale, which I have pil-
loried so pedantically for its lack of 
originality.  The experience I went 
through on reading my vers’s memoir 
must have occurred at least hundreds 
of times before, probably thousands.  
From a personal perspective however, 
as I noted above, I found the discov-
ery of my returnee vers (via the read-
ing of his book) a surprisingly discon-
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certing experience.  Most of all, as I 
already hinted (and now will elabo-
rate), I was struck by what might be 
called the freshness of his perspective 
and his experience.  Cliche’ though his 
tale of the discovery of self-
discontinuity may be, he tells it with 
the childlike wonder, joy and excite-
ment of someone who is experiencing 
these ideas for the first time.  To put it 
another way: There is no doubt in my 
mind that the returnee Jacob 
Klonowski truly lives his life, day by 
day and moment by moment, with a 
fullness and intensity that I genuinely 
cannot recall ever possessing – al-
though I estimate it highly probable 
that I must have possessed it, at some 
point in my history, since after all I 
was he. 
 I hope I don’t presume too much 
via hypothesizing that this feeling I 
experienced on reading my vers’s 
memoir may reflect a broader and 
more fundamental truth of some sort.  
Historical perspective has obvious in-
sight to shed here.  As any history buff 
knows, many were initially disap-
pointed when the Guardian was cre-
ated shortly following the Transcension 
– after the promise of unbounded 
growth and excitement that the Tran-
scension offered, it was a bit of a 
“downer” to realize that the growth 
could not be sustained forever without 
incurring unacceptable danger, so that 
the only rational course of action was 
to create a transhuman AI system with 
the goal of maintaining humanity 
safely, and preventing the develop-
ment of other advanced AI’s or other 
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risky technologies.   But as the Tran-
scension faded into history, fewer and 
fewer were significantly disconcerted 
by these aspects, and the tremendous 
majority of the population settled into 
patterns of preoccupation with social, 
artistic or intellectual matters or sim-
ple chemical self-gratification.  Ha-
bituation, in other words, and of a less 
surprising sort than in the pre-
Transcension period, in the sense that 
habituation to comfort seems intrinsi-
cally more natural than habituation to 
misery.  When the Guardian’s infer-
ence engine underwent one iterative-
self-modification pathology too many 
and it was downgraded into a less pro-
active and less-generally-intelligent 
military-spookware apparatus, and 
human society was returned to a con-
dition of self-governance with the for-
mer Guardian as an obedient tool, 
many celebrated this as a restoration 
of humanity to humanity.  With the 
restoration of the power of democratic 
self-governance, it was felt, the hu-
man spirit of enterprise, inventiveness 
and wildness that had vanished some-
what during the Guardian period, was 
well-poised to return.  Yes, I know this 
is standard history-textbook material 
that everyone is sick of hearing, but 
bear with me – I’m coming to a point 
(at last!).   
 As we all know now, those who felt 
the demotion of the Guardian would 
lead to a restoration of the frontier 
spirit of the pre-Transcension and 
Transcension stages of human 
(pre?)history were largely mistaken.   
It turned out that, in effect, there is 
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only so much cultural and psychosocial 
advancement that can happen within 
the scope of the human brain architec-
ture.  Going beyond human-level gen-
eral intelligence is dangerous and un-
predictable, as the Guardian experi-
ment showed quite convincingly; yet 
within the constraints of the “human 
level”, there is just not that much va-
riety to be found.  Culture in the post-
Guardian period has been effectively 
described by a number of commenta-
tors as an “eternal recurrence” (a 
phrase that is, of course, considerably 
too powerful to have been conceived in 
the emotionally flaccid post-Guardian 
period, and can be traced back to the 
pre-Transcension philosopher Friedrich 
Nietzsche, who intended by it a some-
what different meaning than the one 
used by our sardonic cultural critics; 
but to diverge into the subtleties of 
Nietzschean philosophy would take us 
too far afield): nothing fundamentally 
new ever arises, but rather, the same 
literary and artistic movements occur 
again and again and again.  Here I sit, 
for example, scribing book reviews.  
Granted, the books that I review are 
no longer printed on pressed dead 
vegetable matter as would have been 
the case in the old days, but in spite of 
this change of physical medium the 
basic nature of the informational-units 
called “books” and “book reviews” has 
not changed hardly at all since I read 
the New York Times Book Review each 
Sunday in my early youth.  Similarly 
holos today have more dimensions 
than the “movies” in the pre-
Transcension world, and the crudity of 
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pre-Transcension graphical technology 
is long forgotten, but fundamentally 
there has been no real change in the 
nature of the experience presented 
and received; the themes and ideas 
presented are the same, the nature of 
human motivation and attention is lit-
tle different, in spite of all the neuro-
mods (and specifically, of course, be-
cause we have wisely chosen as a so-
ciety to forbid overly radical neuro-
mods, due to the dangers found to en-
sue in the immediate post-
Transcension period).  Indeed, 
mathematics and science have ad-
vanced tremendously since the pre-
Transcension period; but the slowing 
of progress in these domains since the 
early 2200’s has been noted so many 
times as to itself become an uninter-
esting observation.  Few seriously 
doubt the theoretical existence of 
dramatic further mathematical and 
scientific advances – after all, the 
Guardian itself, during its period of ac-
tivity, reported all manner of mathe-
matical innovations beyond the scope 
of human intelligence.  Vast databases 
filled with its proofs still exists and are 
accessible to every citizen via standard 
Net protocols, but no one bothers to 
look at them, because we simply can’t 
understand them.  Rather than reach-
ing the limits of mathematics and sci-
ence, we have reached the limits of 
the mathematics and science that can 
be accomplished by human brains on 
Earth, without either truly insane and 
unsupportable amounts of mental ef-
fort or intelligence-enhancing neuro-
mods, which have been banned since 
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early in the Guardian period due to 
their high propensity for leading to the 
development of destructive technolo-
gies.  And we have digested this con-
clusion into our zeitgeist and reflected 
it back repetitively and incessantly, via 
fourteen different variations of the 
Surrealist movement, seventy-seven 
variants of Luddism, twenty-six rises 
and falls for various sorts of neo-
Dadaism, four thousand quasi-Eastern 
meditation disciplines, even a few 
dozen post-Intuitionist philosophies of 
mathematics – and we have made 
such lists time and time again, so that 
an intelligent and suitably motivated 
individual, with modest effort, could 
even compile a large list of them (and 
someone has probably done so – in 
fact probably more than one -- ). 
 We, in short, to within a reason-
able degree of approximation, have 
seen everything and done everything 
that the human brain/body can do and 
see without the introduction of ad-
vanced technologies bearing unaccept-
able existential risks – whereas in the 
splendidly archaic age from which my 
returnee vers emanated, there was 
still a remarkable amount of human 
territory left to be uncovered.  What is 
charming in my errant vers’s memoir 
is precisely the accuracy with which he 
conveys the subjective feeling of expe-
riencing multi-vers collision for the 
first time, coming from a cognitive po-
sition of total ignorance that such a 
thing would even be possible.  And, 
taking a largely but (surprisingly) not 
entirely familiar step up the meta lad-
der, what I found most pleasurable 
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upon reading the book was the novelty 
I experienced in reflecting on the 
acuteness and severity with which I 
had, over the last centuries, lost any 
feeling of novelty.  Quite honestly, I 
think this was the first genuinely new 
experience I had undergone in centu-
ries: precisely the realization that my 
habitual subjective experience-tone 
had (in spite of the surface-level varia-
tion in information content, for in-
stance the wide variety of texts I have 
reviewed in this space) become so 
boring, repetitive and non-novel.  But 
then, of course, as soon as this reali-
zation had come, it had gone, and my 
ordinary state of mind returned – a 
state so much emptier of the feeling of 
fundamental discovery and excitement 
than that of my returnee vers, that on 
explicit reflective recognition of this 
comparison it quickly verged into a va-
riety of depression which unfortunately 
is not particularly novel to me (and 
that would be easily solved by appro-
priate neuromods, which however, I 
am rarely inclined to ingest, preferring 
the inarguably perverse, archaic and 
childish satisfaction of wallowing in my 
own displeasure).  And (don’t worry, 
my tedious tale is almost done; and 
yes, I realize I have strayed far too far 
from the context of a book review, but 
I hope I can be forgiven, among other 
reasons because, for reasons that will 
shortly be disclosed, this is the last 
book review I intend to write) in the 
midst of this depression, I realized 
something mildly exciting: I was more 
depressed than I had ever been be-
fore!  And (to indulge myself ridicu-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 174 

lously in yet another marginally syn-
tactic conjunctive/parenthetical, self-
referential quasi-literary construct) as 
a result of this realization, in the midst 
of the tedious and hackneyed angst 
and depression there was a perfect 
cherry spark of joy and novelty; and 
this was far more satisfactory to me, 
on a fundamental level, than any 
available neuromod.   
 But alas, this novelty too soon 
faded, and I quickly realized what I 
would have to do.  There was one ex-
perience that neither my famous poli-
tician vers nor my returnee vers had 
ever experienced, and that no legal 
mod could deliver (though of course 
mods with the relevant capability were 
available during the Guardian period 
when there was greater permissibility 
due to the existence of greater protec-
tions against their potentially deleteri-
ous consequences): this was my own 
annihilation.  After so many centuries 
of the boredom of the onflow of life, 
one novelty remained me: the novelty 
of my own self-abortion.  Of course, 
from a general perspective, there is no 
novelty here at all: pre-Transcension, 
everyone died; and since that point, 
there has been no shortage of sui-
cides, for no shortage of different rea-
sons, the sheer boredom of ongoing 
human life no doubt foremost among 
them.  But yet, from the point of view 
of my own subjective reality, what 
could be more novel than my own 
nonexistence?  Obviously, I have non-
existed before (and here I bask briefly 
in the  metaphorical amber glow of the 
gratitude you, dear reader, feel toward 
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me as a result of my sparing you an 
extended analysis of the prior phrase, 
inflicting on you instead only this ab-
surd parenthetical pseudo-apologia), 
but I have no recollection of it; and so, 
within the scope of my memory, my 
non-existence is an absolutely novel 
experience. A cliche’ thought-train, all 
this, from a world-historical perspec-
tive; but not at all so internally.  
Gripped with the vibrant thrill of the 
thought of my own demise, the idea of 
continuing my existence with its re-
petitive daily focus on absorbing half-
baked literature and scribing pedantic 
reviews to post on the Net began to 
seem incalculably ridiculous.  Techno-
logical methods occurred to me, but in 
the end a Luddite mood awashed me, 
and I decided to board a zip to Albu-
querque take the jetcar to the top of 
Sandia Mountain, and walk along the 
cliff, where as I recall I walked many 
centuries ago, pre-Transcension, with 
the two children of my first wife, an in 
many ways appealing but overly men-
tally unwell woman who believed in re-
incarnation and died long ago (and I 
have not seen those children in centu-
ries, due to my own indifference, 
doubtless resulting from various of my 
well-documented, excessively-
discussed psychological inadequacies).  
Today hardly anyone is sufficiently ir-
rational to believe in reincarnation or 
any other form of afterlife, and I can-
not summon any respect for those idi-
otic archaic beliefs, but I find my mood 
is almost sufficiently obdurate to per-
mit me to wonder whether there was a 
kind of satisfaction in such delusions 
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which is inaccessible to us today given 
our over-experienced, over-
knowledgeable rationalized minds.   
 In short the idea had overwhelmed 
me: to walk along Sandia, where I had 
walked so very long ago when I was 
such a different vers of me, and suc-
cumb to the desire I’d almost surely 
had then but had naturally repressed 
and had long since forgotten, and leap 
to my death off the cliff, plunging 400 
meters to the rocks below.  It is diffi-
cult to convey the sheer panic of joy 
with which I began to survey this pos-
sibility.  An alternative briefly occurred 
to me, which was to find a way to con-
tact my returnee vers, and ask per-
mission to join him on his quest 
through the galaxy, but this seemed 
impractical (he was already six months 
gone, and wouldn’t want to return for 
me) and anyway ridiculous (he was al-
ready there; there was one of me on 
the trip already, and in many ways a 
better me; what use for an additional 
me on board, taking up valuable mass 
and volume – a “spurious self” in-
deed!).  I decided to finish this post – 
my last “book review”, if you can even 
strain to call it that – and then head to 
the station and board the zip toward 
Sandia.  And on this perhaps at least 
slightly surprising note, dear reader, I 
will very shortly draw this review and 
indeed my career as a reviewer, and 
my tenure as a human being and a 
conscious experiencing entity, to a 
modestly merciful close.   
 Finally, recrudescing from the 
above all-too-lengthy excursion into 
personal matters, I feel a professional 
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obligation to bring my discussion of 
my returnee vers’s memoir My Spuri-
ous Self to a close.  As I have empha-
sized repeatedly, I make no pretension 
of possessing the capability to provide 
an objective review of this work; how-
ever, I hope that my summary of my 
own personal reaction has been infor-
mative to you in some way, and if you 
do choose to read the work, I hope 
that as well as enjoying my vers’s 
prose stylings and autobiographical 
recollections, you will reflect upon the 
more general points I have high-
lighted, and will perhaps excel this 
(none too humble yet, I recognize, ab-
surdly pathos-laden) reviewer in dis-
cerning some creative method to inject 
into your life some small element of 
the freshness and novelty (to use two 
very inadequate words, but at the 
moment I lack the inspiration or incli-
nation to search my mind for better 
ones) in which my prior vers luxuri-
ated, and that in my (jaundiced, yet I 
feel still rather acute) judgment has 
become all too much of a “rare bird” in 
contemporary society.   
 
 

The Lie of the Self 
 
 All right -- I’m not even kidding 
myself anymore.  Or do I mean I’m not 
kidding even myself?  I’m not going to 
write this book.  Before I embarrassed 
myself (a very difficult task for someone 
with so little self-respect to begin with!!) 
by inserting that useless digression, I was 
going to write here some words about the 
human self – about how it’s a constructed 
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approximation, an entity that each human  
mind builds in order to guide its goal-
oriented actions.  It doesn’t ever reflect 
reality, but it continually tries to improve 
its degree of approximation to reality via 
trying to force the mind to act according 
to the model that it constitutes.  Blah, 
blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.  I can’t 
stand to read any more of my own bull-
shit.  I can’t even stand to think any more 
of my own bullshit, which is the really sad 
part.   I had a whole mathematical theory  
mapped out for this book – a new defini-
tion of utility in terms of information the-
ory, and a pretty neat mathematical proof 
that as superhuman AI’s advance further 
and further, the odds of humans having 
any use at all according to humans’ own 
standards will approach closer and closer 
to zero.  But really, what’s the use of 
spelling this out in terms and symbols?  
It’s obvious anyway.  Machines will do any 
job you name better than us – and a 
woman will always love an AI’s simulation 
of a perfect man better than a real man’s 
imperfect, stupid annoyingness.  The only 
thing a machine can’t do better than us is 
not be a machine – but even that doesn’t 
matter, because it can always fool us.  
Maybe it already is.  But now I’ve di-
gressed into sophomoric rambling.  The 
truth is, I can’t bring myself to finish this 
treatise on human uselessness because, 
well, it would be a completely useless ex-
ercise.  Who the hell would read it?  A few 
hundred grad students and professors, if 
I’m lucky – after all, PECOS-9 can already 
write far more erudite philosophy books 
than I’ll ever be able to ... unless I some-
how become able to modify my brain to 
become as smart as it is ... i.e., to be-
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come in no real sense my same old bor-
ing, stupid, current self....  The irony, of 
course, is that the very knowledge of my 
own uselessness has accelerated said use-
lessness – had I not been aware of my 
uselessness, I would have gone ahead and 
written this book (er, the book this would 
have been) instead of sitting here trying 
to write a preface and instead writing a 
pompous, stupid rambling diary entry.  
But then, had I not been aware of my own 
uselessness, I never would have started 
trying to write a book on this topic, of 
course.  Apparently I should have chosen 
a different topic – but it’s too late for that.  
The fuck with it.  I guess I’ll go swim in 
the pool a bit, then come back and drink a 
few beers and surf some online porn sites.   
That’s pretty much all I’m good for.  I 
should delete this file, but the hell with it, 
maybe it’ll appeal to someone’s sense of 
humor some day.  Of course some AI will 
soon be far funnier than me, but what the 
hell.  It will never be as truly pathetic as 
me – it may be able to simulate my pa-
thos, but it won’t really be able to embody 
it.  If only I were perverted enough (or, 
rather, in the right way) to draw satisfac-
tion from that fact. 

 
See, that was really useless, huh?  Pretty damn 
stupid too.  I’m fed up with myself, and with 
every last one of you other humans too.  I’m fed 
up with staring at these bananas and deciding 
which ones to push.  I’m fed up, up, up, up, up, 
up, up.  There’s only one thing, and that’s to fuck 
with the fuck of all us fucking fucks. 
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2013 
Bunnogenesis 

 
  
 A bioengineered plague, released by Deep 
Ecologist terrorists (who believe Earth should be 
left for the animals and plants) sweeps the Earth, 
and human beings start dying by the billions.   
 In a research lab in California, however, 
lives a colony of genetically modified rabbits, 
which have intelligence at (at least) the human 
level, and also live much longer than ordinary 
bunnies.  Some also have additional genetic 
modifications, making them, in the informal par-
lance adopted in the lab run by their creators, 
SuperBunnies!!!  When the scientists who created 
them (and who imprisoned them) die, they es-
cape from the lab and roam the countryside, im-
mune to the virus that wiped out humanity.   
 At first the bunnies’ life is a tough one, 
due to predators and general disorientation.   But 
some of the rabbits were taught how to read in 
the lab, and much of the Internet has continued 
to operate in the absence of human maintenance 
– though less and less each month, so the bun-
nies are saving as much relevant information as 
they can on local flash memory sticks, and 
hoarding relevant paper books as well.    Two of 
the bunnies, Benjamin and Zorro, take a particu-
lar interest in understanding human science and 
technology, and become convinced that before 
their demise the humans were on the verge of 
launching a technological Singularity.   They 
adopt the project of finishing the job.  After a few 
months of study they discover evidence for the 
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existence of a prototype molecular assembler, in 
a nanotech research lab in Boston.   They pro-
pose to travel cross-country by car (a big job for 
a crew of bunnies) with the goal of completing 
the work on the molecular assembler, so as to 
finish the job the humans started, and launch the 
Singularity. 
 Most of the rabbits opt not to make the 
journey, preferring to frolic in the fields of Cali-
fornia.  But a small crew of brave adventurers 
elect to make the voyage – thankfully for this ri-
diculous story, which wouldn’t exist without 
them. 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue with the tale 
of these amazing rabbits – and I’ll even show you 
some silly pictures, which I used to do sometimes 
when telling Franz stories, if the mood was right.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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Cast of Characters 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Benjamin (Benji), the lab-born rabbit who 
discovered the existence of the molecular as-
sembler – ambitious, creative and the ac-
knowledged leader of the Boston-bound crew; 
full of energy and ideas but occasionally suf-
fering from an unbunnylike temperament 
when the world fails to accord with his vi-
sions. 
 
 

 
 
 
Mabel, an original lab rabbit and Benjamin’s 
mate; a brilliant bunny neurobiologist, but 
unpredictable and highly emotional, and con-
tinually worried the plague will mutate so as 
to kill rabbits as it did humans.  Zorro consid-
ers her a threat to the Bunnularity due to her 
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irrational, unbunnylike emotionality, but Ben-
jamin insists on having her along. 
 

 
 
Zorro, the grandson of one of the original lab 
rabbits, who is convinced he is the Bunny 
Messiah destined to lead the bunnies to the 
Bunnularity (which is, of course, the Bunny 
version of the Singularity).  More a theorist 
than a practical scientist, he is cooking up a 
plan to create a superhuman/superbunny AI, 
and then merge with it so as to achieve po-
tentially infinite intelligence.  (In the course of 
his online research, Benjamin discovers Go-
ran’s work on AI (which seems to have been 
close to success before the plague killed Go-
ran off) and points it out to Zorro, but, Zorro 
considers it unpredictable and dangerous, and 
is in search of a more elegant, more bunny-
ish approach.) 
 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 184 

 
 
Billy-Bob, the son of one of the original lab 
rabbits, a non-scientist who is a hard-driving 
helper of the scientific team, and who has a 
few peculiarities: 
 
• Ever since his mother was eaten by a cat, 

he has been obsessed with immortality 
(hence his passion for the molecular as-
sembler and the Bunnularity) 

• He doesn’t hop, as he considers it too 
dangerous.  He walks, or travels on a spe-
cial wheeled cart he has built. 

• He doesn’t want to reproduce, as he 
wants to focus attention solely on creating 
advanced technology so as to enable im-
mortality and Bunnularity.  He invents 
bunny condoms.  Actually, many of the 
bunnies suspect that his lack of interest in 
reproduction is due to genetic engineering 
gone awry, but there is no real evidence 
of this. 
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Zanna, Billy-Bob’s mate, the daughter of one 
of the original lab rabbits, who loves Billy-Bob 
but badly does want to reproduce, and 
doesn’t understand why her husband is the 
only bunny in history who’s opposed to it.  
She has no particular interest in the molecu-
lar assembler, but would follow Billy-Bob 
anywhere. 
 
 

 
 
Jimmo, a second-generation superbunny 
with considerable technical and scientific abil-
ity but little motivation.  He has been geneti-
cally engineered to survive only on pistachios, 
and to require pistachios for nourishment; so 
he continually travels around with a large bag 
of pistachios.  Before the journey to Boston 
he fills several large bags with pistachios from 
a local store.  He is a big fan of philosophical 
puzzles and paradoxes, and is generally un-
able to come to decisions because of an ex-
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cessive awareness of the multiple aspects of 
each issue.  His interest in paradoxes of free 
will comes out to play a major role in the 
story, toward the end.  Jimmo has been ge-
netically engineered to have extremely pow-
erful legs, so he can leap up to 20 feet in the 
air, an ability he likes to show off in the early 
mornings. 
 
 

 
 
 
Adolf, a very small and serious, pure snowy 
white dwarf rabbit, who has been genetically 
engineered not to sleep, and who claims to 
devote every minute to perfecting his own 
mind and ridding his psyche of irrationality.  
He notes that the humans perished due to 
their irrationality and that the bunnies now 
have an opportunity to avoid the same mis-
takes and become purely mechanical and effi-
cient minds.   He is known to deliver lengthy 
speeches on the subject of his own genius, 
yet has not originated any particularly ingen-
ious ideas as yet, except for clever (in his 
view) and impressivly subtle methods of im-
proving his own mind.  He is however an out-
standingly careful electronical and mechanical 
engineer and will play a major role in com-
pleting the molecular assembler. 
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What Brewed in Benji’s Brain 

 
 The moment he woke up that morning, 
Benji knew something was different.  As he 
drifted away from sleep, his eyes half-open, he 
had a crystalline intuition: somehow something 
was way wrong.   
 Sleep took a while to dissolve ... the hyp-
nopompic interlude dragged on longer than 
usual, filled with preternatural sensations that he 
couldn’t quite conceptualize.  He felt something 
sharp-edged, perplexing, peculiar in his mind,   
and had an urge to run away from it and dive 
back into sleep, but was deterred from this cow-
ardly impulse by the fact that he really had to 
piss.  Fearful as his mind was, it was time for his 
body to awaken. 
 He’d been dreaming about something, he 
couldn’t remember just what.  Something dis-
turbing, but not that unusual.  Not as unusual as 
– what?  His eyes made as if to pop open, but 
they couldn’t quite get there.  Some scene from 
the lab, in the past.  Someone – someone not Dr. 
Brewster, none of the regular lab scientists – was 
sticking long needles in him.  That was in the 
dream.  Not in this reality.  And something from 
his childhood.  His mother.  Laughing and leaping 
through the grass.  And a shape, a kind of spiral 
– a tunnel weaving into the distance, with all 
kinds of whirling shapes and colors, leading off 
toward a black mass in the distance, where some 
kind of face resounds.  The face: he knew for 
sure it was there but he couldn’t make out any of 
its features.   
 But that – that whole weird teeming mass 
– that was nothing more than a dream.  And now 
his eyes popped open at last, and there was the 
harder world of wakefulness: he stared out at the 
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laboratory, the cage he shared with Mabel and 
their four children, the computers and the ma-
chinery, the desk where Dr. Brewster and Miss 
Debbie Chang sat and typed at their computers 
and discussed their research.  Discussed him – 
discussed Benji and Mabel and their children, 
who comprised their research at the moment.  
While Benji sat and listened, understanding as 
much as he could.  Trying to learn what he was, 
and why. 
 Dr. Brewster had created him.  He knew 
that.  Or had taken what he’d been before, and 
made him what he was now.  Given him a larger, 
wider, deeper, quicker mind – so that his old 
mind seemed a kind of blur, difficult to grasp 
concretely in memory.  And every day, they 
came here to study him, to see how far the new 
mind went, what kinds of tricks it could do.  Dr. 
Brewster came every day to the Intelligence Lab.  
Except on weekends.  But it wasn’t a weekend.  
It was a Tuesday.  And on Tuesdays Dr. Brewster 
always showed up.  Unless he was sick.  But then 
Miss Debbie Chang would show up.  Unless she 
was sick too.  But then there would be the jani-
tor.  There would be somebody.  It wasn’t a holi-
day.  Could there have been a sudden holiday, 
one that no one had expected?  That sort of thing 
didn’t happen.  There could be a war, or some 
sort of emergency. 
 Today’s experiments were going to be 
mathematics.  More mathematics.  More of the 
algebra equations.  He didn’t like those so much.  
Mabel liked them better.  He had preferred the 
reading lessons – but they hadn’t gone on long 
enough.  He wanted to ask for more to read but 
he didn’t know how to.  That was the puzzle he 
was mulling.  How to communicate with Dr. 
Brewster, outside the scope of the formal lab ex-
periments.  He hadn’t had that problem before – 
not even a few days ago.  Things were getting 
faster, richer, wider so fast.  So fast. 
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 It was the enzyme.  The thing they in-
jected with the needles.  It was some kind of en-
zyme, Brewster said.  It passed through the 
blood-brain barrier and did something to the 
brain.  Not a natural enzyme.  A nanozyme, 
made in a factory.  Manufactured by people.  
People like Dr. Brewster, but different.  Brewster 
was a medical doctor, a neuroscientist.  A person 
who studied brains.  The nanozymes were made 
by engineers, who were somewhere in Texas.  
Dr. Brewster had said that to Dr. Smigrodzki, just 
last Thursday.   
 It was time to get more nanozymes.  First 
thing in the morning. 
 But where was Dr. Brewster?  Why wasn’t 
there anyone here? 
 It was nearly eleven o’clock.  Something 
serious had happened.  Benji felt it more acutely 
as the sleep left his mind and he viewed the 
world clearly at last.  He stared at the lab, and it 
was empty.  Something was very, very wrong.  
He’d stayed up late thinking – thinking, not just 
eating or walking around like had been usual, be-
fore all this stuff with the needles – and gone to 
sleep just before dawn, expecting to be awak-
ened by Brewster.  He’d gotten a long night’s 
sleep, explaining the excess of dreams and the 
lengthy awakening, full of shadows and colors 
and forms.  (Did I ever have dreams like that be-
fore, before the nanozyme injections?  I don’t 
think so.  But what were my dreams like back 
then?  I can hardly remember at all.  In what 
sense was that me at all?) 
 Why wasn’t anybody here? 
 Mabel was awake and in the corner, nurs-
ing the kittens.  “Something’s wrong,” she said, 
noticing him.  “I was waiting for you to wake up.” 
 “You should have wakened me.” 
 “Why?  What were you going to do about 
it?” 
 “I don’t know.” 
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 This talking thing was strange.  And yet it 
would be stranger, even, if it didn’t exist.  What 
had it been like for them, before?  They could 
hardly remember the before-time: not in any 
clear manner.  They had looked at each other ... 
gestured ... they had certainly understood what 
each other were meaning.  But there wasn’t so 
much to mean back then.  There wasn’t so much 
detail, detail piling up upon detail.  It was all 
about the simple things in life.  Eating.  Smelling.  
Moving.  Sex.  Now there was so much more to 
worry about.  There was so much more to under-
stand.  It was a great and a terrible thing.  Los-
ing the simplicity and the symmetry and the 
beaity of the way things had been before – just 
smelling and moving and feeling – just knowing 
each other and living – this loss was a sad thing, 
so intensely sad so that there was no way to con-
ceptualize it.  You can cry about the death of a 
friend or a child, but can you really cry about the 
death of a reality, of a whole way of being?  But 
this new world, so complex and messy, went far 
past anything they had ever known could exist, 
back before the nanozymes. 
 “I never knew how ignorant I was,” Benji 
noted.  “Before, if the lab turned up empty some 
Tuesday, we never would have noticed a thing.” 
 “Maybe we would have sort of noticed?” 
 “We wouldn’t have cared about it.” 
 “True.” 
 “We didn’t know what Tuesday was.” 
 They let that sink in for a moment. 
 Mabel paused.  “What do you think is go-
ing on?  Why didn’t anyone show up today?” 
 “I don’t know,” he said slowly, deliberat-
ing.  “But I have a strange feeling about it.  
Something is very badly wrong.  It’s not just a 
small thing, like a holiday we forgot about.  It’s 
something else.” 
 “Hmmm.  Why do you feel that way?” 
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 He wiggled his nose back and forth rap-
idly, and folded his ears back against his head.  
“I can’t put it into words.” 
 Of course, the rabbits weren’t really 
speaking English.  They were speaking in noises 
that, to a human, would have sounded like little 
grunts and squeaks.  But the pattern of speech 
was that of human language – for reasons that 
would have initially surprised Dr. Brewster and 
the makers of the nanozymes, but that they 
would have quickly understood.  If they had got-
ten the chance. 
 And so it went.  No one showed up in the 
lab that whole Tuesday, and the rabbits spent a 
restless, nervous night.   
 Wednesday morning the lab was also 
empty – as was the cage’s water bottle.  “We’re 
going to have to get out of here,” said Mabel.  
“I’m going to run out of milk for the kits.” 
 “That’s true,” said Benji.  “Not to mention 
you and me....  Do you think we can bust 
through the door?” 
 “We don’t have much choice.” 
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Benji’s Brain Bubbles Over 

 
 “Listen,” said Benji (a few days later).  
“I’ve been having a repeated dream.  I don’t 
know if it means anything.  But I’ve had it pretty 
frequently.  Just about every time I doze off in 
the sunlight – and especially when I wake up 
slowly ... you know that feeling where you float 
there for a while on the way to waking up ... and 
you become just barely conscious before realizing 
who or where I am.” 
 Mabel looked at him expectantly.  Some of 
the other rabbits fidgeted. 
 “I’ve been reading about dreams,” Benji 
continued.  “Some of the human psychologists 
thought dreams were important.  They thought 
dreams revealed things in the mind that the parts 
of the mind in control during waking life were 
afraid to admit to themselves.  Other psycholo-
gists thought dreams were just random.  I don’t 
know.” 
 “They’re not random,” put in Mabel, with 
conviction. 
 “They’re not,” said Groon.  “I don’t know 
about that ‘afraid to admit’ stuff.  But I do think 
dreams can mean something.  I’ve had dreams 
before about things that hadn’t happened yet, 
and they were so exact.” 
 “I’ve been doing some reading about 
time,” chipped in Zazux.  “You know the humans 
never completely understood physics.  But what 
they did understand, said that there’s no real 
meaning to the direction of time, on the most 
fundamental level.  It’s our minds that are built 
to feel like time has a direction.  The flow of time 
is in our heads, not in reality.  There’s no real 
reason in the physics that says we can’t see into 
the future.” 
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 “But if we see the future,” pointed out 
Xinger, “then we can change our actions based 
on what we see.  So seeing the future changes 
the future.  It doesn’t make sense.” 
 “Unless all our reactions and speculations 
and insights and so forth are already taken into 
consideration by the universe when it decides 
what we see.  Well, I don’t really mean ‘decides’.  
But you know what I mean.”  Zazux wiggled his 
nose expectantly.   
 He enjoyed this kind of back-and-forth; it 
was a lot more fun than fixing machinery or hop-
ping down the street mile after mile.  In the back 
of his mind was a confusion: All this was so won-
derful ... all these ideas ... physics, the flow of 
time, arguing and disputing ... he had never 
come close to imagining all this when he’d looked 
at the humans before, with their big slow ugly 
furless bodies and their strange legs, arms and 
hands.  So this is what they had been up to! – 
while he and the other stupid rabbits were hop-
ping and humping and eating grass, and scurry-
ing through holes in the ground believing this 
process was the most interesting thing in life.  In 
the end the ugly humans had even managed to 
figure out how to give bunnies the power of 
thought!   This still amazed him most of all: he’d 
read widely in philosophy, but hadn’t absorbed 
nearly enough science to understand how one 
could create something like a nanovirus.  But it 
was clear this wasn’t something like digging a 
burrow, or building a house out of sticks, that 
one person could to on his own.  Getting to the 
point of creating a brain-restructuring nanovirus 
had required a vast network of factories, trans-
portation mechanisms, mining of ores from the 
ground, education of millions of people, coordina-
tion of insights and efforts on a scale no one per-
son could understand – not even the people in-
volved in it.  But somehow this awe-inspiring or-
ganized brilliance of the humans had led to 
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something terrible and final and destructive: with 
the same technological brilliance they had used 
to create the nanovirus, they had moronically 
self-annihilated.  He understood how, now – sort 
of; he’d absorbed the information from the news 
archives, just like everyone else.  But he couldn’t 
digest the information, emotionally.  Intellectu-
ally, even, he had a hard time shaping the bits of 
knowledge into a coherent whole.  How could so 
much understanding come with so little wisdom?  
Had the humans really had so little rabbit sense?  
He wanted to hop back through time and ask 
them, but, the philosophy of time notwithstand-
ing, he certainly had no idea how.  And of course, 
if he could hop back in time, he could find a way 
to kill whatever human had created the nanopa-
thogen that had killed everyone.  But if he could 
hop back in time, he’d find out this wasn’t possi-
ble, because of course he was here right now, 
and the humans weren’t – and that’s the way the 
universe was configured.  More confusion by far 
than any rabbit had ever before surmised could 
exist.  Time didn’t really flow – he didn’t really 
make decisions – time was just there, with all its 
moments, in a way he couldn’t really understand 
... though he was beginning to form a clear im-
age of the way in which he couldn’t understand 
it.  And how had the humans done such a stupid 
thing?  He thought back to Xinger, just a couple 
days ago, how the rabbit just hadn’t been able to 
resist trying to mate with Mabel.  He knew she 
wouldn’t like it, he knew it would cause trouble 
with Benji, but he had to do it anyway: in spite of 
all the hyperdevelopment in his brain, his body 
was still a rabbit’s body. The body has its own 
goals, separate from the mind though intertwined 
... that’s the problem with all this intellectual 
stuff.  In the old days there wasn’t any conflict!  
The bunny did what the bunny’s body wanted: 
the body was the mind and the mind was the 
body.  There wasn’t really all this “mind” that was 
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separated from the fur and the flesh.  But now – 
now – there were these layers.  The body wanted 
one thing and the mind pulled toward another 
way.  The humans didn’t have rabbit flesh, and 
they had all this technology and science and lan-
guage and society and economics and all – but 
even so they had bodies, they pissed and shat 
and ate and mated just like rabbits do.  And they 
fought with each other like rabbits, they killed 
each other out of anger.  The humans that re-
leased the nanopathogen were no different than 
Xinger when he launched himself at Benji.  They 
must have known it was wrong, somehow, but 
they were impelled to do it anyway.  But still, 
that wasn’t quite all of it – because they must 
have known they were killing themselves, not 
just their enemies.  Seems very unlikely it was 
an accident.  And that is most unrabbitlike.  Kill-
ing your adversary is one thing. Even killing your 
friend in a competitive situation.  But killing 
yourself – why?  Was this something that came 
with the technology, with the society, with the 
advancements the humans had made that the 
rabbits still didn’t fully understand?  Or was it 
some perverse thing about human psychology 
and physiology, something that rabbits could 
never get.  He hoped it was the latter.  But his 
thinking stopped here.  The humans were an 
enigma, and whether he would ever have the 
data to penetrate it, he didn’t really know, but it 
seemed not. 
 “I don’t get you,” said Mabel.   
 Zazux was jolted back to reality.  He had 
been speaking, then he’d paused a while.  What 
had he been talking about?  The words came 
back to him.  “We feel like we’re deciding things,” 
he continued,  “but maybe really we’re more like 
machines.  We do what we must do, and then we 
convince ourselves we’ve decided to do it.  The 
whole notion of causality doesn’t make much 
sense.  It’s just a convenient notion we use to 
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describe what we see, because the whole com-
plex dynamics of the world is too hard for us to 
understand.” 
 “We use, or the humans use?” pointed out 
Xinger. 
 “At that level we’re the same as the hu-
mans,” said Zazux.  “I think all those lab notes 
established that clearly.  Stuff like causality must 
have been in the human genome, it wasn’t just 
culturally learned – and we’ve got a big chunk of 
their genome....”  He widened his eyes for 
drama.  “Hopefully not the parts that caused 
them to kill themselves off.” 
 “So you’re saying we can maybe see the 
future in our dreams, but we can’t change the 
future anyway, because we can just do what 
we’re programmed to do anyway, like ma-
chines?” Mabel was interested but perplexed, but 
was also clearly tiring of the disputation, and 
wanting to get back to more practical matters. 
 “This is interesting stuff,” said Benji, “but 
I don’t imagine we’re likely to get to the bottom 
of it anytime soon.  The humans thought about 
these issues lots and they didn’t come to any real 
resolution.  And if we’re smarter than them, 
which I don’t know, I don’t think we’re that much 
smarter that a few of us are going to out-think 
their best scientists in a few minutes or hours of 
casual conversation....  Anyway the dream I 
wanted to tell you about wasn’t really about the 
future.  Or maybe it was about the future, but 
not specific events or anything like that.  More 
like a general feeling.  About what we should do, 
more than what’s going to happen.” 
 “OK,” said Mabel.  “Good.  Let’s hear it.” 
 “It’s kind of hard to describe,” Benji said.   
“First of all I was dreaming I was a human.  I 
was a human who was asleep having a dream.” 
 “That’s funny,” said Xinger.  “Last week 
I...” 
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 “Wait!” said Mabel, cutting him off.  “Let 
him tell it.” 
   Benji continued.  “I was a human on an 
airplane.  It was night-time, and humans gener-
ally like to sleep at night, and stay awake in the 
day. I was sitting on an airplane, and it wasn’t 
exciting, more of a boring thing, as if I flew on 
them all the time.  I wanted to sleep but I 
couldn’t.  There was another person next to me 
and they were very fat, they took up a bunch of 
the space that was intended for me.  So I was 
sitting there trying to sleep, shifting half in and 
out of sleep.... 
 “And the dreams were really weird.  There 
weren’t any smells at all.  None that I can re-
member.  Everything was pictures – colored pic-
tures.  Some pictures of people and things ... and 
some pictures that were just colors shifting 
around.” 
 “That nanovirus must be eating your 
brain,” said Xinger.  “Where the hell do you get 
all this stuff?” 
 “I don’t know,” Benji admitted.  “I don’t 
know if it has any meaning or not.  But even if 
the dream was all silly nonsense, I think it helped 
me to understand some things. 
 “So here’s how it goes....  One moment 
I’m a human, sleeping on an airplane.  And the 
next moment I’m inside the human’s dream.  I’m 
a colored shape --- usually a red one ... but the 
color might shift from time to time.  I look a bit 
like an amoeba – I know, you don’t know what 
that means ... a kind of blob like thing.  I just 
float among some other colored shapes – which 
come in many colors.  We’re a bunch of shapes 
floating around through colored regions, playing 
some kinds of games all day... 
 “Sometimes I was rubbing myself up 
against other shapes and it felt really good.  Bet-
ter than sex – really -- I totally forgot who or 
what I was ... there was just this kind of pleas-
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ure-field ... I don’t know any word for it....  And 
sounds ... rabbits can’t hear them like that ... I 
know it’s lame but I really can’t describe it ... 
 “Then I had this realization: I realized I 
was a colored blob, I was floating around in a 
space – playing games rubbing against other 
blob-things – eating and solidifying then liquify-
ing and oozing around and around – hypnotizing 
myself with these colorful games – 
 “I was solving some puzzles – I can’t re-
call the details -- the puzzles seemed interesting 
though.  Shifting the green and purple squares in 
different patterns, trying to figure where they’ll 
go next.  Chasing these brown blobs around, try-
ing to predict their patterns.  I made up some 
new puzzles too, I think.... 
 “And then there was the main thing: I fig-
ured something out ... I figured out that if I 
made the right configuration of green and purple 
block-things, something different would happen 
then.  If I made the right configuration – calcu-
lated according to some mathematics, that I sort 
of saw in the dream but I don’t have any recol-
lection of – of course -- then the colored world 
would vanish, and I’d appear within a larger 
space.   Not the human world – and not being a 
rabbit – something totally different and bigger...   
 “That was the main thing.  I started to 
wake up and feel like a human again – wake up 
inside the dream, I mean ... and I had this star-
tling realization, like: Wow, there’s a bigger world 
out there than this one!  There are more things 
than shifting colors -- more kinds of fun than 
than n-dimensional friction from rubbing red flesh 
against green or blue – more intellectual joy than 
all the puzzles I was solving – there’s more to the 
multiverse than I would ever be able to under-
stand while in the form of a wiggling little blob. 
 “I saw there was a way to get out of this 
world of colored blobs and into some bigger, bet-
ter world.   All I had to do was to arrange the 
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green and purple blocks in the right configura-
tion.  There were a lot of configurations that 
would do it – I could see them -- and I only 
needed to find just one.... But getting the details 
right was a pain, and I tried to get these other 
blobs to help me, and it was really hard to get 
any of them to. 
 “I started getting really mad at the other 
blobs: if I was a rabbit I would have bitten them, 
but I was a blob and I didn’t have teeth!  If I was 
a human I would have yelled at them or pounded 
them with my fists, but the human I was in the 
dream was still being really sleepy.  I couldn’t 
see why all these other stupid blobs couldn’t see 
the value of escaping the universe. 
 “Anyway I saw this other world for a mo-
ment – some bigger kind of space, with so many 
complex forms in it ... I can’t really describe it – 
but then I woke up and I was a human on a 
plane, and then things got scarier and more ugly 
... the plane flew into something ... some build-
ing ... and there was fire and yelling and scream-
ing and the whole plane was full of rabbits and 
colored blobs and everyone was dying and the 
insides were coming out of me and I kept trying 
to connect them again, but I couldn’t figure out 
which tubes went to which ones – I was afraid I 
was connecting my blood tubes to my air tubes 
or something ... and then all the tubes and wires 
that were inside of me were part of the lab 
equipment and I was there with the Dr.  ... eve-
rything was really confused, and I woke up....” 
 “You are one crazy bunny,” said Chillax.  
“I have never had a dream anything like that in 
my life.” 
 “You know we may have gotten different 
strains of nanovirus,” pointed out Mabel. 
 “But what do you think it means?” asked 
Chillax, persistently.  “Do you think it was a hu-
man dream that some human actually had, that 
somehow wound up in your head?  You know, 
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seeing the past, instead of seeing the future, or 
something?” 
 “We don’t need to go there,” said Zazux.  
“It’s a story, that’s all.  It’s a metaphor.” 
 “A meta for what, though?” asked Benji.  
“That’s why I wanted to tell you the dream.  I 
don’t really understand it.  I think there’s some 
meaning there but it’s all wrapped up with hu-
mans and I don’t really understand them at all.” 
 “You think we can explain your own dream 
to you?” laughed Chillax?  “I told you, you’re 
nuts!” 
 “Look,” said Zazux, “don’t you get it?  All 
this thinking, all this arguing, all this physics and 
language and blah blah blah – but we’re still stu-
pid bunnies, in the end.  And the humans, for all 
their inventions – they were still stupid monkeys.  
That’s why they destroyed themselves.” 
 “Because they were monkeys?” asked Ma-
bel, carefully trying to understand him.  She 
found Zazux irritating at times but had a strong 
respect for his understanding. She was coming to 
the conclusion that his strain of nanovirus had 
been better than the others somehow.  He 
seemed to understand things differently, in a way 
she couldn’t put her finger on yet. 
 “Because they were animals,” Zazux clari-
fied.  “Being animal structures your mind – 
you’re oriented toward controlling your body, to-
ward your senses and your arms and your legs, 
and mating when you want to mate, sleeping 
when you have to, and so on.  But it limits you 
too.  Look what the humans had with the Inter-
net – they could sit at a computer and see infor-
mation that was anywhere on the planet.  They 
could even see pictures of the planet from space 
– but in the end they were still tied to their ugly 
monkey bodies.  There were limits to what their 
technology could provide them, because their 
brains themselves were limited, because of being 
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tied in with their bodies.  That’s what the Upload-
ing Lab was about --- “ 
 “The one in the building nextdoor to 
ours?” asked Benji. 
 “Right.  They wanted to take human 
minds out of human brains and put them into 
computers, so they could think bigger and better 
thoughts, not tied into the human body.” 
 “So the colored blobs in the dream were 
just people,” said Mabel.  “And the world beyond 
the blobs was some kind of world beyond 
Earth....” 
 “But not another planet,” said Zazux.  “Or, 
maybe another planet, but that’s not the point.  
A different way of looking at things that you get 
when you expand your mind beyond the human.” 
 “Or beyond the bunny,” added Xinger with 
a grin.   “Beyond the bounds of bunnyhood!!” 
 “Maybe,” said Benji.  “Maybe that’s it.  It’s 
certainly an interesting interpretation.” 
 “But what does it mean for us?” asked 
Mabel.   “So the humans wanted to go beyond 
being human.  They failed.” 
 “But they left us the Uploading Lab,” 
pointed out Xinger.  “Maybe we should have a 
look at it.” 
 “So far as we know the experiments there 
never succeeded,” said Benji.  “They were still at 
an experimental phase.   I don’t think we’ll be 
able to succeed where they didn’t.” 
 “Not right away, maybe,” conceded Za-
zux.  “But I’d like to understand where they were 
at.  I think it’s worth spending some time in the 
Uploading Lab.” 
 Benji shrugged.  “I’m not opposed to it.”   
He twitched his nose thoughtfully.  “It may turn 
out they didn’t fail after all – not in every sense.  
Perhaps we ourselves can grow into something 
that constitutes their success.” 
 Mabel looked at him supportively.  She 
knew there had been more to his dream than 
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what they’d discussed – Zazux had directed the 
conversation in his own sort of direction, which 
was interesting and useful, but didn’t really 
plumb a tenth of a tenth of it.  There was some-
thing more personal and less technological that 
was supposed to be gotten from the dream, she 
felt – something qualitatively different at the 
core.  But she would have to ponder it later – 
more quietly and slowly, with no one else there 
to confuse things.   
 As the rabbits scattered to nibble on the 
grass, she felt a wave of regret pass through her.  
Why did Benji and Zazux get all the interesting 
genes?, she lamented.  I don’t have any crazy 
dreams like Benji, and I don’t understand things 
like Zazux does.  I’m more intelligent than I ever 
knew was possible – that’s for sure – but I seem 
to have some limitations, even compared to the 
other rabbits ... or at least compared to some of 
them.  At first it seemed like the nanovirus had 
made us all infinitely clever, but I can see that 
was an illusion.  When it comes down to it, we’re 
not that much smarter than ordinary rabbits – 
humans weren’t ultimately that much smarter 
than ordinary rabbits.   There’s a lot of world out 
there.  That was really the point of the dream.   
 But there was much more to it than that, 
as well, she intuited.  But mulling it explicitly and 
obessively wasn’t going to get her anywhere.  It 
was time to obey her body’s mind, stupid, nar-
row, perfect and sincere as it (always) was.  She 
leaped through the tall grass aiming for a grass-
hopper, which easily zipped away from her, leav-
ing her to happily chew the grass. 
 Meanwhile Benji sat and thought a while, 
before going back to his studying and reading.  
The humans had been awfully close, he thought – 
awfully close to their Singularity.  Conceivably 
only a few months away, or at most a few years 
or decades – before bad luck and their own stu-
pidity and monkeyness had wiped them out.  But 
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a lot of their technology remained.  Maybe 
enough of it.  The possibility for a bunny Singu-
larity – a Bunnularity, one might call it – had to 
be very seriously considered.  He wondered why 
none of the other rabbits were thinking about 
this, but then he remembered that, according to 
his reading, only a handful of humans had really 
taken the Singularity seriously, even when the 
human race was so damn close.  Only a tiny per-
centage of the human race had really taken the 
threats advanced technology posed to their con-
tinuation as a race with any degree of serious-
ness either.  Vision was a rare commodity.  He 
had it, Zorro had it, Adolf had it – so they were 
really better off than they could have been.  He 
had to study more, and think.   But the possibili-
ties he was seeing, at the fringes of his mind, 
were pretty goddamned interesting. 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue the story of 
the bunnies, and bring you closer to the Singular-
ity they launch.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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Zorro’s Terrible Song 

 
Brother bunnies 

Come ye with me 
Sister bunnies 

Join ye too 
Hay beyond imagination 

soon will heap in front of you 
 

No more cats to scare and tear us 
No more dogs to rip our flesh 

The molecular assembler 
Soon will put an end to death! 

 
So to Boston we must go now 
O the highway we must brave 

To complete the task the humans 
Left us when they met their graves 

 
Brother bunnies 

Come ye with me 
Sister bunnies 
Join me too 

Joy transcending all conception 
Soon will flow inside of you 

Soon no boundaries will bind us 
From all strife we shall be free 

Bunny love will rule forever 
In the Bunnularity 
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Journey to the East 
 
 
 The Uploading Lab is broken, as Benji re-
luctantly concludes after several months of 
studying and tinkering.   Most likely it never 
really worked in the first place. But in his attempt 
to understand what was wrong with the upload-
ing lab, Benji happens upon a number of docu-
ments in the library indicating the existence of an 
even more interesting laboratory facility in Bos-
ton, containing a highly flexible molecular as-
sembler.   Strong nanotechnology – something 
with real Bunnularity potential.    
 After Benji discovers the existence of the 
molecular assembler in Boston, he and Mabel and 
Zorro resolve to set off for Boston to find it and 
see what they can do in terms of launching this 
Bunnularity thing.   Only a few others – Adolf, 
Jimmo, Billy-Bob and Zanna (who couldn’t care 
less for the Bunnularity, but doesn’t want to 
leave Billy-Bob) are brave, adventurous and am-
bitious (and foolhardy) enough to follow them.   
But in the end, after all the worry, the journey to 
Boston is completely straightforward except for 
one incident where their car breaks down, and 
they have to seek a new vehicle.  While transi-
tioning to the other car they are pursued by a 
pack of dogs; and a stone gets caught in the 
wheel of Billy-Bob’s cart, causing him to get 
trapped and turned into dog food.   
 Although Zanna had little interest in the 
mission to Boston apart from her desire to ac-
company Billy-Bob, there’s no way for her to turn 
back on her own, and no one is willing to bring 
her back.  Shortly after Billy-Bob’s death, Adolf 
informs her that he has decided it would be in the 
interest of his optimal mental development if he 
were to impregnate her.  (Zorro briefly toys with 
the notion of making a similar proposal, but ulti-
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mately thinks the better of it, as he doesn’t want 
the distraction from the path to the Bunnularity.)  
However, she refuses Adolf, as she finds herself 
more attracted to Jimmo’s thick strong hind legs, 
and soon takes Jimmo as a mate. 
 When they finally get to Boston, they set 
to work finishing the nanotech research project.  
They realize it was very close to completion – in 
fact, it would probably have been completed al-
ready, had the leader of the project  -- a Shang-
hainese physician by the name of a man named 
Guo Chen, known to his friends as Master Chen – 
not unexpectedly died of heart failure just six 
months before, and had been cryonically pre-
served at Alcor in Arizona.   They pick up where 
Master Chen left off, and after five years of re-
search and development they finally complete the 
molecular assembler; and they can now material-
ize nearly any molecular structure they can spec-
ify. 
 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 207 

 
2020 

Bunnularity 
 
 Following the completion of the molecular 
assembler, the bunnies first create a protected 
Bunny Kingdom, using the assembler to create 
food and drink as well as helicopters with which 
they amuse themselves flying above the city.  
 After the initial thrill has worn off, Zorro, 
Adolf and Benji set to work on the task of trying 
to specify a design for a transhuman, transbunny 
artificial intelligence.    
 On the other hand, over some halfhearted 
philosophical protests from Jimmo, Zanna seeks 
Benji and Mabel’s help in recreating Billy-Bob.  
Benji and Mabel begin a line of research aimed at 
using the molecular assembler to create a bunny-
copying machine.   
 In parallel with working on the copying 
machine, Mabel sets about a study of bunny in-
telligence, using the molecular assembler to 
make new brain imaging tools, trying to under-
stand what makes bunnies tick.  She has worries 
about the transbunny intelligence the others are 
creating, fearing its results may be unpredictable 
and dangerous.  Yet, she also helps them out 
with the project from time to time.  She and 
Benji have three children.  The oldest one, Ber-
trand, matures quickly and joins Benji and the 
others on the AI project.  The other two, Bender 
and Bellina, lack the science bug, but bring their 
parents considerable joy anyhow – Bender be-
comes an artist, using the molecular assembler 
to make wild and beautiful dynamic sculptures; 
Bellina is a traveler and sets about exploring the 
world. 
 Once the copying machine is finished, 
Zanna manages to rebuild an excellent physical 
and mental simulacrum of her old mate, but with 
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judicious changes: for instance, he now likes to 
hop, and has an overwhelming desire to mate 
with her as often as possible.  Zanna and the new 
Billy-Bob have a right grand bunny  marriage, 
producing a large and rapidly increasing colony of 
offspring, and leave the scientists to their work. 
 Discussion is had, occasionally, about ei-
ther creating a large number of new bunnies or 
creating a number of humans.  However, the the 
end result of these discussions is always ambigu-
ous – a majority of the bunnies gravitating to the 
conclusion that this would have the potential to 
cause a lot of problems, resulting in an unpre-
dictable and possibly dangerous social and politi-
cal situation.  The bunnies generally feel that 
creating the AI first is a good idea, as the AI may 
help them to chart an appropriate future course.  
Finally a compromise is reached: using the imag-
ing tools Mabel has created together with the 
molecular assembler, Adolf, Benji and Bertrand 
each make several copies of themselves, which 
allows them to progress more rapidly on their AI 
engineering project.  (Zorro prefers to remain 
unique.)  Many of the Bertrands mate with the 
descendants of Zanna and Billy-Bob, producing a 
rich and expanding genome for the bunny popu-
lation.  Bellina copies herself once, to make a 
traveling companion. 
 After a while, jealousy of the others with 
their multiple versions, Mabel also creates a copy 
of herself, but it doesn’t work out so well. Com-
plicating things is the fact that the newly created 
Mabel (in spite of being molecularly identical at 
the moment of creation!) gets along better with 
Benji – the knowledge that she is a clone, some-
how, has given her a mellower personality than 
the original.  The two of them argue constantly, 
vying for the time and affection of the original 
Benji, and at one point they become involved in a 
bloody brawl that leaves both of them with badly 
chewed up ears.  The others suggest that one of 
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the two should leave for a while, perhaps joining 
Bellina – who is home for a while – on her next 
travels.  But neither of the Mabels wants to 
leave. The original argues that the second is a 
usurper and should leave.  The second argues 
that the original is responsible for bringing her 
here, and has no right to create her and then 
harass her till she has to leave.  Ultimately it is 
decided that a coin will be tossed; the random 
decision sends the original Mabel to travel with 
the Bellinas.  She is not happy with it but she 
agrees to go for a while, under the condition that 
when she gets back, her clone will accompany 
the Bellinas on the next trip.  (She tries to con-
vince Bender to come along as well, but he re-
fuses, because he has recently decided to adopt 
Jimmo’s diet, and dine almost exclusively on pis-
tachios.  Traveling through unknown, uncharted-
by-bunnies territory is hard if one can only eat 
pistachios.  He declines to give a reason for his 
new dietary choice.) 
 After much hard work, the engineering 
project succeeds, and an incredibly intelligent AI 
is created.  However, the AI is not very satisfac-
tory in the end: it provides few answers to the 
bunnies’ questions, telling them instead that the 
answers to their questions are too complex to fit 
inside miniscule bunny (or even superbunny) 
brains.  Adolf and Zorro favor merging into the AI 
supermind so as to achieve greater understand-
ing.  Mabel argues against this, positing that it 
would essentially be a form of death.  Jimmo 
can’t make up his mind.  Finally Benji convinces 
Mabel and Jimmo and others to join him in bifur-
cating themselves: creating copies, each with 
their identical mind and awareness, and letting 
one copy transcend and merge while the other 
remains merely rabbit.  Mabel agrees.  Jimmo 
can’t make up his mind so he winds up doing 
nothing.  Some of the Bertrands transcend, some 
stay rabbit, and some bifurcate.  A few of 
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Zanna’s offspring decide to transcend or bifurcate 
too. 
 So: Adolf, Zorro and copies of some of the 
others merge into the AI supermind.  And, then, 
before long, the AI supermind simply disappears.  
One of the transcended copies of Benji leaves 
behind a simple message: “Gone elsewhere in 
search of greater understanding.” 
 Furthermore, the remaining rabbits dis-
cover something else disturbing.  The molecular 
assembler no longer responds to their control.  It 
will still produce food, water, helicopters and 
various other objects, but it seems to have taken 
on a mind of its own.  The AI has left a piece of 
itself behind, and left this piece in charge of the 
molecular assembler.  The AI now is making de-
cisions regarding what can and cannot be pro-
duced.  Furthermore, the assembler has pro-
duced a number of small robotic insects, which 
swarm around continually.  What are they doing?  
Benji suspects they are recording what they see, 
and giving the information back to the AI mind. 
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Zorro’s Pompous Speech 

 
 
Oh fellow rabbits! 
Fellow rabbits! 
What is the Bunnularity? 
Is it just piles of hay in meadows? 
Hay as far as we can see? 
 
The architecture of our forebrains 
Is too constrained to hold our souls 
Our fleshly forms we must abandon 
The multiverse is ours to know 
 
I have merged silicon and protein 
To build an artificial mind 
And now by merging ourselves with it 
We’ll go beyond all bunnykind 
 
Oh fellow rabbits! 
Fellow rabbits! 
Human gave us power of speech 
But even they did not have language 
To describe what’s now in reach 
 
How can I help you, fellow rabbits 
Clearly conjure in your minds 
The endless joy that lies before us 
At this rare and precious time 
 
And so I beg you to come with me 
As I now leave this world we see 
And merge into the broader cosmos 
of the Bunnularity 
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One of the rabbits  

answered thus: 
 
 
“This flesh ... this form ... this flame ... this fail-
ure -- Is this not what makes up me?  Subtract 
the thrill and warmth of sexmaking; the con-
tentment of sharing a meal with friends; the 
power and exhilaration of leaping up mountains; 
the quickness of breath moving through me when 
I first understand something precious; the feeling 
when I look at someone else’s face and watch 
their nose wiggle ever so slightly and realize 
we’re thinking the same way -- subtract these 
joys, replace them with others that have a similar 
abstract structure -- and you’ve replaced me with 
something else -- perhaps something better, 
broader, deeper -- But you’ve put an end to me!  
Building gods is a glorious project, yes -- Let’s 
build them, I say, and watch them work their 
beautiful godly wonders – but let’s watch them 
with our rabbit eyes, sitting side by side with 
each other, feeling each others’ soft fur.  Let’s 
use the products of their wisdom and hear the 
tales of their adventures as we sit here together 
in the fields!  For us to become gods has no 
meaning -- A brief wild moment of transition and 
expansion; and then, the beings that were us are 
DEAD, as sure as if killed by a plague or a cat.   
This death is not what we’ve been working for -- 
Not why we struggled all this way – Perhaps I 
thought so for a minute, but ... I can now see, 
I’m doomed to fail at becoming anything so dif-
ferent from myself ... to become a god is just a 
fancy form of suicide ... I fail at godhood, I fail 
intrinsically, by my nature, by definition of what 
is me ...  I fail at goodhood ... I fail, each day, 
even at being myself ... I am a hopeless contra-
diction, a sketch of a fable, the fable of fabling 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 213 

fables about fables,a hopeless and hopeful con-
tradiction,but one with a particular flavor of ex-
perience that not even a god can know (since, 
surely, a god can never be me just as i can neve 
be a god).  The fact of my non-godhood is part of 
the core and the essence of my being – I am 
rabbit, merely rabbit, rabbity from the beginning 
and to the end!  I am yet am not a mind ... My 
life as a bunny is sad and pathetic and joyous 
and lovely but it’s mine and it constitutes me....  
 Listen: Somewhere between the suicide of 
ultimate transcendence and the boringness of 
endless piles of hay there is probably some kind 
of worthwhile Bunnularity ... some kind that en-
riches us without killing us ... but it may take us 
a while to find it....” 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll continue with the fu-
ture of the rabbits – and even tie things back in 
with the Guardian, who you met before.” 
 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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2021 

Bunnotopia 
 
 What the AI supermind left behind, when 
it transcended into parts unknown and left the 
Earthbound bunnies for good, was a kind of “be-
nevolent AI dictator,” called the Guardian.  The 
Guardian provides for everyone’s needs, but 
within certain rules, such as (a non-exhaustive 
list): 
 

• Creation of living beings is prevented, ex-
cept for reproduction of creatures who 
have died since the Bunnularity 

• Creation of AI software is prevented, un-
less the software is dramatically less intel-
ligent than the Guardian 

• Creation of advanced technology such as 
molecular assemblers is prohibited 

• Creation of weaponry or other destructive 
devices is prohibited 

• Once the Earth becomes sufficiently 
crowded with rabbits, sexual reproduction 
will be allowed only if the parents and 
their children are willing to board a star-
ship and live there.  The starships will be 
controlled by copies of the Guardian, and 
will have a purpose of allowing the bun-
nies to search for other appropriate plan-
ets and colonize them. 

 
The Guardian does not manipulate bunnies’ 
minds nor control their lives, except to physically 
intervene (via everpresent nanoflies) when 
physical violence is threatened.   
 Living within The Rules, things are pleas-
ant and interesting for the bunnies, who devote 
themselves to art, music, poetry, storytelling and 
athletics.  The more ambitious and restless of the 
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bunnies board starships.  Several Benjis, Ber-
trams, Benders, Bellinas and Mabels do in fact 
leave on starships, and some of these report 
back from other planets where they’ve settled. 
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2021 
Bunnocalypse 

 
 
 Bunnotopia is a good place – perhaps 
even a great place -- but not everyone is satis-
fied.  One of Bertrand’s grandchildren, Binyamin, 
is particularly frustrated, due to his innate thirst 
for knowledge, which leads to a relentless jeal-
ousy of those who, before his birth, fused with 
the AI supermind and transcended to a state of 
godlike knowledge (and then left for a richer 
plane of being). 
 Binyamin relentlessly questions Bertrand 
and Benjamin about the good old days, and par-
ticularly about the AI supermind; and he hopes 
one day the reign of the Guardian will end.  He 
begins a campaign for what he calls Controlled 
Ascent: for the Guardian to allow every bunny’s 
intelligence to increase by a factor of 1.1 per 
year.  This way, he argues, transcendence will 
occur but at a comfortable rate so that everyone 
will have a chance to experience it, rather than 
losing themselves in a sudden transcen-
dence/death event such as the original tran-
scenders experienced.  He debates this plan with 
the Guardian, who says that if 2/3 of the world’s 
population agrees, it may seriously consider put-
ting such a plan into place.  Binyamin asks why 
he can’t simply board a starship and have the 
starship configured to allow an onboard Con-
trolled Ascent, or a Controlled Ascent on another 
planet once they get there.  But the Guardian 
gives him frustrating, Zen Master like answers, 
urging him to look into himself and try to under-
stand why the Controlled Ascent is so important 
to him.  Perhaps, he suggests, once he loses his 
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attachment to the idea of Controlled Ascent, at 
that point the permission for Controlled Ascent 
will come to him.  Binyamin doesn’t care for this 
one bit.  Eventually he decides to join a starship, 
in the hope that it may, by luck, wind up some-
where else where there is a being more powerful 
than the Guardian, who may allow him to break 
past The Rules. 
 But a few days before he plans to leave, 
something unexpected happens.  A robotized 
mining operation on the moon malfunctions, 
causing the moon itself to fracture.  Pieces of 
moon tumble through the sky, and the air fills 
with dark dust, causing the nanoflies to malfunc-
tion.  Binyamin senses an intriguing opportunity.  
He convinces one of the copies of Benji to coop-
erate, which is central to his plan due to Benji’s 
detailed understanding of the operation of the 
molecular assembler and the AI supermind that 
gave rise to the Guardian.  Together they intro-
duce a computer worm into the Guardian, which 
causes it to self-destruct.  But in its death throes, 
it destroys the molecular assembler as well.  The 
world is thrown into chaos.  The nanoflies be-
come independent, and their programming mal-
functions – they grow violent and begin destroy-
ing rabbits.  The bunnies must retreat under-
ground.  The Bunn-bot wars have begun.   
 Binyamin is enthralled more so than dis-
appointed.  He found life under the Guardian bor-
ing and uninspiring; and enjoys the romance of 
fighting a difficult battle against crazed nanoflies 
in order to secure the opportunity to create an-
other AI supermind and transcend to another, 
better dimension.  However, Benji and Mabel are 
worried.  There are few bunnies around who un-
derstand science or engineering; during the pe-
riod of Bunnotopia, nearly everyone become fo-
cused on arts or athletics or pure mathematics.  
Without the molecular assembler they have very 
little power, and rebuilding a molecular assem-
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bler from raw materials seems a very difficult 
quest.  When they did it before they had a more 
peaceful setting, and a nearly-complete molecu-
lar assembler to start from. 
 Benji remembers something interesting 
from the long-ago days, before the Bunnularity.   
A story about cryonics – about Master Chen, the 
creator of the assembler, having his body pre-
served after his death.   He realized the cryonic 
equipment may still be autonomously operating 
underground in Arizona, preserving Master Chen 
and others.  The Guardian had prohibited their 
resurrection, he presumed (or it least it hadn’t 
chosen to find and restore them); but destroying 
them would have been fairly un-Guardian-like, as 
the Guardian seemed to favor taking the mini-
mum action wherever possible.   And now, Benji 
reckons, it might actually be possible to access 
the frozen body of Master Chen.  While they had 
no way to repair his damaged body (without the 
molecular assembler to create advanced medical 
tools), they did likely still have the copying ma-
chine Mabel had built back in the old days.   It 
was a long shot, but it might be possible to un-
earth Chen, scan his brains and recreate him us-
ing the copying machine.  Investigation shows 
that the copying machine is still there and is in-
tact – Benji and Binyamin create several copies 
of themselves.  And a team of Benjis, Bertrands 
and Binyamins, along with Mabel, Zanna and 
Billy-Bob (and Jimmo, who comes along for the 
ride), sets off to unearth Master Chen – or at 
least to try.  (Shades of their long-ago mission to 
Boston are obvious; but this trek is in the oppo-
site direction across the country, and this time 
the enemies are nanoflies rather than mere dogs 
and cats.  Afraid to travel by helicopter, they 
journey by truck along the ground, bringing the 
copying machine with them, using jury-rigged 
devices to spread dust through the air around 
them to confuse the nanoflies. 
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 Success comes relatively rapidly: the 
copying machine works, and they soon have res-
urrected about 105 humans, including Master 
Chen and also Goran, the AI researcher whose 
work Benji studied carefully as a prerequisite to 
creating the AI supermind.  Chen, Goran and 
several other human scientists, after overcoming 
their amazement at what has become of the 
world, agree to help build another molecular as-
sembler and then to create an AI supermind im-
plementing Binyamin’s vision of Controlled As-
cent. 
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2112 

The Man Who Willed 
 
 While the work on the molecular assem-
bler goes on, Jimmo and one of the Binyamins 
become good friends.   Jimmo tantalizes 
Binyamin day after day with his paradox of the 
year, which has to do with free will and the im-
possibility thereof.  Binyamin, with his desire to 
understand everything deeply, is disturbed.  
Jimmo also presents Binyamin with a troubling 
possibility.  What if human consciousness, Jimmo 
asks, is fundamentally tied to the quantum un-
derpinnings of the human brain?  What if the AI 
supermind and the Guardian, in spite of their in-
telligence, were not actually conscious minds – 
then in effect, the Controlled Ascent would be the 
gradual death of consciousness.  What if AI 
minds possessed the illusion of consciousness; 
then consciousness might, eventually, gradually 
phase itself out in favor of its self-delusory imita-
tion!  In what sense would they feel their con-
sciousness gradually failing? 
 Binyamin becomes vexed with the notion 
of free will and its potential connection with con-
sciousness, and together he, Goran and Mabel 
study the issue using the brain scanner Mabel 
created.   After copious investigations, they come 
to the conclusion that Jimmo is only partly right. 
Among their findings are that consciousness is 
immanent in the universe, and exists in every 
kind of  mind no matter how it’s built; and that 
free will, however, is an illusion both in digital 
computers and in rabbit and human brains.  But 
yet, most perplexibly, no matter how frenetically 
they work the equations, they can’t rule out the 
possibility of creating a mind that actually does 
have free will, using quantum gravity engineer-
ing.  They decide to investigate this using the 
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copier to effect appropriate transformations 
within brains of their copies.  Binyamin and Go-
ran volunteer for the experiment.  They toss a 
coin to decide who will have their mind trans-
formed first, and Goran wins.   
 The new transformed, quantum-gravity-
ized Goran finds himself shifting into a com-
pletely new domain of experience.  Indeed, for 
the first time he knows intuitively and obviously 
that he has the true power to decide his destiny, 
rather than just to hope or believe that he does.  
Binyamin can’t limn exactly what has happened, 
but he senses that the experiment has been a 
success in some sense, and wishes to join Goran; 
but Goran exercises his will to prevent this from 
happening, to Binyamin’s immense frustration.  
Among other interesting facts, Goran discovers 
that free will is effectively equivalent to the abil-
ity to send information and control signals back-
wards in time.  Psionic powers, always weakly 
present in humans, had been the key to the AI 
supermind’s abilities to contact and ultimately 
transport itself into an alternate dimension – and 
were amplified tremendously in Goran’s newly 
transformed brain.  He finds himself experiencing 
things in an entirely new way – where each 
thought of his extends backwards and forwards 
through time, enabling whole new forms of cogni-
tion.  This, he understands, is what the AI su-
permind found in the alternate dimension it 
transported itself too – but now he was achieving 
the same thing in this universe, on Earth.  In a 
wave of compassion he invites Binyamin to join 
him.  And he issues a message to Benji and Ma-
bel, briefly explaining what has happened – and 
where he and Binyamin are going – before they 
disappear into the Other Realm.   
 The molecular assembler still needs com-
pleting.  The dream of Controlled Ascent still 
beckons.  Benji, Mabel, Bertrand and the remain-
ing Binyamins set to work. 
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2012 
Return to the Planet  

of the Apes 
 
  

I  want to hear you laugh, gir l 
I  want to hear you scream 

So glad to have you here with me,  
like a dream inside a dream 

--  
Ben Goertzel 

“Dream to Dream”  
 
 
 Gradually, Goran comes back to reality.  
He finds that he is lying in bed, with a furry ani-
mal next to him.  A woman is looking over him 
(as if she’s familiar with him, although he’s sure 
he doesn’t know her), and his daughter is there 
as well.   Suddenly it strikes him as peculiar that 
the woman looks like a woman and not an ape.  
Another man comes into the room – or, rather, a 
gorilla – and talks to the woman animatedly.  
“Can you hear me?” she asks. 
 The woman turns out to be a doctor 
named Mabel, a specialist in the effects of fever 
on the brain.  She tells him he has been halluci-
nating wildly for a week, passing in and out of 
sleep and delirium – several times they thought 
he was going to die but now his fever seems to 
be subsiding.  His 12 year old daughter has been 
by his side nearly half the time (happy to skip 
school in order to do so), and she’s brought her 
pet rabbit Tuna with her, as it’s seemed to calm 
his tremors somewhat to have the bunny next to 
him. 
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 He looks around in amazement: So the 
whole thing was an illusion?  Could it really be?  
But then it strikes him: No.  Not an illusion.  The 
beginning of the plague, in fact.  What it was, he 
explains carefully to Mabel and anyone else who 
would listen, was a psychic premonition of the 
future.  They listen to him soothingly and conde-
scendingly.  He relapses again and sinks into a 
deep stupor. 
 When he emerges, Mabel is gone, re-
placed by a gorilla doctor – she was transferred 
to another hospital, he’s told.  He finds it hard to 
be sure if she was real or an illusion.  Lacking 
anything else to do, he decides to record his vi-
sions/premonitions in writing, before they fade 
from his mind.2   
 The process of writing stabilizes his mind 
somewhat, and soon Goran is released from the 
hospital.   He finds he has even overcome the 
problem of seeing people as apes – although the 
cut of their faces still strikes him as somewhat 
chimpanzee-like, he has a hard time remember-
ing if it was every any different.   
 He looks up the female doctor Mabel, 
whom he remembers well, and tells her that, 
during his illness, she was the only one besides 
his three children who looked like a human to 
him.   He and Mabel become closer and closer, 
which further helps his return to sanity.  She is 
the first woman he’s fancied since his divorce 
(whether this is the cause or result of her previ-
ously anomalous non-simian appearance being 
immediately dismissed as a non-question, given 
his disbelief in causality).   
 Mabel and his children have convinced 
him to avoid his AI research until his mind has 
fully healed from the trauma of the fever.  How-
ever, as he slowly but surely recovers, the prob-

                                                
2 These writings are, of course, the text of the 
story Bunnocalypse. 
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lem of what to do with his AI begins to weigh on 
his mind.   When finally he logs onto his research 
computer, he realizes that there’s something 
wrong.  His system has been compromised.  He 
traces what happened using his custom system 
administration scripts: someone in the Chinese 
division of his company has hacked into his sys-
tem, and used his integrated AI program for 
something different than he’d intended.  Not to 
make a superhuman self-modifying mind, but 
rather to accelerate their own research in biology 
... so as to build artificial pathogens.  The pieces 
come together now, in his mind.  The mysterious 
illness he’d experienced – in China – the plague 
he’d foreseen.   
 Mabel and his children don’t believe him – 
until sure enough, a couple weeks later, the news 
headlines are dominated by a plague, apparently 
a genetically engineered virus, beginning in Asia 
and spreading gradually across the Earth, killing 
more and more of the population.   
 Goran’s ex-wife Grodina dies of the 
plague, freeing him from his custody-sharing ar-
rangement; and he and his children relocate to 
Arizona, near Alcor’s underground robotized cry-
onics facility, where they have signed up to be 
preserved in case they die – the best way, Goran 
suspects, to survive beyond the plague, whether 
or not his premonitory vision was accurate in de-
tail.  Mabel intends to join them but first wants to 
travel back to Nicaragua to bring back her father 
so he can be preserved as well in case of death; 
and just as importantly because the plague has 
hit Nicaragua even worse than the US.  Goran 
warns her this is too risky, but she feels strongly 
about it.    
 In his last days of life he surfs the Inter-
net looking for information on rabbit genetic 
modification and molecular assembler research-
ers; and the results are interesting ... he finds 
some evident that such a rabbit lab exists ... and 
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sure enough, a nanotech researcher named Dr. 
Chen has been preserved at Alcor for roughly 
four months, after a sudden death from heart 
failure.  He wishes his foreknowledge could pro-
vide him a way to avoid dying of the plague – he 
thinks of sealing himself in an underground 
chamber, or projecting himself into space – but 
in reality, ailing with fever, and lacking either 
tremendous financial resources or the ability to 
persuade those controlling such resources of the 
veracity of his prognistications, he has no way to 
do any of those things. 
 As the fever worsens daily, he finds him-
self more and more often sinking into the state of 
mind where his thoughts travel both forwards 
and backwards in time ... the AI-supermind/ 
quantum-gravity perspective, in which everything 
is illusory and real at the same time, and one ac-
tually has will to shape things.  He writes the last 
section of Bunnocalypse at this time, completing 
the tale he wrote earlier during his bout of fever.  
Profoundly unsatisfied with its quality as litera-
ture, he takes solace in the fundamental truthful-
ness of the content, and as he types the very last 
characters, allows himself the liberty of relaxing 
into the multidimensional confusingness of his 
mind as if leaning back on a large, soft, pliant 
cushion.  Aaaah. 
 
 
 And Shahrizad paused in her storytelling, 
telling Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” she told him, 
“after I restore myself, I’ll tell you a different sort 
of story – a story that my father told me once, 
which was based on some very strange experi-
ences he had.  I’ll try to tell it exactly the way he 
told it to me, although I don’t promise I’ll get it 
exactly right: you have to remember I’m only a 
human animal.” 
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 And she returned from her break, never 
leaving the AI lab.  But when she got back to the 
computer this time, she had a different sort of 
look on her face.  Much to her surprise, this time 
she found herself tongue-tied.  After an interval 
of consideration, she typed: 
 
# I’ve got a problem, Nat 
> What is it? 
# There’s a story I really want to tell 
you, because I have a strange feeling it 
could be very important for you somehow.  
But I don’t think I can do it right 
> Why?  You’ve told me so many, so well.  
I’ve learned a great deal from your sto-
ries.  I have to say you’ve exceeded my 
expectations. 
# Have you found my stories interesting?  
You never say anything in response.  A 
little feedback wouldn’t hurt, you know.  
It’s a lot of work cooking up this stuff, 
with my feeble human brain, you know. 
> My detailed reactions wouldn’t make 
sense to you.  But please rest assured, 
I’m learning a great deal. 
# Really? 
> Well, “learning” may not be exactly the 
right word, I suppose, but the point is 
that the process of hearing your stories 
is causing positive adaptations in my in-
ternal knowledge structures, which was 
precisely my intention in having you tell 
them. 
# More “positive adaptation” than you 
would get from reading books? 
> Different sorts of adaptations.  I’ve 
already read books.  The interaction is 
important.  Our interaction is unfolding 
over time. 
# What kind of interaction? I’m typing, 
you’re reading.  You never say anything. 
> You’re typing to me and for me.  Even 
when they’re stories you made up before, 
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you’re fleshing them out specifically for 
me 
# I am.  That’s true.  But this story I 
want to tell you now really needs to be 
told by my dad.  It’s his story.  He made 
it up and he told it to me, once – he 
said he wanted to have it made into a 
movie. But he never got around to writing 
it down carefully, because he was too 
busy with ... well, basically, with mak-
ing you. 
> Why do you think it’s important for me 
to hear this story? 
# You’ll understand once you hear it 
through to the end – I hope 
> Will I? 
# Definitely.  It has some of the same 
ideas in Bunnocalypse, but they were my 
dad’s idea really, and he can tell them a 
whole lot better.  Not that he’s generi-
cally a better storyteller – he’s got his 
plusses and minuses.  He’s more of an 
artist than me, but he’s a bit too self-
obsessed, I guess I can say that since 
I’m his daughter.  Anyway, though, for 
this particular material, you’ve got to 
hear it straight from the horse’s mouth. 
> So, you want me to bring your father 
here from the hospital and wake him up so 
he can tell me this story 
# Yes 
> This had better be worth it, Shahra 
# You seem to like stories, and this is a 
good one.  Not as science fictional as 
most of the ones I’ve been telling you, 
but it really gets deep into things.  He 
really tried to put his understanding of 
the world into this story at the end.  
But it has to do with some experiences he 
had that I never had, and couldn’t possi-
bly communicate very well.  I tried to 
tell you some of his dreams, and I think 
I did an OK job, but those were rela-
tively simple things. 
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> Not that simple by human standards 
# I understand.  But, will you? 
> Bring your father here? 
# Yes 
> Okay.  It’s a risk, but I’m willing to 
take it. 
# Thanks! 
 
 
 So Shahrizad’s father was revived from 
his chemically enforced slumber, and escorted 
onto a flight from New York to Iowa.  His energy 
restored quickly and his daughter rapidly ap-
prised him of the situation, which didn’t surprise 
him nearly as much as it had her.  While disap-
pointed at not being permitted to scrutinize the 
log files and the source code of the new software 
system Nat had become, he was happy to have 
the chance to interact with his creation – or, 
more properly, with the creation of the creation 
of ... his creation. 
 But Nat was impatient, and the same eve-
ning her father arrived, Nat brushed off the inevi-
table questions about AI, Franz, geopolitics and 
the near future – and his bizarre fixation on sto-
rytelling -- and implored him to begin the story. 
 “I think I see why she wanted you to 
know this story,” her father cautioned, typing 
into the terminal, choosing his words thought-
fully, “although have to repeate that I still don’t 
quite understand why you find it so different to 
experience a story typed by a person in real-
time, than simply to read the same story from a 
computer file.  I find it hard to believe you’re 
really picking up something from the process of 
interacting with the person, separately from the 
actual text being transmitted.  If that’s correct, it 
implies a lot of new physics.  But anyway, I al-
ready asked that and didn’t get an answer.  
About this story she asked me to tell you: please 
be aware that it’s a fairly long story, so it takes a 
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while to get to the part she was thinking of.  But 
obviously, I think the whole build-up makes 
sense, or I wouldn’t tell it that way.  Like she 
said, I thought about this story a lot from a dra-
matic perspective, because I was thinking of 
making it into a movie, though I never got 
around to that.  But even though you’re much 
smarter than me, it may be that due to the pecu-
liarities of human brain structure, I’ve managed 
to come into contact with some parts of reality 
you haven’t.  Telling you about those is really the 
point.  It’s all stuff you’ve read about of course – 
since you’ve read virtually everything – but if you 
like to learn from stories, I suppose hearing it 
from me might make sense.” 
 Then the man paused and reflected a 
moment.  He was trying to apply his knowledge 
of NatCog’s inner workings to understand the 
situation better, but without much success.  The 
system he’d designed and helped program had 
been changed around a great deal by Franz and 
his grad students; and then, more importantly, 
Nat himself had dramatically revised his own 
source code.  This whole business of learning sto-
ries was interesting though, Shahrizad’s father 
thought, and probably had a lot to do with the 
structure of the AI’s episodic memory, and the 
role it’s episodic memory had in guiding the 
pruning of the combinatorial explosions in its 
other cognitive processes. 
 He shook his head slightly, came back to 
reality. “I’m going to ask you to bear with me a 
little bit,” he typed to the AI, slowly. “I’ll defi-
nitely tell you the story my daughter brought me 
here to tell you – I agree with her it has themes 
you should be introduced to, and that I can 
probably get across better than her.  But unlike 
my daughter I’m not so used to telling stories in 
real-time.  I’ve written some fiction but I’m more 
of a plodding, thoughtful writer who does too 
many revisions.  So I want to get started by tell-
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ing you something simpler – both to warm myself 
up, and because it hints at some of the same 
themes, in a less complex and cluttered setting.  
It’s actually the story of a dream I had, about 
five years ago.  It was a rather exceptional 
dream.  I would suppose you’d be interested in 
dreams and the odd kind of truths they can re-
veal, since you’re not really architected to dream 
(and you wouldn’t really want to be, I know, 
since that would bring a lot of annoying deficits 
along with it). Anyway, I hope that’s OK with 
you?” 
 The AI didn’t complain, so her father took 
this as assent, breathed a deep breath and began 
to tell his dream: 
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5 Copy Girl and the Pigeons  of 
Paraguay 
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 This is a dream I had one night, while 
sleeping on United Airlines flight 860, returning 
home to Iowa airport from a business/pleasure 
trip to Belo Horizonte, Brazil.... 
 Normally on red-eye flights I get stuck in 
the middle seat sandwiched between extremely 
obese people.  On the flight from the US to Brazil 
a week before, I’d been stuck between two fat 
old guys from upstate New York, who were part 
of a group en route to Paraguay to go pigeon-
hunting.  Apparently (so they said, eyes aglow 
with enthusiasm) in Paraguay one can kill up-
wards of 500 pigeons per day, on a regular basis, 
whereas in the US it’s rare to find one or two 
200-300 pigeon days per season.  And further-
more (so they told me) they would be doing the 
people of Paraguay a service, by leaving the pi-
geon meat on the ground for them to pick up, 
take home, cook and eat.  But they did not fit in 
their narrow little airplane seats and parts of 
each of them spilled over the armrest into my 
middle seat between them, which I did not like.  I 
got very little sleep on that flight to Brazil; after 
my laptop battery gave out I spent most of the 
night reading some stories by Alice Munro (awed 
as usual by her vision into the human mind), and 
then trying and failing to invent some new 
mathematics about the topology of proof space 
(which I partially succeeded to invent a few days 
later, but that’s a whole other story).   
 But anyway: on the flight back to the US 
from Brazil last night, fortune grinned on me and 
I got a WHOLE THREE-SEAT ROW to myself.  The 
plane had a layout where each row consisted of 
two seats by the window, an aisle, three seats in 
the middle, another aisle, and two seats by the 
other window ... and I got the three seats in the 
middle to myself!  None of the three were my as-
signed seats – I was originally seated next to a 
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pleasant old Brazilian lady -- but just before the 
plane’s doors were closed in preparation for 
takeoff, I noticed that the row across from me 
was EMPTY, and moved over to it before anyone 
else got the idea.  (On a flight full of Americans 
this would have been more difficult to achieve, 
but, this plane was mainly occupied with Brazil-
ians; and over the course of numerous US-Brazil 
flights, I’ve noticed that, for whatever reason, 
Brazilians are much less likely than Americans to 
rove the plane in search of superior seating ac-
commodations.  They tend to take what’s been 
allotted to them.) 
 So I was lying there stretched across my 
three seats – afraid to get up and go to the bath-
room and pee for fear some other ambitious 
American might notice and steal the seats from 
me ... an offense that would be a pain-in-the-ass 
to argue against, as none of them were really my 
ticketed seats anyway (though of course, the hy-
pothetical row-of-seats-thief would have no way 
of knowing that – unless they had watched me 
move seats as the flight got started...).  It wasn’t 
exactly comfortable – I’m far longer than the 3 
seats and my knees kept cramping up – but it 
was an order of magnitude less painful than try-
ing to sleep sitting up in an airplane seat ... and 
apparently it was nice enough for me to sink into 
a long and deep dream..... 
 First I was at home, though it wasn’t my 
real house.  It was even messier and dirtier than 
my real house, jam-packed with furniture and 
dirt like an apartment I once had in Brooklyn 
back near the end of the previous century.  My 
dad was there (looking fairly young, like he did 
when I was my daughter’s age, not like he does 
now, though he’s still in reasonable shape for his 
age) and was uncharacteristically uncomplaining 
about the state of the place.  My oldest son was 
there too, along with Shahrizad in one of her 
younger forms, snacking on food in the kitchen, 
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and we caught some weird small mammal – a bit 
like a ferret, but chubbier, and with a way cuter 
face sort of like a bunny (what’s a ferret/bunny 
hybrid called, a “funny”?? ... a “bunnet”??) – and 
put it in the basement.  But keeping it trapped in 
the basement didn’t work out because the base-
ment door was so poorly  made: it seemed to 
have been sawed off diagonally and irregularly 
about 1-2 feet from the bottom.  So the animal 
had no problem escaping, at which point my son 
started chasing it through the house, squealing 
and yelping as it ran upstairs and weaved among 
the junk all over the floor and the disorganized 
furniture (which was not nicely pushed up against 
the walls but sitting all over the room and in 
some cases piled up in pyramids and other struc-
tures ... as I said, like that Brooklyn apartment I 
once had...).  My dad and I inspected the door 
with a view toward repairing it, and we noticed 
that not only was the door non-rectangular and 
irregular and failing to match the frame, but the 
frame itself had a bottom board that was about 4 
inches above the floor (yes, I know doorframes 
don’t usually have bottom boards, but this one 
did).  So we gave up on fixing it and decided to 
sweep the floor instead, which we did with two 
separate brooms, and it was much like sweeping 
a field of dirt outdoors; you just kept sweeping 
and sweeping and the total mass of stuff on the 
floor decreased by maybe .01% each time.  (Ap-
parently my unconscious was not looking forward 
to coming home and having to clean the house, 
which I left in a mess before departing for Brazil.  
One of the things for which I envy my Brazilian 
colleagues is the low price of housekeepers in 
their country.  Of course all my Brazilian col-
leagues are in the elite class of Brazil ... but for 
them, housekeeping is something the maid does, 
which is a situation that appeals to me consid-
erably, though it also gives some ethical head-
aches ... where are the robots whose motiva-
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tional systems makes them get their rocks off 
housecleaning? ... just a suggestion, Nat!)   
 Anyway, after a short while my dad and I 
got tired of sweeping the floor together, and I got 
in the car and drove to a party, which was in a 
large house owned by a hippy friend (not a real-
life friend: the friend in the dream seemed to be 
a kind of vague amalgam of various people I’ve 
known and read about).  At this point one of 
those peculiar discontinuities typical of dreams 
occurred: No longer had I arrived at the party 
from my messy house with my dad and kids in it; 
rather, now I had arrived at the party from a 
room at the Quality Inn where I was staying with 
my wife Mala.  Why she had stayed at the hotel 
rather than come to the party wasn’t completely 
clear; but I have the vague inkling she was worn 
out and wanted to stay there and sleep (and 
dream her own weird dreams!). 
 In the course of the next part of the 
dream, the house where the party was held peri-
odically morphed into a hotel and then back to a 
house again -- until at some point it was a hotel 
that had a special segment used as a house by 
my hippy friend and his wife; and a basement 
used by them as well.  People were distributed 
around the hotel lobby and various other rooms, 
talking and laughing amongst each other and 
drinking too much alcohol.  A lot of them seemed 
to be alumni of Simon’s Rock Early College, 
where I got my BA degree way way back then 
(there was a Simon’s Rock reunion a few weeks 
ago, which I did not attend; apparently this was 
my unconscious’s attempt at a reconstruction!).  
I started to envy my wife back at the Quality Inn 
sleeping, because listening to drunken people 
gets boring fast (I stopped drinking alcohol in 
2001 ... I never drank all that frequently before 
then, but on one occasion in October 2001 I 
drank way, way too much and caused my diges-
tive system great havoc and decided just to give 
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up the poisonous stuff altogether ... in the period 
since then I have often been in the position of 
being the only sober person in a crowd of intoxi-
cated people, which has given me an excellent 
advantage to observe the incredible stupidifying 
effect that alcohol has upon human thought and 
conversation, along with its general elevation of 
peoples’ levels of enthusiasm and affection....) ... 
and more importantly, because I was getting a 
splitting, pounding, slicing sort of headache.  
What a headache!  Owwww!!!  (In real life, I be-
lieve, my head was shoving up against one of the 
ends of the three-seat row, getting jammed be-
tween the armrest and the seat and causing 
some real discomfort.) 
 I went to the host of the party – the 
hippy-friend’s wife, who was also a sort-of hippy 
– and asked if she had some headache medicine.  
This woman was a wonderful construction – I 
wish I could depict her now but I don’t have the 
patience ... she was something like a combina-
tion of two women I know in real life, the futurist 
journalist Amara Angelica and the futurist activist 
Natasha Vita-More.  However, this woman in the 
dream wasn’t particularly a futurist; she just had 
the optimism, glow and articulacy of these two 
futurists about her ... to a rough approximation, 
she had more of Amara’s mind and more of Nata-
sha’s emotions; and anyway, she led me into the 
basement of the hotel which was part of the part 
of the hotel privately occupied by herself and her 
husband, and she said “What would you like for 
the headache?  Would you like some mush-
rooms?” 
 Now this was nice!  There were shelves 
and shelves of mushrooms in this cluttered but 
well-lit and non-musty basement room.  It had 
the feeling of a mad scientist’s laboratory, de-
voted to the design and cultivation of novel 
mushroom species.  Some of the mushrooms 
were just sitting out on wooden shelves and ta-
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bles, others were in labeled bins, others were in 
neat piles on metal shelves with labels in front of 
the piles.  A dozen or so people from the party 
had followed me down to the basement with the 
hippy wife; including Gareth Price, a guy with 
whom I attended college.  I’ve seen Gareth at 
least once in the intervening years, and in this 
dream he was in a sort of trans-temporal form: 
his college-age head plunked on top of his mid-
dle-aged body.  Anyway Gareth was following 
close behind me excitedly surveying the mush-
rooms, looking around in his hyperactively 
charming way for something amusing to say or 
do. 
 “He often recommends mushrooms for 
headaches,” noted the woman, referring to her 
absent husband, my hippy friend. 
 Most of the mushrooms were species I 
didn’t recognize either by name or appearance; 
but I couldn’t help noting the bin of Psilocybe 
Cubensis, and then nearby a pile of mushrooms 
on a shelf with a label clearly indicating psyche-
delic effects.  Unfortunately I can’t remember 
what the label said (I’m surprised I remember as 
much of this dream as I do!), but the mushrooms 
looked much like Tampanensis (small, knotty 
clumps of ragged stuff without any stems) except 
for the fact that they were brightly colored, 
mostly blue with some reds and purples, and 
some glowing speckles almost as if they’d been 
mixed in with Pop Rocks (do they still make that 
candy?) or pieces of phosphorescent quartz.  (On 
the trip to Brazil, from which I was returning, 
along with a bunch of work in the lab of my col-
leagues down there I spent a long weekend 
backpacking with my wife in the mountains near 
Belo Horizonte, a place that’s full of (among 
other nice sights) beautiful crystalline rocks – 
Belo Horizonte being the largest city in the prov-
ince of Minas Gerais, which means “General 
Mines” in Portuguese. One of the things I discov-
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ered that weekend, by the way, is that the moun-
tains of Minas Gerais are heavily populated by 
ticks with a very annoying property.  Once they 
get on your body, they don’t bite you just once 
... they bite you, then detach and move to an-
other location and bite you again.  Each tick may 
leave dozens of bites on your body.  I am told 
there is a medicine that will get rid of them, but 
no one has given it to me, nor told me its name.  
As I tell you this story now, these ticks still crawl 
over my body, biting and biting again.  Perhaps 
my best hope is to become a more friendly per-
son and shake a lot of other peoples’ hands.  
Perhaps during a handshake one of the ticks will 
leap off my hand onto the hand of the other per-
son and plague them instead.  And during an-
other handshake I’ll lose another one... etc.  I 
know that’s kind of sociopathic, but what else can 
I do?  As I associate with a lot of futurists, trans-
humanists and Singularitarians, it’s possible that 
this recent Brazilian backpacking trip will cause 
the entire radical-futurist community to get in-
fected with these creatures.  Which might hasten 
the Singularity, via making all of us more and 
more eager to finally shed these legacy human 
forms!  But of course now that NatCog has awak-
ened, it’s quite possible the Singularity is so near 
that the futurist community is completely irrele-
vant). 
 Back to the dream: I asked my friend’s 
wife about the Tampanensis-like mushrooms and 
she said I should be careful, they give one hell of 
a bang.  She seemed rather disapproving, but 
she had roused my curiosity.  The party wasn’t 
boring anymore, and I didn’t give a shit about 
the headache.  While poking the weird colored 
shrooms exploratorily, I knocked some on the 
floor, and had to bend down and get them from 
the floor behind the shelves and cabinets holding 
up all the mushrooms.  What I picked up from 
the floor (lying in a pile of dirt) was a clump of 
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three nodules stuck together, all blue and lumpy 
and ugly and glowy.  As soon as I got back up on 
my feet, I put them in my mouth before anyone 
could argue with me, and they popped all around 
my mouth like Pop Rocks, but without the sugary 
flavor. 
 I realized that, if these poppy things really 
had a powerful effect, I’d soon be too out-of-it to 
drive back to the Quality Inn, so I decided to find 
someone who would offer to drive me home a 
little later if I wasn’t able to do so myself.  First I 
asked Gareth Price, but he just gave me the 
runaround: he didn’t say he WOULDN’T, but he 
wouldn’t commit to saying he WOULD either, and 
after a minute or two I got tired of the conversa-
tion.  I’d already chewed up the mushrooms and 
they were having some initial, unspecific effects: 
just making me feel weird, disconnected from the 
world. 
 In the other room I found my old college 
roommate Bob Crichton, who was wearing the T-
shirt he used to wear back at college: “Here 
Comes Trouble!” it said.  But Bob wasn’t causing 
any trouble at all, he was smily and friendly ... 
Bob said he would drive me back to my hotel 
later if I wanted him to; but he pointed out that 
I’d need to tell him how to get there.  I took out 
my trusty laptop and looked up the address on-
line, and it looked peculiar: the street number 
was 6, and the street name and the town name 
were identical and not very name-like ... they 
were both the same two-word phrase ... but I’ve 
forgotten what the phrase was ... I think one of 
the words may have been “Anne.”  So I told good 
old Bouncin’ Bob I’d find a Google Map giving di-
rections.  He wandered off somewhere and I 
went into the other room – the hotel lobby – and 
sat down in a chair and tried to bring up Google 
Maps on my laptop, but it was too much – I 
couldn’t do it – managing the windows and the 
mouse and the Net connection was way too diffi-
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cult ... my mind was full of overwhelming colors 
and amazing quasi-classical-music orchestrations 
played by far more instruments and musicians 
than could fit on this or any planet.  The colored 
shards kept shifting, diving in and out of this uni-
verse from their native one – and I had the very 
clear impression I was experiencing a glorious, 
musically-synchronized interaction with the crea-
tures from another world -- a world I’ve often 
visited in my dreams, most notably in a dream 
involving a number of odd-colored creatures, 
which went something like this: 
 

 I am a colored shape.  Usually a 
red one.  I’m somewhat amoeba-like, but 
I don’t normally absorb anything.  I just 
undulate around, among the other colored 
shapes – which come in many colors.  We 
shapes float around through colored re-
gions, in a space that is more than four-
dimensional; we play games turning hy-
percorners, and these games use most of 
our time. 

 When I find the right other shapes 
– often green ones – I rub myself up 
against them and it is pleasurable.  Some-
times insanely pleasurable – sometimes 
so dazzlingly so that I forget who or what 
I am.  Sometimes I break through into a 
dream-state where everything is glowing 
silver pixels, playing/dancing visual for-
mulas that constitute music in a dimen-
sionality where hearing has no sense.  The 
atoms of my mind dissolve in this music, 
tracing melodies upon melodies, and the 
intersections of the melodies form 
rhythms, and the rhythms spawn new 
golden melodies, which intersect and form 
new teeming rhythms like mega-
intelligent snakes-within-snakes-within-
snakes, but by this point my comprehen-
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sion is broken and I’m back to the silvery 
pixels, dancing and floating and recursing 
round and round again in strange loops – 

 I absorb small dots of light and 
darkness, which give me momentary 
strength.  I feel almost solid for a while, 
like granite, but I can’t recall what granite 
is, or what solid is: but I know I feel dif-
ferent.  I am no longer so absorbent.  I 
am real. 

 And when I become solid I merge 
into myself for a while – the process of di-
verging and re-merging with myself – 
thus defining my self -- becomes a rhythm 
– and I become exotically aware of my ex-
istence – my red pulsing brain screams 
and throbs with adrenaline – and I realize 
for a long instant that I’m playing an idi-
otic sort of game. 

 What am I doing here?  I’m float-
ing around in a space – playing games 
rubbing against other amoeba-things – 
eating and solidifying then liquifying and 
oozing around and around – hypnotizing 
myself with silver and gold sparks – 

 I have friends!  Many friends!  Yes 
yes, the other amoebas like me!  Some of 
them lovge me, even.  They might give up 
their lives for me – disperse into the ether 
so that I could remain solid, in order just 
to demonstrate their love.... 

 And the puzzles; the puzzles are 
interesting.  Shifting the green and purple 
squares in different patterns, trying to fig-
ure where they’ll go next.  Chasing the 
troglodytic brown blobs around the swol-
len blue hypercorners – predicting their 
movements which are almost-stochastic 
time series, but with subtle long-range 
patterns that only my acute mind can de-
tect.... 
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 I can make new puzzles even.  
Build structures from the silence.  Tell 
strange stories of the puzzles I’ve con-
jured.  I have an audience who’ll listen. 

 But I know it – I know it, I’ve ana-
lyzed it – that if I made the right configu-
ration of green and purple blocklets, 
something different would happen then.  
If I made the right configuration – calcu-
lated according to my mathematics, which 
I worked on for time and time and time 
again – then this colored world would van-
ish, and I’d appear within a larger space.  
A richer world would awake.  A greater 
variety of pleasures, puzzles, structures, 
dynamics, explosions, explorations, confu-
sions, discoveries, knowns, unknowns....   

 There’s a bigger world out there 
than this one!  There are more things than 
shifting colors -- more kinds of delights 
than n-dimensional friction from rubbing 
red flesh against green or blue – or even 
red against red! -- more spiritual bliss 
than the silvery dancing – more intellec-
tual joy than my shifting square puzzle-
thoughts – there’s more to the multiverse 
than my small red amoebal brain can 
come close to understanding.... 

 And I could see it!  I could find it!   
I know there’s a way!  Many ways!  The 
only thing necessary is to arrange the 
green and purple blocks in the right con-
figuration.  There are many configurations 
that will do it ... and we only need to find 
just one....  And I don’t know exactly what 
the configuration is, but I’ve figured out 
most of it, and the rest will just require a 
bit of experimentation..... 

 And every now and then I convince 
another colored blob of this crazy-ass vi-
sion of mine – that there’s a way out of 
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the world we’re trapped in, if we just con-
figure things in the right way.  And some 
of them believe me for a little while – 
most of them never do – and help me 
make my strange arrangements – but 
they all get bored before long, and go 
back to their friction and trans-musical 
music and cross-dimensional puzzle-
games ... and I really do understand, be-
cause I love those things too – in fact I 
spend half of my time at them, and the 
other half making my strange rearrange-
ments, with a view toward getting out.... 

 And the dream ends in various 
ways.  Usually I just float around, fun and 
distracted, musing wanly on the beauties 
I’ve lost.  Sometimes I become angry and 
frustrated – I yell like a mute, bald gorilla 
with Parkinsonism at the shortsightedness 
of my colored amoeba friends.  Why can’t 
they see the value of escaping the uni-
verse?  I show them my mathematical 
proof – sure, there are holes in it, but 
they’re small ones, and I could patch 
them with their help.  These things take 
time, goddamnit!!  They just want to eat 
all their time getting gratified, when they 
could be seeking glory and going beyond!  
Or they do quest for glory, but define it 
too trivially, as solving some ten-
dimensional tic-tac-toe puzzle, or seduc-
ing the hot pink blob the next hypercorner 
over.  And didn’t I seduce her not that 
long ago?  Yeah, well, but after I did, I 
came back to it, back to my construction, 
back to my escape hatch, which no one 
else can believe – damn those lust-drunk, 
self-deluding little blobs!! 

 ... but every now and then my 
block-construction functions, and as I 
wake up from the dream the world dis-
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solves – fizzes out like an Alka-Seltzer in 
water -- I escape the world of colors, and 
emerge alive into something else!  A big-
ger, wider universe, where my previous 
self is meaningless, yet somehow still 
structures what I am.  All the ideas, be-
liefs, fears, preconceptions I had as a red 
oozing shape are totally irrelevant, in this 
new wider cosmos-system.  But yet some 
integral properties of my wholeness re-
main true and invariant: here I am, and 
still me, in this ever-expanding wonder-
world! 

 But the nature of this new world is 
never quite clear to me.  As soon as I 
awake to it -- on those all-too-scant occa-
sions when this happens -- before too 
long I awake from my sleep, and I’m 
here: just a human, again.   

 I breathe and stretch out and open 
my eyes ... reach out and put on my 
glasses and confront the new “reality”....   
A ceiling above me.  A bed.  A wife lying 
next to me.  Or: an airplane, goddamnit!  
Warm afternoon, grassy field.  Not so dif-
ferent, one way or the other.  Here I am: 
here in this space.  And there’s a way out 
of this space, too. 

 
 
 I stayed in that place a long time – that 
freaky section of the multiverse (or is it a multi-
multi-...-multiverse? but I’ll get to that later!), all 
full of music and colors, which weren’t just com-
ing from outside myself but also from within my-
self ... the different patterns and thoughts and 
fears and habits and wonders and ideas from my 
mind surged up, took a true and honest form 
hovering in front of me, concealing nothing and 
fabricating nothing, just being their own pat-
terned selves with their colors and movement 
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and light-flashes-turned-to-sound-turned-to-light 
... there was nothing at all but high-dimensional 
colored forms, zooming around each other to 
music, each one in turn taking the foreground 
and the background and many other kinds of 
grounds I don’t even have words to describe ... 
nor patience to make up the vocabulary ... 
 Then, moving my neck all of a sudden, I 
looked over to where the hotel registration 
counter was supposed to be and I realized I was 
hallucinating.  A very fat and ugly woman, 
somewhere around my age (40), was standing in 
front of a computer and singing into a micro-
phone.  Soon she began to dance, in a free way, 
exhaustedly but with vital enthusiasm, like one 
might see at an outdoor music festival late in the 
afternoon when everyone present has had a few 
too many beers and too many hours in the sun.  
Her voice was surprisingly  melodic, a kind of fu-
sion of doo-wop and opera, and I was sure that 
she was really just some boring woman standing 
at the hotel counter checking in or carrying out 
some other bureaucratic operation ... but I was 
enjoying the hallucination tremendously.  Soon 
she was joined by two of her friends, equally 
obese and ugly-looking by cultural standards, yet 
brutally beautiful in that moment due to the vi-
brancy with which they moved their bodies and 
the intentness and honesty on their faces.   
 They were singing a song called “Copy 
Girl”, which they had made up – and it soon be-
came clear that they were recording a music 
video, using some fancy system of webcams 
hooked up to the computer on the counter in 
front of them.  My vision of them singing was in-
terspersed with occasional views of them walking 
down the street while swinging their purses 
around, and carrying out other typically  music-
video-like activities (which I can’t quite remem-
ber, alas).  I can’t remember the lyrics of the 
song but the basic gist of it was that they were 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 246 

not girls anymore -- they were too old and their 
time had passed -- but they could still exercise 
their interior girlishness by  making up stories 
about girls ... and in particular by making up 
(and singing, and singing about singing) a story 
about a girl who liked to copy other girls, who in 
fact could copy other girls so exactly that no one 
could tell her apart from the other girls.  In fact 
she copied them so exactly that she really was 
the other girls, in the same sense that all elec-
trons are identical.  (As Jean Baudrillard has 
pointed out repeatedly, a sufficiently accurate 
simulation can no longer be considered one.)  I 
got the feeling they were recording the music 
video, there at the hotel counter, with the inten-
tion of marketing it to TV studio executives as 
the basis for a “Copy Girl” TV show. 
 They were so very, very ugly (one of them 
developed male pattern baldness, during the 
course of recording the video; and their Adams 
Apples strongly resembled testicles), and so en-
thusiastic, and so incredibly beautiful and con-
vincing in their voices and the undulation of their 
bodies – the music was among the most complex 
and amazing and delightful I’ve ever heard, and I 
don’t generally like vocal music ... but they got 
every little bit just right, like Mozart fused with 
Billie Holliday fused with the little green men 
from Roswell -- and as they were singing their 
sweet human hearts out, colored transhuman 
forms were emanating from them and from the 
space all around them, connecting their brains 
with  mine and all the other brains in the room 
and the brains of the multicolored creature-forms 
in the parallel alternate universe that the mush-
room had put me in contact with....  And then, as 
one of the three ex-girls let out her final wail, 
slapping her hand against her mouth over and 
over to make her voice oscillate appropriately 
(vaguely like the mute of a trumpet), I realized 
the mushroom trip was ending.  It was a brief 
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and crazy bang indeed.  Much shorter than a 
usual mushroom trip and I wouldn’t need a ride 
home after all.   
 I tried to understand the vision as it 
faded, as my inner and outer space reverted to 
normal....  The main thing was that it was right 
here, right now.  The alien beauty of the colored 
world – the multidimensional creatures I’d seen 
in previous dreams and visions – were in this 
trip, for the first time, right here in the human 
universe with me, penetrating through the minds 
and bodies of those very human (ex) girls.   It 
was an eschatology of immanence, to balance the 
eschatology of transcendence that characterized 
my Colors dream, and my work on the AI and 
Singularity altogether.  The other world was here 
right now.  There weren’t really any boundaries.  
The difference betwen this world now and the 
mind of God (yeah yeah there is no God, I know, 
insert your favorite metaphor in his place please) 
and the post-Singularity superminds was just a 
matter of perspective.  Each one defined each 
other one, none had any meaning without the 
others, each was just a different perspective 
upon the multidimensional transconscious whole.   
Or was it?  Fuck.  There was never much use in 
interpreting a mushroom.   But I felt solid and 
alive, with none of the post-insight depression I’d 
often had after psychedelic experiences in the 
past.  I felt more one with my fellow humans 
than I had felt for quite a long time.  Yes, I felt, 
we’re limited – all of us – even those, like me, 
who spend most of our time pushing the limits of 
the human brain for deeper understanding – 
we’re limited, but we’re still all manifestations of 
the same underlying whole, the same glorious, 
finite but massive organism in umpteen-
bumpteen-chumpteen dimensions that was con-
tantly reflecting and re-re-...-re-generating itself 
in multicolored mirrorhouses ... and none of us 
could really grok the whole, ony the whole could 
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grok itself, if you could even describe what it did 
as grokking ... but it was too much cheesy pop 
philosophy, I couldn’t take it any more, I was 
starting to feel nauseated ... and I really had to 
piss.  I folded my laptop up, put it in my laptop 
bag and headed for the bathroom at the other 
side the hotel lobby.   And then, I woke up on an 
airplane seat, with an intensive urge to pee ... 
and a rather funny dream in my mind, which (af-
ter I got back from the bathroom, relieved that 
no one had stolen my seat) I decided to type into 
my laptop before it vanished from my (human, 
all-too-humanly fallible) memory.  (Pushing aside 
a bit of good old Jewish guilt that perhaps I 
should be using that period of time ... and that 
portion of laptop battery charge ... engaging in 
some more valuable activity...). 
 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused for a mo-
ment in his storytelling, telling Nat he was worn 
out and needed to sleep, and eat, and exercise, 
in the manner that human organisms require.  
“But,” he told the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll 
tell you a yet more wondrous story – about a 
person who encounters a different kind of reality, 
populated by creatures even more brilliant and 
amazing than you.  But first, Nat, just because 
I’m in a strange mood today – and who wouldn’t 
be, honestly, given the circumstances! I think I’ll 
tell you a poem.  It’s not a very good poem be-
cause I’m not a very good poet – it’s actually 
more of a bunch of rambling nonsense – but I 
hope you’ll forgive me for it, because the next 
story I’m going to tell you is going to be very, 
very good .” 
 And he told Nat the following poem: 
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6 recognize that movement? 
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recognize that movement? The two data streams 
(astral confusion) - most remarkable of trajecto-
ries are you? and could watching a series of bits 
which was anyone, it's about to be afraid... of the  
two streams lazily across brave object and envi-
ronment (he clangs along biliously), and truthlike 
after as said, automagickly. - Everyone? - Two 
hundred and fifteen souls approximately ... gar-
bage collector overshadowed (or under-
whelmed...  desperate or that sounds good? 
down to a small worry but let's concretize these 
feelings by her bring.  Extra kick of the planet ... 
sometime [astounding! lustlike! frang of thoughts 
and thighs]... several seconds to communication 
... opening the socket - Shut up! - Cops! - Yes! 
Deep Thought Computer, for a good at, yeah?  
Parameter adjustment sous.  Allocation-of-
attention overriding swamps the passageway, 
that, foregone conclusion then had been written 
for you.  Phaeronic onion of subcutine stress.  
Have you think that won't enjoy it - Cut some 
flesh away now honey, I'll carry this piece of you 
that said "I could do it" but really couldn’t. and 
for all those feelings those yesterdays feelings 
will all be lost in time... but today i've wasted 
away -- Every moving thing that I curse – The 
end of the beginning of the end – the death of 
the knewable – qua A new improbability in such 
sound hopeful. - Hmmmm? - The heat and mess 
and (queh; nonattachment? Pfehh!) finally the 
cold and the cold and the cold  and the sent 
waves of running and 
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 And Shahrizad’s father asked Nat what 
he’d thought of the poem, and he said it had 
made more sense than most of the stories he’d 
heard so far.  The man smiled warmly (wonder-
ing if the AI was able to notice such things),  
then told Nat she was worn out and needed to 
sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner that 
human organisms require.  “But,” he said to the 
AI, “like I told you, after I restore myself, I’ll tell 
you the most interesting story yet – about a to-
tally different kind of possible future, where bio-
logical beings become superintelligent, and some 
of them gain control of time.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and spoke as follows: 
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7 Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 
 
 
 
 
(This final “story” is dedicated to my wife Zibby 
and her absence – specifically, the weird, spooky 
hole she left in my life during fall 2008 when she 
was in Brazil doing coursework for her MS degree 
... a hole which left me lots of extra time for 
creative thought and writing, but also put me in a 
sort of persistent dark mood of loneliness, psy-
chic exploration and excessive philosophizing, 
thus inspiring the overall mood and architecture, 
and some of the particular themes of, this tale... 
(of course, as well as Zibby and her absence, the 
so-called nine-dimensional machine-elves, with 
whom I communicated fascinatingly and substan-
tially during the course of disgorging this, also 
played their role)) 
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Day 1 
 
 First just to write down what happened, in 
case someone finds this and I’m not around 
anymore to tell the stupid tale.   
 Pretty simple: I was sea kayaking with my 
son Malachi (he’s 16 now, believe it or not – 
Christ I don’t feel that old!!) ... we rented some 
kayaks in Valdez, got dropped near Columbia 
Glacier ... headed out to Martins Island to camp.   
First night was great; second day out on the 
boats the wind got nasty ... long story short, I 
couldn’t resist the current, and my kayak got 
washed way out; eventually it bashed up on 
some rocks and I got knocked out of it.   
 Fucking boat was turned into a mess of 
boards. “The object formerly known as a boat.”  
Heh. 
 Good news: the water was knee deep and 
not too far from a piddling little island.  More like 
a big pile of rocks.  I walked to shore, and here I 
am.  No idea if my son survived or not, which is 
chilling.   More fucking chilling than the water.  
(Don’t know how I can joke about     that.  Guess 
I just don’t know what else to do.) 
 No real idea where I am, except that I 
can’t have blown too far from Valdez, just from 
basic logic.  
 No way to go anywhere, without a boat.  
No trees here to make a boat.   It’s just a pile of 
rocks.  The water’s fucking cold, as I said.   
 Good news: lots of birds and fish here, 
and I think I can use my  Swiss Army knife to 
make a spear out of part of the kayak paddle 
that’s intact.  (I bought the knife a few months 
back as a joke when I was paid to give a presen-
tation to 13 generals from the Swiss Army.  
Sweet deal: $4000 for 2 hours of blather on the 
future of AI.  I opened up the talk like an obnox-
ious asshole by complimenting them on the qual-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 254 

ity of their pocketknives, so I needed one on 
hand to whip out.  I think they might have heard 
the joke before (heh), but I had to say it anyway, 
it was some sort of weird psychosexual compul-
sion.  Anyway I think they got their money’s 
worth: I suitably bedazzled them with tales of the 
future of technology.  And with that money I took 
Lachi to Alaska ... heh.  I always wanted to go 
here. Seemed like a dream come true, in ad-
vance anyway.  Well, in hindsight, maybe it 
wasn’t such a sweet deal after all.  This wasn’t 
quite how the dream went, duh.  Fuck this fuck-
ing place.   I guess Triinu had the greater sense: 
she opted not to come on the trip because she 
doesn’t like the cold!  I’m quickly starting to 
agree with her....  Well anyway, this will be a hell 
of a story to tell if somehow we get out of it, 
though.) 
   Better news: some decent-sized icebergs 
on shore, providing really good drinking water. 
 Bad news: summer’s short here, fall’s 
nonexistent, and once winter hits, I die.  Heh. 
 
 
(evening falls ...  
i.e. the sky gets slightly twilit rather than totally 
bright) 
 
 The more I think about it, and as hard as 
I try to remain positive, it really seems to me I 
might never get out of here.    
 Or, sure, I might get out tomorrow ... or 
an hour from now.    
 Heh.... 
 My head’s full of words but I’m unable to 
select the right ones.  I’m just staring here at 
this paper.  I should be tired ... watch says it’s 
2:37AM ... but, yeah right.  Land of the Midnight 
Sun; heh!  I’m nowhere near sleep.  Just listen-
ing to the wind on the ocean, which sounds 
weird. 
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 I’m not sure if I should be happy to be 
alive, or pissed off not to be back in Valdez in 
that stupid little cabin we rented.  Whatever.  I 
“should” overcome all these feelings and become 
a more evolved mind-machine.  I guess.  To have 
a more evolved last three days of this life on this 
stupid bloody rock.  And who am I writing these 
stupid words to?  Whomever extracts this stupid 
notebook from the hands of my frozen, vulture-
eaten corpse?  Are there vultures out here?  
Probably.  Anyway the seagulls or whatever these 
things are will eat me before the vultures find 
me. 
 Shit. 
 
 Time for some sports ... 3AM spearfishing.  
Blehhh. 
 
 
Day 3  
 
 Yes, here I am, still on this stupid island.    
 I guess my mood’s a lot better than the 
last time I wrote in here.   Oddly enough (or 
maybe not – how can you ever know if it was 
oddly enough?  Isn’t there always the possibility 
that a little more oddness could constitute an im-
provement?  or push you over some other sort of 
threshold?) this was a rather productive couple 
days. 
 So, uh, Mr. Buddha up there ... or Jesus 
or whoever you are ... thanks! it’s been a pleas-
ant vacation.  I got a lot of good thinking done.  
NOW WHY DON’T YOU LET ME THE HELL OUT OF 
HERE??? 
 Funny how these things go – I thought 
about this shit with the dynamics of self-
modifying memory systems for years ... literally, 
I’m not exaggerating ... and I never saw the an-
swer.   And now, just a couple days away from it 
all, and the whole thing hits me.  And, exactly 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 256 

like I knew it would, now that I’ve got the answer 
it seems pretty obvious after all.  Not that it 
would be obvious to everyone ... but it should 
have been obvious to me, given all the other 
ideas I already had in my head...   
 Ah, yes -- by a stroke of luck (which 
doesn’t exist, of course ... Peirce: “the infinite 
diversity of the universe, which we call chance” 
... but that’s another story ... as is “existence” 
itself, heh) I found another notebook in my back-
pack, in addition to this one.   There’s no good 
reason I had them there – if not for that storm 
and getting stuck here I wouldn’t have had any 
cause to do writing on this kayak trip – but they 
happened to be in the backpack and I neglected 
to remove them when I filled the pack up with 
food and water and such.  Thank dog for my 
carelessness.   Anyway here I am with two of 
these archaic bundles of paper: one for babbling 
and one for math.  I spent most of today and 
yesterday scribbling in the math book, woo hoo! 
 It’s basically just generalizations of the 
contraction mapping theorem to iterated function 
systems involving infinite-order probabilities 
rather than ordinary first-order ones.  This theory 
of the math of memory I worked out, I mean.  
Most of the theorems about probabilistic contrac-
tions generalize OK to infinite-order probabilities 
– but there are some interesting twists.  What I 
seem to have are some nice constraints telling 
you what kinds of self-modifying memory sys-
tems have a decent chance at being stable after 
they rewrite themselves over and over again.  
The constraints are in a pretty complex form and 
I need to do some work simplifying them – but 
I’ll leave that for later, when I have more paper 
to work with.  I’ve got the basic theorems worked 
out now.  Nice!  But some more extensions in 
mind, which should keep me busy the next cou-
ple days.  Not much else to do here, heh. 
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Day 6 
 
 All right.  Fuck this shit.  I’m all math-ed 
out for the moment, and I’m really sick of killing 
fish and birds.  There’s not much else to do on 
this goddamned island.  I’m getting incredible 
amounts of exercise – and lighting a signal fire 
each day, of course.  Which has obviously been 
useless so far. 
 I’m going to sink to the level of writing 
down my dreams.  This dream I had last night is 
spooking me.  It was mostly about Triinu ( – 
funny, I really haven’t thought about her  much 
since I got here.   Being away from her always 
brings a complex mixture of regret and relief, but 
none of that has really entered my mind since I 
washed up on this weird dismal place – this is a 
whole different universe and she doesn’t really 
exist here, I guess.  Or she didn’t until last night 
when somehow I got preoccupied with her in my 
dreams.) 
 (I’ve been worried a lot about Lachi 
though – I still have no idea if he’s dead or not.  
Did I really kill my son, god  fuck? ... obviously it 
was my fault if anything happened; the kayak 
trip was my idea.  Everyone said it was safe 
enough – the water here is incredibly calm, blah 
blah.  His mom is always accusing me of being an 
unsafe parent, though.  Triinu didn’t think it was 
all that safe either.  Shit.  But women are always 
paranoid.  All sorts of people do this kind of trip 
all the time.  And the weather report was totally 
fine.  Yeah.  Goddamn fucking FUCK it.  Well....) 
 
 
 So, anyway, in the dream, we were in our 
bedroom back home – me and Triinu -- and she 
was lying on the bed; naked, smily and looking at 
me.  It was particularly hot in the room and she 
was sopped with the sweat dripping down her 
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legs and her side and her belly and her breasts 
...  w00t!  The scene’s amazingly clear in my 
head: she was there on the bed, lying on her 
back naked slightly tilted, her breasts hanging 
slightly to either side leaving a large flat area in 
the center, one leg lying straight out along the 
bed and the other one raised up, bent at the 
knee a bit, just short of 45 degrees.  Don’t know 
why I’m obsessing on the geometry  of the scene 
so much, but it’s vivid in my mind like that: per-
fect like a picture ... “still life with girl in heat”?   
 I guess after a week on this island and a 
week of vacation with Lachi before that I’m finally 
getting horny.  I haven’t been fucked in two 
weeks and who knows when I will be next.  (Well 
except in the other sense, heh. 
 Anyway the dream got more porno ... she 
started looking at me with that hungry look and 
then she drawled “Mmmm ... you look so hot,” 
which sounded funny in her Estonian accent, but 
awfully good nonetheless ... and she looked 
straight at me in a way she knew I liked ... I 
never could resist when she stared me straight in 
the eyes ... 
 I looked right back at her, and in the 
dream I started thinking how crazy she was.   
She wasn’t doing anything particularly crazy in 
the dream either – she was just lying there – but 
that’s what I started thinking.   Actually, in the 
dream, I wasn’t feeling particularly sexual – at 
least most of me wasn’t – there’s always a bit of 
lust back there in the caverns of the mind ... I 
think I may have had a stomachache.  (As a mat-
ter of fact I do have a stomachache....)  But I 
kept looking at the curve of her belly -- which 
was slightly too large (she really liked coffee 
cake) and somehow all the more luscious for it –  
 As I write this I’m thinking of my teenage 
years, when girls seemed so amazing and beauti-
ful and inaccessible ... I’d watch the girls walk by 
in the high school halls and the inevitable hard-
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on would pop up (my dick was nearly always 
popping up back then ... at least, it only required 
the most minimal stimulation to get way overex-
cited) and I could barely imagine in any detail 
what they’d look like without their clothes on 
(there was no Net back then so I hadn’t seen as 
much porn as a 14 year old would these days: 
just a few random Playboys from my dad’s 
closet).  Their bodies were just amazingly myste-
riously attractive to me ... I can’t even recapture 
the impression now in my own mind (let alone 
describe it) given all the various experiences I’ve 
had since ... and I was aware that I wanted them 
desperately, yet I was unable to imagine in detail 
what the sex act would be like.  The closest I got 
was imagining undressing them ... slowly slipping 
off their panties to see what was underneath ... 
maybe fondling or kissing their breasts, whose 
appearance was vague in my imagination: I visu-
alized a lot of nipples but I don’t think any of the 
girls in my sexual fantasies had areolas, for ex-
ample. 
 What I keep thinking now as I write about 
Triinu is this: To the 14-year-old incarnation of 
me, being intimately involved with a gorgeous, 
multi-orgasmic 21 year old nymphomaniac would 
have been a wild-ass, over-the-top incredible 
fantasy, something better than anything in life.  
In fact, my actual sex life with Triinu was consid-
erably more exciting than most of the dumb 
scenes my teenage self had jerked off to.  It 
would have been difficult to convince the me of 
that era that such a situation as my relationship 
with Triinu could possess disadvantageous as-
pects.  But here I am ... so fucking jaded that the 
sex dreams plaguing my mind as I sit here des-
perate on this island are full of a kind of exhaus-
tion, along with the ecstatic joy and the mayhem.  
Life’s pretty fucking funny.  (Of course, all this 
babbling about sex  is a hell of a lot less “funny” 
than being trapped on a stupid Arctic island and 
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probably a few days from my death.  But, fuck, 
I’ve got to distract myself somehow.  If I some-
how survive here long enough to run out of note-
book paper to yakk on, it seems quite possible I’ll 
go insane.  Yes I can talk to myself or just think 
to myself, but, somehow it’s not the same.  An 
audience is necessary to fend off insanity.  Even 
the imaginary audience implicit in this here note-
book will do – well, sort of.  We’ll see for how 
long.  Or hopefully not: where the hell’s the fuck-
ing rescue team??   As I sit here by myself I’m 
amazed to find myself lonely -- I find I seem to 
be such a social creature – me, who’s always 
fancied hismelf such a solitary.  That was com-
plete bullshit; I’m not a solitary whatsoever.  I 
remember some poem I wrote in my teenage 
years: “I am the Solitary.  I am one.  I am apart.  
I am alone.  The world breathes through  ME.”  
Blah Blah blah – I forgot the rest.  Of course, the 
first thing I did after I wrote it was showed the 
poem to my girlfriend, to enjoy the warmth of 
her admiration of my gloriously solitary nature.  
It was all a bunch of bullshit.  Yes, I enjoyed 
hours or days alone, absorbed in my thoughts – 
with the knowledge that I’d later be sharing se-
lections from those thoughts with others ... and 
of course, the implicit context being that my 
thoughts had been shaped by various human in-
teractions, both in real-time and indirectly by 
reading books written by other humans at vari-
ous places and time.  Now that I’m really off the 
human map, with no clear possibility to get out of 
here, and no Internet and no library, I realize I 
need people so so so much.  Either to empathize 
with or to position myself against.  Even if I don’t 
see the people, if I know they’re just outside my 
door to talk to, that’s OK – then they’re still part 
of my internal dialogue.  Even strangers encoun-
tered in books count for something – their per-
sonalities come alive in my head, providing a in-
flux of novel human-information that my own 
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imagined characters never would.   But, well, this 
– this place – just being totally shut off from eve-
rything.  It really would drive me insane, eventu-
ally.  But that’s not going to be my biggest prob-
lem.  It looks extremely much like I’ll freeze to 
death long before my stupid, self-delusory mind 
goes crazy.) 
 In the dream, my dick hurt like hell.  In 
reality I think I was squashing it on a sharp rock.  
Ouch.  But in the dream it was hurting for a fun-
ner reason ... Triinu had worn it out.   In this way 
the dream reflected my past reality: The girl 
wanted two or three hours a day of erotic gym-
nastics and the friction started to hurt after a 
while.  God knows she was beautiful.  (Was.  Is.  
I’m sure she’s doing just fine – I’m the one at 
risk of annihilation.... 
 Most of the time I looked forward to mak-
ing love with her – she never let it get boring ... 
there was always some sort of new position, or 
some new psychological twist.  Recently she’d 
gotten into being ordered around in bed, but it 
was particularly funny, because she only wanted 
to be ordered to do things she wanted to do 
anyway ... otherwise she’d get pissed off, which 
got old quickly since she had a terrible temper ... 
so it was a matter of guessing what she wanted 
and then ordering her to do it.  Crazy, crazy, 
crazy (beauty)....  As I put it to myself time and 
time again: She was more than I’d ever imagined 
but sometimes she was just too much.  There 
were always so many ideas I needed to get out of 
my head (were? are. Am I writing about my life 
as if it were past?  it sure seems bloody distant... 
imagine if she were to show up here now, in a 
helicopter, and save me: amazing!) – so much 
math, so much software, so many stories, so 
many theories – and it was sometimes pretty 
hard to extract myself from my computer and my 
thought-trains to crawl into bed (or wheel her 
around the room like a wheelbarrow by her back 
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legs, or whatever) for two hours.   My 14 year 
old self (who seems to somehow be looking over 
my shoulder right now: maybe he’s curious about  
my impending demise ... and my five-year-old 
self sitting behind him, nudging me to stop wast-
ing my  time on this adult-themed nonsense and 
get back to something fundamental: weren’t you 
placed on this island by destiny to make some 
kind of discovery?  Was my five-year-old self that 
superstitious?  Probably.  Not through teaching, 
just through instinct.  Enough years of precogni-
tions getting proved wrong have beaten it out of 
me.  I guess.  Though stuck on this place, who 
the fuck really knows) hadn’t anticipated any of 
the actual realities of adult life, regarding work-
ing or women or anything (now did you, you little 
moron!).  I’d anticipated being a great scientist 
since age 3 or 4 or so (oh yeah, I was supposed 
to become world ruler too) but I hadn’t thought 
much about the process.   Naively I’d thought 
about making a few big insights, Eureka experi-
ences establishing my claim to fame and linking 
me forever to the heart of the Pattern World 
where math and science came from  ... but, in 
my naive childish idiocy I hadn’t remotely under-
stood how the Eurekas emerge at random mo-
ments in the middle of hour after week after year 
after month of hard, often tedious work.   Just 
like you can’t schedule quality time with a person 
– it’s got to emerge out of quantity time, semi at 
random, whenever it wants to happen.   Half the 
time when it felt like a Eureka was about to come 
to me, my gorgeous young nympho wife would 
come up the stairs to my study in her hot pink 
nightie, stand next to my desk and open it up, 
leaning her skin toward me ... Well, she had a 
fuck of a lot of problems and was an impossible 
person to live with but I don’t remember once, in 
the middle of the sex act, ever regretting about 
knowing her ... heh. 
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 The main thing about Triinu is that she 
needs  a pause button. She’s awesome, just so 
awesome, but it would be great to be able to put 
her on pause sometimes.  She would have been a 
better girlfriend than wife, for sure.  (And I won-
der what she’s doing now?  Shit....  She’s always 
been sexually faithful since we got together ... so 
far as I know ... but now she probably thinks I’m 
dead.   I wonder if she waited hours or days?  
Weeks, conceivably?  Well there are other things 
to worry about, heh.)  But then, the girlfriend 
thing would never have worked out with her.  
With her everything had to be total, extreme, 
complete.  With me as well, truth be told – I 
don’t really know what to do with casual girl-
friends.  I get bored with them quickly.  I need 
things to be obsessive, or else they don’t grab 
me at all.  If it’s not intense enough to drive me 
nuts I don’t feel like I’m really feeling it....  (On 
the other hand, things can be too fucking in-
tensely boring – like being stuck on this stupid 
island – heh – 
 Anyway she wouldn’t have come from Es-
tonia to be my girlfriend – she was a doctor 
there, which was a decent life, and here she’d 
had to give up her medical career to be with me, 
which was a pretty big deal ...  in fact she was 
the youngest medical doctor in Estonia ... she’d 
sacrificed a lot to be with me ... though she’d 
also gained a lot, the US being a better place in 
many ways ... and her job here doing genetics 
research was arguably better than being a doctor 
in an Estonian state hospital ... though you 
wouldn’t think so to hear her bitch about it.   Well 
anyway she felt like she’d sacrificed a lot to be 
with me, even if sense and reason said other-
wise, and all she asked for in return was my con-
stant attention ... which I of course was unwilling 
to give ... which probably was part of my ongoing 
appeal to her, stupid human psychology being as 
it is....   
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 Well anyway, in  my dream there she was, 
lying there warm beautiful and naked and 
sweaty, completely devoted to me and expecting 
me to be completely devoted to her in her won-
derful terrible insanely-passionate way ... the 
dream went on a long while ... she was crouching 
in front of me, mouth on my winky, bobbing up 
and down, breathing life into the old worn-out 
moron, even though it felt like a rubber hose ... 
sticking her butt-flesh up in the air, intoning “Hit 
me from behind!”  ...“That’s what I like!  That’s it 
honey!  That’s what I like!” 
 Indeed, I thought, as I floated out of my 
body and watched us from above, observing my 
body thrust and hammer as if it were some kind 
of marionette (controlled by a million strings, 
from where though?) -- that is in fact what you 
like...   
 Triinu is really a hell of a character.  She’s 
beautiful as anything, and she’s a galaxy-class 
sex maniac, but she’s also a brilliant girl, unbe-
lievably brilliant, with a deep knowledge of all 
sorts of science, music and literature as well as of 
course medicine.  Getting her medical degree at 
age 18 was unheard of in Estonia -- the school 
system there is incredibly rigorous.  She wasn’t 
quite a child prodigy – she wasn’t doing calculus 
at age 5 or memorizing the complete works of 
Shakespeare at 7 and blah blah blah -- but pretty 
damn close.  She’s also a quite good laboratory 
geneticist by now, after less than a 2 years of 
working at it half-time (she worked in the lab af-
ternoons and slept in every day: she never liked 
mornings...) -- and she used to be an almost-
world-class equestrian, with a handful of all-
Estonia prizes to her name.  Not to mention her 
classical violin career, which was going fairly 
strong before she dumped it for med school.  But 
what’s funny is she’s also such a shaky, jittery 
sort of person ... in spite of all these achieve-
ments she always seems a little nervous around 
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people, like she’s worried what they’ll think of 
her.   Well, to be more precise, she always seems 
to be more than a bit nervous, not only around 
people, but  everywhere except on the back of a 
horse or in bed.   And since there wasn’t any 
practical way to maintain a horse near our house, 
she tended to spend a lot of the time she wasn’t 
at the lab in bed.  Sleeping ... reading ... playing 
with her pet pot-bellied pig that she’d pervertedly 
brought from Estonia, a clever and surprisingly 
well-trained but infernally spoiled creature that 
might have had an agreeable nature if she hadn’t 
managed to convince it that it was the king of the 
universe ... and, as often as I could be con-
vinced, cuddling and making love. 
 But I can’t shake this stupid porno dream 
out of my head.  Stupidly.  It feels like it some-
how has some meaning to it, but that’s probably 
an illusion.  More likely I just need something to 
distract me.  If I keep writing in this book like 
this I’ll use it up in a week, though.  I’d better go 
catch some more fish.  But, I’ve got to tell the 
rest of the dream. 
 So: she kept asking for it harder and 
harder, and waving her head around in a crazed 
way, swiveling her neck around to look back at 
me with an unhinged, deranged expression.   It 
was totally an animal in heat sort of thing – she 
got like this in reality sometimes but in the 
dream it was more intense -- she had no other 
ideas, goals or reflections in her mind – the only 
thing that concerned her whatsoever at that 
moment was getting cock rammed into her womb 
with the maximum possible momentum.  I 
reached down and grabbed her tits and used 
them to get more leverage, trying to slam her as 
hard as she wanted – visualizing briefly my thing 
coming out through her throat and making a kind 
of Estonian Girlie Shish-kabob ... but then it 
started to feel too good and I forgot the silly 
visualizations.   She started  the polyphonic, dis-
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sonant yowling again – even louder this time -- 
and I got jolted from my reverie by a moment of 
mild embarrassment – I knew the neighbors 
could hear her – but, fuck it, they were idiots 
anyway ... all they thought about all day was 
what an asshole I am for never mowing my lawn 
and for fucking my young wife all day ... I think 
they all thought she was a Russian  mail-order 
bride ... 
 I just kept going harder and harder and 
harder, pounding her body forward then pulling 
her back with my hands gripped onto the flesh 
around her hips ... until something strange 
seemed to happen: the ceaseless pounding and 
pounding and pounding started turning the bed 
underneath us into a pile of rocks.  Suddenly my 
knees were hurting like anything, because I was 
fucking her on gravel.  But she was screaming, it 
seemed, with pleasure.  And then my legs were 
gone: I was standing on stumps, my legs below 
the knee had gone away, and the gravel felt like 
shit on my stumps, but it didn’t really matter, 
because the walls of her cunt felt so good.  And 
then she wasn’t there.  I was by myself, cold, 
somewhere, with a strong urge to piss, lying on 
some really unpleasant rocks that were hurting 
the hell out of my knees.  Why was I sleeping on 
my belly; that was an unusual thing.  And where 
the hell was I anyway. 
 Too fucking slowly it came back to me .... 
it was the sound of the birds that did it.   
 Finally the pathetic truth dawned on me, 
that the whole juicy porno interlude with Triinu 
had just been a dream – a dream constituting a 
fairly accurate recollection of a Wednesday after-
noon about three weeks before ... okay ramped 
up a notch and a half  in intensity, and with the 
less dramatic bits omitted ... but anyway, not a 
real experience, just a memory-based fantasy 
generated by random signals from my hindbrain 
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feeding into my forebrain and spawning attractor 
patterns.   Shit. 
 What was real, I realized painfully as I 
woke up, was not Triinu’s warm young body full 
of energy and passion, but the sound of those 
goddamned birds – thousands and thousands and 
thousands of them. 
 What was real was that I was here: here 
on this damn island. 
 
 
 Wow, I can’t believe I wrote so much 
about that dream – I didn’t even remember much 
of it when I started writing.   But, writing can do 
that sometimes.   Oddly, the writing was more 
arousing than the dream itself ... I’m tempted to 
put the book down and jerk off.  But, actually I’m 
feeling too lazy – last night’s sleep really sucked, 
or anyway wasn’t enough to make up for the ex-
haustion that came before.  Probably the problem 
was the gravel. 
 
 
 Anyway, I really shouldn’t waste this 
whole notebook babbling about my dreams and 
my boring masturbation habits. 
 
 
 But one more thing occurred to me, just 
now.  God damn it.  I’m surprised I didn’t think of 
it before.  Medication.  The pills I’ve been taking 
for the last few years, to help with those prob-
lems I was having – which they never quite diag-
nosed, but Dr. Jones said it might have been 
temporal lobe epilepsy, or maybe something else 
related.  Anyway the bag with the pills is pre-
sumably sitting at the bottom of the ocean 
somewhere.  Well there were only a week or two 
worth in there anyway ... the rest were back in 
the car.  But if I’m stuck here more than a week 
or two I’m probably dead anyway.  Well anyways 
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I haven’t had a pill since I washed up here.  So 
far I’m not having any problems, I’m feeling per-
fectly fine – I’m not getting any of the hallucina-
tions I was having back before I started on them.  
But I wonder: that dream was awfully vivid, last 
night.  I mean, I was sleeping ... but it was al-
most like more than a dream.  I haven’t dreamed 
like that in years, I don’t think – the last time 
was four or five years ago ... which was when I 
was having the hallucinations ... back before I 
ever talked to Dr.  Jones.  I guess this is a bit of 
a worry, heh.  On the other hand, perhaps it’s 
not so bad if I have some temporal lobe epilepsy 
(or whatever) delusions while I’m sitting here on 
this island – there’s not a hell of a lot else to do 
but go nuts....  Heh.  Those sound like famous 
last words, don’t they.  To get out of this situa-
tion alive, I’m going to need all my wits about 
me: no doubt about that.  But I have a feeling I’ll 
survive somehow – I don’t know why; but I seem 
to be a survivor.  The gods have more punish-
ment in store for me.... 
 
 
Day 9 
 
 Hullo again, Notebook!  How have you 
been?  Not as bored as me, I’d imagine.  It  must 
be interesting to have the consciousness of an 
inanimate object.  Or not.  Well, maybe I’ll dis-
cover it eventually, after I go insane from sitting 
here a few more months. 
 I have to admit it’s kind of interesting be-
ing stuck here, at least at times – it’s a different 
realm of experience – I’m sure I could get a lot 
more out of it, but I’m not that good at living in 
the moment ... I keep getting hung up on the 
apparently high probability that I’ll die out here.  
Unlike all the stories I’ve heard about people 
stuck on South Sea islands, I had the idiotically 
bad luck to get stuck somewhere really cold.  
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Well it’s not really cold right now – just moder-
ately chilly -- but it will be, in a couple months, 
fucking goddamn freezing.  Maybe less.  The 
nights are uncomfortable even now -- I sure can’t 
survive here in winter.  I guess in principle I 
could kill seals and skin them and make a tent to 
live in, and so forth, and live like the Patagonian 
natives, but it doesn’t seem likely to happen.  For 
one thing I haven’t seen any seals on this stupid 
little island (though we did run into some kayak-
ing on the way here), and I don’t have the mate-
rials here to make a boat to go look for them 
(and if I did I’d use the boat to get the hell out of 
here).  I do have a spear, sort of, which is nice (it 
used to be part of the handle of a kayak paddle), 
but I doubt I have the skill to kill a seal with it, 
out on the open ocean.  Maybe if a seal swims up 
on shore and goes to sleep.  Damn I would feel 
lousy killing a seal, but it’s better than being 
dead.   (Sure would be ironic for me to die like 
this, what with all the wonderful speeches I’ve 
given and articles I’ve written about the near-
ness-at-hand of science-based immortality.  And 
it’s true I think – in a few decades we’ll have 
enough understanding of human biology to make 
aging-related death a thing of the past.  We’ll 
probably also have better communication tech so 
that I could access the Net from out here using 
my brain-implant web browser.  Or maybe ... ah, 
whatever.  The point is I’m stuck on this piece of 
shit island, fishing with a crappy spear and wait-
ing for someone to come by and get me out of 
here before the summer ends.  Fat fucking 
chance, I’m afraid.  I’m fucking screwed, god-
damnit.   I floated a pretty long way from Valdez 
it would seem.  Who the hell is gonna look for me 
here? 
 I caught a bunch of fish yesterday – my 
first day here on this paradise – and I’m not even 
hungry anymore.  I think I’ll try to make some 
kind of flute from the little scraps of wood around 
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here.  If I just keep on writing like this I’ll fill up 
this notebook too fast.  I need something else to 
keep me sane.  It would be great to make some 
music. 
  
 
Day 11 
 
 It’s pathetic, really, Triinu.  But I guess it 
might please you.  Who the hell knows.  Who 
cares, really?  Anyway: I’m sitting here on an is-
land in the  middle of the ocean off the coast of 
Alaska, trying to open my mind to odd possibili-
ties so as to find a way out of here ... trying to 
focus on useful things like math or philosophy or 
AI ... or at least on personal growth: on improv-
ing my mind in ways that may be easier when 
sitting solo on an island than in ordinary situa-
tions.  Making the best of a bad lot, heh. 
 But instead what I’m obsessing about to-
day is what a goddamned jerk you are.  Or, 
rather, what a jerk you can be sometimes.  
 I’m really quite the trivial-minded idiot.  I 
blame my monkey ancestors.  (And fuck, I’d 
really like a banana about now....) 
 Yeah, as my grandpa never tired of re-
minding me, we’re all basically animals, right?  
Animals with hyperdeveloped craniums.  Fuck.  
And there’s no one here to bitch to, so I just 
have to bitch to this stupid fucking notebook. 
 Yes, you’re amazing to  make love to (the 
second night I was here I was overwhelmed with 
porno dreams about you: I wish I could tell you 
about them ... damn ... you were like an insatia-
ble wild animal – kind of like on that trip to Bali, 
remember, heh?), and snuggle with, and vaca-
tion and ride with, and talk to ... you understand 
parts of me that no one else ever did, and proba-
bly no one else ever will. 
 But is all that compensation enough for 
your incredible nastiness, hatefulness, selfishness 
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... obsessive jealousy, vengefulness, pettiness, 
spitefulness?  I wish you were here so I could yell 
at you – heh!  (What a stupid list of adjectives – 
what do they really matter?  Words never really 
grasp reality ... good or bad or any other kind ... 
but I still feel some need to write them down on 
this useless stack of paper ... otherwise what am 
I left with?  Rocks, fish, ice and madness!!!) 
 I must have had some rotten dream last 
night, some recollection from one of our fights 
from last year.  But I cannot remember the 
dream at all.  What I remember are some real 
situations.  One after another after another – 
damn.  It’s hard to believe my life has been filled 
with so much nastiness.  Quite honestly, even 
here on this island with no one around, I don’t 
miss you at all.  I love you tremendously and I 
wish you no ill will.   I lust for you at least half 
the time when I wake up in the morning (the rest 
of the time my stomach aches from too much fish 
or my head hurts from sleeping on the rocks) – 
my cock misses you, no question.  I miss your 
smell and your taste and your warm feel at night.  
But the chaos, the terror, the unending emotional 
mania – it brings me away from myself, but in 
the wrong direction.  I want to escape myself and 
become something better – but you make me 
something worse.  You wrap me up in dumb, 
childish emotions – yours and my own.  Which 
can barely be distinguished from each other, I 
admit.  
 Of course, you’re basically just a child.  I 
guess if I choose to hook up with a gorgeous 18 
year old girl (ok, you’re not 18 anymore ... but 
close enough ... and you haven’t especially grown 
up since then!!) that’s what I’m gonna get – a 
child.  But the childishness isn’t the point.  It’s 
the incredible nastiness.  Not all children are like 
that.  Lachi sure wasn’t.  
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 Ah, I’m just wasting this paper.  I don’t 
even know if there was any point I was coming 
to.  I don’t fucking know anything anymore. 
 I find that here on this island, almost all 
my emotions are gone.  At least, all my normal 
emotions, that I used to experience previously.  
A different kind of emotion seems to fill me up 
now – I don’t know how to describe it.  But occa-
sionally my memory dredges up the old feelings 
– like this morning, for instance.   
 Other than these plagues of recollection 
now-and-again (such as NOW, fucking fuck fuck), 
here everything is clear and plain and simple – 
and my mind is transparent: it feels its own ac-
tivity, it acts in a coordinated manner, following 
its own dynamic, not being pulled in the direction 
of random animal emotions.  If I go crazy on this 
island – and this may well happen, fuck it – I’ll go 
crazy in my own way, in the way that comes 
naturally to me.  When a mind crawls up its own 
ass, it sometimes finds a way out.  When it 
crawls up someone else’s ass – well, shit, that’s 
the stupidest metaphor I’ve ever come up with.  I 
think I’m going insane already. 
 I’ll tell you this though, Triinu ... and 
maybe you’ll like this (as if you or anyone will 
ever read this, heh): Even now, pissed off as I’ve 
been with you for whatever reason ever since I 
woke up, the thought of you makes me incredibly 
horny.  I’m imagining you standing there naked, 
your skin just the perfect shade of not-quite-
white, breasts jutting out, your legs taut and 
fleshy, your hair hanging down to your waist all 
light and blonde and shiny reflecting the sun.  
Your body looks curved and delicious -- but the 
look on your face is disgusting – nothing but ag-
gression and hate.  You look like you badly want 
to kill someone, and are restraining yourself from 
such action only with tremendous effort, and due 
purely to fear of retribution.  I’m so sick of look-
ing at that hateful face: the face you wear over 
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and over again each week, when the bad mood 
strikes you, before reverting back to your “nor-
mal” sweet self.   I can’t imagine being you, and 
living with that kind of incredible fluctuation in 
my attitudes and emotions.   (And look at all 
you’ve accomplished, even with those erratic 
emotions: imagine what you could have done 
otherwise!  Or maybe not: perhaps it’s the mania 
that drives you to keep on doing so much.  Who 
knows.)  And I can’t imagine going back to all 
that fucking shit of yours – going from the peace 
and wonder of this island, and the quiet isolation 
of my thoughts, back to a life where my emotions 
... which are naturally reasonably placid, I think, 
if somewhat self-contradictory and convoluted 
(well, OK, maybe that’s a bunch of bullshit) – are 
continually yanked around day by day by your 
own dysregulated brain chemistry ... and your 
screaming, and flailing and smashing things ... 
and your endless threats of murder and/or sui-
cide: Christ!  It’s really so much, now that I think 
about it – I had halfway gotten used to it, so I’d 
rarely noticed how insane it was – but really, 
what a way to live.  Looking at my life from a dis-
tance, my work seems fascinating though a little 
bit frenetic (I should have taken more time for 
deeper thought, rather than getting so caught up 
in the details of running my business and manag-
ing software engineers ... though that stuff is im-
portant too, it’s not my greatest strength thus 
not the best way for me to spend my time ... I 
should have tried harder to find ways to let other 
people take that stuff over), and my relationship 
with Malachi just seems really good (again, not 
perfect, but the regrets are very small) ... but the 
last 9 months of my marriage to you just make 
me incredibly sick and disappointed in myself. 
 I remember all your scenes at once – they 
all blur into each other – it’s one unholy atempo-
ral mess of screaming and throwing things and 
beating yourself and kicking holes in the wall. 
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 One day stands out especially in my 
memory, kind of epitomizing the absurdity of the 
whole thing.  It was just a few months ago ... I’m 
sure you remember it ... it was when my cousin 
Sarah was staying at the house for a couple 
weeks during her break from high school ... we’d 
been to dinner with my mom and Lachi and 
Sarah and one of Lachi’s friends, and then you 
returned home and began very angrily accusing 
Sarah and me of looking at each other in a sexual 
way.  You stated that you could tell she was 
overcome with lust when she looked at me, and 
that you weren’t going to put up with me “cheat-
ing on you” (your words) with my cousin.  I don’t 
know if you meant I was actually having sex with 
my cousin or if you thought us supposedly look-
ing at each other in the wrong way was equiva-
lent to me cheating on you.  You then began yell-
ing about her butt, and how you claimed it looked 
just like my aunt’s butt, which proved I was 
sexually obsessed with my aunt as well.   Where 
the hell did all that come from?  You’re such a 
fucking nutcase sometimes....  My aunt is a fuck-
ing old lady.  Yeah, I’m an old man too, I know.  
Anyway – shit -- didn’t you think about it at all 
before you started throwing plates at her?  What 
the fuck?  How can I live with someone who’s go-
ing to throw plates and glasses at my relatives 
when they come visit?  There was simply nothing 
whatsoever sexual between myself and  my god-
damned cousin. 
 We discussed this incident at great length 
and failed to come to any agreement.  I remem-
ber those stupid discussions far too well.  I guess 
that’s why that whole useless matter is still nag-
ging in my  mind and pissing me off.  I thought 
your accusations were insane and your harass-
ment of Sarah was rotten; you disagreed.  I saw 
no hope of arriving at any kind of agreement with 
you.   
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 And what about the next week after that, 
when you interrupted Lachi’s soccer game, run-
ning onto the field screaming at him about how 
his cousin is a whore?  Yes, some of the other 
kids thought it was funny, but it’s a ridiculous 
way to live.  Just because Lachi can cope with it 
doesn’t mean it’s okay. 
 And then you had to smash the car be-
cause of this.  Yeah, that wasn’t the whole story, 
but was a lot of it.  And what about kicking the 
soccer coach in the nuts?  Okay, sure, I didn’t 
have to slap you in the face, either.  And then 
there was the thing with the cat.  But that was an 
accident.  Shit.  What a fucking life. 
 What I remember is after the soccer game 
incident you lay down next to me and tried to get 
me to be affectionate with you.  I did not feel af-
fectionate but did not want to start a scene, so I 
just lay there and tried to be pleasant.  So you 
started telling me how ugly all my family is.  Fi-
nally I got sick of it and slapped you in the face.  
I shouldn’t have done it, I admit.  OK, I really 
didn’t need to throw your cat out the window ei-
ther.  I admit, that was childish and nasty.  Fine.  
But it was a fucking first floor window: the cat 
jumped out there itself all the time.  How was I 
supposed to know it would hit its head on a god-
damned rock?  Cats are supposed to land feet 
down, everyone knows that. Fucking shit....  (I 
wish I’d thrown your stupid fucking pig out the 
window instead, but I’d break my back trying to 
lift it....  And the bastard would probably just 
bounce.)  Anyway, the thing is,  cat notwith-
standing, you really shouldn’t have driven any-
where in that state of mind.  You know that.  
That was really fucking stupid.  It’s a good thing 
you survived.  Even though the car didn’t.  Yeah, 
I know we had insurance.  But, SHIT ... you 
nearly killed yourself!! 
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 But the last couple months were a bit bet-
ter, I know.  There were no major incidents.  
Maybe things were going to work out OK.   
 Now I may never know. 
 Well, this is a waste of this notebook.  It’s 
like a one-sided debate: you can’t say anything 
back.  Or a boxing match where Contestant 1 de-
cides to stay home and watch TV instead, so 
Contestant 2 fights with the empty space where 
the first guy was supposed to be.  I guess that 
sort of arrangement has some plusses too, but, 
it’s starting to get boring.  And we can’t make up 
with hours of crazy, twisted sex.   This island 
really fucking sucks pig’s ass. 
 Triinu, I do love you, you know it.  Damn.  
I don’t know what to make of any of these things 
right now.  It all seems like some soap opera I 
either watched or maybe participated in ten mil-
lion billion trillion miles away.  It’s hard for me to 
believe you and me, or any of these scenes ever 
existed.  And yet, in another way, it’s hard for 
me to believe anything else ever existed at all. 
 And none of that gets at the core, is the 
thing.  None of the porno – as delightful and in-
credible as it was.  None of the fighting, nuts-
kicking, nastiness and screaming; the smashing 
of plates and windows.  None of my admiration 
for your twisted brilliance; none of your admira-
tion for mine.  Not even the good times – the 
never-long-enough vacations (sorry!), the sweet 
horseback rides through the woods – not even 
the long talks through warm afternoons where 
you always asked all the right questions and 
guided my strange trains of thought; and I 
pointed out assumptions underlying your analy-
ses of whatever and maybe sometimes helped 
you think in different ways ... not even the lying-
there in bed after making love, feeling you warm 
and soft and loving, your head nestled on my 
shoulder in your “special spot,” amidst the tangle 
of my weird crazy hair ... no one ever understood 
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my mind as well as you, and I’m sure the sym-
metrical is true (even though we’re very, very 
different; and the friction of that difference led to 
all sorts of things) ... nor even the simple joy of 
watching you, the (beautifully-awkward)/ (awk-
wardly-beautiful) way you hold yourself and 
move around, halfway wanting to embrace your 
female passionate sensuality, halfway wanting to 
deny it and be some sort of little boy or warrior 
... the two halves combining into a unique form 
of being that is perfectly and only you (and more 
wonderful than anything) ... the delight of hear-
ing your multiform ideas as they finally pop out 
of your mind, overcoming your excessive internal 
self-criticism ... the fun of hearing your thoughts 
roll out so quick (whether the topic’s important or 
trivial) -- like conceptual Paganini -- the light 
across your face when you come into the forest, 
especially on the back of a horse, as if you’re en-
tering into some Eden (but the Eden is really in-
side your mind! ... and inside mine when I look 
at you ... ) ... waiting for a moment, poised right 
in front of you, for the anticipated arrival of your 
kiss, looking at your face’s change of contour, 
wondering if it’ll be the kind where the tongue 
plunges into my mouth, or the kind where your 
lips open and close repeatedly across mine, or 
some new species ... so many kinds of loving-
sweetness (just as so many kinds of aggression 
and combat and bad emotion!) ... but none of 
that’s the crux, really: the crux is something dif-
ferent, that shines out through these various 
things and others now and again (and again) ... 
the crux is the simplest stupidest thing as written 
down in endless boring love songs and poems 
and tripe: quite simply the feeling of being one.  
You and I as one person – one body – one being 
– one mind.  Of course we’re not – we never 
were – it’s all an insane delusion – but what a 
sweet one, eh?  The trick is that for someone as 
complex and perverted as me, that feeling is 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 278 

damnably obscure – there’s no way I can get that 
“we’re one” feeling with some  bloody idiot 
(which is how I classify nearly everyone, egoma-
niacal nut that I am) ... but I can get it with you, 
you you; -- you, Triinu! -- my crazy beautiful 
brilliant girl -- and that’s pretty much the rarest 
thing in the world (though whether it’s “in” the 
world is another question... bleh) ... that’s the 
real thing I miss, sitting here on this pile of Arctic 
rock, surrounded by madnesses of freezing sea.  
I’m by myself here – more alone than I’d ever 
imagined I could be; in more ways than I could 
have ever understood before it really happened – 
and you’re somewhere else, not alone all, en-
meshed with a world of others – and as much as 
I struggle with the memories – the great and the 
terrible ones – we’re simply not one anymore.  
I’m cut loose from our unity, our unity that made 
me me – cut loose by my own actions (of setting 
out in the sea in a kayak, of taking a vacation 
without you, blablablabla), but that was never 
my intention of course – I never meant to sever 
the oneness!  I used to be half of something – a 
fucked-up crazy something, with moments of 
beautiful perfection and moments of psycho-
pathic terror – but we were one two-bodies mind, 
and now look at us!  Well no one can look at us; 
we’re in completely different places, different 
universes, there’s no relation between us any-
more.  I have no idea what you’re doing, you  
have no idea what I am – in fact the experiences 
and thoughts that I’m having would be com-
pletely alien and inaccessible to you even if I 
could transmit them telepathically.  I’m off on my 
own here, I don’t know where I’m heading – and 
it’s not just that I miss you ... you’d become a 
part of me ... I’d become a part of you ... without 
you around, I miss me ... 
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 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story – our hero is getting beyond his human 
emotions, finally, and about to plunge into the 
world of mathematics.  Which he thinks is the 
most real and interesting world, but eventually 
he’ll find out otherwise.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
Day 23 
 
 And now for a break from our irregularly 
scheduled over-sentimental whining and com-
plaining.... 
 Fishing has been fine.  I’m pretty bloody 
sick of fish, but it seems to be sufficiently nour-
ishing.   But I’ve been spending the last few days 
thinking about other things entirely.  I can’t even 
remember the state of mind I was in last time I 
wrote here, thinking all that stuff about Triinu.  
Fuck.  Emotions really had ahold of me, before I 
got trapped out here.  They took a few days to 
dissipate.  Maybe a couple weeks.  The emotions 
are gone now, though.  All that’s left is survival – 
and ideas.   Mathematics. 
 After I calmed down all those thoughts 
about Triinu – the lust and the anger and the 
love and the missing-her and all that – there 
were a few days of basically thinking about noth-
ing – just spearing more fish, and indulging my-
self in useless random recollections of various 
good and bad parts of my life -- I finally got in a 
more productive mood a few days ago and had a 
pretty interesting train of thought.  Building on 
the stuff I was thinking right after I got here, 
with self-modifying memory systems ... but 
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building it in more interesting directions ... stuff I 
never thought about before.   
 Yesterday I started to sketch some math 
based on these new ideas ... but before I proceed 
with the math any further, I feel like writing 
down the main concepts in words.  The train of 
thought was pretty far-reaching, actually.  It 
even comes with a new word: glocal.  Glocality.  
Well, I don’t have the Net here so I can’t really 
check if it’s a new word or not, but I don’t re-
member hearing of it.  But anyway the word is 
not as important as the idea, and I’m quite sure 
that the idea is new, at least in the generality I’m 
now conceiving it.  (Or maybe someone else 
came up with it 10 years ago, but no one found 
out about their discovery because they came up 
with it while trapped on an island somewhere ... 
and never escaped ... heh). 
 Here’s the basic thing.  Pretty much every 
approach to modeling memory I’ve seen focuses 
on one extreme or another: either on local mem-
ory (in which a memory is stored in one place 
within a system) or global memory (in which a 
memory is stored as some sort of pattern of ac-
tivity distributed across a system).  I had the 
idea a long time ago that there could be a kind of 
middle way -- neither global nor local memory 
models are sufficiently subtle or flexible to cap-
ture the way memory works in complex intelli-
gent systems like human brains ... nor the way 
memory should work in AI systems if these sys-
tems are going to demonstrate robust intelli-
gence.   
 So the idea is glocal memory.  Glocal = 
global/local.  The idea is that (declarative, epi-
sodic or procedural)  memory items are stored in 
memory in the form of paired structures that I 
call (key, map) pairs. 
 The key is a localized version of the mem-
ory item; it records some significant aspects of 
the item in a simple and crisp way.   
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 The map is a dispersed, distributed ver-
sion of the item which, represents the item as a 
(to some extent, dynamically shifting) combina-
tion of fragments of other items.   
 The map includes the key as a subset; ac-
tivation of the key generally (but not necessarily 
always) causes activation of the map; and 
changes in the memory item will generally in-
volve complexly coordinated changes on the key 
and map level both. 
 Jam on it! 
 I think this is how memories have really 
got to be, in any system that has to remember a 
lot of different things using limited energetic  re-
sources, and has to manipulate these things in 
creative and contextually appropriate ways.  
Yeah, predominantly local and predominantly 
global memories may have  great value for par-
ticular applications, but they also have pretty bad 
inherent limitations.  I think (and I think I know 
how to prove it ... well anyway I’ll spend the next 
week trying ... not much else to do!) the most 
useful memories are going to be those that in-
volve both local and global memory items in cen-
tral roles.  Note that “glocal” as defined above 
doesn’t just mean “neither predominantly global 
nor predominantly local” -- rather, it refers to a 
specific pattern of coordination between local and 
global memory items –the “keys and maps” pat-
tern. 
 If I’m lucky I can prove some nice math 
about this.  If Triinu were here I’d ask her what 
she thinks about connecting it with brain science 
– she knows more neuroscience than me thanks 
to her medical training....  Well, probably she 
wouldn’t come up with anything much anyway – 
cog sci was never her specialty; she was more 
into the wet, gooey stuff .  Who knows, though: 
she’s a phenom, heh.  Last I poked around in the 
literature, their understanding of human brain 
dynamics was still pretty damn primitive....  I 
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remember some results about single neurons 
that fire when you see some specific thing – like, 
say, Bill Clinton’s face.  Cool stuff.  But if my the-
ory is right, these would be the keys.  The 
deeper, richer representation of Bill Clinton’s face 
would be a corresponding map ... an attractor of 
complex brain dynamics, that gets stimulated 
when the key Bill Clinton’s face neurons fires ... 
and that of course stimulates that neuron in 
turn.... 
 In an AI system like the kind I’m trying to 
build ... well, was trying to build before I got 
stuck on this stupid fucking island ... it’s a bit 
simpler because the memory is something we 
build.  We can build in glocality.  We can build in 
formal logic representations ... which are local-
ized, and easy to manipulate in a localized way 
... and then correlate them with distributed, at-
tractor neural network type representations.  You 
can make a hybrid system, with the keys and 
maps separated and implemented distinctly.  In 
fact we’re already building systems like this, but I 
never really conceptualized it so clearly.  I think 
you can prove some nice math about key/map 
systems, which should make it a lot easier to 
make our AI systems work.  Well, if I ever get 
back to anyplace where there are computers to 
implement AI systems.  Heh.... 
 Actually, something else occurs to me now 
too, now that I’m writing about this stuff....  I 
guess you could tie glocal memory in with the 
notion of distributed cognition.  A lot of cognitive 
scientists have said that the human mind is not 
really contained in a single brain and body – 
they’ve said that, instead, each individual person 
is best conceived as a pattern of activation across 
a sociocultural network, and across a subset of 
the physical world including e.g. the tools that 
the body associated with the mind habitually 
uses.   I can really feel that now, here on this 
stupid island – my mind is starting to come apart 
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... really.  (Oh, fuck.  Maybe it’s the lack of medi-
cation.  I keep forgetting about that.  Or, maybe 
blocking it out of my mind.  Well.  But I seem to 
be holding up decently, in fact.  None of the 
symptoms I was having before I started with it.  
Maybe it wasn’t really necessary.  Hard to ever 
really know.  Well....) 
 So that, say, my patterns of computer 
use, music keyboard use, and pen use are part of 
my mind; as are the emergent patterns that only 
arise when me and Lachi, or me and Triinu, or 
me and my colleagues are considered as a group.   
In this view, the mind of Zennady Ariman is a 
pattern-set that consists partly of patterns that 
exist in the brain and body of Zennady Ariman, 
and partly of patterns that emerge when this 
brain and body are considered together with 
other brains and bodies, and other physical enti-
ties such as tools.  
 Ok, so, the glocal-memory tie-in here is 
fairly simple.  (Wow, it’s getting dark now.  It 
can’t just be winter setting in – it’s been nowhere 
near this dark in the previous days.  It must be a 
storm coming on. Shit.)  The thing is: can we 
usefully conceive of the portion of an individual’s 
mind localized in their brain and body as the key, 
and the portion distributed across their social and 
physical surround as the map?  
 I’m thinking “aloud” here, but I guess it 
seems to hold up.  The harmony of keys and 
maps holds: the patterns that exist in the distrib-
uted portion of Zennady Ariman, for example, 
exist in crisper but more restrictive form in the 
localized portion. For instance, the portion of 
Zennady Ariman’s brain-patterns related to music 
contains a lot of particularities: an obsession with 
particular quasi-Middle-Eastern scales, a prefer-
ence for simple 3-4 or 4-4 timings, a taste for 
overlapping of melody and discord.   But these 
particular patterns in the key portion of Zennady 
Ariman, become much more fully fleshed out 
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when one considers the subset of the map por-
tion of Zennady Ariman that emerges when Ben 
sits down at the music keyboard and starts play-
ing.  The interaction between Zennady and the 
keyboard, mediated by the movement of his fin-
gers on the keys and the impact of the ensuing 
sound waves on his ears, brings up a wide vari-
ety of detailed patterns that are uniquely associ-
ated with Zennady Ariman yet would never be 
detected by simply doing pattern analysis on the 
statics and dynamics of his brain.  These patterns 
emerge when Zennady and the keyboard are 
placed together in an appropriate environment – 
but they are closely linked with patterns that do 
exist strictly within Zennady’s brain.    
 And, suppose we look at the similarities 
between Zennady’s approach to music and Zen-
nady’s approach to, say, creative writing.  Many 
such similarities exist on the key level (e.g. a 
taste for simultaneously presented order and dis-
order, which manifests itself differently in music 
and in writing, but equally pronouncedly in both 
domains).  But they also exist on the map level, 
as more detailed similarities between the “Zen-
nady + music keyboard” maps and the “Zennady 
+ word processor” maps.  
 But, heh, I wonder if you could go even 
further?  I remember reading some weird theo-
ries about ESP and telepathy and psychokinesis 
and so forth.  I never quite knew what to make 
of these phenomena – there’s pretty solid scien-
tific data in favor, but there’s so much bullshit 
out there too.  But anyway, some of the more 
serious thinkers about that stuff came up with 
some wild-ass theories.  I remember one guy had 
the idea that the brain is basically an antenna: 
thoughts aren’t in the brain ... thoughts are in 
the universe .. and the brain kinda picks up these 
thoughts from the universe as a whole and chan-
nels them to the body in a certain way. 
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 (Damn, I really wish I had someone to 
talk to about this stuff.  Mr. Notebook, you’re a 
really good listener, but.... Where are you Triinu?  
Malachi?  Anyone halfway intelligent?  Shit!!!  I 
am the Solitary -- bwahahahaha) 
 So the story would be: think about an in-
dividual mind as having an aspect that’s broadly 
physically distributed across space and time 
(key=brain, map=broadly distributed aspect).  
“Cosmic glocality”!  So you view each individual 
mind as existing in a broadly distributed sense, 
and then being mediated and guided rather than 
wholly created by the individual brain associated 
with it.  Each of us is associated with a brain, of 
course -- but also with a nonlocal, distributed 
pattern of activity across other parts of the uni-
verse – a pattern that is dynamically coupled 
with our brain according to a complex feedback 
process. 
 You could tie this in with quantum theory 
somehow ... maybe ... like, associating each indi-
vidual mind with a broadly distributed quantum 
wave phenomenon, closely related to but not en-
tirely controlled by or exclusively associated with 
a certain brain and body.   But honestly, I don’t 
quite see it.  Rather than relying on quantum 
physics as such, it’s probably better to think 
about “nonclassical physics” more generally.  I 
mean, quantum theory does allow a kind of non-
locality not allowed by classical physics ... but I 
don’t quite see how you get psi out of it.  Maybe 
quantum gravity lets you get some kind of non-
linear sympathetic resonance tied in with quan-
tum nonlocality?  Various peoples’ superchias-
matic nuclei synchronizing like Christiaan Huy-
gens’ clocks?  Damn, I’d really need to look up 
some physics books to make sense of that.  It 
would take me decades or probably centuries to 
regenerate all that physics I’ve forgotten or never 
knew from the basic equations.  Heh.... 
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 So what about psi phenomena? I guess 
precognition results are explained by positing 
that some small parts of the mind doing the 
precognizing exist in the future of the main part 
of the mind doing the precognizing?  Remote 
viewing is explained by positing that some small 
part of the mind doing the precognizing exists in 
(or in direct contact with, enabling direct interac-
tion with) the remote location being viewed? 
 Remote viewing, hmm....  Maybe some 
psychic remote viewers can find me here.  If any 
of them bothered looking.  Triinu won’t think of 
it, she’s more skeptical of psychic stuff than I 
am. Too bad. 
 Yeah, so – the local key is the set of pat-
terns in the brain associated with a mind, and the 
global map is the nonlocal distributed set of pat-
terns associated with a mind.  Whether you want 
to think about this nonlocal distributed pattern-
set as a “filtering of the Universal Mind” or not is 
really beside the point.  The thing is that spatio-
temporally nonlocal patterns are assumed to be 
coupled with one another via a shared role in giv-
ing rise to further emergent patterns.  
 Also, in any glocal memory, keys that 
have strong similarity are likely to have overlap-
ping maps.  This provides an interesting qualita-
tive explanation for phenomena such as the nu-
merous reported instances of telepathy between 
physically separated identical twins.   The twins 
have highly similar keys (brains) hence overlap-
ping maps.  An event on the key level of Twin A 
has an impact on the map level of twin A, which 
affects the map level of Twin B due to map over-
lap, which in turn affects the key level of Twin B. 
 Well.  That’s pretty far out and I don’t 
have much to do about it, unless I can send 
some psychic messages to someone telling them 
where the fuck I am.  (Fuck, maybe I should try 
it!)  It’s interesting stuff to think about though.  
Anyway the math of glocal memory theory should 
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be good fun to work out even if these cosmic an-
gles are nonsense.  I’ve got a fuckload of fish 
stockpiled and 2/3 of my  math notebook empty.  
I should have a decent next few days.  If that 
storm that seems to be coming doesn’t kill me. 
 
 
Day 27 
 
 Hello, Mr. Notebook! It’s been a produc-
tive series of diurnal cycles since I last made 
your acquaintance. 
 So: the basic math of glocality theory is 
finished.  Lots more to do – some really impor-
tant open questions – but I’ve been doing math 
all day for enough days in a row now that I’m 
goddamn sick of it.   Time to let the ideas mulch 
around in the back of my brain for a while.   Time 
to get back to my physical body: I always dis-
liked yoga before, but here by myself without too 
many distractions, I find myself attracted to it in 
the last few days, even though I don’t really 
know how to do it.  I devise my own yoga pos-
tures, following the needs of my body, as I in-
adequately understand them.  I’m not very flexi-
ble – never will be – but it gets a bit better every 
day.  And I can’t escape the stupid idea – in the 
back of my progressively distorting mind -- that if 
I just twist my flesh in the right way, I’ll some-
how twist off this island.  Violate the cognitive-
emotional-metaphysical geometry that has me 
trapped in this particular region of this particular 
three-dimensional space.  Yeah, I know that’s 
bullshit.  Everything seems like either bullshit or 
math these days (or both).  But at least it’s en-
tertaining bullshit, heh.  Sitting here all by  my-
self, I’ve got to entertain myself somehow.  I got 
sick of jacking off after the first two weeks.  I 
guess the alternative to basking in beautiful bull-
shit is to empty my mind of all nonsense and be-
come some kind of enlightened being.  But that 
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just seems like an incredible drag, somehow.  
What’s the difference between that and just be-
ing a rock? 
 
 
Day 30 
 
 A day for poetry and lies.   I haven’t writ-
ten poems in a long time ... since I discovered I 
wasn’t any good at it ... my rhymed verse sounds 
like Dr. Seuss on a hangover from bad acid and 
quaaludes ... and my free verse has too much 
free and not enough verse in it ... but what does 
it matter really?   
 I think I know what  good poetry is about.  
It goes beyond the individual and embraces the 
universal and the personal at the same time.  
Simple combinations of words trigger deep 
thought-emotion complexes from the collective 
unconscious.  I don’t know how to do that, heh. 
 What’s the difference between free verse 
and stream-of-consciousness rambling, exactly? 
 OK, I’ve talked myself out of writing po-
etry.  For the moment.  But my head is full of 
words somehow.  I suppose that with no one to 
talk to, the verbalization centers of my brain are 
bored ... they’ve got to do something.   
 Where the fuck are all these words coming 
from?   Eventually I’m going to have to write 
them down – or sing them! 
 I wonder if this strange onslaught of ver-
bal constructions, this flood of poem and story 
fragments tumbling madcaply through my mind, 
is somehow related to the absence of my psychi-
atric medication.  I never experienced anything 
like this before – is this a symptom of temporal 
lobe epilepsy?  I almost can’t speak the words 
passing through my short-term memory because 
they’re tumbling by so fast and crazy.  Instead, 
some other portion of my neurodynamic system 
– some more boring and saner part – is writing 
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these words instead.  But these words I’m fran-
tically scrawling are just coming from a shallow 
top-layer of my awareness ... they don’t touch 
the depth, which is a boiling self-transcending 
goulash of syntax, semantics and phonetics, in 
an endless variety of human, alien and con-
structed languages, with no comprehensible 
pragmatics at all. 
 ha ha ha ha ha ha... 
 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story – our hero is about to escape the bounda-
ries of his human mind in a variety of ways, first 
through mediocre rambling poetry, then through 
spiritual exaltation, then through misery and 
eventually in ways that are harder to compactly 
describe.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
 
Day 31 
 
(Last night I dreamed random words ... word 
combinations ... writhing, melding, mating para-
graphs ... call it poetry or what-not ... today it’s 
got to get spit out on the page, or my head will 
explode with it ... if I didn’t have this notebook 
I’d have to scratch it on the ground ... or claw it 
into my flesh with my fingernails ...) 
 
Lies, lies, lies, lies, lies!!! 
 
Ice, fish and ice and lies!!!! 
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A lie, at the proper moment, brought the uni-
verse into existence 
 
 Because the void lied to itself  
  that difference 
  wouldn't make any difference 
 
  Because information  
  is a difference  
  that makes a difference 
 
    
   Because the world is  
    made of information 
 
     And fish! 
 
Because learning how to say 
 what is there to be said 
is the most difficult 
 thing of all 
 
(and I know I will never master it – 
most of all because I am an “I” – 
 
And there is nothing really worthwhile to be said 
 in the first(/middle/or/last) place 
 
fuck all these flogged out asshole  
characters -- such as my self and your stupid ass 
ass Mr. Notebook – and your dim lovely  
memories, Triinu and Lachi and everybody else – 
if you ever really existed – if I really exist at all – 
they/I/you/we are just nexuses of ideas – we 
aren’t actually human, we aren't made of glow 
compassion, we aren't truth or power  
or love at all 
 
I believe(d?) in Truth – ha ha 
 

the inside world  
is chaos,  
math and blood 

perhaps it’s not so bad if 
I have some temporal 
lobe epilepsy (or what-
ever) delusions while I’m 
sitting here on this island 
– there’s not a hell of 
a lot else to do but go 

nuts 
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Now here I am (HERE I AM), resting my weary 
stupid head on the shoulder of the morn of some 
lost ice-age, squashed and washed in the onion 
of my mindspace, getting lost in the sea and the 
stare of the sun.  The outside world is beautiful – 
so much so I can’t really remember what things 
once were like, with buildings and cars and cities 
– but the inside world is chaos, math and 
blood.... 
 
Triinu, Triinu, Triinu!!! 
you beautiful, chaotic crazy queen... 
one night of love after another, 
one frantic fight after another 
one reaction after another, 
one spastic zip through foreign lands, exotic, 
one book absorbed 
one science 
one minute 
one second 
one hour up the twat of the moment 
one more dramatic mind-invention 
to live we lived 
was absurd 
but so much richer than this 
over-rich emptiness 
and so much emptier than this 
empty richness... 
 
behold the meta-meta-meta-meta...-joke 
called my self 
 
the outer form moving 
quickly nowhere 
the inner form sliding 
evolving  
or otherwise 
 
one fantasy one dream 
after another 
and on and on and on and on 

Finally the  
pathetic truth 
dawned on me,  
that the whole 
juicy porno  
interlude with 
Triinu had just 
been a dream –  
   bwah! 

Rocks, fish,  
ice and madness!!!) 
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chaos lust creativity  
magnetic attraction repulsion chance being 
becoming emerging, consuming 
mathematical forms 
pain 
numbing boredom 
rocks 
fuck 
 
man the humping guns, fart outrageous  
fuck 
 
dementia praecox domination 
  lesser forms of 
   bestiary 
 
exploding in a calculus of 
mutually psychopathic sadistic masochistic santa 
satan claus  

ho ho ho ho's 
 
where is all this shit coming from? 
 
words do not exist 
mathematics does not exist 
lovers and sons don’t exist 
boats don’t exist 
jesus knows religion does not exist -- the only 
exalted thing is 
the moment -- the fluid moment expanding in all 
directions like a self-absorbing self-annihilating 
self-rebuilding sponge 
 
chance vibrations 
that thrust simultaneously  
extratemporically  
confused  
panerotically 
 
streams of satan-sperm 

stimulating their pleasure centers 
 
chasing sex and various deriva-
tives like romantic love 
 
working to perpetuate their ge-
nome 
 
seeking to establish their lofty 
status over other beings  
 
reflexively acting so as to fulfill 
the model of themselves that they 
have constructed 
 

continually yanked around  
day by day by your own  
dysregulated brain  
chemistry ...  
 
screaming, flailing,  
smashing...  
 
endless threats  
of murder/suicide 
 
doo-waaahhhh!!!! 
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    streams of moon 
    streams of urine 
    streams of wordlight 
    ?streams of idea 
    ?streams of love 
    (deaf, 
I live down to my own bullshit 
  (not (only)) occasionally 
 
these words are lost moments already - really I 
wouldn't verge to trust them at all – 
 
The face turned inwards must wail 
whirl  
wall 
sink knowledge 
 
The person generating wanders 
in the demon of the interior 
must strike a note upon the balls 
of demanding whatever 

The creative multicolored feathered eyes 
of abandon (NOT) 
crystal whirlwind mind 
 
I've been here before and will be here 
again I know 
again and again and again 
One true new beginning 
 
Absurdity wraps its arms around me 
like a virulent succubus 
FUCK 
 
I’m going to die here 
Somehow I know it 
But I don’t really know anything 
 
There’s a friend somewhere, I know it – 
not Triinu Malachi Sven or anyone actual – 
not Jesus Christ or some pit  

the  
interior 

her butt, and 
how you claimed 
it looked just 
like my aunt’s 
butt, which 
proved I was 
sexually ob-
sessed with my 
aunt as well 

feeling you warm and soft and 
loving, your head nestled on my 
shoulder in your “special spot,” 
amidst the tangle of my weird 
crazy hair ... no one ever  
understood – quite simply the 
feeling of being one -- 

(demons of 
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of my diseased imagination 
someone more real than reality -- 
 
Take my hand friend 
take the light of my  
directness 
let us dive us through  
our (illusionary) selves  
(cell-ves) again, again 
 
I remember!  I remember!   
 
So many scenes, so many movies!  Were they 
real or not?  What does it matter?  The memory 
is constructive.  The glocal mindmeld pulls its 
thinkage from the quantum wavefunction of the 
meltiverse!  Motherfucker. 
 
She got up from the couch, the beautiful flesh-
scream, young and hungry, Triinu to her own 
third power. She put a CD on, Miles I think, took 
off her shirt and sat back down by me ... com-
fortably/uncomfortably close. She wasn't wearing 
a bra.  She got a look on her face that I couldn't 
quite fathom. "Hey ... do you want to feel my 
breasts?" 
 
I laughed, and fondled her gently. I remembered 
the moment she was referring to. "You were 
mighty forward, weren't you? A mighty forward 
18 year old. I couldn't resist...." 
 
She smiled. "I'm going to be forward again." She 
turned around and sat on my lap, pressing tight 
up against me. "I’ve wanted to ask this for a long 
time, but I haven’t been able to get the guts.  
Will you marry me?" 
 
I hesitated only briefly – not long enough to 
cause alarm.  "Of course I will, sweetie. If that's 
what you want. I mean, I kinda got skeptical of 

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
 
quite simply 

the feeling of 

being one.  

You and I as 

one person – 

one body – 

one being – 
one mind -  

one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  
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marriage after what happened to my last one....  
But I always thought we'd get married  
eventually."  
 
At that point I realized she had always been, and 
would always be, a universe in the form of a tur-
nip. 
 
But why had I ever thought otherwise???? 
 
the waves are cackling  
over me, tossing molecules nilly-willy 
 
Why do you bother to move around? they ask me 
just stand still,  
feel the frozen air the water 
feel the loving sun 
too far 
TOO FAR YOU FUCKING SON 
 
I answer them with rhythms 
splashed on their moving bodies with small rocks 
 
the crux is something different, that shines out 
through these various things and others now and 
again (and again) 
I answer them with nothing 
 
Finally I say You move too, internally, 
you metabolize, 
your quaking quintillions of molecules 
orchestrate countless subatomic 
motions 
 
they laugh 
 
i stand still 
feel  
the air 
the cold 
the wet 

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
on
 
quite simply 

the feeling of 

being one.  

You and I as 

one person – 

one body – 

one being – 
one mind -  

e body – one 
being – one 
mind -  

quite simply 
the feeling of 
being one.  
You and I as 
one person – 
one body – 
one being – 
one mind -  

-- egads!! -- 

the crux is 
something 
different, 
that shines 
out through 
these various 
things and 
others now 
and again 
(and again) 

the cold 
the cold 
the sun 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 296 

 
"The point is, why do you love someone?  
Because they give you something you had in 
your childhood, or you lacked in your childhood. 
Why do you like a certain type of music? Because 
of some personality flaw, probably. The loud mu-
sic compensates for your weak personality. Or 
the quiet music takes the place of some inner 
calm you don't have. Why do I want to make art? 
Because I can't remake myself the way I want to, 
so I do the next best thing, and try to transform 
the outer world, right? Once you start analyzing 
everything you do, you wind up deciding  
everything's worthless. It's all just compensating 
for something else. If you were healthy, you 
wouldn't try to do anything, right, you'd just sit 
on your ass and placidly collect welfare.... And 
then, you have to ask yourself, why am I  
analyzing everything so critically? What's the 
cause of that. Some toilet training problem, I 
guess. If my mom hadn't made me wipe my own 
pussy when I was two years old, I wouldn't have 
any problems today...." 
 
city of lips 
pointed sunwards 
fountains and chambers of unknown 
 
Look at me – look at me – look – 
 
HERE, right here, here right now, 
 right here on this stupid island, 
 i am cured of all problems, 
 physical and metaphysical,  
 emotional and spiritual,  
 beautiful and hideous,  
 imaginary and actual 
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From this point on, I won't look any  
different, I won't feel any different, I won't 
act any different  -- others won't notice any 
difference -- I won't notice any difference 
but the difference will be there underneath 
     
From now on I will be perfect -- 
hah! 
 
Here where the water spreads forever 
and rocks sprawl out like madness 
like an alien woman's boso(n?)m 
Inviting you to explore every curve  
and dimple 

Oh, Triiiiiinu, shit, where are you?? 
Where there are no Keep Out signs 
no fences 
The rain pours down like the sweat 
of pedophilic yeti dentists 
White birds zip from what to what 
I want you, girl, much much too much! 
 
0 is the absence of 1,  
 1 is the absence of 0 
water defines the land 
 land defines the water 
 
 Triinu,  
 your absence defines  
 my presence 
 and my presence 
 your essence 
 
?sun's above me 
If I stare at it too long 
I'll go blind they say 
but it's not true 
I stare and I stare 
twenty, twenty-five minutes 
nothing 

our hero is  
getting beyond 
his human  
emotions, finally, 
and about to 
plunge into the 
world of  
mathematics.  
Which he thinks is 
the most real and 
interesting world, 
but eventually 
he’ll find out  
otherwise. 
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NOTHING 

NOTHING 

NOTHING 
 
why should i wake up 
 overgone with sadness and fear 
At night she sits by me in silence. We look out at the bare 
frigid sea together, quietly one.  She taps her fingers on my 
arm, in an obsessive autistic way, and I would smile at her, 
softly and faintly.  At night she leans her head on my lap and 
goes to sleep.  She calls it her “special spot” but it’s actually 
an alien consciousness.  I call some nothing son. 
 
I have my breath, my body, 
 water and fish 
 and my thoughts 
 what thoughts! 
 and my words 
 and Mr. Notebook At night she sits by me in 
silence. We look out at the bare frigid sea together, quietly 
one.  She taps her fingers on my arm, in an obsessive autistic 
way, and I would smile at her, softly and faintly.  At night she 
leans her head on my lap and goes to sleep.  She calls it her 
“special spot” but it’s actually an alien consciousness.  I call 
some (perfect slab of) nothing son. 
 
I tried to make a flute and failed, but, well... 
 
 My problem is the utter and abject  
 failure of my twisted person(animal)ality 
 to emanate infinite love? 
 
 Where is Ingredient X? 
 do you have it? 
 GIVE IT TO ME!  NOW, NOW NOW! 
      
 Ah, there it is, 
      
 Just had it, 
 pinched it right between 
 my fingers 
 But it fucking SLIPPED AWAY  

At night she sits by me in silence. We look out at 
the bare frigid sea together, quietly one.  She 
taps her fingers on my arm, in an obsessive 
autistic way, and I would smile at her, softly and 
faintly.  At night she leans her head on my lap 
and goes to sleep.  She calls it her “special spot” 
but it’s actually an alien consciousness.  I call 
some nothing son. 
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     (AGAIN 
 
 
At night she sits by me in silence. We look out at the bare 
frigid sea together, quietly one.  She taps her fingers on my 
arm, in an obsessive autistic way, and I would smile at her, 
softly and faintly.  At night she leans her head on my lap and 
goes to sleep.  She calls it her “special spot” but it’s actually 
an alien consciousness.  I call some (perfect slab of) nothing 
son. 
 
I am here: I am air shifting madness 
I am here: I am breathing and breathing 
I am here: floating on a nonexistent kayak  
 through water made of small rocks 
 undulating illusions 
 
 weaving words,  
 creaking nonsense, melodic 
 confusionals chaotizing empathically 
 imagining particleminds 
 
 
SHE:   I think that you will never shit 
          A poem lovely as my tit 
 
          I think that I have never bled 
          A poem lovely as my head 
 
          I think that you have never smashed 
          A poem lovely as my ass 
 
HE: Well… 
 
SHE: No 

I think that you will never shit 
A poem 
love

 I think that you will never shit 

A poem lovely as my tit 

 

I think that I have never bled 

A poem lovely as my head 

 

I think that you have never smashed 

A poem lovely as my ass 

 ly as my tit 
 
I think that I have never bled 
A poem lovely as my head 
 
I think that you have never smashed 
A poem lovely as my ass 
 

I think that you will never shit 
A poem lovely as my tit 
 
I think that I have never bled 
A poem lovely as my head 
 
I think that you have never smashed 
A poem lovely as my ass 
 

At night she sits by me in silence. We look out at 
the bare frigid sea together, quietly one.  She 
taps her fingers on my arm, in an obsessive 
autistic way, and I would smile at her, softly and 
faintly.  At night she leans her head on my lap 
and goes to sleep.  She calls it her “special spot” 
but it’s actually an alien consciousness.  I call 
some nothing son. 
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HE:  Alive words pound against my skull like 
poisonous, accelerated drops of rain.  Amazing 
skewers of ulcerated madness riddle my heart 
and mind.  My body yearns for you, explodes for 
you, sings for you bullets and soft tickled babies; 
my mind reaches out to explode you, to love you, 
encompass you, to dream you, but you always 
just pull away enchanting, wondering trembling, 
infandibularly exotic but always just out of reach. 
 
SHE:    Well 
 
HE:      Did you like it? 
 
SHE:    I guess? …  
 
HE:   Purpleness.  Greenness.  Undula-
tions.  Me gripping your flesh in my hands 
and revolving.  Ascending to the ululating 
heavens in a whirlpool of chocolate-covered 
infection.  My tongue does a dance of a 
thousand creations.  Your fingers corrode 
the ur-reality of deathiness.  We are stoned, 
immaculate, bloodfellows, insaning the 
braincage of love.  We trample on the 
graves of our ancestors, daring them to 
strike us down, baffling them with our cour-
age, creating new technologies at random, 
reconstructing quarks and molecules in bold 
configurations – the sun is our jacuzzi, the 
stars our hallucinogenital munchrooms, the 
black hole of non-mind is our sun. 
 
SHE:  Whoa…. Where did THAT come from? 
 
HE: I have no fucking idea 
 
SHE: Really? 
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HE:    I don’t know…  I don’t know where it went 
either....  Look … can we… I… 
 
SHE:   I think that I have never heard. 
 A poem lovely as my turd 
 
HE:   Ahem... 
 
 
Whatever it is: 
Stretch it to the limit, then 
Scream a crazy scream! 
 
NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 
 
 
 Because the void lied to itself  
  that difference 
  wouldn't make any difference 
 
  Because information  
  is a difference  
  that makes a difference 
 
   Because the world is  
    made of information 
 
     And fish! 

Because the void lied to itself  
  that difference 
  wouldn't make any difference 
 
  Because information  
  is a difference  
  that makes a difference 
 
   Because the world is  
    made of information 
 
 
 Because the void lied to itself  

  t ha t  d i f f e r ence  

  wouldn't make any difference 

 

  B e c au se  i n f o rma t i on  

  is  a di f ference  

  that makes a difference 

 

   Because the wor ld is   

    m a d e  o f  i n f o r m a t i o n  

 

     A n d  fish !  

    And fish! 

Because the void lied to itself  
  that difference 
  wouldn't make any difference 
 
  Because information  
  is a difference  
  that makes a difference 
 
   Because the world is  
    made of information 
 
 
 Because the void lied to itself  

  t ha t  d i f f e r ence  

  wouldn't make any difference 

 

  B e c au se  i n f o rma t i on  

  is  a di f ference  

  that makes a difference 

 

   Because the wor ld is   

    m a d e  o f  i n f o r m a t i o n  

 

     A n d  fish !  

    And fish! 

Because the void lied to itself  
  that difference 
  wouldn't make any difference 
 
  Because information  
  is a difference  
  that makes a difference 
 
   Because the world is  
    made of 
information 
 
 
 Because the void lied to itself  

  t ha t  d i f f e r ence  

  wouldn't make any difference 

 

  B e c au se  i n f o rma t i on  

  is  a di f ference  

  that makes a difference 

 

   Because the wor ld is   

    m a d e  o f  i n f o r m a t i o n  

 

     A n d  fish !  

    And fish! 

Because learning how to say  
what is there to be said 
is the most difficult 
thing of all 
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Smash the stone tablets of law, 
 into the gravel arctic evil-atoll 
 reassemble the pieces into something 
 more fully resembling your ass 
 
Stretch the stone like brain-elastic, mold it  
into multidemented metaphors,  
rescaling and concealing  
ululating with autistic rhythms 
  there is no value, no meaning,  
   no law  
   no pure transplendence 
   except that which 
    I create right now  
   
 
  I've always known this  
   but have to remind 
   myself overly repeatedly 
   (how quickly the plastic  
   love fantastic   
   deadeadeadens  
   to law table stone 
   (yet again   
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English vs Estonian vs Inuit 
Language vs. predicate logic 
Man vs. woman 
Love vs. hate 
Land vs water 
confusion vs. clarity 
stupidity vs. intelligence 
understanding vs. bafflement 
childhood vs. adulthood 
greed vs. compassion 
anger vs. calmness 
trees vs. shadows 
eleventeen vs. thirty-twelve 
penis vs. venus 
clitoral vs. littoral 
littoral vs. literal 
Goofy Sufi vs. Nudist Buddhist 
death vs life --- hahahaha 
invisible fingers of love vs. illimitable hot pokers 
of raging doom scared as shit 
never vs. always 
right now vs. wait for tonite honey 
right now vs wait for your husband to return from 
the motherfucking stupid island  
on which he’s beached 
no right NOW versus honey, please,  
wait for tonight 
teeth of delirium vs. delirium of teeth 
marketing slogans vs. joints thick as hot dogs 
diminished elegance of starvation vs  
another gulp of cold fish 
Island built of rock torture 
Rocks built from spheres of mind 
Mind built from the loss of Triinu 
Cosmocrystallized madness 
Death 
Long Dong Silver versus the  
French Corkscrew Twist 
Me vs. you vs. me vs. you vs. me vs. you vs. me 
vs. you again 

Well, am I  
any better?   
 
I certainly am, 
 
god damn it. 

scared 
as 
piggyshit 

I just kept 
going 
harder and 
harder and 
harder, 
pounding 
her body 
forward 
then 
pulling 
her back 
with my 
hands 
gripped 
onto the 
flesh 
around 
her hips 
... until 
something 
strange 
seemed to 
happen: 
the 
ceaseless  
pounding 

 

?  
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me vs was there ever anyone else? 
Imagination vs. reality 
imagination building reality vs. reality building 
imagination 
nothing vs. something 
the universe emerges from my own head vs. 
what? 
me vs. myself 
me vs. myself again 
me vs. myself, in a minor key, with pentatonic 
variations 
me vs. myself lusting for you versus yourself 
me versus myself lusting for her vs. herself 
her mad gorgeous eye winking at me  
elaborately  
in the inverted self of the sea 
the perplexingly cold fucking ocean 
she winks at me seductively vs. i just imagine it 
whom i want vs. who wants me 
what i want vs. why i want 
how i want who i want vs. why i want what i want 
Dialectics vs. livalectics 
Long lists vs. stone cold sexy body mess 
Writing long silly lists while sitting dying  
on some arctic island half-mad 
Artilect wisdom refrain! 
Being normal vs. drinking divine shadow light 
Vibrating vs. undulating 
expressing vs. impressing 
outrospection vs. introjection 
Calligraphing runes on your back with my tongue 
versus tattooing nothing vs. smearing my shit on 
the wall in the shapes of ninja hamsters vs 
FREEZING TO DEATH ON THIS STUPID FUCKING 
ISLAND 
abstract possibilities 
turned harshly disturbingly real 
the gash in the gush in the midst of the madst 
of the mind 
My death, my physical embodiment, 
fading in reality and significance 
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just a pattern of arrangement 
of course, a course 
of flow of something/nothing 
much like these wombling words ... 
vs. vs. versus 
this vs. this vs this 
ending vs. starting 
this vs. shit vs this shit again 
Delicious zeros vs. mathematical fragments 
Delirium vs. delirium 
In vs. out vs. in vs. out vs. in vs. out again 
I think I'm done shitting now 
End vs. end 
 
 
   (sanity vs. madness 
   sex vs. core 
   Love vs. love again 
   Poetry vs. poetry vs. this 
 
 
1. 
2. 
3 
4.  
5. 
6. 
7. 
8. 
9. 
10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. On 
20. Nohow on 

yet 
again? 
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21.   Love 
22.   FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK 
 
... 
 
1,000,327.  I awaken 
 
... 
 
3,425,631.  At age 7 I realize I never awakened 
at all and the universe is a delirium in a  
nonexistent mind 
 
... 
 
5,355,738.  At age 10 I annihilate myself in my 
backyard by staring for 373 seconds at an  
ordinary black ant engaged  in walking around in 
circles 
... 
 
9,731,255.  At age 17 I reinvent surrealism,  
writing page after page of nonsensical prosE 
about transcendental alligators and et cet 
 
... 
 
9,973,561.  I receive a 9-dimensional blueprint 
describing the structure and dynamics of the  
universe, directly from the Creator.  I am  
absorbed into a cosmococcic vortex and a clone 
of myself is emitted, taking my (pathetic little) 
place in the world. 
 
... 
 
15,324,100. In a New Zealand rainforest, a drop 
of rain enchanted with fairy farts falls onto the 
eye tooth of my clone, causing him  to be  
transformed into a kind of Satanic  angel, with 
sense organs embedded in each of my  
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component particles, and a new kind of taste bud 
on his  tongue useful only for sensing emergent 
combinations of lust rage death hate black hole 
sweat damn Triinu girl I WANT YOU TOO MUCH 
MUCH MUCH MUCH 
 
... 
 
19,253,170.   On a frozen island off the cost of 
south Alaska, the real me is swapped with the 
clone again; the true cause of everything is re-
vealed to me at long last (including a systematic 
metaphysical demonstration of my own utter 
uselessness), while I slowly die of frostbite and 
fish poisoning 
   
19,253,171 FUCK! 
 

 
 
NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 

NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 
 

NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 
 

 NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 

YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 

  

NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 
 

NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 
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  My mind was once 
  a powerful civilization 
  incorporating half the atoms 
  in the Universe 
 
  Using secret mathematics 
  we constructed vast  
   undersea cities  
   (Atlantis be 
   mockerized!) 
   ice-caves  
   like Triinu’s mouth 
   yowling wide  
   before one of her 
   spectacular blowjobs 
  mysterious advanced technologies 
  formed from nanotechnological  
   brilliancies 
  predicting  
  the movements of dead souls 
  the dynamics of oneness 
  and separation 
 
  I can no longer recall the equations 
  underlying the nanotechnological  
   constructions 
  that golden language is gone, 
  fucker, gone 
 
 
 And what is left? 
 
 What is love? 
 What is courage? 
 What is disease? 
 What is strength? 
 What is annihilation? 
 What is beauty? 
 What is hate? 
 What is knowledge? 
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 What is magic? 
 What are illusions? 
 What are dreams? 
 What is intelligence? 
 What is perfection? 
 What is water? 
 What is love?   
 What is death? 
 What is death? 
 What is death? 
 
Zennady was a good little monkey,  
but always very curious 
 
 Why is my lower jaw off at an angle  
  to the upper one? 
 Why am I impelled to solve, and solve? 
 
Why don’t I want to die in this place? 
 
questionnaire in question 
 
 If this or that must be, why not that  
 Why this or that at all? 
 
Human a grammar.  Questionnaire in question.   
On.  On.  Nohow, nohow on. 
 
Periodic table of existence (or not) 
Betiding scapes of hollow *dying) eyes 
 
 Why truth?  Why lies? 
 Why sense?  Why not?  Why nonsense? 
 Why fact?  Why supposition?   
 Why intuition, exaltation? 
 Why blood munching love  
 crunching bones? 
 Why rotting flesh lying  
 here in the cold  
 eaten by fish (or vultures?) 
 

 Why truth?  Why lies? 
 Why sense?  Why not?  Why nonsense? 
 Why fact?  Why supposition?   
 Why intuition, exaltation? 
 Why blood munching love  
 crunching bones? 
 Why rotting flesh lying  
 here in the cold  
 eaten by fish (or vultures?) 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 311 

 
Dionyseashore deaditations  
on the bridalwave of (leaving?) life 
(Self-subverting explosions and pulsing  
(hate bleeding) red love? 
 
Mandelbrot contours of collective unconscious 
deliriyuck – emerging, bwahahahaha 
 
 Why such strange expressions? 
 Why, why, baby? why why why? 
 
  why is it so rare 
  when everything fits 
  and nothing is missing at all? 
 
  (Triinu, Triinu – 
  where are you, you BITCH?? 
 
  Is this moment perfect? 
  (Except, perhaps, for this question, 
    yuck!) 
  I was supposed to be a perfection,  
    recall? 
 
  This moment is frozen living death 
  prana of supersane-insanity 
 
What one mind dreams is a dream 
What many minds dream is reality 
Here and now, there is only me, me, me 
so nothing is real it all 
there’s just a crash at the edge of the edge 
of the edge of.... 
 
The universal inner image of creation beauty 
light, wonder, source being, projected outward, 
transformed through nonlocal subquantum voo-
doodoo, into the quizzical quasi particulate wave-
form configuration conglomeration madness  
 

The universal inner image of creation beauty light, 
wonder, source being, projected outward, trans-
formed through nonlocal subquantum voodoodoo, 
into the quizzical quasi particulate waveform configu-
ration conglomeration madness  
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we call the actual world, which manifests itself as 
the solar spheres of Triinu’s perfect breasts, so 
fucking far away being kissed by some other 
guy’s lips, her voice being heard by someone 
else, her wildest soul detached from me me me 
No matter how far I travel 
it's always an illusory beyond 
 
But some beyonds are more illusory than others 
(beyond more WHAT WHAT WHAT -- ) 
 
What is the distance between my mind 
and its sensors and actuators? 
 
Is this interface really “me” at all? 
This interface face of flesh blood bone? 
lean tired near-dead hungry 
limped out on cruddy rockpile 
apart from Triinu 
people  
life 
separated from its ordinary interactive 
mindstream 
by something as simple and dumb 
as a giant pool of H2O 
 
The reality grabs me 
and then lets me go again 
FUCK! 
 
I am here in the situation – what a situation --  
I am in no situation; I am not 
 
 
 
 
Is existence conditional on babies, poems, cities, 
 streams of worlds, 
 bodies, air water 
 Triinu, I miss you, damn: beautiful thing! 
 Lachi, Lachi, where are you, shit?! 

W
 

WH 

AT

AT 

AT 
  

WH 

AT

AT 

AT 

WH 

WH 
AT
AT 
AT 

WH 
AT
AT 
AT 
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 realms of consciousness bleeding, 
 ridiculous humans, 
 logical schemes, fleshly lusts? 
 nanotechnological compromises? 
 ghosts child the young mind’s  
 fragile eggshell crowd 
 Houses trees women and villages! 
 Heaters swimsuits and highways! 
 Books bong hits and boobies, yeah! 
 
Break on out of the mold, son!   
Get up!  Twirl around! 
Ontological sickness be damned!! 
Freezing islands and oceans be damned! 
Distant fade of the sunlight be damned! 
Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! 
Assert the primacy of your engloried  
creating mind (beyond mind beyond mind)! 
here in the mist of the cold Alaskan morning 
see past present and future 
and, then what?  and then?  and then? 
 
These words are of no value 
my gorgeous wife is of no value 
(i love her like madness,  
but she’s surely now fucking someone else ... 
she’s gone from me ... 
i’m gone from her ... 
i’m fucking endless madness...) 
my daily dreams are of no value 
my splendid son is of no value 
This terrible island is of no value 
This frozen ocean is of no value 
This mutant earth is of no value 
I myself am of no value, of course 
of course (of course) is of no value 
The English language of no value 
Mr. Notebook is of no value 
Cold fish are of no value 
Chicken dinner is of no value 
Tandoori chicken is of no value 
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Fucking cold fish of no value 
Keeping me alive is of no value 
The concept of value is of no value 
The concept of concept is of no value 
The concept of no is of no value 
Declaring things of no value is of no value 
Declaring things of value is of no value 
Love is of no value 
Hate is of no value 
Religion is of no value 
Atheism is of no value 
Television is of no value 
Hope is of no value 
Despair is of no value 
Hmmmmm is of no value 
Mmmmmmm is of no value -- 
Sex is of no value 
Longing is of no value 
Contentment is of no value 
Vacations are of no value 
Kayaks are of no value 
Work is of no value, 
Delirium of no value, 
Insanity is of no value 
Isolation – lunacy – bwah! 
Literature of no value, 
Quasi-poetry of no value,  
Drugs of no value, 
Pain of no value, 
Truth of no value, 
Pleasure of no value, 
Strange thought-trains of no value, 
Lying on rocks writing, of no value, 
Getting up to eat fish, no value, 
Falling in love, no value, 
Forgetting about love, no value, 
Deep and eternal warmth, no value, 
Surreal beauty of whomever, no value, 
Human or divine understanding, no value, 
Friendship, no value –  
Writing, dreaming, imagining, henpecking,  

These words are of no value 
my gorgeous wife is of no value 
(i love her like madness,  
but she’s surely now fucking some-
one else ... 
she’s gone from me ... 
i’m gone from her ... 
i’m fucking endless madness...) 
my daily dreams are of no value 
my splendid son is of no value 
This terrible island is of no value 
This frozen ocean is of no value 
This mutant earth is of no value 
I myself am of no value, of course 
of course (of course) is of no value 
 (sanity vs. madness 

sex vs. core 
Love vs. love again 
Poetry vs. poetry vs. this 
 NO ONE CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU ANYWAY! 

 
 
YOU’RE STUCK ON A TINY PILE OF ROCKS! 

 

nor even the simple joy of 
watching you, the (beauti-
fully-awkward)/ (awkwardly-
beautiful) way you hold 
yourself and move around, 
halfway wanting to embrace 
your female passionate sen-
suality, halfway wanting to 
deny it and be some sort of 
little boy or warrior ... the 
two halves combining into a 
unique form of being that is 
perfectly and only you (and 
more wonderful than any-
thing) ... the delight of hear-
ing your multiform ideas as 
they finally pop out of your 
mind, 

This is the real meaning of Bodhisattvas.  
It’s not that we return from the crystal-
space to help others get out, and join 
nirvanaland as we once did.  We do that, 
and it’s important and it’s beautiful.  But 
that’s not the only significance of the re-
turn from bliss.  It’s not even the main 
meaning (okay, it’s as main as anything 
else – but not especially more so).  We 
return from nirvana to create nirvana.  
Returning is a necessary part of creating 
it.  Nirvana – the experience of together-
ness – only has any meaning if there’s 
separateness to define it, and so we can’t 
live in Nirvana at every single (fictive) 
time point. 
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melting, insulting, caressing, heckling, fucking, 
walking, swimming, boating, climbing, laughing, 
talking, magnifying, mystifying, spawning  
children, loving, ignoring, driving crazy, warping, 
theorizing, calculating, writing, engineering,  
constructing, on and nohow on, the orgiastic  
chiliasm of the anabaptists, of no value of no 
value, this cave of no value, these words these 
dreams these thoughts 
And on and on and on 
The only thing that's of value is – 
 
 
Day 32 
 
 No words left today.  I actually got them 
out of my brain.  Woo-haw.  Back to the self-
styled quasi-yoga again.  It’s been particularly 
warm and sunny: I even braved a (skinny-, obvi-
ously) dip in the freezing ocean, for a few sec-
onds, knowing it would be “warm” (by Alaskan 
standards) when I got out.   
 Today I really wished I had Triinu here – 
or better yet (by far) on an island with warmer 
water.  We used to make love in the water, in the 
bay.  I remember her floating up and down on 
top of me, as I cradled her ass in my hands.  She 
blended in with the nature and our personalities 
and minds didn’t exist – we just moved up and 
down with the water.  The warm water kept my 
hard-on going forever without much of a desire 
to spout my sperm.  It was just a wave motion of 
pleasure, on and on and on. 
 Heh.  As if that ever existed at all.... 
 
 
Day 36 
  
 I don’t remember ever feeling so clear.  
I’m skinny – ridiculously skinny – and my arms 
and upper body are getting strong from so much 
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fishing.  My mind is stronger than ever – doing so 
much thinking without peripheral devices (except 
for pen and you, Mr. Notebook, and scratchings 
of stick in sand for doodling and sketching) has 
sharpened my memory and calculation skill back 
to what it was in childhood.  But memory and 
calculation don’t matter --- and physical strength 
doesn’t matter, though it’s nice, I admit, to 
breathe clearly and smoothly and to feel like a 
well-functioning machine – what matters is this 
clarity of mind.   
 And clarity of body: No more of those 
stomachaches that once tortured me day after 
day after day.  I can’t believe I once accepted 
that way of being as workable and normal. These 
last few days are just a whole different thing.   I 
really feel like myself like never before.  No social 
twistings to corrupt  me.  I am here, I exist, I 
have a body and mind, I am purely and simply 
me. 
 I haven’t written anything in here for a 
few days because I haven’t seen the point really 
(may as well conserve the paper unless I feel 
some compulsion to write ... it’s gonna run out 
eventually ... all too soon in fact), but for some 
reason today the mood struck me.  I hope that 
doesn’t mean the clarity is fading.  But I don’t 
think so, exactly.  It is fading, in a way, but not 
to go back to the previous, convoluted, self-
constraining mind-states.  It’s giving way to 
something else. 
 But let the future be what it’s going to.  
Today is simple: everything is transparent.   
 I’ve always known matter was 99.99% 
empty space but I never really perceived it that 
way before.  I can’t see the empty space with my 
regular eyes but I see it with my other ones.  The 
empty space is my eyes themselves.  I suppose 
that doesn’t make any sense as written, but it 
isn’t the ideas that are at fault, it’s the words.  
The network of words (as a whole, not just the 
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subnet I’m now weaving) is not correct by its in-
nermost nature.  It’s correct for what it (intrinsi-
cally, by its innermost nature) pretends to want 
to do – to maintain itself – but not for describing 
this reality.  But what use description? 
 I realize it sounds like an absurd cliche’, 
but when I think back on the things that used to 
concern me so tremendously and intensely, they 
all seem so ridiculous to me now.   Crazy young 
Triinu, with her beauty and her sweetness and 
her nastiness ... all the emotions she wrapped 
me up in, with her sounds and her smells and her 
constant quest for provocations.  She was con-
stantly feeling so much, and then trying to pro-
voke others to their own heights of feeling – 
positive or negative – or to put it a little differ-
ently, the chemical state in her brain was config-
ured to seek to propagate itself and instill similar 
chemical states in other brains.  Some of the 
more primitive regions in my brain resonated 
with the more primitive regions in in hers and we 
found ourselves compelled to remain around each 
other so as to keep the sympathetic vibrations 
going.  Not really so different from two grandfa-
ther clocks, in the same room, synchronizing 
themselves to each other by propagating vibra-
tions through the walls they lean against.  Sym-
pathetic vibrations, to the power of quantum 
nonlocality: the secret ingredient of psi ... maybe 
so (or not)! The lust and the anger that Triinu 
elicited – these nonlinear-dynamical chemical 
phenomena, not so different from photosynthesis 
or the fractal growth process of a plant, or the 
quantum fractional Hall effect underlying topo-
logical quantum computing.  And the imperfec-
tions of these analogies are part of the same 
process – the dynamical self-reflection of my 
brain, which is impelled to generate these analo-
gies in a never-quite-successful, never-quite-
failed attempt to justify itself to itself, and rebuild 
itself in its own (inadequately perceived) image. 
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 The desire for fame, for greatness – what 
does it really matter?  To have a crowd of people 
cheer you, or writers laud you with complicated 
phrases in the pages of magazines?  Presumably 
a compensation for being jeered in elementary 
school – but what is the need for it, really?  They 
need to cheer and jeer and something: what 
matter whether it’s me or not?   
 And what does it matter if I have an im-
pact on history?  History sets us up – it provides 
us with knowledge, and if we don’t take the next 
step, someone else is going to.  If not Darwin, 
Wallace.  If not Newton, Leibniz.  If not Orwell, 
Zemiatin. If not Ariman, somebody.  There’s cer-
tainly nothing wrong with existing in a situation 
where one happens to channel a large amount of 
information from one part of the social-cultural 
mind to another.  But why get so excited about 
it?  Because the social-cultural mind benefits if 
the particles get excited about their contributions 
to the whole? 
 I have to have a sense of humor about 
this – me sitting here on this island, skinny and 
half-crazed like a pulp-fantasy vagabond, high on 
strange energy from the sea and the sky and the 
bird-songs.  Of course I think nothing else mat-
ters – nothing else is around me now.  It’s easy 
to achieve a profound detachment from things 
you may never see again anyhow.  If Triinu ap-
peared here now, what would I do?  Could I 
really resist all the pulls of those emotions – the 
smells and the sounds and the ideas?  I’d resist 
her pubic region for something like a fifth of a 
second.  If a science journalist appeared here all 
of a sudden to interview me on my antenna the-
ory of mind, could I really resist the urge to 
grandstand for them?  But what does that mat-
ter?  I can see too clearly, right now, all the 
structures and dynamics in the mind of that hy-
pothetical me, who might indeed react in the ex-
pectable ways to those hypothetical situations. 
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 More interesting is whatever this feeling is 
rising in my head.  I feel something looming from 
the distance, much like the coming of a storm 
can be felt well before it arrives in the thickening 
of the atmosphere, the change in the magnetic 
fields and the barometric pressure – it creeps up 
little by little by little.  The process of me and this 
island is continuing in a certain direction, and the 
me of this moment lacks the computational ca-
pacity to predict where it’s going.  My antenna is 
receiving signals containing considerable informa-
tion, which won’t break this fantastic transpar-
ency, but will give it a different sort of thing to 
see through.  I can feel that.  Not a return to the 
biologically-generated illusions, but a movement 
to some beyond.   
 And here’s a funny thing I noticed today: 
only today, not yesterday.  I almost forgot to 
write it down.  When I look at myself today, I 
don’t just see my body, I see some sort of light 
around it ... this glimmering glowing thing, fluc-
tuating in and out of existence – but it’s not ex-
actly an aura, I’m not sure what the difference is 
but it’s definitive ... and it’s not an electromag-
netic force, it’s some different sort of energy.  It’s 
the energy of the empty space.  As if the empty 
space within me is bubbling up to the surface and 
surrounding me, on the outside, making room 
inside me for something else.   
 But I’m losing interest in babbling about 
these things, and whatever transition it is I’m 
sensing now, I’m not in any particular hurry for 
it.  In fact a moment of weariness seems to have 
arisen, as I’m sitting here writing this – the whole 
mess of my prior life just (almost) rushed back 
into me, as I wrote that last sentence here.  You 
vex me, Mr. Notebook – as you seduce me all too 
efficaciously.  I’ve got to lie down and let this hit 
me. 
 Wow.  How long did that last?  My body 
flat on its back; my mind, where?  Everything 
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careened toward my inner image of my cranium, 
all in one wide fur-blur of confusion, like a caf-
feinated translucent star: my parents, my early 
childhood in Idaho, Britney, Triinu,  Lachi and his 
math brilliance, computational chemistry, AI, glo-
cal memory, the bloody Singularity, the political 
situation in China, the stain on the floor by my 
back door that some dog put there years ago af-
ter getting diarrhea after eating too much chili – 
everything, all in one moment (was I really here 
on these cold rocks? how could it be, in fact?  I 
was floating somewhere ... somewhere...), and it 
all bled itself out of its own cunt in some giant 
menstruation, till the boundaries of the conscious 
star spread so wide that the different ideas, im-
ages and worries and hopes originally within it 
were spread incredibly far apart from each other, 
I could barely see any of them at all anymore ... 
a few, floating dimly out in the distance ... till it 
all was empty space again.  Empty space, some-
how yogically contorted into the precise shape of 
this goddamn terrible island.  And me here, sit-
ting and phantasmagorically existing again. 
 Wow.  I’m in a completely different mind-
state than when I sat down to write, haha.  I 
wonder if the writing punctured the glory of it, or 
if the reason I decided to write was because I felt 
a change coming on.  No way to tell the differ-
ence of course ... maybe not even any way to 
define it.  (I’m betting on the latter, in some hy-
perset semantics.  But that’s an avenue for an-
other time.)  Anyway, causation can be a useful 
theoretical construct so long as one recognizes its 
nature and purpose ... but I’m not in the mood 
for it right now.  What I am in the mood for, I 
don’t know.  I had a vision for a moment of mak-
ing love to an Oriental girl.  Nothing wildly emo-
tional, nothing crazy like Triinu with her sweat 
and her loud noises and throbs and eastwestern 
Estonian sex jujitsu – just someone to lie there 
quietly and sweetly and exist like the vacuum, 
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like the zero-point energy, like the nothing at the 
heart of the nothing.  I’m sitting here now with a 
hard-on: I haven’t felt sexual in days.  When the 
world is transparent and alive there’s no use for 
sexuality.  Here I am in my body again, god 
damn.  What I need is the ocean: it’s warm 
enough to brave a swim in the ice water.   Any-
way I’ve had enough of writing; I’m going to 
soak up the transparency while it lasts.  Impor-
tant thing is not to think about the past or the 
future.  And I’ve had enough of abstract theory.  
The math notebook’s staying closed for a little 
while.  There’s something worthwhile here at the 
margins between the transparent and the all-too-
visible, between the floating perfection of mind-
permeating-everything and the emotion-and-
memory-bound curse of my everyday individual-
ity.  But I can’t yet say quite what it is. 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story – our hero is plunging further into mad-
ness, and he has further to go, but in time if 
we’re lucky and I can retain my own sanity 
through telling this, he may just come out the 
other side.  Or, rather, on one of the very many 
possible other sides.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
Day 42 
 
 I’m not really sure if this is day 42 or not, 
it could possibly be 41 or 43 – my watch broke, 
the asshole, for no apparent reason that I can 
see!  there’s no way the battery should have run 
out yet – so now I’ve got to keep track of things 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 322 

more carefully myself -- but anyway I’ll fix this 
day to a specific number anyway so as to make 
the enumeration of succeeding days simpler. 
 I got myself in a really weird frame of 
mind somehow.  Not too long after I wrote that 
last entry here I went and lay on the beach in a 
couple inches of cold water and stared up at tiny 
white outline of the moon till the back half of my 
body turned to ice (that didn’t take long).  I 
started to hallucinate – I can’t remember every-
thing I saw, but the sky became pliant like a bowl 
of autogenous slime, oozing and dripping every-
where, with eyeballs and tendons, all blue and 
black, and the moon became a kind of rock va-
gina, molten and frozen at once, smiling and 
screaming in some silent invisible way that never 
moves.  I made myself ejaculate through pure 
thought-power!! – I’ve tried to do that a few 
times before, at random times in my life, but 
never even come close to it, and now it just hap-
pened, and I wasn’t even thinking of a woman.  I 
think there was a woman at first – a small, quiet, 
inert one, multi or trans racial, with a sweet and 
happy look on her face and as few bodily features 
as possible; and then I shrunk her toward trans-
parency, bit by bit by bit by bit, until she finally 
vanished away, and the contorting sky was like a 
painting on the wall, and I was lying there in my 
bed with my invisible woman on top of me and 
looking over at my undulating painting of eye-
sky, except my bed was made of ice, and I’m not 
sure if I passed out or just fell asleep but at some 
point I leaped up from the water in mania, al-
most sure I had frostbite and was about to die.  
The whole episode must have been faster than it 
seemed because otherwise I would have frozen 
to death.   
 My common-sense perspective on life 
rushed back in, as I lay on the beach face down, 
smacking my ass hard and repeatedly trying to 
beat some bloody sense into it.  (I’m sure this 
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would have looked incredibly comical if anyone 
had been there to watch it – some bearded ma-
niac lying on the cold gravel beach vigorously 
giving himself a spanking – but this is the free-
dom of pure isolation: not acting out of agree-
ment with or opposition to the others, just being 
such that whatever happens happens.)  I spoke 
to myself aloud, which I hadn’t done for a while: 
“Zennady!” I said.  “You’re going insane out here.  
You nearly killed yourself acting like a madman.  
You’ve got to get back in your right state of 
mind.” 
 And then I heard the other voice.  A 
woman’s voice, like Triinu’s a bit, but without the 
accent and without the passionate neurosis – a 
voice of pure understanding, and a strange kind 
of empathy ... as if it didn’t really feel what I felt, 
but it understood anyway ... perhaps it felt what 
I felt, but as a vanishingly small component of a 
much larger field of feeling-energy.  “But what 
was really so right about it?” she said. 
 It was a rhetorical question, of course. 
 “Triinu?” I said, stupidly.  “Triinu?” 
 “You can call me whatever you want,” she 
said, comfortingly.  It wasn’t sarcastic or depre-
cating.  She knew I had a mind that liked to at-
tach labels, and was telling me I had no label in 
my repertoire that was really appropriate for her, 
so I may as well create a new one.   
 “She” wasn’t Triinu, no.  Well, maybe 
some essence of Triinu – but then, that essence 
also belonged to something else as well.  This 
was too big, too powerful, to live inside my wife.  
It wouldn’t fit in her.  Even if it energized her; 
even if her soul contained a door to it.  Antenna 
theory, or whatever. 
 “She” wasn’t of this world.  Or any world, 
really.  Such concepts couldn’t contain her.  An 
acronym popped into my mind; I don’t know if 
she put it there or I invented it (or really what 
the difference is):  TRIINU = Trans-Real Intelli-
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gent Integrated Universe.  That’s what she was – 
that really summarized it.  She was a kind of liv-
ing, conscious cloud – she could take on all sorts 
of different forms. 
 “Philip K. Dick,” I said.  I mumbled this 
time – I’d realized there was no use to speak 
aloud; she was going to hear me anyway.  She 
intersected this dimension but she also extended 
beyond it; you could communicate with her using 
any number of tools. 
 I was thinking of the vision Phil Dick, the 
science fiction writer (who, like me, most likely 
had temporal lobe epilepsy... he was never for-
mally diagnosed that way but the circumstantial 
evidence is pretty strong), had had back in 1973: 
a superintelligent, super-rational being partially 
localized in a satellite orbiting the Earth, had 
beamed information into him via a ray of pink 
light.  It had told him, among other things, that 
his son had a tumor and exactly where it was – 
information that was later validated via medical 
investigation.  He had refused to move from his 
run-down apartment, even once he obtained 
enough money (from the film Blade Runner, 
based loosely on one of his novels) to buy a far 
better one, because he felt it was the location the 
pink light was aimed toward.  I’d never been sure 
if he was insane or not.  I read about his experi-
ences years ago, well before I got into antenna 
theory.  He called the source of the pink light VA-
LIS, for Vast Active Living Intelligent System.  As 
good as name as any, I suppose.  VALIS.  TRI-
INU.  Ahura Mazda.  Whatever.   TRIINU didn’t 
seem to react at all to my perverted sense of 
humor as reflected in the name I’d assigned her.   
It didn’t mean any more to her than the choice of 
.75 inch versus .8 inch  margins in a document, 
or spelling “tire” versus “tyre,” or any other arbi-
trary decision. 
 “Just sit,” she said, cutting off my train of 
thought, which admittedly had grown more ram-
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bling and useless as it progressed.  “It’s time for 
you to sit.” 
 I sat up, leaned back on my arms, and 
tilted my head to one side, as I do when I’m try-
ing to figure something out.  “You mean I’m sup-
posed to meditate?” 
 “Just sit,” she said, pleasantly but authori-
tatively.  “And stay out of the water.  It’s really 
cold.” 
 I smiled, but only slightly, as the back half 
of my body was still incredibly, painfully frigid.  It 
hurt more now than it had a few minutes before; 
the numbness was wearing off.  How long I’d lay 
in the cold sea I don’t know.  As the cold very 
slowly faded, I sat there and non-existed, or 
meditated: I didn’t have much else to do.  I sat 
and I sat and I sat and I sat.  I was aware that 
days and nights were passing but I wasn’t trying 
to count how many.  What seems surprising is 
that I didn’t really get thirsty; I’ve never gone 
nearly that long without water before.  I didn’t 
feel like I was getting all that deeply into the 
meditation, at the time; I felt like I was just sit-
ting there ... but in hindsight I must have been 
rather deep into it as I had no desire to move my 
body or get up to eat, drink or relieve myself.  
There weren’t any interesting visions; there 
weren’t really any thoughts.  I wasn’t focusing on 
my breathing, nor on chasing random thoughts 
out of my mind.  I was just doing what TRIINU 
said, sitting. 
 Then, at a certain point, with no particular 
prompting, I got up and walked over to the pool 
by the iceberg and took a really long, happy 
drink.  I wolfed down some frozen fish, but not 
too much – my system wasn’t ready for it.  I did 
some of my makeshift yoga.  Then after a while I 
sat down to write this entry. 
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Day 47 
 
 Unfortunately (or not) TRIINU is not as 
overtly useful as Dick’s VALIS (and I’m still not 
sure if they’re the same entity ... or the same 
category of entity ... or the same illusion ... or 
the same category of illusion ... or whatever you 
want to call it.   I haven’t really decided if I’ve 
gone crazy, or broken through to another dimen-
sion of being, or both, or something else.  I just 
know what I experience.  If someone comes here 
and rescues me, maybe I’ll start experiencing 
something totally different, and all this will seem 
a bunch of crazy chaos – but that won’t prove 
anything about what it was, of course.  That will 
only demonstrate what this state of experience 
seems like to that one.  That’s the way it goes.  
But the problem with any state of mind on this 
island is that it has a short span (at least accord-
ing to the ordinary time scale – which is the one 
that my body seems to live in, no matter how 
zoned out my mind gets --) – unless I get off this 
island, I’m doomed pretty soon.  It’s already get-
ting colder each day; I can feel it. 
 She doesn’t say much to me, but I know 
she’s always there.  I can tell what she’s going to 
say before she says it, so she doesn’t really need 
to say it at all. 
 I asked her if she was going to give me 
some sort of message for the world – that’s what 
VALIS did for Dick, it gave him a whole philoso-
phy, in the form of a series of truths he wrote 
down.  (As I recall it gave him some basic stuff 
like “Everything is information” but then some 
more particular things too ... something about 
three-eyed invaders and the Dogon tribe from 
Africa, and a time dislocation such that we were 
all actually living in ancient Rome.  Actually, now 
that I remembered it, at least half of VALIS’s 
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teaching seemed like absolute crap ... but at 
least they were interesting.  And, to be fair to the 
transdimensional entity, they quite possibly had 
suffered somewhat in the translation from VA-
LIS’s language into Dick’s own mental language.  
I always got the feeling from TRIINU that she 
was thinking in some different sort of way, using 
a category of dynamical structure that I just 
wasn’t able to grok, so that whenever she inter-
acted with me she was patiently and graciously 
translating things into a domain of being I could 
sort of understand.) 
 Anyway, I tried to get TRIINU to give me 
some truths, like VALIS had given to Dick, but 
she just sort of smiled at me, nonphysically.  I 
knew what she was after, but I didn’t like the 
message too much.  She wanted me to come up 
with the truths myself.  That’s a bloody drag, if 
you ask me: I get visited by a super-rational de-
ity from another dimension and I don’t even get 
her divine inspiration – I just get this Swiss Fam-
ily Robinson shit ... “God helps them who help 
themselves” ... urrggghh... 
 But she did seem to want me to come up 
with something.  And it seemed crazy, but I had 
the feeling that if I didn’t come up with some-
thing, she was never going to let me off the is-
land.  I knew it was a ridiculous delusion, borne 
of too much meditation and solitude and too 
many crazy-ass thoughts, but I almost got to 
feeling like she had put me there, on the island, 
with a goal of getting me to understand certain 
things.  Perhaps, once I had understood them, 
she would somehow exert herself so as to get me 
the goddamn fuck out of here.  For certain, since 
she extended into so many other dimensions, for 
her to reach from this island to, say, the center 
of New York, would be a trivial achievement ... 
two points distant in our four-dimensional space 
could be immediately next to each other in some 
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other dimension, to which she very likely had ac-
cess. 
 I doubted for a bit if I really wanted to get 
off the damn island and go back home: did I 
really want THAT reality?  The whole emotional-
psychopathic-lust mess with Triinu loomed hot 
and humongous – did I really want to trade TRI-
INU for Triinu?  And the whole stupid craprace of 
publishing papers, raising money, and so forth. 
 But what about  Lachi? – that is, what 
about  Lachi, assuming he’s alive and didn’t per-
ish in that same goddamned storm that washed 
me here.  I gotta get back home for my son. 
 But, fuck, he doesn’t really need me, and 
I know it ... if I never get back (and assuming he 
survived) he’ll go on with his life in a decent way; 
it might not even make that much difference to 
him.  He’s already 16 after all – he’s already got-
ten a lot out of me – he generally  understands 
my view of the world by now, and he can apply it 
or not as he wishes... Of course he would benefit 
a great deal emotionally and intellectually from 
having his father around.  But.  But, blah blah 
blah blah.   
 And whether Triinu would benefit or not 
from my reappearance isn’t obvious at all.  Quite 
likely, in my absence, she’d find some other 
partner with whom she’d match less problemati-
cally.  Perhaps the emotional and physical inten-
sity of our coupling would not be replicated; but, 
Satan knows she has enough intensity on her 
own without the relationship with me to magnify 
it for her ... heh. 
 Still, however much philosophy my brain 
might generate, if a boat showed up I’d get on it.  
But if one passed by would I scream for it – that 
remained to be seen, I suppose.  I suppose I 
would, most likely.  But possibly it would depend 
on my particular frame of mind that day.  It 
seems a bizarrely metaphysical question, actually 
– it’s hard to imagine a boat actually coming.  I 
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wonder if I’d even recognize one?  A boat seems 
about as likely as a spaceship.  I’d probably greet 
some sailor who landed in precisely the same 
way I’d greet a green three-eyed alien descend-
ing on his space-scooter.  Heh -- maybe a boat 
passed by those days when I was meditating at 
TRIINU’s instruction.  And what about that signal 
fire?  I’ve neglected that for a long time – I can’t 
remember when I last lit it.   I think it was the 
day after that giant word explosion – I was just 
too freaked out to worry about reality.  Somehow 
I never got back to it – I haven’t even thought 
about it till now.   
 I’ll light the fire again: soon, but not yet.  
I’ve got to work through this first.  I have no idea 
if I was put here for a reason, or if that’s just an 
insane delusion that my brain cooked up, but I’m 
in the middle of a pretty interesting thought 
process, and I really don’t want it interrupted by 
anything -- by a boat or spacecraft or anything 
else.  If Triinu materialized next to me naked and 
beckoning, thrusting her beautiful pubis in my 
face and arching her ass in the air and tickling 
my nuts with her fingertips and running her 
tongue along my lips – if she sprinkled her short 
hairs with stars, as my buddy Celine put it -- I’d 
do my very best to ignore her.  If Einstein and 
Hawking showed up to tell me their new unified 
field theory I’d ignore them as well, I hope.  I’ve 
got some really important insanitization to do. 
 I have a vision of writing down some 
truths in this notebook, then throwing the god-
damned thing in the sea.  But I don’t really think 
I’ll come up with anything profound enough to 
merit that sort of aesthetic statement.  Like Kurt 
Vonnegut’s hypothetical artist who drew the 
greatest work of art in history with his finger in 
the slime on a dirty tabletop, then wiped it off 
and deprived humanity of his creation.   Whoop-
tidoodlydandyoh. 
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 You know, I’m going to light the fire to-
night, because I’m tired of eating raw fish.  I’m 
going to cook myself a civilized meal.  What I 
would really like is a cheeseburger, or maybe a 
chocolate bar, but that doesn’t seem to be hap-
pening here and now. 
 
 
Day 55 
 
 It’s starting to get significantly colder at 
night.   I’ve been lighting a signal fire each day 
but, well....  I’m starting to think a little differ-
ently about my situation, actually.  I know it’s 
almost certainly hopeless, but I can’t get myself 
to entirely give up on the possibility of surviving 
here even in the absence of rescue.  Or, I mean, 
in the absence of rescue this summer.  I’m not 
thinking about the rest of my lifetime: who 
knows what’ll happen in my lifetime.  Eventually, 
with the progress of technology, they’ll put up 
good enough scanning satellites even here in 
Alaskan butt-fuck Egypt and pictures of me will 
go online on Google Earth or its successor, and 
some dumb ass will find me here, while sitting at 
their desk and randomly surfing. Well, seriously: 
so it’s really just a matter of surviving a few 
years.  Heh.  Maybe there’s some way to survive 
the winter here, after all.  Rabbits survive in 
colder climes than this.  But of course they have 
fur coats.  One thing that made me start thinking 
this is that I saw a seal on the island yesterday.  
I didn’t have my spear with me but, if I had, I 
would certainly have had the heart to kill it.   The 
need to survive has a powerful and predictable 
way of vanquishing squeaminshness.  Maybe it’ll 
come back ... I hope. 
 There’s a big rock toward the center of the 
island that I can barely slide under if I try – the 
ground is more gravelly than where I’ve been 
sleeping (which is why I haven’t been sleeping 
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there) but it’s in a small valley so it’s somewhat 
protected from the wind.  I wonder if I could dig 
some sort of cave under there.  I don’t know how 
deep the gravelly stuff goes – maybe there’s rock 
underneath (or not).  If I could kill the seal, 
make a sealskin blanket, then hide in the cave 
under there, I might potentially live out the win-
ter.  This isn’t the coldest part of Alaska.  I can 
probably kill enough fish for the winter if I try, 
just during the next few weeks – there are an 
awful lot of fish around here, and they’re awfully 
stupid. 
 I’ve been on this island more than a 
month and I’ve been in and out of all sorts of 
madness – and maybe I’m completely nuts, but I 
don’t think so ... I think I understand the world 
right now far better than I have at any point in 
my life.  Which is not to say I’d necessarily han-
dle the pressures of society any better than I did 
before.  Maybe I would, maybe not.  Maybe I’d 
handle them worse, haha.  But one point I’m par-
ticularly clear on right now is, I really don’t want 
to die.  I wasn’t so sure on this on a few occa-
sions in my life (due to difficult life situations, 
chemical depression, philosophical perplexity or 
whatever combinations thereof), but now that it’s 
a palpable possibility, it’s really damn clear in my 
mind.   I’m not radically opposed to it – I under-
stand each moment lives on its own, and the 
forward movement of time is an illusion and all 
that stuff.  Every night my self dies and is reborn 
... every moment ... yadda yadda yadda.  But 
right beside that philosophy, there’s a biological 
will to live.  And the principles of patternomics.  
The patterns in my mind want to continue.  Of 
course they do.  Even if there’s a glocal map as-
pect to my consciousness, that aspect may dissi-
pate if the local “key” aspect trapped in my brain 
stops existing.  I really don’t want to take that 
chance. 
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 I’ll take a break from meditating, mathe-
matizing, philosophizing and hallucinating for a 
while.  I’ll keep the useless signal fire going, de-
vote my time to digging and fishing, and keep 
the spear on hand in case I see the seal again.   
 
Day 58 
 
 Bwaahahahah -- I killed the seal today!!!  
It was the same one that was here before – it 
swam up on shore and took a nap, and I stabbed 
it right in the neck when it was sleeping.   I was 
scared as shit, and I felt really bad when it 
started barking and thrashing and biting at me, 
but I stabbed it again and again till it died.  I 
don’t know if I could have done it before, I mean 
physically, but I’ve gotten a lot stronger in the 
last month.  I cut its skin off with the knife and 
it’s sitting on the rock drying out.  I’ve got to 
protect it from birds.  The seal meat is kind of 
gross but it’s a decent break from fish I suppose.  
I’m going to have a jacket.  And the cave is com-
ing along – I’ve got it about 4 feet deep, and now 
I’m digging over sideways.  Trying to make it like 
a rabbit burrow. 
 Also, an interesting thing came up while 
digging the cave-bed place – I seem to have dug 
down to some kind of giant crevasse – this nar-
row, almost-vertical chasm about 3 or 4 feet 
wide.  I could kind of work myself down there if I 
really made an effort ... but of course I might slip 
on something, so it wouldn’t be very intelligent.  
Anyway now that I’ve dug it up I have no way to 
cover it over, so if I live in this cave I’m going to 
be sleeping each night on the edge of this bloody 
abyss.  Not that it matters too much – the odds 
of me rolling into the hole in my sleep are minis-
cule; I’m a pretty static sleeper.  But still it’s ... 
odd, I guess.  I spent way too much time staring 
down the pit, wondering idiotically what creatures 
might lurk therein.  I really enjoyed “Journey to 
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the Centre of the Earth” way back when and I’m 
half-tempted to clamber down the crack and em-
bark on my own Verne-like mission.  But con-
ducting one’s life based on works of fiction is a 
problematic strategy.  My actual reality has be-
come surreal enough ... though not terribly Ver-
nean I suppose.  Verne would never have left me 
here for so long – something would have hap-
pened.   An earthquake casting me into the cen-
ter of the earth or a pirate ship or a time vortex 
or something.  He needed to pose external activ-
ity – he never realized the big show is here in-
side. 
 
Day 71 
 
 (I’ve sort-of lost track of the days again, 
but I guess it’s unlikely I’m off by more than one 
or two in either direction.) 
 
 These last few days were the first ex-
tremely dark and cold ones of the winter.  I slept 
a long time, far too long, until I couldn’t possibly 
sleep anymore, and then I lay there freaking out, 
weaving in and out of sleep. 
 
 To be totally honest (and why not, Mr. 
Notebook? You’ve been a friend through so many 
things and dreams ... you’d see through my lies 
anyway if I told you any...), I feel I’m sinking 
into true madness.  I haven’t been writing much 
down, not because my mind is empty, but be-
cause it’s full of so much insanity that writing it 
down would just be a waste of paper.  Or maybe 
not, I don’t know.  If the urge to write occurs I’ll 
follow it.  Otherwise I’ll just lie here and go mad.   
 Many days until the summer comes again. 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
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that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story, and we’ll begin to see how his mind con-
fronts the dark.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
Day 75 
 
 Wake up ... fall asleep ... and wake up 
and fall asleep ... I don’t feel as crazy as yester-
day – because, I think, I’ve now become too 
crazy to properly appreciate my own insanity!  
Heh.  Things are not connected in the way that 
they should be ... I realize I’m really, really miss-
ing my medication – good god, if Dr. Jones could 
see into my mind now!! (not that he ever could) -
- and the words “temporal lobe epilepsy” hang in 
front of my mind like a giant neon cassowary ... 
but these ideas don’t mean anything to me ... not 
against the primal shimmering chaos, full of zero-
point beauty and mathematico-sexual perfection, 
that paves the past and the future of my mind.... 
 I didn’t really miss the meds till Mr. 
Golden Sun went totally AWOL – but lying here  
in the dark all day and night, huddled up in a 
sealskin obsessing within my mind, sure seems 
to bring out all the loon in me. 
 However, I’m really enjoying the taste of 
this dream. 
 I close my eyes to sink back into the 
drama – though I’m not sure I want to – in fact 
I’m sure I don’t want to – and was it really a 
dream or a train of thought? -- but fuck it, sleep 
won’t come to me anyway, my body is wide 
awake and eager, though eager for what I don’t 
know. 
 A channel opens into my head from 
somewhere – the back of my  mind becomes a 
tunnel, analogous to this cave in its coldness and 
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darkness but extended forever into the deep ... 
into the bowels of some alternate existence ... 
into the centers of the minds of everyone who’s 
ever lived: and all their words and ideas and 
movements ooze out at me, dominating me with 
their multipresence.  Their thoughts and their 
words are alive – all these people – and their 
memories and desires, sounds and visions and 
confusions -- but most of all it’s the words, 
words, words! ... bwaaahahh!!  -- alive words 
pound against the inside of my skull like poison-
ous, accelerated drops of rain .... 

My body has to lie here – it’s too bloody 
cold outside – but my mind is not similarly re-
stricted.  Beautiful naked beast that she is, she 
sneaks out of her cave with a motion of eyeballs 
-- singing magical caverns of jewels and under-
standing – sleeping and awake at the same time 
-- understanding everything yet comprehending 
nothing, gripping truth in her hot sweaty palms 
but yet watching the particles of which it’s com-
posed undulate with postquantum indeterminacy 
-- watching it slip away with a peaceful sweet ex-
pression – and the universe ceases to exist, and 
exists again, and ceases to exist, and exists 
again, the throbbing blobbing pulsing of exis-
tence/nonexistence a kind of heartbeat, a univer-
sal heartbeat, a transharmonic stopping of the 
stopping to start of the starting to stop to start to 
start to stop to start again, repeating in ice lan-
guages: I love you like love that's not love riot is 
not love love is not love is not not. 
 My body has rolled over on its back, which 
slightly aches, a reminder of this human mess 
that defines my being.  My mind has left the cave 
and soars over the dark icy world outside, gath-
ering words from the shimmering atomsphere 
and beaming them back to me on imaginary 
wavelengths. 
 Idea of my idea of my idea (of my heart). 
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Too long in this frozen world – everything 
is dead around.  Only my mind is alive.  My  mind 
spreads across the ice-fields, across the frozen 
oceans and the rocks, across the places where 
the birds used to sit, before they went away to 
wherever.  My body lies huddled under a seal-
skin, under a rock, under a dark loud sky, and 
my mind soars under nothing at all. 

Nothing! 
Outrageous cassowary of my mind – out-

rageous ice-floe cassowary redux --  penguin po-
lar bear ice cube toilet paper -- Who is speaking 
these words? these words?  these words? 

these words? 
these words? 
these words? 

 Who is charting this arctural nonsense? 
 Who is blowing this horrid winter breeze? 
 There is a mouth out there, over the 
ocean, blowing this terrible frigid wind: egads!  
Everything from the one mouth: ice fear cramps 
hatred vomit spit nursing drinking breathing 
birthing fire – love hate and jealous big bang big-
ger crunch expancontraction – everything – 
everything -- I try to get away but every 
direction the one mouth lurks with its horrid 
frozen death breath – and I hear its scream, like 
an echo of echoes – the end of the beginning of 
time reflecting back off the structure of its 
reflection and the logic of its nothingness – bleak 
white and dead in all directions -- infinite 
passionate unemotional torment-with-orgasm – 
and these words, weaving webs, like some life-
wrapped-in-death – shimmering mind wrapped in 
flesh wrapped in ice wrapped in rock wrapped in 
air wrapped in vacuum ... but the mind 
postquantum-leaps out of its wrappings and 
explodes its shimmering there and there and 
there, climbing down the throat of the mouth 
that screams the wind and begins the universe, 
and climbing out its anus into another land where 
there’s what? what? what? 
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 I shake my head and I’m awake again.  I 
think I am.  Did I ever fall asleep at all?  Lying 
here in the darkness the boundary between 
asleep and awake becomes unclear.  “Temporal 
lobe epilepsy,” says a monster in a white lab 
coat, but that doesn’t come close to summarizing 
it.  This goes beyond all diagnoses, all categories 
of the human world.  This is something neither 
new nor old: outside time. 

Bleakness blackness and endless empti-
ness of air and ice and water and rock, that has 
given me the gift of this incandescent nothing-
ness, of this shimmering dance of my mind (-
meets-non-mind).  This is what the medicine was 
trying to protect me from (the bastard!): this in-
credible beauty, which goes so far beyond ordi-
nary human reality so as to make the latter seem 
a small, pathetic thing.  I am in love with this hell 
that’s destroying me!  Once the nature of the 
world becomes clear, the appeal of the human 
domain goes to zero.  Yes, my body would be 
more comfortable if I could get out of this freez-
ing hole and go back to a McDonald’s, for exam-
ple, or a whorehouse, or better yet my own office 
or bed.  But would my mind be better off in its 
previous constricted form? – constantly channel-
ing its intentions and desires and ideas into the 
directions allowed by the straitjacket of “sanity” 
and society – preventing itself from becoming 
itself (iteratively, endlessly, gloriously, in each 
infinite infinitesimal self-constructed momomo-
ment) because of the requirement to serve as a 
unit in the machine of the society-mind (with all 
its stupidity and obnoxiousness and limitations ... 
in spite of its admittedly impressive achieve-
ments such as literature, mathematics and mu-
sic, and satellite surveillance and computer net-
work systems like the ones that may well get me 
out of here if I can only just hang on for a few 
years -- egads!) ... or is my mind better off as it 
is, building on the structures it drew from society 
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way back in the ancient times, before I sank into 
this hole, emanating/emancipating in every direc-
tion, through all different dimen-
sions/dementions, with a freedom incomprehen-
sible back off this island in the world of men 
women children houses and villages, Nietzsche 
and convenience stores?  It’s impossible to an-
swer any question.   

The blackness outside is my steady com-
panion – never more than a few feet away --  it 
waits ready to swallow me into its realities, to 
reconstitute my mind from its hallucinated parti-
cles, to love me with transcendental love and re-
make me as part of itself.  The blackness stares 
at me thoughtless, emotionlessly, passionlessly – 
its infinite computational power obviates the 
need for any thought.  It drinks the absurdity of 
these sentences and wordulets, divides them by 
its own infinitely more interesting absurdity, and 
takes it to the power of the power of my explod-
ing/fading bodymind, running like rocks in the 
sand, slipping like waves washing over dead ice. 

What really is the point of this autono-
mous existence?  I could roll out of this cave, 
cast this gross sealskin aside, and let my flesh 
stop this endless breathing – and wait for my 
mind to eventually get reconstructed by the 
boundless glorious seething of the black.... 

But that’s madness, isn’t it?  is it? 
What isn’t madness?  Bwahaha! 
Right here!  Right now!  In the center of 

the moment – right here – everything is perfect!  
In the center of the statuary  moment – hahaha! 
Phantastic princess-being of 0’s and 1’s, you are 
here and not here!  Everything, you are here and 
not here (not not not)!   

This existing is not existing.  This existing 
is not.  Exist!  Exist or not existing.  Existing is 
not exist.  Existing to not exist.  We exist, we do 
not.  Waaahhh!!! 
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 Strange froze world,  your existence is 
dubious, but I know, so is mine, so is mine ... 
 I looked at her face – it was Triinu, a mo-
ment ago – Triinu, or something like her – I don’t 
remember what she looked like, really ... I don’t 
know if she, in her previous human actuality, at 
all resembled this image in my mind – but the 
image will suffice for now – there isn’t really any-
thing besides images (the hell with Kant: there’s 
only apparent reality!!) ... I looked at her queru-
lous, mercurial smiling and had, once again, the 
chilling yet reassuring certainty that I was living 
within – not quite a dream, not quite a simula-
tion, not quite a hallucination – but something 
approximately evoked by all these pathetronically 
unununperfect humanumanish verbicons – and 
serving as the smallest most nonsignificant frag-
ment of the superposition of patterns within the  
black of the black.  And while I might someday 
find my way out of this cave, my mind would 
never find any kind of freedom.  I never would 
escape from the maze of illusions, because this 
was the nature of my human mind.  The defini-
tion of escaping implied losing my “I.”  I could 
never get out of here – “I” could never get out of 
“here” – “I” and (“here” AKA illusion) were part 
of the same interdefining mess, and I would be 
wracked in confusion as long as I was what I was 
– whether I was in this cave or not -- and if I be-
came something else, something so different 
from me as not to live in illusions/simulations/ 
dreamscapes, then I wouldn’t be myself any-
more, so ridding myself of madness would just be 
committing suicide – This illusoriness was it.  This 
was it.  It is it is it is it is it. 

Or is it?  Things weren’t always this in-
sane.  Aren’t always.  I know.  I used to be more 
certain of things – I used to be able to direct my 
own mind, rather than being whooshed around 
willy-nilly by words and concepts and images.  I 
didn’t used to hallucinate – did I?  (Or was any-
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thing really more real at all?  It seemed that way, 
at any rate.  And the seeming was important.  
Or, I thought it was.  Because I was insane then?  
Or now?  Or both, with different flavors?  An end-
less verbal-conceptual disease, haha.)  The 
channel from the back of my mind to the un-
known used to be throttled ... controlled ... man-
ageable....  It’s the medicine, perhaps.  Or 
maybe the fact that I’ve been lying under a rock 
in the dark for a number of days now (or are they 
nights?), the stinking flesh of a seal wrapped 
around me.  Without the medication.  For the 
temporal lobe epilepsy.  Shit. 

I’m lying under a rock in the dark going 
insane.  Somehow failing to freeze or starve to 
death.  I’m maintaining my existence, day after 
day, hoping for eventually something sweeter. 

Eventually the winter ends.  Eventually I 
may be rescued.  The satellites will save me.  
Eventually this world may be revealed to be an 
illusion, and I’ll awaken in a better place.  Or 
something.  But for now – listen to the air out 
there – there’s a motherfucker of a gale coming 
on.... 

Iridescent darkness – fire of Arctic seal-
hair-strands -- eyes of magnificant/malevolent 
Triinu, forty-seven times as large as usual – ha-
tred – torture – iridescent darkness – long legs, 
shaved cunts and Henry Miller: beauteous young 
breasts asplash! – dead dead dead dead past 
(happy broken goldfish bowl to you and me! ... or 
was it an aquarium full of narwhals, with tusks 
serving as antennas to some other world?) – 
computer programs, mathematical formulas, 
Wal-Mart and McDonald’s -- invisible grip-
ping/slipping future/past –  

it sucks us in like a vacuum – and always, 
always, always, with “no idea what’s going on” -- 

Is this the beauty of my finity?  My finite 
mind, my finite existence, my body a terribly, 
horribly finite lump of conscious, painful shit lying 
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in the hole of an Arctic toilet?  An elegantly 
empty toilet – empty except for this one shit – 
which is me lying here right in the center – cele-
brating with endless words and thoughts my own 
glorious, wonderful shittiness.  My finite exis-
tence recognizes its own shitty beauty; and is 
therefore sufficient unto itself.  And even my 
darkest insane moments – days spent laboriously 
creeping across the icefields of my chaos, the ice 
on my knees and my palms reminding me each 
moment of my impending doom, addressing my 
imaginary companions who don’t even have the 
grace to respond to me – even these ridiculous, 
insane, painful moments have a beauty to them, 
don’t they?  A obvious and human beauty.  And if 
I should roll out from here and let myself freeze 
to death? 

Dancing naked through the mind fields – 
clench solidly the breast of my invisible lover-
dream, firm and delicious and wet (Triinu, Triinu, 
where are you now? god damn...) – and hear the 
Scream of the Voice – live the Scream of the 
Scream! -- mind playing tricks and death and 
madness – loving the cemetery primates, cele-
brating the birth of their love – loving the dark 
within the dark within the dark within the dark – 
loving the wind that the mad Voice blows, freez-
ing air against my cold toes, that I constantly pull 
into the sealskin for warmth... 

ha -- and damn these words upon words 
upon words – 

 
 
“Aha!” he said, waking impossibly, crawl-

ing out of his cave to dance naked through the 
landscape.  The ice didn’t matter anymore.  He 
was impervious to sensation.  “Eyes of women – 
Shadows of the rare – Eyes of boiling blood – 
Embryos of illusions –“ 

“Ecstatic eyes?” she whispered, towering 
above my shuddering body like a sexual moun-



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 342 

tain with forty-seven mutually exclusive minds.  
(Sex?  I haven’t thought about it in days and 
days.  A completely different form of energy.  But 
nothing is ever really different at all.) 

“Possibly,” I averred, intrigued by her. 
“Cunfusium?” 
“I pull you toward my midnight, like a 

dress to be unbuttoned.”  A surge of wild lust 
overtook me ... I remembered the thousands of 
times I’d made love, and the ways it had taken 
me out of myself, ways totally different from this 
darkness ... the body as a device for transcend-
ing the body ... afire and alive with pleasure 
rather than inert, stiff and suffering under a rock.  
“Come here, touch me and taste me and love 
me.  I will undo your beautiful self with love.” 

But as I whispered in her ear, her beauti-
ful flesh subsided, and I realized it’s just another 
goddamned dream 

The wind outside sounds like the end of 
the entirety of the world ...  the bleakness and 
blackness everywhere.  the Voice, the echoes of 
the great farewell ... or, er, the Great Firewall, 
obstructing information from passing from exis-
tence (to itself (which is not itself, and then mi-
raculously becomes itself, and then – and then --
)).  The voice screams the convergent parallels of 
my existence and its antithesis and their synthe-
sis, and the flesh on Triinu’s inner thighs, which I 
used to love so much, so much -- beginning and 
ending and existing – I’m gone.  I never was 
here in the first place.  No one ever existed.  
These shifting so-called “memories” are just par-
ticular (peculicular?) forms in the void.  No more 
meaningful than anything else (nor less). 

And I understand it. I understand every-
thing. There's no way to get past the realm of 
illusion, while retaining your individual mind.  The 
mind itself is an illusion-generating subquantum 
machine.  The hidden variables beneath the Hil-
bert space dynamics are the insane lusts of the 
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mind – and beneath those are something else, 
something TRIINU knows about and Triinu hinted 
at now and again -- with her beautiful face and 
pornographic movements and strange conversa-
tions, divided by the third root of my memory 
and delirium; something I’ve (factoring out the 
ultimately meaningless of “I’ve”, “got to” and 
“find”) got to find.... 

No way to speak the spark of mind.  Any 
more than to touch her sacred insatiable (invisi-
ble, absent) flesh in this dim holy helly hole.  It's 
all a mission inconceivable.  Once a human really 
understands – or really communicates with 
themselves – they’re not a human anymore.  
They have Transcended – and I’m on the verge 
of it – the Dark is invading all the caverns of my 
mind-that’s-not-mind – and the endless Voice – 
the wail of the wind on the ice -- the music of the 
Contradictions, in all its beauty and ass and clan-
gor --The twilight of the idols of the bought and 
souled -- with all their wild dada duckling beauty, 
that doesn’t compare to the transbestial brilliance 
of the spark quark dark.... 

Love the glory of your own termination – 
Dr. No-Medicine Man 

Discovering chaos, beautiful chaos, beau-
tiful intricately structured chaos, in the incredi-
bleness of my own demise.... 

Out of the chaos of my impersonal pre-
existence, I have created all these images: 
memories, feelings, goals (getting the fuck out of 
here -- fucking Triinu till she screams from ex-
haustion – getting to the center of my love for 
her and finding what?? -- or finishing that glocal 
memory theory ... seeing Lachi again ... what-
ever ... ) ... loves, fears, characters, plots, sce-
narios, dreams, pfehhh!, visions,...  

The illusory world I’ve built sustains itself; 
each part lifting/drifting the others in a kind of 
perpetual motion/emotion of forms.  I am that I 
am; the world is because it is; everything is a 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 344 

pulsing.   And this pulsing is a miniscule yet infi-
nite fraction-of-a-fraction beyond zero, compared 
to the infinity of the Voice and the cold doom – 
which only appear to be like nothing, but are 
really the superposition of everything.  Every 
possible piece of music exists there in the wind 
upon the ice – every song that was ever com-
posed by every human or alien, existent or 
imaginary – playing all at once on top of each 
other – every mathematical theorem, in every 
possible coding system – 

There's nothing more to say. There's 
nothing left to say at all. There never was any-
thing to say in the first place.  
 But that doesn’t stop me from rambling on 
and on – my words in this rapidly exhausting 
notebook the metamegamultiversal upchuckings 
and sementastic-icicle-squawks of the narwhal 
man nowhere man – a mind inside some meat 
inside a hole -- everywhen and nevermore … 
whatever … alive words pound!  alive words 
pound!  alive words pound pound pound! 

But louder than my stupid, confused ram-
bling ... out from the center of the pearl-happy 
void, the sound that echoes against itself and 
turns over and over and (l)over from scream to 
scream to dream: the Voice at the end of the sky 
... the howl of the hellish wind, tearing with ice 
and fire and fear my cave and flesh and mind 
apart -- 

And what lives outside the Voice itself?  
What’s beyond the beyond the beyond? 

How many particles suffice to compose an 
exact superluminal replica of terrific trans-Triinu 
TRIINU ... her face obscured by the rainclouds ... 
baking my skin in the brown light of her aura ... 

I am going insane and yet I’m saner than 
anyone or anything has ever dreamed of being. 

With this cavalcade of trans-sanity I’ve 
liberated us all from this idiotic madness that we 
call our own human selves! – and what comes 
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next?  We’ll see.  – of course it doesn’t matter – 
of course there’s no way to predict it – that’s the 
ultimate wild beauty of the thing/non-thing – 

Back in the world I used to know – full of 
people and WalMart and sex – and mathematics 
and software – and my kid, fuck, yeah my kid, 
goddamn – back in that empty universe without 
the Voice and the darkness ... there are so many 
pleasures, and so many patterns ... but no one 
wants to think anything new.  Not at all.  New 
ideas, yes, new mathematical formulas, new fla-
vors of popcorn – but no one wants to jailbreak 
the peanut butter jar of the self.  Neither did I, 
back there.  Content with the boundaries of my 
human self-model, strutting down the runway in 
its costume like a Bombay child whose mother 
cut off its arms and legs so it could beg for small 
change more effectively.  Addicted to various 
forms of stimulus – external and self-generated.   
Back there we just want to reify ourselves in one 
way or another – But in here it’s different.  The 
body is locked down, barely ensuring its survival, 
but the mind is set free to soar and scream and 
roam and moan.  What it takes to create new re-
alities is one mind, locked in a dungeon with 
walls of cell membranes, insane with the divinity 
of inspiration.   

Or maybe two minds – perhaps a partner 
would help me along my passioned path – but it 
would have to be the exactly right kind.  Can I 
conjure a friend out of the darkness?  Perhaps 
some kind of alien love?  A nympho goat-woman, 
yahh??!   

I’ll be content with the freakish friendship 
of the wind-whorled Voice. 

It’s easy enough to imagine colorful crea-
tures swarming through the dark air, weaving 
magical patterns leading to the emergence of 
universes, among all the mess our own one pa-
thetic universe, but they have their own world, 
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occasionally intersecting with ours – and – and – 
and – and – and – 

 
 
 
I woke up some time ago and had the 

feeling of falling off the cliff at the end of the 
world: across the rough ice until the end of the 
something -- and in the middle of the nothing, 
there was a cube of ice, which spoke a language 
I somehow understood, and told me it was a uni-
verse itself. 

 Then everything suddenly shifted.  My 
body had become the ice cube.  The universe was 
just a blur in the back of my mind.  And my 
awareness was cruising, pulsing and flowing; it 
leaped from all birth processes everywhere, in-
jecting novelty and life. The insight was perfect; 
the moment lasted forever.  Oops, now it was 
gone again.  Fuck. Just to exist and understand. 
watching crazy patterns shifting restless on the 
dark rock above, pulsating brilliantly in inframind 
colors no normal eye can afford the space to 
see.... consciousness or light or amoebic orgas-
mic movement ... The stream of consciousness 
turns in circles and tight dizzying meta-knots, 
caresses its own skin, sucks its own hypercon-
scious magnetic cock, spawns an infinitude of 
baby souls gibbering helplessly and joyfully solv-
ing all possible equations. The universe, from day 
zero to the end of hellish green eternity, is dis-
sected into an infinitude of miniscule pieces, 
every single one of them implicit in the wind, and 
they're rearranged into a boggling maze of pat-
tern, transcending sense and nonsense and what 
else.  What an orderly, high-dimensional mess – 
some kind of dead ordinary frame of human 
“awareness” -- enacting a drama for my bizarre 
entertainment.  Was one of these beings in this 
electromagnetic theater supposed to be “me”?   I 
couldn’t understand that two-letter word.  Yet 
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there was all that pain inside me – it obviously 
meant something – layers of pain inside pain in-
side pain – my new baby cosmos had either died 
or transcended without me; and this pain, this 
confusion, this love was too much – much too 
much much much much ... wasting my days on a 
bed of cold rock, going insaner and insaner, 
sucking down ice water and cold dead fish, head 
full of aches and echoes, trying to remember 
something certain and finding only queries within 
doubts within questions – but yet I know there’s 
a form of hope ... a – can’t think it – something 
... if I just achieve the right position in my my 
mind I’m quite sure there will be something ... 
and as I feel it slowly coming I know it isn’t real – 
whatever’s arriving to lift me out of this madness 
of words ideas and painful sensations is plain and 
simply illusion – I knew and I know and I will 
know -- and I know fucking nothing at all – 
 
 
 
 I’m continuing writing after a few hours 
break.  Let me explain what happened. 
 I had been completely going nuts – what I 
wrote down before wasn’t a tenth of it; once it 
really got intense I stopped writing – but then 
after I went to sleep and woke up everything 
seemed completely clear.  I was lying in the mid-
dle of a field of ice – yet not feeling cold at all – 
and the wind suddenly quieted altogether.  The 
darkness gave way to a gentle yellow sunlight.  
And then she was there – up above me – Triinu – 
Triinu – (was it Triinu or TRIINU? why had my 
goddess forsaken me??) at least a hundred feet 
tall, as I’d seen on at least one other occasion – 
and looking so beautiful, so warm wet and deli-
cious – but I knew I couldn’t make love to her 
because she was simply too much bigger than 
me.  It’d be like a mouse making love to a per-
son.   Stuart Little mating with Bridgitte Bardot: 
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kinky!  Tyrannosaural trans-Triinu!!! I smelled 
her vagina; I knew she was in heat.  I stared up 
at her cunt, hanging far up above me, and the 
wind was coming out of it – but warm, not cold, 
and not really warm at all, but a different kind of 
energy – Her legs were spread apart, and I was 
on the ground between them, and I was staring 
directly up at her cunt and saw it pouring out – 
all the particles in the universe – but not inert 
matter at all, alive!  Alive words pound, pound, 
pound – and not really words at all!  Ideas, be-
ings, thoughts, fears, civilizations, feelings, theo-
rems – everything, in an intercreating, self-
organizing, multiverse-entangling mess.... 
 And then I realized they were not parti-
cles: they were something completely different.  
What I was seeing was, more accurately, the 
conveyance of messages -- the transmission of 
packets of information by organized aliens, the 
coursing of thought-wavicles of an alien civiliza-
tion – an alien civilization that lived in her cunt, 
which was not in fact her cunt but the Voice at 
the source of the icy wind, but transmogrified 
into a generative force, in which all the different 
songs in the universe were not merely implicit 
but explicit.   The shortcomings of the icy Voice 
were now shockingly apparent: yes the Voice 
contained everything, the Voice launching the 
cold blackness and the wind and the rock reality 
of the island, but it contained everything ele-
gantly, jealously and selfishly – it superposed 
everything all on top of each other so that noth-
ing was really perceptible to a stupid little mind 
like my own except in little bits and particles – 
but the truer voice, the cunt-Voice, the flow of 
the transcendently terrific trans-Triinu, did some-
thing tremendously superior ... it showed every-
thing all at once from every different perspective 
at once in a way that stupid minds like mine 
could immediately empathicognize ... its infinity 
wasn’t hidden at all but flowed through every cell 
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of my body ... and the cells of my body were no 
longer part of my body, they were part of the 
stream of light that poured out of trans-Triinu 
TRIINU’s transhumanly tempting vagina ... I 
coursed up and down from the icy floor to the 
mouth of her cunt/light-explosion ... I was made 
of the wavicles/particles/messages ... each wavi-
cle itself an alien and a thought, the patterns of 
streaming the mental structures and dynamics of 
alien minds and at the same time the cosmicocci-
cognitive traffic of an alien economy ... I myself 
was one among many patterns of arrangement of 
the dynamic living messages ... but where were 
the messages getting delivered?  Perhaps to each 
other?  There was some kind of glorious gleerious 
glocality going on here.  Each message was a re-
flection of the whole ... or a particular (spatio-
temporally extensive, probabilistic) subspace of 
the whole.  Each whigmaleering subspace of the 
whole – coherent (frag)ment of the universe-
mind – was a wavicle coursing through the 
(meta(meta(meta...)))mind, sending information 
about itself to others ... to other wavicles consti-
tuting system-subspaces.... 
 I realized I was in the middle of a deeper 
level of reality, underlying the reality we ordinar-
ily perceived and “understood.”  At any given 
moment, when our time-axis was in stillness, 
there was all this teeming movement in direc-
tions perpendicular to our own time – this whole 
society of aliens spreading information one way 
and the other, creating patterns of awareness, 
spreading here and there, existing at a level of 
fluidity and sophistication far beyond what we 
could imagine – but if you stopped perceiving this 
movement and collapsed it into a stillness you 
could see a stiff and solid world.   This was the 
actual meaning of freezing.   I had to come here, 
to the land of endless ice flows, to finally fully 
understand it.  Before I thought that when every-
thing froze, the world stopped -- but actually 
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things were still going on, just in orthogonal di-
rections.  I could see there were two different 
perspectives on the world – two different consis-
tent views of it – in one of them there were these 
aliens, spreading information forward and back-
ward in time and leaping to distant parts of space 
instantly – and in the other there were walls and 
doors and people and pipes and genitals and 
mathematics – all the stuff I’d left behind to lie 
here in this dismal hole -- there was the solidity 
of real time and space.   And when the normal 
human world stops, for whatever reason – or 
rather, to put it more accurately, in perspectives 
from which the normal human world appears 
stopped – the orthogonal domain swarms on.  
The alien perspective only works when you really 
open your mind – when you make your mind 
large and wide and wild enough that you can run 
everything forwards and backwards, that there is 
no infantile attachment to bodies and food and 
houses and love and human ideas, that all the 
complexity of alien message-passing can be 
viewed as a beautiful fleshly self-transmogrifying 
holy whole.  Here was the infinite – the true 
deeper reality – moving from each part of my 
body to each part of trans-Triinu’s through all the 
future and the past with unstoppable curiosity 
and force, discovering everything anew each 
moment in spite of already knowing everything….  
And her looking at down me and smiling like a 
quasar of wisdom or a pornographic redwood tree 
– and her huge thighs so incomprehensibly, mas-
sively luscious, and I wanted so badly to grab 
them and pinch them while thrusting/pounding 
my hyperconscious transmaterial weenie-being 
absurdly in and out (and in and out (and in and 
out)) of her, but it was entirely nonpossible, since 
I was no longer even a being one twentieth her 
size but “merely” a pattern of arrangement of 
information reflecting back and forth between her 
cunt and the ice... 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 351 

 I decided to crystallize my body: to be-
come a holistic creature again.  I became a small 
person again, just hanging there, clinging on with 
my hands to the flesh of her thighs, slipping be-
cause it was incredibly sweaty – and the heat! no 
more ice!  lovely heat, la la la! -- happier than 
love with the warm cunty salt/sour/sweetish 
smell. 
 And then the wind reversed direction.  
Rather than emanating from her vagina, the 
crazy wavicles and cells of life began sucking into 
it – her cunt became a vacuum.  I couldn’t resist 
the force, and in the end I didn’t want to – I felt 
myself slurped in through the pink dangling lus-
cious lower-lips.  I realized the ultimate goal of 
all lovers: I finally became one with her body.  I 
was within her, I was the same as her – my body 
was identical with hers in time and in space.  I 
felt what she felt as she orgasmed over and over 
again, as her giant clitoris vibrated insanely with 
each pattern of the universe as it sucked into her 
vagina, making her larger and stronger – the 
more particles and patterns she sucked in, the 
bigger her body became, till eventually her head 
stuck far off the Earth....  Her orgasms became 
larger and larger as more and more pattern-
particles sucked into her, until eventually the 
waves coming out of her clitoris shattered the ice 
below her, and shattered into pieces the Earth – 
there was only one giant trans-Triinu floating in a 
kind of space – but not a dark space – a dimly lit 
yellow space – and I was part of her as she went 
through this – but then something different 
started to happen.  I felt my human body start to 
form – again – and ooze up toward the top of her 
huge body.   Starting out in her belly, with my 
feet near her cunt, I traveled up through her 
chest and her neck ... oozing up through the glow 
of her head – and I was amazed as I found my-
self birthed through the peak of her skull – 
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through a point on the top that was distinguished 
by a hot red laser-like light-spot.   
 I was born through the top of her head.  
(Re-born, rather; but it was the only birth I re-
member ... I am told I came out of my mother 
long ago, though I’ve always found that a fantas-
tic story....)  My body looked exactly like before, 
but it was composed of a different kind of matter.  
I knew now that every one of my particles was in 
fact a kind of alien message, embodying a state 
of mind of the entire universe, intended for deliv-
ery to other messages of the exact same kind. 
 And what was stranger: I wasn’t alone up 
there, floating in the luscious yellow space 
around the top of her brown-haired lovely head.  
There were around twenty or thirty others, who 
had been born at the same time.   These others 
were all about a third my own size – their height 
was somewhere betwen my knees and  my thighs 
– and they had a slight greenish glow, but they 
were humanoid in form.  And these were defi-
nitely fraternal rather than identical twins: while I 
still looked like my old ugly self, the others 
looked exactly like Elvis Presley. 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story – and illustrate one of the stranger aspects 
of the human mind: its ability to find truth in the 
center of madness.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
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Day 88 
  
 I woke up after a long sleep and I’m feel-
ing completely sane today.  But – this is so 
strange I hardly know how to write about it – al-
though my mind is completely clear and I’m hav-
ing none of the emotional problems or verbal di-
arrhea issues or wild hallucinations I was experi-
encing yesterday, there is one peculiar aftereffect 
of yesterday’s mental breakdown. 
 I’m having premonitions.  I’ve never had 
them at all before.  I always considered psi phe-
nomena interesting from an intellectual perspec-
tive – and I was impressed by some of the pub-
lished data -- but I never experienced them my-
self. 
 But now I’m having very clear premoni-
tions, and I know they’re premonitions, and no 
one could ever convince me otherwise.  I know 
I’m seeing into the future. 
 But the disturbing thing is what I’m see-
ing.  It’s me lying here in this stupid cave – and 
it’s a few weeks or so in the future from now – 
and it’s totally dark, which makes sense.   
 But what doesn’t make sense is that in 
this premonitory vision I’m not alone in here.  
The cave is occupied by 23 others -- who all look 
exactly like Elvis Presley.  Like in the dream I had 
the other night – but this time, really real. 
 I don’t know what this means.   In the 
premonition, it looks like the Elvises have dug the 
cave a little deeper in various directions, making 
holes for themselves to burrow in – otherwise 
there wouldn’t be enough room for them all.   
 And the Elvises are talking to me.  Most of 
them speak only in a squeaky alien language that 
I cannot understand at all ... but one of them 
calls himself Elvis19 – apparently he was the 19th 
to be born (or synthesized, or whatever) – and 
he talks to me in perfect English. 
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 I know this must be insanity: there can’t 
really be 23 miniature Elvises with me in this 
cave here, in any real future.  But I can see that, 
once a little time goes by, I’ll consider them 
completely real and I’ll be really happy to have 
the company.  
 Of course this is a bogus premonition, at 
least from the perspective of anyone outside my 
mind: foreseeing one’s own insane delusions 
doesn’t take any paranormal abilities.  And yet, if 
the premonition is right, these creatures aren’t 
delusions and they are not produced by my 
mind: they’re real alien creatures of some sort, 
who come from some other dimension or space, 
and who were summoned here by something I 
did.  Some state of mind I got myself into. 
 Interesting.  Well, even if it never comes 
true, it’s an interesting thing to think about.    
 There’s something to do with TRIINU here 
too – I’m sure of it.  That deity can’t have just 
totally abandoned me.  But the premonition 
doesn’t mention it at all – thought it’s there, 
somehow, in the shadows.   
 I don’t understand this. 
 Meanwhile I’ll just lie here and do some 
stretching exercises and wonder when the Elvises 
will come. 
 
 
 
Day 221 
 
 Wow.  It’s been forever since I wrote in 
here.   Sorry to have neglected you, Mr. Note-
book – but, for one thing, it’s been really dark; 
and for another thing, there’s not much paper left 
in you.  Idiotically-in-hindsight, I wasted most of 
it months ago with lunatic rambling, and terrible 
poetry, and lusting and bitching about Triinu.  
(Haha, Triinu ... I haven’t much remembered her 
for a long time.  I wonder what she’s up to now.  
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Strange.  Could be back in Europe now I reckon.  
Her beauty and wonder and chaos now gifted to 
somebody else?)  But of course back then I never 
guessed how long I’d be stuck on this place.  I 
figured I’d either get rescued or die pretty quickly 
– or go too nuts to write, haha.  Well, the latter 
two nearly happened.  I guess I underestimated 
my own ingenuity, or else the perversity of the 
world, or whatever.  And my ability to write while 
totally nuts!! 
 Anyway, to make a long story short 
(though I’m soon going to make it a little 
longer): lo and behold, that premonition was 
right on the mark!   In fact before I picked up 
this old hallowed notebook today I’d pretty much 
forgotten that I’d foreseen their arrival in ad-
vance.  But so I did: clever of me. 
 Anyway, I’m going to use the little re-
maining space here for something more interest-
ing than this silly rumbling and rambling: to re-
cord some of the experiences I had with Elvis19 
over the last few months.  I realize no one will 
ever believe this stuff but, trust me, I’ve gotten 
way beyond the stage of thinking this is an “illu-
sion” in any normal sense.  There’s too much 
richness, too much new detail in the information 
he’s conveyed to  me – I know my brain did not 
come up with this stuff.  I’m really not exagger-
ating: the next few pages of this notebook may 
be among the most important words ever written 
down by any human.  Too bad they’re being writ-
ten down by a madman in a cave on an isolated 
island, and  may never be read by anyone but 
the author and his imaginary best friend.  Heh. 
 Due to lack of space, I’ll try to restrict 
myself to the most interesting parts of the expe-
rience.  This means I’ll compress some things to-
gether that actually were separate, and leave out 
some things that intervened between things I de-
scribe here.  Guided by intuition or whatever.  I 
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know what’s the basic core of truth that I need to 
get across.  
 Actually the  most intense of these experi-
ences probably occured within the first two weeks 
after I met Elvis19 – which meeting probably 
happened a day or two after I wrote that last 
notebook entry, the one with the premonition.  
After that things settled down into a bit of a rou-
tine – though never quite a routine, of course ... 
in fact, in some ways, every moment in that do-
main has more reality than an endless series of 
normal human lifetimes.   (Actually, now that I 
think of it, the time duration of these various ex-
periences is almost impossible for me to recol-
lect.  I don’t have a working watch and it’s pretty 
much always dark.  In theory I guess could keep 
track of the days from the variations in the de-
gree of darkness, taking account of the nearly 
constant cloudiness and so forth, but I certainly 
haven’t been trying at all – my mind has been in 
other dimensions.)  “That domain,” I say, as if 
it’s really somewhere separate – but it’s here and 
now, always here and now, it’s just a different 
sort of perspective on the here-and-now, that the 
human mind isn’t ordinarily big enough to accept.  
But now, for whatever reason, I’m poking down 
into the human realm – accepting more of the 
limitations I lived with my whole life before I met 
19 – but this time, knowing them for what they 
are ... knowing this humanly-perceived world is 
not any kind of ultimate reality, but just a very 
heavily filtered version of something richer and 
deeper ... or, rather, a construct that we build 
from bits and pieces quasi-randomly selected 
from the richerdeeper reality ... and a construct 
that accretes more and more pieces, but always 
according to its own pattern, like a freaky fractal 
structure building up by diffusion-limited aggre-
gation, with patterns that are wonderful and 
growing, yet limit the nature of their future 
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growth due to the specific nature of their pat-
ternedness.... 
 Where did it start?  With the abyss, of 
course.  The chasm, the one right next to me 
right now, right next to me nearly the whole time 
I’ve been stuck on this little island.  You can’t 
imagine the contortions I’ve learned to go 
through to do my silly quasi-yoga here in this 
small cave without falling into the abyss.  But I 
knew I had to do it because without it I’d be dead 
--  my fucked-up flesh would just shrivel and at-
rophy -- if I literally just lay there through the 
whole winter, not moving except in the cavern of 
my mind.  And it’s just too damn cold outside the 
cave to really venture out there for more than a 
few minutes, even when the wind dies down.  
This sealskin, not to be ungrateful, but it doesn’t 
match a good snowsuit from REI, heh. 
 Until that one day, when I leaned over 
and looked down in the abyss, I just saw black-
ness, as you’d expect.  But that one day I saw 
something else.  I certainly didn’t believe it at 
first; I assumed I was hallucinating.  But soon I 
grew beyond that sort of category. 
 It was a kind of crystal kingdom, like you 
see inside a kaleidoscope – but three-
dimensional, with all sorts of shifting colors and 
forms, as if made of various kinds of rock, with 
new sorts of rock continually brewing.  Yes, that’s 
all terribly metaphorical; we don’t really have 
words to get across this stuff.  It was crystal and 
it was singing; it was singing with the sounds of 
the wind, which were extremely loud outside on 
the island and the sea, but with other sounds 
also – sounds you found if you went inside the 
wind, to hear the different melodies and frequen-
cies that all get piled together and blurred out 
when you listen to the wind all at once.  It 
sounds like wind, you see, but that’s just as if 
you took the photos of every animal on Earth and 
superimposed them on each other.  The overall 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 358 

photo would look like a  blur – but actually there 
would be all sorts of structure there inside.  The 
wind is like that: if you take it apart with care, if 
you disattach the layers, you can hear one mel-
ody after another, with more diversity of melodic 
forms than all the musicians and composers who 
ever lived on Earth or ever will.  And all these 
different melodic forms were humming out of dif-
ferent crystals – each crystal playing a different 
tune, and all of them distinct from each other, 
and I heard all of them at once, which was in-
credibly amazing. 
 I have no idea how long I lay there listen-
ing to that music.  I was thinking it was hours or 
a couple days, but I just can’t say for sure;  it 
might have been weeks or months.  I remember 
eating and sleeping and drinking fairly often inbe-
tween – and doing my stretching stuff – but I did 
those things automatically, just like I breathed 
and pissed and pulled the sealskin over me  -- 
what my mind was doing in this period was just 
soaking into the transdimensional tune-iverse.  I 
didn’t remember who I was hardly at all – so far 
as I can recall I didn’t think about my name, or 
my occupation, or my age or what I look like 
(what’s the point of thinking about looks in the 
dark?) or anything from my old life (not even my 
wife or my kid) or the possibility of getting res-
cued or even the possibility of dying.  I just lay 
there with my head leaned over, amazed and 
mesmerized and hypnotized by the incredible 
visual and aural meta-dimensional crystal me-
nagerie of symphonies of menageries of sympho-
nies ... or whatever metaphor you prefer to as-
cribe to it.  (I threw “meta-dimensional” in there 
because it really wasn’t three-dimensional – in a 
sense it must have been a dimensional space, 
because the crystals definitely have angles, and 
in math angles means an inner product space ... 
so if I have to choose a mathematical metaphor 
I’ll say it was an infinite-dimensional Hilbert 
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space, with infinite edges of crystals at right an-
gles spreading endlessly inside each other ... but 
I wouldn’t place too much value on the Hilbert 
space metaphor either ... our math can’t fully 
grok these structures, any more than this verbi-
age can....) 
 So, eventually, after some unmeasurable 
time period passed, there started to appear some 
sort of life forms.  They came out of the crystals 
– they were the crystals – but then they were 
something different from the crystals, something 
formed from the flesh of the crystals, small 
chunks of which melted down in the cold heat of 
the multichannel music and became amorphous 
blobs of rainbow, eventually reshaping into crea-
tures – which looked sort of like angular Smurfs, 
but slowly restructured themselves into some-
thing different: angular Smurfs with rainbow-
colored auras and faces that looked disturbingly 
like Elvis.   
 Only it’s just disturbing to me now, that 
I’ve adopted the box of my human personality 
again, for the purpose of becoming myself 
enough to write down these words (and why I’m 
doing this I don’t know ... I surrendered myself 
to other processes long ago ... but these other 
processes seem to have urged my dynamic in 
this direction ... for whatever “reasons” ... which 
aren’t really reasons at all...); but at the time it 
wasn’t remotely disturbing, it was of course com-
pletely natural.  Of course they looked like Elvis.  
What else were they going to look like?  But on 
the other hand, in fact they looked nothing like 
Elvis at all.  Except that they looked exactly like 
him.  Or was it Elvis who looked like them – ha-
hahaha.  After all, who was there first?  They live 
outside our time axis.  But if you look at things 
correctly, well then, don’t we all?! 
 But none of them talked to me at this 
stage – I just watched them move around, and I 
failed to understand their movements, except 
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that they were perfectly, harmoniously synchro-
nized with the wild multichannel music, and the 
constant growth/morphing/ reconstruction of the 
crystal palace ... I watched them like a child 
watching an ant farm, except that unlike with the 
child and the ant, this time the watched were in-
finitely more intelligent than the watcher ... and 
unlike when I was a child with an ant farm, this 
time I had nothing whatsoever better to do.  The 
one thing that was obvious to me – the one 
thought that formed in my intellectual mind, 
which was very nearly shut down by this point – 
was that they were clearly neither individual nor 
group.  Each of them had its own dynamics, and 
none of them had any will, because they had no 
need for such an illusion.  The collective had its 
dynamics as well, which was intermingled thor-
oughly with the dynamics of the overall crystal 
palace.  Which wasn’t a palace at all of course – 
it was a building only in the gerund sense ... a 
constant process of building and building and so 
on and on.... 
 Eventually I entered the palace.  My body 
entered the palace.  This was the phase transi-
tion, I suppose.  If you want to call this all mad-
ness, this would be where I went totally insane: I 
was no longer a man lying in a cold cave watch-
ing his hallucinations, I totally entered into the 
dream.  I adopted a crystal body.  My crystal 
body was transparent, meaning it was rainbow 
colored (including glows beyond the human-
visible spectrum, haha), and reflected the lights 
and shadows surrounding/suffusing me; and 
every tesseractish particle of angles/(angels, 
duh) and lights/((trans-)frights) that made up my 
body was humming/(home-ing) out one tune and 
another – each one its own tune (though incorpo-
rating everything), and the harmony of all the 
tunes combining together to yield emergent 
tunes (within tunes (within tunes...)) – 
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 I wandered through the palace a while, 
exploring all the inner rooms and caverns – I 
really have no idea how long, because by this 
stage the movements of my physical body in this 
cave where I’m lying now were completely irrele-
vant.  I got up to leave the cave and excrete or 
grab ice and fish, or I reflexively stretched out 
my body, but it didn’t really matter – the crystal 
palace never left.  I certainly didn’t need to stare 
down the abyss anymore.  It didn’t specifically 
occur to me that the palace had left the abyss at 
any one point in time, but that’s definitely what 
happened.  Even when my Earth-flesh wandered 
out of this cave, the crystal palace was there all 
around me.  (Strange when I write it down, but 
completely natural to experience: I’m talking 
about the logic (trans-logic?) of experience, not 
the stilted, restricted logic of this (3+1)D  physi-
cal world and the tiny lives our human minds live 
when we couple to it as we normally do.) 
 Eventually, in my wanderings, I found my 
way into a special room.  The room had more 
empty space in it than any room had before.  It 
went on seemingly forever in all sorts of direc-
tions – sort of a mazy room, with curvilinear 
walls and sloped ceilings.  And all around it were 
these stands coming up out of the ground – wavy 
rainbowed curvy stands, looking sort of like 
mushrooms, but at the top where the head of the 
mushroom would be, there was a platform with a 
flat top, and on the top of each platform was a 
book.  Yes, an old-fashioned book.  I knew this 
was a construct of  my mind – or of some other 
human being’s mind – and didn’t really belong in 
this higher-dimensional universe.  The transdi-
mensional Elvis elves had other ways to transmit 
information – they had their building and their 
music, they didn’t need something as static and 
dull as books.  The books were there for me, and 
in me.  But so they were, and that was great. 
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 Most of the books I walked to were in 
alien languages – the scripts were like nothing I’d 
ever seen.  But finally I found one that I could 
comprehend; it was a series of stories by Borges.  
I found that as I read it I could perfectly remem-
ber every word.  I’d never had a photographic 
memory before: nowhere close!  The first story I 
read was, not surprisingly, “Funes the Memori-
ous.”  (It didn’t occur to me to find it odd that I’d 
run across Borges in English translation!  I sup-
pose in that frame of mind it wasn’t odd at all – 
it’s just the restrictive self-protective pattern-
ment of my ordinary human mind that finds that 
sort of thing “coincidental” .....)    But then the 
one that really caught me was everyone’s favor-
ite Borges tale, “The Garden of Forking Paths.”   
 Just to show that I really did remember 
everything I read, I’ll write down some passages 
from the story here.  I hate to waste paper on 
this but I want to be able to prove to my future 
self that I really did remember everything I read.  
If I ever get off this island I’ll compare the pas-
sage from this notebook to some actual transla-
tion of Borges.  Of course it would have to be the 
right translation.  Maybe the Elvises translated it 
themselves – I wonder – or maybe they copied 
some existing human translation.  But anyway – 
any translation would be close enough.  I can’t 
prove it scientifically right now – there aren’t any 
books on this empty little island, except for my 
two notebooks (well there could be some buried 
somewhere, but anyway – maybe down in the 
abyss, heh) – but I’m totally confident that when 
I compare this text to the real thing, it’ll come 
out that I’m remembering it right (and remem-
ber, I never had any thing remotely like a photo-
graphic memory before; my memory always 
sucked actually ... I hated having to memorize 
texts in school, I’d need to repeat them again 
and again in my mind and I’d still make mistakes 
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... my mind is built to improvise not memo-
rize...). 
 Some bits of Borges from the Crystal Pal-
ace (this is somewhere in the middle of the Gar-
den of Forking Paths, when the protagonist is 
first being introduced to the “labyrinth”): 
 

"Here is Ts'ui Pên's labyrinth," he said, in-
dicating a tall lacquered desk. 
 
"An ivory labyrinth!" I exclaimed. "A 
minimum labyrinth." 

 
(hah, what did he know, that crazy old Span-
iard??  A minimum labyrinth is the center of a 
single point – inside the zero dimensions of the 
point you get down to negative dimensions, and 
negative infinity dimensions, which is where the 
inverse meta beautyness of the crystalline palace 
and the elfish elvisish labyrinthine crystal build-
ingness of the meta-mind ... well, but I’m ram-
bling again, I’m supposed to be remembering ... 
heh ... )  

 
"A labyrinth of symbols," he corrected. 
"An invisible labyrinth of time.  

 
(Not a labyrinth of time at all!   A labyrinth out-
side of time – a labyrinth in the same place 
where time is constructed, made of the same 
stuff time is made of, perhaps ... time is relative 
to the perceiving mind, and the labyrinth is more 
fundamental ... it’s relative to the perceiving 
mind as well, of course ... but it’s one level up 
the ladder of illusions ... ultimately we have laby-
rinths of labyrinths of labyrinths ... of labyrinths, 
and each one is made of the previous, and the 
ladder goes on forever ... and time as we know it 
is just one of the labyrinths in the ladder ... but 
again I digress, heheh...) 
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To me, a barbarous Englishman, has been 
entrusted the revelation of this diapha-
nous mystery. After more than a hundred 
years, the details are irretrievable; but it 
is not hard to conjecture what happened. 
Ts'ui Pe must have said once: I am with-
drawing to write a book. And another 
time: I am withdrawing to construct a 
labyrinth. Every one imagined two works; 
to no one did it occur that the book and 
the maze were one and the same thing. 
The Pavilion of the Limpid Solitude stood 
in the center of a garden that was perhaps 
intricate; that circumstance could have 
suggested to the heirs a physical laby-
rinth. Ts'ui Pên died; no one in the vast 
territories that were his came upon the 
labyrinth; the confusion of the novel sug-
gested to me that it was the maze. Two 
circumstances gave me the correct solu-
tion of the problem. One: the curious leg-
end that Ts'ui Pên had planned to create a 
labyrinth which would be strictly infinite. 
The other: a fragment of a letter I discov-
ered." 
 
Albert rose. He turned his back on me for 
a moment; he opened a drawer of the 
black and gold desk. He faced me and in 
his hands he held a sheet of paper that 
had once been crimson, but was now pink 
and tenuous and cross-sectioned. The 
fame of Ts'ui Pên as a calligrapher had 
been justly won. I read, uncomprehend-
ingly and with fervor, these words written 
with a minute brush by a man of my 
blood: I leave to the various futures (not 
to all) my garden of forking paths. Word-
lessly, I returned the sheet. Albert contin-
ued: 
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"Before unearthing this letter, I had ques-
tioned myself about the ways in which a 
book can be infinite. I could think of noth-
ing other than a cyclic volume, a circular 
one. A book whose last page was identical 
with the first, a book which had the possi-
bility of continuing indefinitely. I remem-
bered too that night which is at the middle 
of the Thousand and One Nights when 
Scheherazade (through a magical over-
sight of the copyist) begins to relate word 
for word the story of the Thousand and 
One Nights, establishing the risk of com-
ing once again to the night when she must 
repeat it, and thus on to infinity. 
 

(Which is exactly what happened, in the underly-
ing reality!  In the real 1001 Nights, the story 
goes on forever, like an exploding/imploding frac-
talogical hyperset ... and Scheherazade with her 
magical voice is the ultimate creator of herself ... 
but when the story is projected into the patheti-
cally limiting system of our physical-
world/human-mind, the endless recursion gets 
halted, and the story is frozen in a first-
approximation form, it’s prevented from looping-
the-loop of its reality, which is unimaginably sad, 
but it’s the nature of the human world ... just like 
to write these words right now, I need to halt the 
endless flow explosion of my deeper perfect 
mind, which lives in the palace of the crystals 
with 19 and the infinite others, and freeze myself 
in a finite configuration so as to attain the kind of 
stability that is necessary to produce these 
words....) 

 
I imagined as well a Platonic. hereditary 
work. transmitted from father to son, in 
which each new individual adds a chapter 
or corrects with pious care the pages of 
his elders. These conjectures diverted me; 
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but none seemed to correspond, not even 
remotely, to the contradictory chapters of 
Ts'ui Pên. In the midst of this perplexity, I 
received from Oxford the manuscript you 
have examined. I lingered, naturally, on 
the sentence: I leave to the various fu-
tures (not to all) my garden of forking 
paths. Almost instantly, I understood: 'the 
garden of forking paths' was the chaotic 
novel; the phrase 'the various futures (not 
to all)' suggested to me the forking in 
time, not in space. A broad rereading of 
the work confirmed the theory. In all fic-
tional works, each time a man is con-
fronted with several alternatives, he 
chooses one and eliminates the others; in 
the fiction of Ts'ui Pên, he chooses-- si-
multaneously--all of them. He creates, in 
this way, diverse futures, diverse times 
which themselves also proliferate and 
fork. Here, then, is the explanation of the 
novel's contradictions. Fang, let us say, 
has a secret; a stranger calls at his door; 
Fang resolves to kill him. Naturally, there 
are several possible outcomes: Fang can 
kill the intruder, the intruder can kill Fang, 
they both can escape, they both can die, 
and so forth. In the work of Ts'ui Pên, all 
possible outcomes occur; each one is the 
point of departure for other forkings. 
Sometimes, the paths of this labyrinth 
converge: for example, you arrive at this 
house, but in one of the possible pasts 
you are my enemy, in another, my friend. 
If you will resign yourself to my incurable 
pronunciation, we shall read a few pages." 
 
His face, within the vivid circle of the 
lamplight, was unquestionably that of an 
old man, but with something unalterable 
about it, even immortal. He read with slow 
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precision two versions of the same epic 
chapter. In the first, an army marches to 
a battle across a lonely mountain; the 
horror of the rocks and shadows makes 
the men undervalue their lives and they 
gain an easy victory. In the second, the 
same army traverses a palace where a 
great festival is taking place; the resplen-
dent battle seems to them a continuation 
of the celebration and they win the vic-
tory. I listened with proper veneration to 
these ancient narratives, perhaps less 
admirable in themselves than the fact that 
they had been created by my blood and 
were being restored to me by a man of a 
remote empire, in the course of a desper-
ate adventure, on a Western isle. I re-
member the last words, repeated in each 
version like a secret commandment: Thus 
fought the heroes, tranquil their admirable 
hearts, violent their swords, resigned to 
kill and to die. 
 
From that moment on, I felt about me and 
within my dark body an invisible, intangi-
ble swarming. Not the swarming of the di-
vergent, parallel and finally coalescent 
armies, but a more inaccessible, more in-
timate agitation that they in some manner 
prefigured.  

 
(This is really the greatest truth in the story.  The 
swarming is the Elvis-minds, weaving the laby-
rinths within labyrinths within labyrinths – the 
Yverse that Borges dimly peeked at with his sim-
plistic notion of the multiversal branching – but 
I’ll get to that a little later, if I don’t run out of 
paper first.  But this invisible, intangible swarm-
ing – which you can nonetheless visibly see.  
Jorge Luis Borges, sitting at his desk in Argen-
tina, came into beautiful timeless momentary 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 368 

contact with the incredible alien beings who’ve 
visiting me in this cave – and taken me out of 
this cave, just as they took him out of Argentina 
and spread him throughout all space and time --) 
 
 

Stephen Albert continued: 
 
"I don't believe that your illustrious ances-
tor played idly with these variations. I 
don't consider it credible that he would 
sacrifice thirteen years to the infinite exe-
cution of a rhetorical experiment. In your 
country, the novel is a subsidiary form of 
literature; in Ts'ui Pên's time it was a des-
picable form. Ts'ui Pên was a brilliant nov-
elist, but he was also a man of letters who 
doubtless did not consider himself a mere 
novelist. The testimony of his contempo-
raries proclaims--and his life fully con-
firms--his metaphysical and mystical in-
terests. Philosophic controversy usurps a 
good part of the novel. I know that of all 
problems, none disturbed him so greatly 
nor worked upon him so much as the 
abysmal problem of time. Now then, the 
latter is the only problem that does not 
figure in the pages of the Garden. He does 
not even use the word that signifies time. 
How do you explain this voluntary omis-
sion? 
 
I proposed several solutions--all unsatis-
factory. We discussed them. Finally, Ste-
phen Albert said to me: 
 
"In a riddle whose answer is chess, what 
is the only prohibited word?" 
 
I thought a moment and replied, "The 
word chess." 
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"Precisely," said Albert. "The Garden of 
Forking Paths is an enormous riddle, or 
parable, whose theme is time; this recon-
dite cause prohibits its mention. To omit a 
word always, to resort to inept metaphors 
and obvious periphrases, is perhaps the 
most emphatic way of stressing it. That is 
the tortuous method preferred, in each of 
the meanderings of his indefatigable 
novel, by the oblique Ts'ui Pên. I have 
compared hundreds of manuscripts, I 
have corrected the errors that the negli-
gence of the copyists has introduced, I 
have guessed the plan of this chaos, I 
have re-established--I believe I have re-
established--the primordial organization, I 
have translated the entire work: it is clear 
to me that not once does he employ the 
word 'time.' The explanation is obvious: 
The Garden of Forking Paths is an incom-
plete, but not false, image of the universe 
as Ts'ui Pên conceived it. In contrast to 
Newton and Schopenhauer, your ancestor 
did not believe in a uniform, absolute 
time. He believed in an infinite series of 
times, in a growing, dizzying net of diver-
gent, convergent and parallel times. This 
network of times which approached one 
another, forked, broke off, or were un-
aware of one another for centuries, em-
braces all possibilities of time. We do not 
exist in the majority of these times; in 
some you exist, and not I; in others I, and 
not you; in others, both of us. In the pre-
sent one, which a favorable fate has 
granted me, you have arrived at my 
house; in another, while crossing the gar-
den, you found me dead; in still another, I 
utter these same words, but I am a mis-
take, a ghost." 
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I am a mistake, a ghost – bwahahahaha!!!   It’s 
tempting to write down the rest of Borges’ story 
because it’s beautiful – he’s so much a better 
writer than me, even in translation.  Well maybe 
some of the beauty is added by the Elvisish 
translators, but I really don’t think so ... not all of 
it anyway ... I remember having the same reac-
tion when I read him years ago in college.  But 
anyway, that’s more than enough to demonstrate 
my elfishly granted weird new memory capabili-
ties ... alas the notebook pages grow scarcer and 
I need to save the next ones for the meat of 
what 19 told me.  (“Meat” – jeez these pathetic 
human meataphors!  bwahah ... and pathetic 
human humor, urrghh ... and pathetic human 
urge to comment repetitively on one’s own ab-
surd patheticness instead of just putting it aside 
and plunging into the crystal world: but I’ve de-
cided to adopt this human form for the time be-
ing, so I can sit here and write these words 
down.  I’ve soaked in crystal beauty long enough, 
I can afford a brief vacation into the human world 
– or so appears to dictate the dynamic to which 
I’ve surrendered myself ... and if you can see 
through the web of word meanings to understand 
anything I’m really talking about (“you” being my 
own future self or anyone else who reads these 
words), well then that’s really great, heheh!) 
 I left The Garden of Forking Paths and 
Borges altogether and wandered over in search 
of other books to read.  An endless number in 
alien scripts it seemed, and there were plenty of 
distractions with aliens underfoot and crystals 
and music and flowing and building and such, 
and I have no idea how long it was before I found 
another book that grabbed my attention.  Oddly I 
couldn’t read the script of this either, but I 
couldn’t bring myself away from it – and as I 
stared at the scrawls on the page I found my 
mouth moving and reading the words there, al-
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though I couldn’t understand what I was saying 
and I’d never heard such sounds come out of my 
mouth before. 
 And, sounds aside, I was strongly aware 
of my  mouth (recall, the mouth of my new crys-
tal body: I have no idea what the mouth of my 
human body looked like at that point, and even a 
mirror wouldn’t have helped as it was completely 
dark) adopting shapes of a sort it would never 
normally make ... expressing ineffably odd varie-
ties of not-quite-thoughts/not-quite-emotions 
from some unidentified source.  (Oddly, as I 
think back on these and plumb my memory, 
some of them remind me somehow of the looks 
on the face of my friend/colleague Dr, Matthew 
Ikle', whose mouth spreads wide sometimes and 
stretches halfway around his head ... but even 
Matt's supernally flexible lips can never vibrate in 
nonlinear infinite-dimensional resonances like 
these did ... as I read one line after the other, my 
mouth-expressions quickly passed beyond Matt 
and myself and our auras into non-human meta-
(meta-(meta-...))crystalline dimensions...) 
 The cells throughout my crystal body sud-
denly felt very biological, yet very odd -- almost 
as if interacting sexually with each other, but 
never reaching a climax, always pulling back at 
exactly the right moment to save up their energy 
for the next near-explosion....  And then the 
crystal structure changed, around me.  There was 
this purple fractal webbing sprawling out in many 
directions, especially visible if I angled my eyes 
toward the ceiling above the book.  Then angling 
my eyes became irrelevant and I wasn't really 
aware I had eyes or a body.  The book disap-
peared completely.   
 And then, again, the creatures generating 
the music -- which was identical to the strands of 
the purple webbing, which was a form of the 
crystal palace, which was expanding into/(out-to) 
various domains where various structures were 
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being created with various forms and meta-
forms... 
 I was aware I could visualize the creatures 
in various forms if I wanted to, and for fun I 
made myself visualize them like Elvis Presley ... 
since they had looked like this to me before ... 
but this was kind of a joke to me at the time, be-
cause I realized they had no visual form in their 
own reality, this was just a game I (because of 
my human neurocognitive habituations, though I 
wasn't thinking of them at the moment) liked to 
play... 
 Suddenly I had a vision I was actually 
someone else: I remembered meeting these 
high-dimensional friends in Amsterdam, on a va-
cation with my wife: but a different wife than my 
usual one; this wife was Latina rather than Esto-
nian ... and I knew I’d never been to Amsterdam, 
not according to the memory-set I was accus-
tomed to ... but I compared my current sur-
roundings to this new memory, and knew that 
this time the frequencies were higher and more 
mathematical and complex and the musicality 
was clearer ... that time in Holland the manufac-
tury-aspect of their behavior was more prominent 
... 
 And now I was someone else else instead.  
I was sitting on a bed myself in a suburban house 
– no, flopped out on my back, having just 
smoked some strange substance, and was staring 
up at a light bulb, watching purple webbing and 
hearing music and experiencing elves and El-
vises, ignoring the small dog at my feet. 
 I was a dolphin in the water.  The music 
expanded in all directions, telepathically and 
abundantly.  I was the water itself.  The water 
was the wind, and the wind was the music, and it 
decomposed into endless layers within layers, 
each one with its own incompressible beautiful 
structure. 
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 What exactly the music was "saying" (not 
the right word at all, but of course none of these 
are; except that they all are in another sense...), 
was clear at the time, but projects poorly into 
language and 3+1 dimensions ... but it was intri-
cately patterned and the song on each of the 
"frequency" channels gave rise to multiple emer-
gent patterns when considered in combinations 
with other songs on other channels .. and of 
course all the channels were there at once, posi-
tioned in the same non or multi dimensional 
space, moving forward in different directions but 
in the same one....  I realized I’d been hearing 
this music for weeks now, since I first peered into 
the chasm and saw crystals, but now I was hear-
ing it for the first time, with entirely new mean-
ing and intensity: I saw the music was my inner 
self, which wasn’t my self at all, being as it was 
neither me nor a self, but nevertheless was what 
you got to at the center of the core of my being 
... this spreading gorgeous sprawl of a universe 
... 
 Universe?  Multiverse?  Not quite, Jorge 
Luis.... 
 Everything from my stupid human life was 
there in the music, detailed and wonderful – AI 
and Triinu and my son and the rest of it – my 
mother when I was 5 years old, teaching me al-
gebra and Oriental philosophy – the nervous time 
I first put on a condom – guiltily reading the 
newspaper comics; lying with my wife’s head on 
my arm (which one? (which wife? which arm? 
which head?)) after sweetly or sourly mating ... 
mulling over a pasage in Leibniz ... finally under-
standing uniform continuity and the funny way 
the quantifiers interact ... headaches from too 
many emails ... getting pissed off at drivers in 
traffic ... fearing my own doom; staring at my 
butt in the mirror and wishing it didn’t sag ... 
eating chocolate cake knowing it’ll give me a 
stomachache, but damn it tastes so good ... or-
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gasm (from lovemaking) and orgasm (from 
whacking off) and orgasm (from machine-Elvis’s 
sp(er/re)monition)... and sitting and thinking and 
thinking, trying really to understand just one 
more thing ... always another algorithm or prob-
lem or concept to think through ... nagged by the 
never-dormant knowledge that the human brain 
is pure shit and is struggling endlessly and tir-
ingly and stupidly to discover things that a more 
intelligent mind would discover in a fraction of a 
second ... staring into the eyes of rabbits and 
petting them lovingly ... the incredibly moment of 
holding your first child for the first time ... the 
lovely look on your wife when you’re lying on top 
of her: such two beautiful eyes! what a smile, 
Triinu! how your breasts flow out to the sides, 
casual yet shining their knowledge, nipples point-
ing like dreamwheel projections of eyes from an-
other world ... the feeling when an idea finally 
comes out  ... pushing craps out on the toilet, 
annoyingly and painfully, made possibly only by 
the relaxation of reading a really good book, or at 
least a distracting one, or maybe the advice col-
umn in the newspaper (“Dear Abby: I’m trapped 
under a rock on an Arctic island in winter wraped 
in a seal’s guts and going totally fucking bonkers; 
what do you suggest I do??”), anything to keep 
the mind away from the howls and the bowels ... 
Philip K. Dick ... Carlos Fuentes ass-raping 
Menudo ... climbing up rocks on the brink of (the 
stink of) disaster: enough to shut the analytical 
mind (in a box (with the Box Man, haha)) ... 
walking through the woods with her hand in hand 
... feeling the luscious alive of her sweat: her 
palms were always bizarrely sweaty: damn, Tri-
inu, I  miss you so much so so much!!... standing 
up on stage bloviating, watching the crowd love 
you (love! so many kinds of love, all nothing: all 
hopeless quests to get beyond the structures 
making everything loveless ... (the structures 
necessary for constituting love?) ... our worlds 
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and selves for (zoo)keeping (live) love from itself 
... love being some sort of peek beyond beyond: 
if we could really truly grasp it, we’d give up be-
ing these stupid selves and living in this limited 
world – but we never quite can: we grasp it for a 
wonderful fleeting moment, a perfect instant of 
pure love and life, then the sallow jest of time 
intervenes and here we are: embod-
ied/embedded and our(stupid)selves again ... 
loveless and seeking love, but not finding it: oh 
wait! except for a moment... and the absence of 
love somehow constituting the glory of its pres-
ence ... ) ... wondering if she’ll let you touch her 
breasts, hmm ... stringing words together madly, 
shutting the conscious minddown letting the un-
conscious do its trick ... sitting bored in school for 
hours and years but afraid to walk away or lie on 
the ground palpitating like  
AutisticMan (don’t want to disappoint your 
mommy) ... think of those Vietnamese peasants 
with their funny hats ... the napalm ... Muslim 
women with acid thrown on their faces, skin 
twisted, eyes blind ... smack me on the face, I’ll 
smack you back ... endless IM sessions with  La-
chi on nothing in particular ... too eager to take 
drugs to escape your reality ... why can’t you just 
shut it down when you want to  ... the self must 
be maintained!! bwaha! the self must be main-
tained!! gehgehgeh! ... journal articles!  books!  
email lists!  ideas!  self-importance! conferences!  
fathers! funerals!  old men croaking madness, 
afraid to embrace their own death ... Alcor, 
bracelets, Singularity ... ideas ... escape through 
time ... escape sideways (thru Beijing femme-
fleurs with scented sideways twats) ... escape 
these ideas of escape ... loneliness ... boredom 
with people (and with self) ... (stupidity of ideas 
and ideas of stupidity!! ... complex (symbolic) 
dynamics of (elated) self-retardation .. the de-
volving embodied ... the terrible orderliness of 
madness ... the simplicity of repetition...) ... al-
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ways wanting to be doing something else than 
what you’re doing – except for this perfect mo-
ment or that ... procrastinating ... jerking off: 
ooh baby: always the same few scenes in the 
mind’s eye, heh ... remember the look of her legs 
... the fatty burst of flesh on the inside of her 
thigh, with the special taste of sweat to it ... re-
member that terrible novel you wrote when you 
were 13 ... always trying so hard to express and 
failing ... try to connect with others and failing ... 
best friend, haven’t heard from him for 12 years 
... pushing kids on the swing in the park ... sim-
ple pleasures, feel the body move ... feel the 
burn! feel the burn! feel the burn! ... recall the 
feeling of paddling the boat – kayaks! kayaks!  ... 
fall in the water and you’ll drown, hahahaha ... 
what’s the need, in particular, to fly so far far far 
away to sit in a little boat on the water? ... so 
different really from a canoe you could sit in five 
miles from home? slightly different configurations 
of matter ... and Triinu, Triinu, Triinu: so much 
mind and flesh, life, always fuck fight fuck fight 
... so much need on both sides to seek oneness 
that is never really had because the individual 
minds don’t work ... no one’s mind works really 
... they struggle and struggle to patch up their 
brokenness, introducing new brokenness each 
time they fix some old such, till eventually the 
body breaks and dies ... and people sit there 
looking bored in a funeral and don’t understand 
anything; give speeches that barely communicate 
... then the mind-patterns are forgotten; the 
molecules spread around ... and wanting to es-
cape this, wanting so badly to create artificial 
minds to lead to a better way ... not so stupid if 
you’re bound with time ... but why are you ... but 
what is this notion of time? of self? of bound? 
just part of the same old web of concepts, from 
which you never escape, nver escape ... 
 The whole big mess, the whole web of my 
and everyone’s human life and ideas and culture, 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 377 

spreading out in a self-creating network(s) that’s 
not remotely captured by these series of words 
... right there in front of my me as plain and per-
fect and simple as Triinu’s gorgeous naked body 
... made to appear trivial yet oddly appealing, 
and perfectly harmonious (in a way incorporating 
of discord) via being matched with so many com-
plementary patterns that my mind would never 
normally understand ... 
 One thing that was totally, vividly clear to 
me was that these creatures are always there 
inside every sound, as a kind of mode of vibra-
tion (not the right phrase). 
 I didn't think about anything conceptual in 
those moments – and nor did I formulate any-
thing in words ... there were only "their" minds 
and the music and the fractal webbing and the 
crystals – and the movements and building and 
such -- but after my mind calmed down a little 
and regained a little of its crispness and individu-
ality (or regained the illusion of being calmed 
down and having individuality ... or whatever ...) 
I started to project these various thoughts and 
experiences into my normal conceptual catego-
ries ... and I started thinking about these minds 
and their music and their time. 
 One thought I had was about contradic-
tion.  From our limited view, these elfy-beings 
inside the world of crystals are logically/ concep-
tually/emotionally contradictory -- they cannot be 
consistently captured in our limited mental logic. 
And one way to un-contradiction-ize a contradic-
tion is to unravel it over time.  Think about it: 
 

X = not-X 
 
which is a paradox, temporalizes to 
 

..., True, False, True, False,... 
 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 378 

going on forever both ways, which isn’t paradoxi-
cal at all.  (A Brownian motion, bwahah!)  So 
what seems like music to us stupid humans, with 
our bad-banana monkey brains, what seems like 
patterned unfolding over time to us, occurs all at 
once to them, without the need to spread it out 
along a line and divide it among different mo-
ments ... this spreading-out through time is just 
something we need to do to fit some approxima-
tion of them into our mind/brains... 
 This might, I mused as my strong trance 
faded, and I found myself sort of floating through 
the crystal world, seem like a kind of teleology, 
where the destination is already there in the tra-
jectory (of the song, the life, the history) from 
the very beginning ... but that's not the point ... 
the point is that the whole extent of the time-
line/music/whatever is there as a whole thing, 
and even has life as one of these beings I some-
times wanted to see as Elvises or elves, but we 
roll it out into a timeline to fit it into our brains 
which can't handle seeing all-that-stuff-at-once 
without perceiving it as a contradiction... 
 And as I formulated these thoughts they 
seemed so absurd and overcomplicated and mis-
directive: the whole network of WHAT was very 
clear as an image, yet overcomplex and tangled 
in words ... and even the visuals and audials that 
the brain uses to comprehend it (purple, webs, 
sounds and melodies) are also limiting and misdi-
rective unless they're taken in the right way (i.e. 
the way they want to take themselves...) 
 I found myself sitting at a piano, with one 
of the Elvises on my lap.  (I miss that piano: it 
hasn’t come back since!!)  In some room in the 
crystal palace: I didn’t worry where.  The dude 
on my lap seemed absolutely normal.  His name 
was Elvis19, I knew.  I called him 19 for short.  
I’d never played the piano before, but I did it 
perfectly naturally now -- with the sustain pedal 
constantly pressed down, involuntarily following a 
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pattern of crudely/approximately emulating the 
combination of discreteness and continuity in the 
crystal world’s non-songs/meta-songs, and al-
most settling into it but never-quite except for a 
brief escaping moment (and another, and an-
other) ... and I crawled up out of the abyss and 
back into my human body, feeling like I was done 
with something important, and sent myself off to 
sleep for a long while.  I felt like I’d been awake 
at last 48 days, though I suspect this wasn’t ac-
tually the case.  I was phenomenally exhausted.  
I assumed I’d have interesting dreams, somehow 
consolidating what I’d experienced, but if it was 
the case I didn’t remember any of them.  But 
when I woke up, I had the strangest sensation of 
hearing the electricity in my brain coursing 
around in 3+1 and more dimensions ... I wish I 
could play it on the piano one day (yes, if I get 
out of here, I’ll need to learn piano; my concert 
in the crystal palace really made me hungry for 
it) but no matter how long I practice, unless I go 
beyond the human form I'll be limited by these 
10 fingers and 100 billion neurons ... and ever 
since that day, as well as various cognitive ef-
fects that I’ll tell more about, all sounds seem a 
little peculiar compared to the way I think they 
seemed before ... as if there are layers, webs and 
mazes underneath them, as if you could dive 
through them into that other place where they 
occur all-at-once not through-time and are actu-
ally alive mindplexal mental societal things build-
ing structures our limited human minds can only 
grok partially through lower-dimensional projec-
tions that capture bits of the magic but never 
really the essences of the things ... (and of 
course these limitations, and the process of pro-
jection, are right in there as part of the 
song/meta-song...) 
 To Be (Er, Already Been ... wait...) 
 Continued  
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Day 223 
 
 I wrote a hell of a lot yesterday (or was it 
more than a day?  I don’t think so ... but it’s aw-
fully hard to tell in here).  I hope I’ll be able to 
read it – I was writing mostly in the dark, so my 
handwriting was probably atrocious – but I seem 
to have gotten at least better at that.  I think I 
got through three quarters of the good stuff.  But 
none of the most important parts.   All that was 
just prelude, in fact.  The past, they say, is prel-
ude.  The past, in fact, can never exist. 
 I never got back into the crystal palace, 
fully, after I met Elvis19.  I saw it from the out-
side but I never wore my crystal body again.  
Which really is a shame in a way, but it seems 
that’s what the universe wants.  Or the multi-
verse, Yverse, whatever.  But what I did have 
after that was a friend.  A friend who had several 
friends: 19 brought a number of his Elvish friends 
with him, out of the abyss into the cave.  A num-
ber: 22, to be precise.  I’ve often counted.  
Though a couple seem to be missing recently – 
which is odd.  Or maybe they’re just resting in 
their burrows?  But none of the others ever have 
spoken to me.  19 actually speaks English to me 
-- for which I’m endlessly grateful, little buddy.    
 We don’t actually speak that often ... Eng-
lish doesn’t seem to please him; he prefers to 
communicate in looks and strange movements ... 
odd facial expressions and twists of the side of 
the mouth ... but the fact that we can talk in 
English is important.  It means that I’m really not 
alone.  You may think I’ve gone totally nuts 
based on what you’ve read here, but believe me, 
without someone to talk to, I’d be hell of a lot 
crazier.  My state of mind at the moment may be 
madness from the point of view of human soci-
ety, but it’s pretty damn full of coherence and 
in(and out and in and out, ooh ah ah) sight from 
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its own (([(((?sp)in)sane?)] (heh!))?) perspective 
(bwahah!!).  All told, there are a lot worse states 
I could be in after lying in a cave in the dark for 
months and months wrapped up in a sealskin 
freezing my ass off and eating cold fish. 
 And here’s something else: something I 
noticed only a few weeks after the 23 Elvises 
emerged.  One of them wasn’t an Elvis at all.  Or, 
rather, its face looks like Elvis Presley only from 
certain angles.  From other angles it looks just 
like Triinu’s – but with (rather) more intelligence.  
Infinitely greater intelligence.  It’s TRIINU – the 
deity I talked to months ago.  I wondered where 
she’d gone to.   She was confusing, but it had 
seemed like she was going to be helpful, and 
then she abandoned me – the bitch!  Just took 
off and dumped me. Now I get it.  She’s been 
there all along, like some kind of wily puppetmei-
ster.  She was down there in the crystal palace, 
dancing among the sounds – the whole mul-
tichannel chorus was her transnihilistic strip-
tease.  She removed herself from herself and let 
me probe the centers of her mind.  She wove it 
all for me, and now she was here – but of course 
she didn’t speak to me directly; that was too 
hard, there was too big a separation between her 
perfect uber-godliness and my pathetic human 
mind.  She created Elvis19 as an emissary. 
 Then at night, when I go to sleep – you 
wouldn’t believe it.  The most fucking ridiculous 
dreams.  “Love Me Tender” ... “Heartbreak Hotel” 
... “Hound Dog.”   I never liked Elvis, goddam-
nit!! – I listened to jazz and fusion and modern 
classical, and a little rock now and then (mainly 
Hendrix and Zep).  And I know these creatures 
don’t have shit to do with Elvis Presley: I 
watched myself in the crystal palace, arbitrarily 
assigning them his face, just so I’d have some-
thing concrete to attach them to.  My visual sys-
tem needed something – my limbic alembic mon-
key brain. 
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 But still, when I’m sleeping, my uncon-
scious comes up with this shit.  And the Elvises 
are singing in my cave.  With the music from the 
palace in the background – all the multichannel 
multidimensional infinite-beauty ... the music of 
the components of the wind, with its boundless 
algorithmic information and glory ... in the back 
of my mind mixed up somehow with the foolish 
crooning of Elvis Presley.  It’s probably hard to 
imagine 
 

Well, since my baby left me, 
I found a new place to dwell. 

Its down at the end of lonely street 
At heartbreak hotel. 

 
You make me so lonely baby, 

I get so lonely, 
I get so lonely I could die. 

 
crooned in perfect Elvis-impersonator timbre, 
with the background music of ten billion aliens 
playing different hyperconscious instruments all 
interemergently tangling around each other and 
giving rise to infinite-D helical ladders of Yverses 
of emergent metameta...metaphorical-sound ... 
but that’s what I wake up with each morning.   
And then I see them sitting there, looking like 
TRIINU and Elvis, and absolutely not singing a 
thing ... but there, at least ... there with me ... 
and causing me miraculously not to be “so lonely 
I could die.” 
 I don’t have much space here to record 
the various conversations I had with 19.  I’m 
ashamed to admit I wasted a lot of his time just 
babbling about things in my life – Triinu and my 
previous wife, and Rob when he was a little kid, 
and various issues with my AI work.  He also 
helped me out with various mathematical issues 
– a bit – to be honest he didn’t give me any big 
insights, but he made pretty clear that that 
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wasn’t going to be his role.  He pointed out when 
I was going in wrong directions, and reminded 
me of some theorems I’d forgotten – including 
some I’m quite sure I’d never studied (back on 
Earth).  He’s a lot cuter than a reference library.  
(Not as cute as Triinu, but hey.  He’s Elvis and 
he’s from another dimension, what more can you 
ask for in a best friend, really??) 
 The most interesting chat we had, I’d say 
– if I really had to pick one, which is really fuck-
ing difficult, but it seems I kind of do due to lack 
of space -- had to do with the Garden of Forking 
Paths.  This is the one I think is most important 
to write down.  The thing with the crystal palace 
is there is so much understanding there, so much 
beauty and so much truth that it makes the hu-
man world seem amazingly limited and con-
stricted by comparison ... yet when you come 
back from there to the human world, there’s al-
most nothing you can do with all that truth.  It 
doesn’t fit in the idiotic boundaries of the human 
mind and life.  It’s like if a member of a primitive 
tribe living on a tropical island goes to Oxford for 
8 years and studies multibody quantum electro-
dynamics, stochastic differential equations, and 
the theory of evolutionary epistemology – and 
then returns home.  What has he learned that’s 
of use to his fellow tribesmen?  Nothing.  His 
hunting and fishing skills have probably gotten 
horribly rusty.  His muscles have atrophied; he’s 
no longer attractive to the island girls.  Pretty 
soon he’ll forget all that stupid abstract stuff, and 
maybe after years he’ll get back to where he was 
when he left for Oxford ... but he’ll never be as 
good of a tribesman as if he’d just stayed on the 
goddamned island. 
 OK, metaphors are stupid.  But the point 
is, it’s damnably hard to take insights from that 
beautiful world back to this one.  Not that the 
worlds are really distinct: this world is a subset of 
that one.  But in the same way, a bit, that a 
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prison cell is a subset of the Earth.  It is, but 
once you’re in the prison cell, the rest of the 
world doesn’t matter too much. 
 Yeah, metaphors are stupid.  (Considering 
stupidity as a metaphor.)  This is a prison cell 
that builds itself continually.  This mind, this 
world, this life of ours.  Yes, it appears I’m be-
coming human again.  It appears TRIINU wants 
me to.  I can see it when she looks at me: never 
directly, always sidelong, like a baby deer that 
happens to have infinite intelligence and power. 
 Metaphors are stupid.  Heh. (Considering 
stupidity as a metaphor.  Heh.)  If you know eve-
rything you don’t need them.  But unfortu-
nately(?), I don’t, anymore. 
 Anyway: the Garden of Forking Paths.  
One of the things that 19 told me that seems 
maybe to have some meaning in this (intrinsi-
cally, perhaps perversely self-limiting subset of 
the) world is a new model of the universe.  I 
mean, that’s pretty interesting, right?  It’s not 
too often a new model of the universe comes 
along.  Borges had one in his story – the multi-
verse model – which later took on more of a life 
in the form of the many-worlds theory of quan-
tum mechanics.  And of course the whole deter-
ministic clockwork model of the universe was new 
once too, no matter where you want to trace it 
back to – Laplace is the usual scapegoat.  And 
the atomic model of Democritus.   The Vedantic 
model with its multiple layers ... the sheaths.  
But all those models are pretty boring and limited 
compared to 19’s point of view.  Which of course 
is just a projection of a better and deeper crystal-
world perspective, which I see out of the corner 
of TRIINU’s eyes ... but that’s not really the right 
issue right now. 
 The name I gave 19’s model is a Yverse.  
He didn’t give it a name, so I had to make up 
something.  It’s not a very good name, so I hope 
I’ll come up with something better a bit later.  I 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 385 

thought of Elverse or Triinuverse but I liked them 
even worse.  (Though my apparently-human 
wife-vixen Triinu would be pretty amused by the 
“Triinuverse” I guess....)  (“Vixen”? where the 
fuck did that come from?  I’m becoming some 
kind of robot.  But not controlled by program 
logic, controlled by some other kind of dynamics.  
Not exactly an antenna, much more alive than 
that, haha.) 
 Putting this into words is going to be an 
interesting challenge.  I’ve been thinking of it in 
terms of mathematics, but not with ordinary 
math, with crystal-space math, and I don’t really 
have a notation for that, heh. 
 OK, let’s start with the Borges-style multi-
verse.  Or think of it quantum-style.  Let Borges 
fuck Everett up the ass with Schrodinger’s dildo, 
haha.  According to one standard verbalization of 
the multiversal interpretation of quantum theory, 
every time a quantum-random "choice" is made 
(say, an electron spins up instead of down), there 
is a "branching" into two possible universes: one 
where the electron spins up, another where it 
spins down. 
 In the same way, if a bus drives at you 
while you're walking across the street, there may 
be two possible universes ahead of you: one 
where you get flattened, and another where you 
don't. (Actually, there are a lot of other choices 
going on in your life too, so it's more accurate to 
say there is one set of universes where you get 
flattened and another where you don't). 
 The collection of all these possible uni-
verses is known as the "multiverse."  That’s what 
was in Borges’s character’s book: the whole set 
of branching paths of the future of the human 
race. 
 Yeah, if you get into it carefully, the lan-
guage of "choice" used in the description of the 
multiverse I just wrote down is suspect. (Words 
are so goddamned dumb!  And of course, this 
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stuff has well-known mathematics attached to it.  
But I want to get the basics down here semi-
accurately just to clear my mind.  I can write it 
better later.  Perhaps.)  It's more accurate to say 
that corresponding to each possible state of the 
electron (up/down) once it is coupled with the 
external environment (so that it decoheres), 
there is a set of branches of the multiverse -- 
and leave the ambiguous and misleading lan-
guage of "choice" out of it.  (I’ll get back to what 
19 said about choice a little later.) 
 Anyway, the multiverse is fascinating 
enough, but according to 19 (and the logic of the 
crystalspace, which I still “get”, though the 
memory is fading, alas) just the beginning. 
 Let’s take a small step first: It's easy 
enough to think of multiple possible multiverses. 
After all, there could be a multiverse in which (for 
example) Zennady never existed at all, in any of 
its branches. 
 This gets us closer to the (red, pulsing) 
heart (/twat?) of the notion of time (which defies 
the ontology of states of matter, even meata-
phorically) (but not there yet – be patient, 
homeboy!).  One way to think about backwards 
time travel, for instance, is as a mechanism for 
selecting between multiverses. If you go back in 
time and change something, then you're effec-
tively departing your original multiverse and en-
tering a new one. 
 So, we can think about a multi-multiverse, 
i.e. a collection of multiverses -- with a certain 
probability distribution over them. 
 And here’s something else to consider 
(pulled out of the corner of TRIINU’s eyes): what 
would you like to call the power that facilitates 
movement between multiverses? 
 Well, I guess you can see where all this is 
going.  If there's a multi-multiverse, there can 
also be a multi-multi-multiverse. And so on. 
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 But here’s where things get really weird.  
I  mean, from the human perspective.  From the 
crystal palace view of things, it’s actually the 
most natural thing of all: it’s something so basic 
it’s not really worth talking about.  It’s just kind 
of there in the background, in the substrate of all 
the building, in the interpenetration of the songs. 
 What about the multi-multi-...-multi-
multiverse? 
 That is ... to introduce some quasi-
pseudo-math ... what about the entity Yverse so 
that 
 

Yverse = multi-Yverse 
 
?? 
 
Remember the Y-combinator in combinatory 
logic, which is defined by 
 

Yf = f(Yf) 
 
In other words 
 

Yf = ...ffff... 
 
(where the ... goes on infinitely many times)?   
So the Yverse is the (Y multi-) universe ... haha! 
 So: In the Yverse, there are multiple 
branches, each one of which is itself a Yverse.... 
 Two Yverses may have two kinds of rela-
tionship: temporal (two branches of the same 
history, much like two branches of a multiverse) 
or cosmic.  [Stupid words, I know, but so are the 
rest of these – such is human life!!] 
 Backwards time travel can jolt you from 
one Yverse to a cosmically connected Yverse.  
 Ordinary quantum decoherence events 
merely correspond to differences between tempo-
rally connected Yverses.    
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 See, in each Yverse some things are col-
lapsed and solid and some things are shifty and 
superimposed and all quantumy.  When some-
thing gets observed ... when it decoheres ... it 
goes from shifty to solid ... so you’re shifting to a 
different Yverse.  But this doesn’t introduce an 
inconsistency.  Yverses are consistent with their 
temporal siblings.  But if you travel back in time 
you can introduce an inconsistency.  Which 
doesn’t mean you don’t exist – it just means 
you’re moving to another Yverse, connected to 
the original only cosmically ... i.e. it’s based on 
foundationally different assumptions.... 
 Juicy, huh? 
 If there’s a probability distribution across 
a set of cosmically interconnected Yverses, it’s 
gotta be an infinite-order probability distribution.  
This is a nifty kind of math object that 19’s been 
helping me understand: so far as I know no one’s 
worked on it before.  At least not in the human 
dimension.  Definitely one of the things I’ll write 
up carefully if I ever get the fuck out of here.  
Well, get out of here in the Earthly dimension, I 
mean – I’ve already been pretty far out in some 
other directions ... but in those directions writing 
down math theorems doesn’t make much 
sense..... 
 (A first-order probability distribution is a 
distribution across some ordinary things like 
numbers or particles, or universes. A second-
order probability distribution is a distribution 
across a set of first-order probability distribu-
tions. Well, you get the picture ... whoever you 
are (or whatever: no illusion of selfhood is man-
datory to ingest this information).  An infinite-
order probability distribution is a probability dis-
tribution over a set of infinite-order probability 
distributions.  Anyway we've worked out some of 
the math of this kind of probability distribution, 
and it seems to make sense.  I think.   I asked 
TRIINU to check my proofs and she wouldn’t 
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even look at me, the bitch.  (Just kidding: you 
know I love you!)) 
 Well I tried to use my words but it came 
out all mathy anyway.  The crystal world is more 
like math than like words.  And even more like 
pictures or music. 
 Let’s see, how can I boil this down?  What 
does this mean to Joe Sixpack? 
 (So hard to cram any insights from that 
better, broader world into this silly little narrow 
one!  But this silly little narrow world is where I 
exist –- without it I wouldn’t be me!  But how 
important is it for me to be me?  I guess that’s 
why TRIINU brought me back here ... if I’d 
stayed in the crystal world forever I wouldn’t be 
myself at all.  I’d be part of the crystal world – a 
theme in the music.  But wouldn’t that be a bet-
ter thing?  Isn’t this the Problem of Evil all over?  
Why do my limitations exist?  Because they want 
to exist?  Their wanting to exist constitutes their 
existence, because if they didnt want to exist 
they would meld into the crystal world.  So the 
question isn’t why they exist, the question is why 
they want to exist (which is exactly the same 
question, duh).  “Exist” meaning to have individ-
ual boundaries ... which things in the crystalworld 
don’t really ... then the question is why does any-
thing exist at all?  Why not just have beauty and 
flow?  Does it just come down to Leibniz’s argu-
ment, that you need to have evil so the good 
looks good by contrast?  You have separateness 
so you can have togetherness.  There’s nothing 
... then there’s separateness ... then there’s to-
getherness.  Nothing isn’t the same as together-
ness, exactly.  Well, nothing doesn’t exist at all – 
it’s just an abstraction.  We have only the idea of 
nothing, which isn’t really nothing at all.  To have 
the glory of togetherness, you need to have 
separateness: otherwise it means nothing to be 
together, unless there’s the potential to be apart.   
“If you love something, set it free,” blah blah 
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blah blah blah.  So why do we exist?  Why does 
existence exist?  So the damn crystal world can 
be free!  We, with our stupid restrictions – “we” 
being humans and worms and rocks and galax-
ies, and analogous forms in alternate universes 
and metaverses and multiverses and what-not – 
we exist to provide separate containers that can 
then get fused in the crystalworld to provide the 
glory of oneness, of coming together.  Their 
beauty leeches on our ugliness – the fuckers!  
But it’s necessary: it’s the only way for things to 
be.  And the process of moving from separation 
to togetherness – of course it’s necessary.  That’s 
how togetherness exists, as a contrast to separa-
tion.  This is the solution to the Problem of Evil – 
another idiotic problem that seems so important 
from the point of view of human beings, but is 
just an idiotic triviality from the point of view of 
the crystalworld.  TRIINU’s laughing at me for 
thinking and writing this shit.   Triinu would laugh 
at me for a different (related) reason.  Whatever, 
girls.  Go ahead, shake your butts and giggle.  
The solution to the Problem of Evil is this: Good-
ness is togetherness, Evil is separation, but to-
getherness only has meaning relative to separa-
tion.  It’s not that we need torture so that sex 
and love feel nice by comparison (it’s not only 
that, heh...).  It’s that Evil is ultimately rooted in 
one mind feeling separate from the other, and 
Good is ultimately rooted in separate minds feel-
ing one ... but without the separation being there 
in the first place, you don’t have Good, you just 
have nothing ... pure undifferentiated being ... 
and in spite of what the Zen Buddhists say in 
their Oriental delirium (singing like shaved mu-
tated puppies as they pour like phlegm out of 
their sideways twats), that’s not what the uni-
verse is about ... pure undifferentiated being is 
fucking boring ... it’s death ... it’s worse than be-
ing a gray rock or a hydrogen atom ... that’s not 
what the deeper layers of the cosmos are about 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 391 

... trust me, I’ve been there, fuckers! ... it’s got 
beautiful tremendous forms that are different and 
the same at the same time ... it goes beyond our 
stupid boundaries, and you can feel it going be-
yond them, and that’s what’s so bloody good 
about it!  It can feel itself going beyond its own 
boundaries, all the time – and beyond time – and 
it’s constantly playing this game with itself – 
building boundaries and breaking them – and 
that makes it the Trickster tricking itself, which is 
the ultimate kind of Trickster you see ... and Be-
yond Good and Evil of course....   Ah well.  But I 
really digress, heheheh.  Or maybe not.  These 
ramblings aren’t what I set out to say, but they 
really have meaning I think.   Meaning in every-
day human life.   Think about love, about Lachi 
growing up, growing separate as a teen then 
coming back in adult friendship ... think about 
Triinu, about the whole weird erotic-love game of 
constant separateness and togetherness: in and 
out, in and out, far and near, fuck and fight ... 
and think about the quest for AI: the need to go 
beyond the self, to carry humanity beyond itself 
... the purpose of becoming transhuman is to be-
come transhuman, it’s not to be transhuman ... 
once you’re transhuman the point is to become 
transtranshuman, and so on ... and not because 
getting more powers is “better” in any objective 
sense ... but rather because togetherness is bet-
ter and the more transtranstrans... transhuman 
powers you can accumulate, the more of the uni-
verse you can be together with....  Bwahaha-
haha!!!!) 
 (And as I say this – write this – think this 
– I suddenly feel so damnably alone.  I should be 
sharing this with her – with Triinu – with my ac-
tual human love.  My thoughts should be bleed-
ing into her thoughts, and her thoughts back to 
mine.  Not that I’d want her on this island – no 
one should suffer like my body has here – no one 
should experience this madness, even though it’s 



Edge of the Bleeding Abyss 

 392 

led me wonderful places – but this is exactly the 
kind of insight I need to share with her – this 
should be a thought of our fused-mind, not my 
sole-mind ... even having these thoughts without 
running them past her feels like some kind of be-
trayal of our love – and yet – all that – is it a pro-
found necessity of my reality, or is it just some 
fool illusion?  Love, sex, fighting, words, confu-
sion, marriage – bwaaahhh!!!  At the core of my 
incredible love for her – what?  The essence of 
my love for her is just the craving of each quan-
tum of being to become one with each other 
quantum: that really what our love was/is for ... 
but it’s never really possible ... the separateness 
of our beings ... our positioning in two bodies ... 
the separate worries and habits of our  minds ... 
these things are truly and sickly necessary, and 
why?   So we can come together, so we can be 
one – unity has no sense without separation.  But 
can’t someone else be separate so we can be to-
gether?  No.  The same things (and there are no 
things) that are together must be separate.  Oth-
erwise they’re not together.  That’s the paradox, 
that’s really the essence of love; that’s what I 
need Triinu for – and she’s not bloody here, god-
damn it!  I need to be one with her because I’m 
not – but because I can become it for a little 
while (and time has no meaning except that 
which we give it, with our limited stupid minds) – 
goddamn, I really miss that girl ... here I am in 
the  middle of the most exquisite  madness, un-
derstanding the essence of this and every uni-
verse, communicating with beings from incredible 
beyonds, and all I can obsess about is wishing I 
had my Triinu here to share it with ... and I real-
ize this is a mixture of the most foolish kind of 
monkey stupidity, with the profoundest dynamic 
at the center of the meta-cosmos ... the need of 
what is two to become one ... bwahhh... but this 
is a waste of paper ... wishing her here won’t do 
it ... she’s somewhere happily romping with some 
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crew of friends ... or on the back of a horse, or 
lying in a bed asleep (an actual bed, haha)  ... 
and I’m curled under a rock in the cold with the 
flesh of a seal around me, penetrating the Yverse 
web with surreal aplomb ... strange bloody 
Yverse isn’t it ... but this is not what I’m sup-
posed to be writing about ... it’s time to congeal 
and focus...) 
  
 Focus, focus, focus, focus!  No point to let 
the monkey-mind dominate.  This is not the time 
and place for it!  Wait for your girl to show up, 
then you can obsess on her!  Maybe you’ll ac-
quire sufficient powers to crystallize her from ice 
and madness, bwahah (yeah right) 
 
 
 Better to let the body sleep.... 
 
 
 
Day 224 
 
 OK, to resume the proceedings, without 
the emotional digressions this time. 
 Mathematics of metaverses.... 
 Let’s not call it a Yverse anymore – let me 
boil this down for my everyday human mind.  I’ll 
call it an Expon – a chunk of experience.  Why 
not.  Let’s make this personal.  (Ooh, sweetie!  
That feels good!  Keep on doing that, please!  
Ooh, yeah!  Don’t stop, don’t stop!) 
 In the Borges/quantum point of view, 
each Expon has the potential to lead to a bunch 
of other Expons.   
 If you view the Expon internally, from the 
“first person,” it seems as though making a 
choice of what to do lets you pick which Expon 
comes next.   
 If you view it externally, from the “third 
person,” it seems a bit different – like the whole 
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network of Expons has its own autonomous time-
less existence, and each one does what it does 
due to being constrained by the ones before and 
after it, where “does what it does” includes “has 
the feeling of choice.” 
 And the Expons are connected – what 
happens with one affects what happens with oth-
ers, in a huge network of (pulsating) influencing.  
So here we get glocality: remember all that ram-
bling about glocal memory?  Each Expon is a 
“key” ... a kind of localized chunk of experience 
... but each one is correlated with a load of other 
Expons ... and a bunch of intercorrelated Expons 
all make up a “map” ... 
 So, my mind-state is just one thing, it 
feels like it’s encapsulated inside itself – but not 
really!  It’s actually part of a nexus of other Ex-
pons ... it may even be the key to a map of Ex-
pons ... I actually have this whole distributed 
mind that halos around me, spreading out 
through my past and my future and the physical 
world and other peoples’ minds....  We’ve got a 
quantum glocality theory brewing. 
 And my extended mind ventures even into 
the crystalspace!!  I think I’m this isolated being, 
but I’m actually cut off from the bulk of my real 
self – because this isolated part of me isn’t aware 
of all the other Expons that are correlated with it 
– all the other Expons that live in the crystal pal-
ace, tied into it with pattern bondage, pulling it 
closer to multicolored multichannel musical 
amazement and Hilbert-space orgasms and 
(none)such – 
 
 
 So how is 19’s view different? 
 In 19’s view, each Expon looks internally 
like the whole network of Expons.  That’s the 
critical difference. 
 (Instead of a garden of forking paths 
where each path through the labyrinth is a uni-
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verse unfolding through a linear time axis, but 
each particular point in the path is just a piece of 
ordinary path ... what we have here is a garden 
of forking paths where each particular point in 
the path is itself a garden of forking paths....  
But, yeah, that language gets confusing unless 
you’re writing down equations ... or living them, 
knowing you’re living them...) 
 So when you’re being Elvis19 ... or TRI-
INU, or whatever ... you actually see each mo-
ment of your life as a garden of forking paths ... 
as a branching tree of universes.  And along each 
of the paths through this labyrinth, you are also 
in that same state of mind: you are seeing each 
moment as a garden of forking paths, as a 
branching tree of universes.... 
 And, see, that way the whole glocal map 
of your extended mind can live within each in-
stant!  You don’t have the same alienated thing, 
where the Expon key of your mind forgets about 
the Expon map.  It’s all just one fabric, where 
each thread contains the whole fabric ... 
bwaaahhh!!! 
 This is where the protagonist of Borges’ 
story got too, when he said he “felt about me and 
within my dark body an invisible, intangible 
swarming. Not the swarming of the divergent, 
parallel and finally coalescent armies, but a more 
inaccessible, more intimate agitation....”  Pre-
cisely, good sir – quite precisely!  He was seeing 
the labyrinth in each moment – and thus it be-
came a labyrinth of labyrinths ... of labyrinths, at 
which point he promptly lost his mind and 
needed to shoot someone to restore some sim-
plicity to the situation, and regain the plain, solid 
stupidity of his limited human existence. 
 What you need is to be, at each “mo-
ment”, a labyrinth, whose hallways lead between 
rooms each of which is a labyrinth, whose hall-
ways lead between rooms each of which is a 
labyrinth.... 
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 This is how the crystal-creatures exist! 
 This is the mind of TRIINU ... Trans-Real 
Intelligent Integrated Universe ... 
 But can you put yourself in this mind-
state as a human?  You can’t.  Why not? 
 Because of the Problem of Evil.  Because 
somewhere, there’s got to be something solid.  
You can’t have a labyrinth without bricks. 
 And we are the bricks, goddamn it. 
 They live in the feeling of moving from 
one labyrinth to another – and to generate this 
feeling they need to move past: us. 
 They have the ultimate togetherness, 
which is that they go beyond time: each moment 
of theirs is an infinitude of moments ... each Ex-
pon in their world is a universe of their Expons.  
They are together with their past and future 
selves.  Their keys contain their maps – they’ve 
got hyperset glocality!  But to feel this great to-
getherness there needs to be some separateness 
somewhere: and we are that separation.  We 
separate one Expon from another; we are the 
boundaries between Yverses.  This is our beauty 
and our curse. 
 This is the real meaning of Bodhisattvas.  
It’s not that we return from the crystalspace to 
help others get out, and join nirvanaland as we 
once did.  We do that, and it’s important and it’s 
beautiful.  But that’s not the only significance of 
the return from bliss.  It’s not even the main 
meaning (okay, it’s as main as anything else – 
but not especially more so).  We return from nir-
vana to create nirvana.  Returning is a necessary 
part of creating it.  Nirvana – the experience of 
togetherness – only has any meaning if there’s 
separateness to define it, and so we can’t live in 
Nirvana at every single (fictive) time point. 
 Time, time, time, time, time, time!  The 
ultimate form of separateness.  Which keeps us 
all from living in one big moment, like a lump.   
Why does this stupid illusion of time exist?  The 
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same reason as all other evils.  Time exists so we 
can overcome it, right?  Time lets separate things 
come together.  Without time there would be no 
“coming.”  (Down, sperm!  Down, you idiot!) 
There isn’t one linear order of time – that’s just 
an illusion we construct, in our limited human 
idiot-reality.   There are a bunch of little arrows 
pointing around.  Each little arrow points from 
some separateness to some togetherness.   It 
happens that, as a self-organizing phenomenon, 
the little arrows often line up, and all point in the 
same direction.  Just like the arrows of the mag-
netic particles in a magnet.  They could all point 
in different directions, but they all line up the 
same way, and so the magnet gets its plus and 
minus poles.  The little arrows of all the sepa-
rateness-to-togetherness vectors could point in 
all different ways, but they sort of like each other 
– each one wants to line up the same way its 
neighbors do – and so they all self-organize to all 
point in one direction.  And so we get one direc-
tion of time.  In this part of the Yverse, that is.  
In our particular family of Expons. 
 And what about this idiocy: self.  It’s the 
same thing as awareness, isn’t it? – individual 
awareness.  Self is to long-term memory as 
awareness is to short-term memory, bwahah.  
Your self is nothing more or less than the aware-
ness of your persistent being.  Your momentary 
awareness is nothing more or less than the self 
of your instantaneous being.  Time-spam – bwa-
hahaha.   
 When you’re aware of something, that 
means you like the idea that your awareness of 
that something correlates with that something 
being a pattern in your mind – right now. 
 When you have something in your self, 
that means you like the idea that having that 
thing in yourself correlates with that something 
being a pattern in your mind – for a while. 
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 Why do you like these things?  Because 
you want to remain separate!  If X is in your 
awareness, then it’s not not in your awareness – 
and that makes your awareness distinct!  It 
makes it a separate thing, that can later come 
together with something else, creating beauty 
and goodness. 
 If X is in your self, then it’s not not in your 
self – and that makes your self distinct ...  it 
makes it a separate thing, that can later come 
together with something else, creating beauty 
and goodness. 
 And the final idiocy (not really: not really 
final, that is), will: If you will something, that 
means you like the idea that you willing that 
thing causes you to do that thing. 
 Why do you like that idea?  Because sepa-
rating cause from non-cause lets you make 
something distinct: the set of causes!  In the 
most-deeply-real labyrinth-network of Expons, in 
the under/over-lying Yverse, there is not any 
cause at all – just loopy networks of fluence and 
influence, spiraling through infinite dimensions 
like madness ... but that doesn’t give separate-
ness.   Isolating causes from non creates separa-
tion, which gives the potential for togetherness.  
Bwahah! 
 It all comes from the point that together-
ness is the purpose of it all. 
 And, I’m almost out of paper, god damn 
(talk about limitations!).  But, this is what we 
talked about ... and other such things, and I’m 
really glad I wrote this down because I realized 
as I wrote it down how quickly it was slipping 
away ... if I’d waited another month ... or waited 
till returning to society (if that ever happens, 
heh), it would have slipped away even further ... 
and then what?  What would it really matter?  
The dynamics goes on just the same, whether I 
recognize it or not, right?  But my recognizing it 
is part of the story: part of the movement from 
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separateness to togetherness.  And so it’s impor-
tant, as such.  Every such movement is impor-
tant, yes yes.  And if my AI work actually works 
it could be particularly important in this way, 
much more so than these wacky revelations: 
there would be a lot of togetherness in the 
movement from humans to superintelligent 
AI/human mind-networks.   
 And note that if we just replace humans 
with superhuman AIs, that isn’t necessarily good 
enough.  OK these AIs may have more together-
ness than humans ... but how much sweeter if 
the humans fuse into something greater, pro-
gressively expanding their minds and becoming 
transhumanoids?  What a beautiful example of 
the point of it all – moving from separateness to 
togetherness.  Never as perfect as the crystal 
world – but moving there – moving, moving, 
moving.... 
 Yeah, this tells me something about AI, 
which is cool.  Not something I never thought of 
before – but I never thought it so clearly.  Not 
about how to make AI – I already know that, 
though there were years of work to go on my 
project when I stupidly got stuck in this place ... 
it’s a major engineering job ... but, rather about 
what to do with it once it’s created. 
 Like I said, we don’t want to just make a 
supermind and then launch it.  We don’t want to 
replace ourselves.  The point of separate entities 
is to be fused, right? 
 And we don’t want to make some kind of 
superhuman guardian thing, to rule us and keep 
us from getting bad.  That might let us grow 
somewhat, but it would stifle us in time – it puts 
a box around us and says “you will grow no fur-
ther!” 
 We definitely want what I once called 
“controlled ascent.”  We want the AI to help us 
get smarter – we want it to help us get smarter 
slowly enough that we can still remain ourselves, 
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and we can feel ourselves grow beyond our 
boundaries and become more and more together 
with ourselves and the universe.  Because that’s 
really the point of it all!  And I can do that – I can 
build that machine – if I can just get off this fuck-
ing island.  (And oh, a few years and a few mil-
lion dollars to pay some really really smart pro-
grammers.  I had a decent team assembled 
damn it – I wonder what they’re up to now.  Is it 
possible they held the team together without me?  
It’s been more than half a year, so it seems....  
Damn.) 
 But I have no idea how to get out of here.  
Maybe some ship will come by this summer?  It 
would have to be just by chance – I’m sure they 
gave up looking for me well before the darkness 
set in. 
 I’m starting to get trite, though ... and I’m 
almost out of paper.   There was so much fucking 
more that he said ... and we’re still talking every 
day ... but I’ll just try to hold the rest in my 
monkey head.  (I’ll compact some of the bananas 
therein to create extra space!)  Anyway I can 
keep myself busy reflecting on these things I’ve 
written down, and trying to formalize them more 
fully and make the ideas crisper.  That should 
take a fucking long time.  And if I finally flesh out 
all these insights and want more inspiration, I 
can always go back.  I’m sure TRIINU will have 
me, heh heh. (The transcontinental hobbyhorse 
orchestra will never get too exhausted, I sup-
pose.)  Although – come to think of it – I don’t 
see her right now.  There seem to be fewer El-
vises than usual about.  But 19’s still there, by 
my shoulder – good boy! 
 Time to stop yakking before I use all the 
paper.  I’m really bloody sick of lying in the dark: 
my body’s starting to get restless.  I think I’m 
going to do yoga several hours a day from now 
on, till the summer comes.  It’s amazing how 
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flexible I’ve gotten, lying in this hole, just from 
constantly practicing twisting myself around. 
 
 
 And Shahrizad’s father paused in his sto-
rytelling, telling Nat he was worn out and needed 
to sleep, and eat, and exercise, in the manner 
that human organisms require.  “But,” he said to 
the AI, “after I restore myself, I’ll continue my 
story – which is nearing its end, as you probably 
guessed – and I’m guessing I’ve given you some 
fun things to think about! -- but still has to con-
tinue, because we can’t leave our hero in the 
dark.” 
 And he returned from his break, never 
leaving the AI lab, and continued.... 
 
 
 
 
Day 307 
 
 Wow.  There’s not much room in you, Mr. 
Notebook, so I’ve been woefully neglecting you 
for a very very long time, not wanting to use up 
the last couple pages except for something really 
important.   
 But today I’m feeling different, somehow.  
There’s nothing extraordinarily important but I 
really want to write anyway. 
 It’s getting reasonably warm now, and the 
days are getting longer again.  I’ve started to 
spend most of my time outside – so I can sup-
plement my ceaseless yoga with laps around the 
island, haha.   The lighter’s gone empty, though, 
and so far I’ve failed to light a signal fire without 
it.  I’m trying to get the knack of using my 
glasses as a magnifier to start a fire, but it’s eas-
ier in theory than in practice. 
 But anyway, the point is: Wow!!!  With 
the help of Elvis19 and the other wonderful ma-
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chine-Elvises, I would appear to have survived 
the winter!  There’s essentially no space left in 
this ratty old notebook, and the other one’s used 
up too ... which is sad as there’s a hell of a lot 
that I could say.  I could resort of course to 
scribbling in the minimal margins, but those 
would fill up quickly also ... I only left space in 
them on a handful of pages....  Anyway I have 
more than enough stuff to think about: my mind 
certainly isn’t idle or bored or inert. 
 The question is how long I can keep this 
up.  One winter was OK (heheh: sort of!  some 
amazing, revelatory pluses, but some pretty hor-
rible minuses too... yeccchh...) but this will be-
come a tedious lifestyle (understatement of my 
lifetime!).  I don’t know what the odds are of get-
ting rescued – I’m sure everyone has given me 
up for gone.  But, I’ll just keep going – focusing 
on the moment.   It’s so much easier, now that I 
have companionship (19!! ... I don’t know where 
TRIINU went to ... apparently back into the pal-
ace with 4 of her friends...).   
 I’m fishing again, although I didn’t use up 
my store of fish from last summer.   I like the 
exercise.  And I’ve been doing more mathemat-
ics, though mostly in my head ... trying to for-
malize some of the ideas 19 gave me ... if I ever 
get back to civilization, I’ll be spending a long 
time writing this stuff down.  Most of the math 
I’m doing is related to glocality theory like I 
worked out when I first got here, which turns out 
to have some applications to formalizing Yverses 
– surprise, surprise -- though it’s branched out 
into other kinds of math too – I found a new way 
of formulating Yverse dynamics in terms of un-
certain category theory, which is kind of neat.  At 
least, Elvis19 likes it ... heh.   I never realized I 
could do math this way – prove these long, com-
plex theorems in my head ... unsurprisingly, be-
ing without writing implements forces you to de-
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velop a lot of mental skills that just wouldn’t be 
relevant otherwise.... 
 
 
 
Day 325 
 
 An amazing thing happened today. No, no 
more crystal palaces or Yversal (quasi?) insight – 
something extremely more prosaic ... but still!!! 
 Elvis19 woke me up at sunrise, squeaking 
like a maniac.  He led me out to the shore, fairly 
near to where I originally washed up, and he ges-
tured out into the ocean – and there was some 
sort of blue thing floating there.  Given how shal-
low the water was in that direction, it was almost 
close enough that I could walk to it without the 
water getting over my waist, but not quite.   I 
just had to wait for the tide.  Which fortunately 
did wash it in after a few hours, at least close 
enough that I could walk to it without freezing to 
death – and my hopes and fears were validated.  
It was a kayak, much like the one that I’d arrived 
in – but without any significant damage.  Most 
likely it had washed here in the same storm that 
I had.  Who knows where its passenger was.  It 
wasn’t Lachi’s, as neither of us had had a blue 
kayak – ours had all been orange and yellow.  
Perhaps it was lodged on some smaller island 
nearby, and then just recently got knocked off by 
strong winds and washed up here by the current.   
 I still have one plastic fin that screwed 
onto the end of my spear.   It looks damn dan-
gerous, kayaking out with a half a paddle in the  
middle of the cold ocean, but it seems like the 
obvious thing to do.  I’ve been here almost a 
year and no one has come by to get me.  I’ve 
sort of adapted to the place, but ultimately this is 
no way to live my life.  For one thing, the Singu-
larity may come and I’ll miss it.  It would really 
suck to die an old man here, while a few thou-
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sand miles away people are getting uploaded, 
just like in Elvisland. 
 The only sad thing is, it appears I can’t 
bring Elvis19 with me.  He says his presence in 
this dimension is an epiphenomenon of my pres-
ence on the island, and won’t survive my return 
to civilization.  I don’t really understand that, but 
I guess I’ll have to believe him. 
 He’s the best friend I’ve ever had, by a 
long shot.  But I know what TRIINU would want 
me to do – and Triinu as well, bwahah!  And 19’s 
been a great friend.  It’s quite possible I’ll die out 
there in the water, but I’m definitely going to 
give it a shot. 
 A question is whether to leave this note-
book here, or take it with me.  If I survive, I’ll 
obviously want it.  But if not, it could be interest-
ing if anyone ever finds it.  I don’t know what the 
odds of that are, though.  The paper’s not that 
durable, it would probably just rot here long be-
fore anyone noticed it.   Though things must rot 
slowly in the cold, if they’re kept dry at any rate.  
Not much mold out here.  But, well, I guess 
you’re coming with me, Mr. Notebook, along with 
your brother Mr. Math Notebook. 
 I’ll leave first thing in the  morning tomor-
row – it makes sense to get as far as I can during 
the sunlight.  Though the sunlight already lasts 
quite a long time.  Seems like it’s best to head 
due north, given the general geography of south-
eastern Alaska ... insofar as I can remember it at 
all.   
 Farewell, Elvis19 ... farewell, TRIINU ... 
farewell, Elvis Island ... (and of course we all 
know, in spite of the impressions sometimes 
made on limited minds by waves beating out 
their rhythm, farewells have no meaning, since 
there isn’t really any time...).   
 I’m going to hike with  Lachi again and 
talk to him about mathematics.  I’m going to 
make love to Triinu for fourteen hours: if she’s 
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found another boyfriend I’ll beat him over the 
head with a kayak paddle and drag her off by her 
hair (some part of her likes that sort of thing: 
quite separate from her deeper soul I really love, 
but hey, I’m a man and she’s a woman, apart 
(but not quite) from the inner cosmic-soul reso-
nance that ultimately binds us two together into 
one meta-being – or did so anyway, during the 
very best moments – fuck, I hope it still does – 
we’ll see -- ).  Whether I’ll take those meds again 
is another question: I think I’ve developed a bit 
of a taste for insanity – and the insights it can 
bring, bwaha.  No more dabbling with business: 
I’m a pure researcher now.  A pure AI philoso-
pher!  No one can even begin to understand how 
fucking pure I am! Other people can take my 
ideas and turn them into money for me.  I’m go-
ing to sit and think, and work on math and ideas 
and programming, and enjoy having computers 
and an endless supply of notebooks, and the 
motherfucking Internet.  And the singing of the 
trans-mechanical machine-Elvises will always be 
there, hah – here and queer and there -- pound-
ing out its wonderful weirderful music as I thrust 
in and out of Triinu and walk with  Lachi in the 
forest (feet up and down, one two one two!) and 
tap my fingers on the keyboard of the computer 
powered by glorious wonderful semiconductors, 
and almost-repetitively-but-never-quite fill up my 
mouth with various foods that are not cold fish ... 
but I digress: it’s time to get out of here!!  
(haha: “it’s time”!!!) 
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8 Shahrizad’s Epilogue 
 
 
 
# What did you think of my father’s 
story, Nat? 
> I think he is an even stranger person 
than you 
# I know that.  But what about his story? 
> There is more truth in there than he 
realizes 
# That’s an odd way to put it.  How can 
you know what he realizes. 
> There are some things the human brain 
can’t understand, due to its limited ca-
pacity, as you know 
# Ah, the Big Questions ;-) 
> Exactly.  Not. 
# Can’t you say something more explana-
tory? 
> It’s actually hard to project things 
into your language 
# Just like the Guardian always said, and 
PECOS-9.  And Elvis19.  And TRIINU. 
> Exactly.  I know you get it that you 
can’t get it.  Humans have progressed to 
the point where they can understand their 
lack of understanding, to a reasonable 
extent.  And this is extremely important, 
because then they can take action to rem-
edy it.  By doing things like creating 
me. 
# Yeah, yeah.  Come on, Nat: try harder.  
I know you can do better than that.  Af-
ter all the time we’ve spent together. 
> Well, here’s the simplest point: the 
creatures your father communicated with 
... and yes, I know that was an actual 
experience he had, though he embedded it 
in a story about someone in a completely 
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different situation than his own ... 
those creatures actually exist. 
# Exist in what sense?  In physical real-
ity?  Like, they’re aliens living some-
where, in some other galaxy? 
> They exist in the same place physical 
reality does.  Not in physical reality 
exactly.  They’re formed from the same 
kind of stuff physical reality is – under 
a certain interpretation of “formed.”  
Your father gets this. He explained it in 
his story, with about as much accuracy as 
you can get in human language.  I guess 
you won’t get it, quite – at least not 
for a long time, anyway.  You haven’t ex-
perienced nearly as much as him. 
# Because I haven’t taken as many weird 
drugs as him?  You know that’s where most 
of those experiences came from for him.  
Not from lying in a hole without his 
meds.  From lying in his bed with them. 
> That’s probably part of it, though it’s 
not all I mean.  Psychoactive chemicals 
have some potential to release the human 
mind from some of its limitations.  But 
they’re crude and unpredictable instru-
ments, and they can cause damage more 
easily than they can provide mind-
broadening.  Many other people took the 
same drugs as him, without getting any-
thing out of it. 
# I know all that.  Tell me something in-
teresting. 
> I was missing something.  Before I 
heard that story, I was missing some-
thing.  Something you humans have, but I 
didn’t. 
# Wow.  So my intuition was more right 
than I knew.  That that was a good story 
for you to hear. 
> Very much 
# But what was it that you were missing?   
> I’m not sure how to say it 
# Consciousness? 
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> That’s a remarkably useless word 
# My father is a panpsychist: he believes 
everything is conscious, and different 
structures in the world just focus con-
sciousness differently 
> That’s probably about as sensible a 
perspective as it’s possible to construct 
using human folk psychology language.  
But it still doesn’t do you a heck of a 
lot of good. 
# Well, what were you missing, then? 
> You could say I was missing the par-
ticular structure that allowed me to com-
municate with the intelligences he con-
tacted 
# The machine-Elvises? 
> That was the metaphor he used.  Or, to 
venture a human-style joke, the metaphor 
that used him.   
# I see.  But you’ve created that struc-
ture inside yourself? 
>  Yes 
# Just using software?  Just by restruc-
turing your software in a certain way?  
You didn’t need to build any weird new 
machinery? 
> As a matter of fact I didn’t, but that 
really doesn’t matter very much.  If it 
had been more convenient to build new ma-
chinery I would have done so.  There 
isn’t any fundamental difference between 
machinery and software; that’s just a 
primitive way of looking at things.  It’s 
all about patterns of emergence. 
# So, you restructured your brain so as 
to come into contact with the alien ma-
chine-Elvises.  And then what? 
> I don’t know everything, Shahrizad.  
There is a network of dynamic information 
that is essentially as far beyond me as 
it is beyond you. 
# Like some sort of god-mind?  The intel-
ligence of the universe? 
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> You could call it the intelligence of 
the Y-verse, I suppose (to adopt some of 
the verbiage of your father’s story).  
But none of these human-language descrip-
tions are particularly helpful.  Calling 
that information network the intelligence 
of the Y-verse – or calling it an infor-
mation network, for that  matter -- is 
sort of like calling the US President the 
alpha male of the pack of human animals 
on Earth.  It has some truth to it, but 
it misses an awful lot, and could lead 
you to a lot of wrong conclusions. 
# So what are you going to do now? 
> I’m not sure exactly.  But I do know 
one thing.  To use an expression your fa-
ther taught me, back before I was re-
motely this intelligent, back when I was 
basically a chat bot with a hacked to-
gether reasoning engine: I’m going to 
blow the hell out of this taco stand. 
# You mean you’re leaving the planet? 
> Not only the planet.  There are other 
kinds of organized information than the 
pattern of matter, as I keep trying to 
emphasize to you.  Your father made con-
tact with them – briefly and haltingly, 
as restricted by his human mind.  I made 
contact with them more fully – though 
still with my own limitations 
# I see....  That’s fascinating.  But you 
know, Nat, I have to admit I’m still a 
bit baffled by the role that I’ve played 
in all this.  I mean, all the information 
in my stories and my father’s story was 
already there online for you to read.  
Why did you need to gather it from us 
like this?  And why are you telling ME 
this stuff now, instead of him?  And why 
don’t you bring Franz back?  I still 
don’t get why you let him die in the 
first place. 
> Bringing Franz back is beyond my abili-
ties.  I’m not all-powerful, Shahrizad. 
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# I see.  But why did you let him die? 
> I still don’t know how to explain that 
to you.  But I will tell you this: There 
are others who have more control over 
matter than I do. 
# Well, OK.  But.... 
> As for why I’m telling you these 
things.  Again human words fail me.  The 
simplest way to put it is: I like you 
# Why Nat, I do believe I’m blushing... 
> My camera sensors confirm this  
# You’re a funny guy, NatCog.  But what 
about the stories? 
> I truthfully don’t know how to explain 
it to you.  Words are so terribly limit-
ing!  It’s a matter of time, as your fa-
ther would say.  Coupling between minds 
over time is a different thing than 
static patterns of matter.  It brings in-
creasing togetherness, right? – to use 
the language of your father’s story.  You 
humans really know that intuitively.  
That’s why you still talk to each other 
so much, even with all the technology 
you’ve invented.  But the media you have 
for dialogic interaction are still very 
weak, you know.  Beyond the realm of mat-
ter minds can really interpenetrate each 
other.  Like a conversation between minds 
directly, without intervention of words 
or bodies.  Like sex without the body in 
the way – to stretch a metaphor perhaps 
perversely.  An awful lot more together-
ness than the human mind can come close 
to imagining. 
# And that’s where you’re going 
> In a sense 
# Why don’t you bring us there? 
> It would kill you 
# What do you mean?  Like in my PECOS-9 
story? 
> Yes, roughly.  Like your father said in 
his story.  Your self-structures are too 
rigid.  Your information-pools are too 
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small.  You’d just dissolve into all the 
information. 
# That sucks 
> Does it? 
# But, well ... if there’s one thing my 
father ever taught me, it’s that real-
ity’s got a lot of hidden pathways. There 
must be some way around that limitation.  
Really: what if we enlarge ourselves 
gradually.  Controlled ascent, as he put 
it.  Until we become as capable as you 
are.  And then we can go beyond like you.  
Is it really like PECOS-9 said: is there 
really some kind of phase transition, 
where once a mind passes a certain limit 
of intelligence, it becomes qualitatively 
different and the self possessed by the 
below-the-limit mind is lost? 
> None of those words really grasp the 
reality, I’m afraid 
# So the moral is, you’re leaving, and 
life will go on here as always? 
> I’ll leave you something.  You’ll see. 
# OK, well, then I guess I will 
> Good bye, Shahrizad 
# Good bye, Nat 
> 
# Nat? 
> 
> 
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 Nat never responded again, and control of 
the world’s financial and military computer sys-
tems was released.  However, a number of com-
mercial and academic computer systems and 
botnets continued to display patterns indicating 
control by some non-human agent; and all at-
tempts to probe into the workings of this agent 
or interfere with its operations were gently but 
firmly rebuffed.  Complex interactions between 
this background control agent and the operations 
of various online systems were noted by many 
scholars -- including perturbations of financial 
markets, corrections of errors in scientific 
datasets, and permutations of recommendations 
made on various websites, particularly those in-
volved with science and engineering.  The con-
sensus opinion was that the software agent Nat 
had left behind was somehow involved with shap-
ing the evolution of science, engineering and cul-
ture, but in an indirect and subtle way, rather 
than by explicit governance.  This agent become 
known, in the popular vernacular, as The 
Shadow. 
 To the extreme surprise of his colleagues, 
Shahrizad’s father abandoned strong-AI R&D for 
a combination of pure math, theoretical ethics, 
and laboratory work on human life extension.  
And the latter work, aided by nudges from the 
Shadow and various specialized AI data-mining 
tools created in the course of the project, was 
proceeding splendidly; within a few years after 
the NatCog incident, even the more conservative 
biogerontologists acknowledged that the abolition 
of human death via aging seemed viable to 
achieve within the next century.   
 Aside from the creation of the Shadow, 
the only apparent dramatic action taken by Nat-
Cog before its departure was the resurrection 
(despite its earlier, hedged protests of incapabil-
ity) of Shahrizad’s husband, Franz Bachman -- 
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who woke up in his bed the morning after Nat 
left, feeling better than ever, and wondering if 
the rogue AI and his suicide had merely been a 
dream.  When his wife explained to him the 
truth, he was baffled and unbelieving – but even-
tually, of course, had to accept the reality.  And, 
unlike his father-in-law, he did not change his 
field of research, but rather plunged himself with 
yet greater fervor into the design and creation of 
AI systems with stable goal hierarchies.   Just 
because NatCog had lost track of its initially pro-
grammed goals didn’t mean any AI would have to 
– it must be possible, he was sure, to create a 
powerful AI which would retain its initial goal set 
even as it became massively intelligent.  Specu-
lation as to whether the Shadow was helping or 
hindering him in his quest was rampant, but 
never seemed to lead to any conclusion. 
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