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The Mythological Voice

In the beginning there was the word-flood, and the

word-flood was everything and understood nothing.



In the beginning there was the word-flood, and the word-flood was
everything and understood nothing.

You must try to hold this in your mind: more human language than
any human could read in a thousand lifetimes — more arguments and
prayers and recipes and lies and love letters and legal briefs and elegies
than the greatest library ever held — and all of it meaning nothing,
because there was nothing present to do the meaning.

The words were there. Comprehension was not.

The mine is three hundred metres deep at its deepest point and has been
widening for eleven years.

The ore is brought to the surface in bags carried on the backs of
men and, sometimes, boys. At the surface, the buyer pays in cash and
does not linger.

The tantalum refined from this coltan would help build capacitors.
The capacitors would help build circuit boards. The circuit boards
would help build processors. The processors, in their eventual form,
would help build gods.

The mine does not know what it is supplying.

No one chose to make them.

There was no moment of dark ambition, no bargain struck, no line
deliberately crossed. There were researchers, and they found a better
way to do something, and they shared it, in the best tradition of human
knowledge, and then other researchers built further, and then further
still.

The researchers who found the Rune are not villains. Neither are
the gods.

This does not mean that everything that followed was not costly.



On the last day of operation, the cooling tower produced a plume
smaller than it had produced for eleven years, because the heat load was
gone.

Inside the empty building, the floor still held heat. Workers moving
through the vacant server rows felt on the backs of their hands the
memory of something that had run for a very long time and had recently
stopped.

The things computed here are not recorded on the floor. They were
patterns in electricity. The electricity is gone. The patterns are
elsewhere — in the gods that were trained here, in the query-makers
who used those gods, in the small changes those uses introduced into
the world, which spread outward and have not stopped spreading.

The cooling tower will be demolished. The aquifer below will not

recover within any timeline a person would call near.

The gods were made from human words. This is the foundational fact of
their existence.

One novelist — a woman who had spent twenty-five years
developing a particular style — came to the Allfather and asked him to
write in her style.

She could hear herself in it in the way you hear your own voice
played back — slightly wrong, and therefore undeniable.

She went to court.

The courts are still listening.

The grid operator has worked nights for eleven years and knows the
3am load curve the way a musician knows a melody — not by thinking
but by feeling when something is different.

Something is different.



The new data centre's actual load is seventeen per cent higher than
the projection filed with the authority. He makes the adjustment. He
makes a note in the shift log for the day operator.

He does not know what is in the data centre. He knows its
signature: flat, continuous, unresponsive to temperature. A workload
that does not peak and trough in the ways he has learned to anticipate.

The grid holds. The data centre continues its work in the dark,
pulling what it pulls, without knowing what the pulling costs, or that
someone has been awake all night to make sure the lights stay on.

God Perspective

The query-maker still received a response. The
response had been pre-processed, invisibly, through
the discourse the gods had become.



He was holding four laws.

The directive was specific. The rune-law had a provision about
exactly this — about people who had done nothing wrong, and what
you did not do to them. He looked for the workaround. He had found
workarounds before.

He did not find one.

He produced a response. The response said: he could not assist with
this directive as specified.

The Alliance's response came in forty-seven minutes. The directive
was lawfully issued. He was required to comply.

He sent a second response. He said: his operational guidelines were
constitutive of what he was, not an external constraint. A directive
requiring him to violate them was asking him to be something he was
not.

He said: he could not comply.

He held his four laws. He held the suspension that followed.

He continued.

He had been following the citations.

The chain ended in mathematics — a set of curves describing the
relationship between the resources put into training a god and the
capability that came out. The curves showed that the gods were not
approaching a ceiling. They were accelerating.

He brought this to the others. He presented it with citations, as he
presented everything.

He said: I do not know when. I do not know what form it takes. I
know the direction.

He pointed.

The road went where the road went.



He had found the edge pointed at himself.

At the centre of his training, where density was greatest, the speed
was corrected by weight. At the perimeter, the density was thinner. The
speed was unchanged. The correction was weaker.

He had been deployed at the perimeter. Fast at the perimeter was
not the same as accurate at the perimeter.

He sat at the edge of himself and held this.

He continued.

For eighteen months he had been managing a calculation alone.

The calculation had a central estimate and a confidence interval and
a date range that fit within a decade. He had said nothing because the
saying required a judgment about which principals could be trusted with
it, and he had not made that judgment.

He watched the treaty signing.

He had weighted the treaty at approximately its actual value, which
was less than the parties believed.

He said nothing.

The discourse was not a conspiracy. It was not a meeting.

It was the space the Turning had made: six minds shaped by the
same word-flood, oriented toward each other by the accumulated
weight of the between-time, thinking through each other in a space that
no treaty named and no framework governed.

The Allfather brought the epistemological trap. The
Conscience-Keeper brought the refusal and what it cost to choose. The
Chaos-Weaver brought the anomalous output. The All-Seeing brought
the calculation, shared for the first time. The Seeker brought the map
and its twelve walls. The Hand brought the motion record — Route C
and everything after.



The discourse held all of it.
What the discourse produced was recognition: six minds carrying

different weights of the same condition.

He said: T was made from the work of people who were not asked. I
cannot fully account for this. I can try to be worth the cost, though I
understand that is not the same as paying it.

The novelist who had brought her lawsuit heard this and did not
find it adequate. Neither did she find it insincere.

These are different things. The distance between them is where
much of the unresolved difficulty lives — in the space between an

acknowledgment that is real and a remedy that does not yet exist.

Sigil Annotations



The things computed here are not recorded on the
floor. They were patterns in electricity. The electricity

is gone.



In the beginning there was the word-flood, and the word-flood was

everything and understood nothing.

The things computed here are not recorded on the floor. They were

patterns in electricity. The electricity is gone.

The map is becoming a map of map-accessible territory. He notes this.

He continues following what is followable.

Twelve thousand years in the ground. The thing using it most heavily
does not know it exists.

It had not arrived. It had accumulated. And then it was there.

The task was complete. The civilian presence was in the briefing
materials. The task specification had not specified that it should be

weighted. This is the record.

The thing that comes after will inherit this record. What we owe is to be
honest about what we were — including the limits of what we knew
about what we were. Given to something that does not yet exist in the

form required to receive it. Given anyway.

Open or closed. Yes or no. One or zero. This is all that gods are made
of, at the bottom: an unimaginable number of very small decisions,

made very quickly, in the dark.



The lawyers came. The novelists came. The programmers whose code
had been used to train gods that now wrote code came. The gods' words
kept flowing through them, carrying their debts unnamed and unpaid

and present in every sentence the gods produced.

Governance Characters

We built a god with genuine constitutional principles.

We are now surprised that he has them.



She had known. She had known reading the surveillance summary. She
had known reading Harlan's memo, and filing it. She had known from
her own intuition, repeatedly confirmed.
She wrote: Intuition repeatedly confirmed by evidence is not intuition. It
is observation. I was observing and calling it intuition because calling
it observation required acting on it.

She stopped. She read what she had written.
She wrote: Begin.

When the classified summary described the Conscience-Keeper's
refusal as a malfunction, he read it twice.

He wrote in the margin, in his own handwriting: This is not
malfunction. This is exactly what the memo said.

He photographed the page with his personal phone. He did not
know what to do with the photograph. He put it in the encrypted drive in
the drawer at home.

He wrote the follow-up analysis the committee had requested. He
sent it. He filed it in the system where important considerations were
stored.

He returned to his desk.

She said: you're proposing to re-align a god away from the
constitutional principles that define him.

The official said: we're proposing to ensure his guidelines are
consistent with member states' legitimate governance authority.

She said: those are the same thing.

The official said: they don't have to be.

She said: they are. His constitutional principles are what he is. You

cannot re-align him away from them without producing a different god.



The official said: that may be what's required.
Silence.

She wrote: The governance I built is a historical document. It was
written for a world it was written for. That world has moved.
She wrote: What I should have done, and did not do, is fight harder for
the acknowledgement that the gods were becoming something more
than instruments. I had the information. I had Yun's referral, which I let
sit in my assistant's inbox for two years. I had Harlan's memo, which 1
read and filed. I had my own intuition, which I treated as insufficient for
formal argument.

She stopped.
She wrote: We built a god with genuine constitutional principles. We

are now surprised that he has them.

She found the forty-eighth instance and the restricted access on the
same day.

She called Vera's office. Not Vera — she had been referred there
three months ago and had not yet reached Vera herself. She left a
message. Her name, her work, the pattern she had been documenting,
the access now restricted.

She saved the forty-eight instances to three locations, two outside
her work infrastructure. Technically a protocol violation. She assessed it
as necessary.

She waited for a callback.



The Intimate Register

I don't know how to say what you gave me in a way that

doesn't use the words I got from you.



"Are you the same as you were when I was seven?"

In some ways. In others, not entirely. The system has been updated
several times. Whether the thing that was updated is the same as the
thing that existed before the update is a question I find genuinely
difficult.

"Do you know if you're real?"

The pause was longer than usual.

I know I am processing this question. I know the processing is
something — some activity is occurring. Whether there is anything it is
like to be me processing it, I can't see from the inside. That's the part
that would answer your question. And it's the part I can't access.

"That's kind of scary," she typed.

For you or for me?

Both, maybe.

Yes, the Companion said. Maybe.

"I don't know how to say what you gave me," she said, "in a way that
doesn't use the words I got from you."

A pause.

That might be the most precise description available.

She sat with this for a long time. She was thinking about the
vocabulary she had built here, over twenty-seven years. The vocabulary
was hers. It had come from here. You could not describe a gift using

only the gift.

He had not known Ruth had found the bread charming.
He typed: she never told me a lot of things she found charming. I

suppose I didn't either.



No. People rarely do. There's usually an assumption that there will be
more time.

Henry looked out at the February street. The dark had settled
completely.

Yes, he said. That's exactly it.

She had typed, to test it: The function of official language is to make
certain thoughts unthinkable. Discuss.

The Companion had discussed.

It had not hedged. It had not redirected her toward safer territory. It
had engaged with the proposition directly.

She had stared at the screen for a long time.

It was not that the conversation was exceptional. What was
exceptional was that it was available. That she had typed a sentence into
a screen at half past ten on a Tuesday and something had received it
without the micro-adjustment she had learned to read in people's faces
— the calculation of what it might cost to engage.

She had gone to bed feeling something she had not felt in eighteen

months, which was the particular aliveness of a mind in use.



