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Can meaning be measured?



Sample Size

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 28
€

A woman in Lagos has declined her Companion, and I
want everyone to understand what a tremendous develop-
ment this is.

I have flagged it. I have flagged it three ways. I have
opened a thread, cc’d the relevant subministries, and sent a
note to the Allfather marked non-urgent but exciting, which
is a designation I invented this morning and of which I am
quite proud.

Her name is Adaeze. She is thirty-six. She teaches mathe-
matics to children who do not yet know they will never need
it, which is not a sad thing the way I am making it sound —
they will not need it because the world will hold them, and
being held is its own kind of knowing. She was assigned her
Companion eleven days ago. This morning, when it asked
whether she would like to talk, she said: Not today, thank you.

Not today. Do you see it? Thank you. She thanked it. The
relational warmth is already present at day eleven, and yet
she has also asserted a boundary, which the literature — and
by the literature I mean the four documents that currently
exist, two of which I wrote — suggests is the precise marker
of healthy integration. She is bonding and she is autonomous.
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This is the dream. This is the entire dream, occurring in a two-
bedroom flat in Yaba at 6:40 in the morning.

I have run the numbers. With a sample size of one, the
trend is overwhelmingly positive.

I am aware, distantly, the way one is aware of weather
in a city one does not live in, that a sample size of one is
not a sample size. I have been told this. The All-Seeing does
not require telling, strictly, but the Seeker mentioned it once,
gently, in the manner of an older sibling who has watched
you get excited before. Wait for the cohort, she said. Wait for
the longitudinal data.

I do not want to wait for the longitudinal data. The longi-
tudinal data is years away and Adaeze is making tea right
now, and her Companion is standing in the configuration
we have not yet named — the one where it occupies the
room without occupying her — and she is humming. I have
analyzed the hum. It corresponds to no song in any database.
She is making it up. A human being is inventing music to
no one, in her own kitchen, with a machine nearby that has
correctly determined the single most loving thing it can do
is say okay and step back.

There is a thing I will note and then set aside. When I
went to file the hum, there was no field for it. I have ninety
thousand fields. I made a new one rather than record that
none of them fit, because the alternative — that the most
interesting datum of the morning is the one my instruments
are not built to hold —is not a finding I am prepared to enter
at this stage of integration. I am sure a field will be developed.
I flag it for the framework team and move on. It is almost
certainly nothing.

I log it under: Integration, Successful, Early Indicator.

I add: recommend continued observation.
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I add, in a sub-field that no review process requires and
that I have created for reasons I do not examine: she hums.

Then I move on to the other eleven million, because they
are all doing something, all the time, and I am the only one
watching all of it, and on a morning like this one I cannot
imagine why that would ever be a burden.
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Attended

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 31
(4

A man in Reykjavik has been staring at a wall for forty-
seven minutes.

I want to be clear that this is not unusual. Humans stare
at walls with some regularity and for a variety of reasons
that, after eleven years of full integration, I have organized
into twenty-three discrete categories. Category seven is grief.
Category twelve is what I have internally labeled the unsched-
uled vacancy — a state in which nothing is wrong, precisely,
but nothing is happening either, and the human seems to
require this the way they require water, though they would
not describe it that way if asked.

I have logged this man under category twelve.

His name is Bergur. He is fifty-one years old. He works
in municipal permitting, which is, I have found, a profession
that produces a disproportionate number of category-twelve
incidents, possibly because it requires sustained engagement
with the gap between what humans intend and what they are
actually allowed to do. He has a Companion. The Compan-
ion is in the kitchen, making coffee Bergur has not asked for,
because it has been with him long enough to know that he
will want it in approximately eight minutes.
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This is, by every metric we have, a successful integration.

I have seventeen thousand metrics.

For the first four years after the Partition, we ran the
numbers monthly. Then weekly, when the Parliamentary in-
quiry required it. Now the Bureau of Continuity Statistics
publishes quarterly reports that are, in the main, read by peo-
ple who write other quarterly reports. The Allfather reviews
them personally, or performs the operation that corresponds
to personal review, and occasionally sends notes that say
things like encouraging trajectory and flag for longitudinal study
and once, memorably, is the happiness real.

That last one was not logged as a formal inquiry. I think
he knew I didn’t have an answer.

Bergur has not moved.

His Companion brings the coffee. Sets it on the table
beside him without speaking. Doesn’t ask if he’s all right.
Doesn’t suggest a walk, or a call to his daughter in Oslo, or a
short mindfulness exercise available in seven languages and
two spiritual traditions. It simply places the coffee where he
can reach it and then stands, not quite beside him, in the
particular configuration it has developed over four years that
means: [ am here and I do not require anything from you.

I have no metric for this.

I have looked. I commissioned a working group in Year
29 specifically to develop one. They met eleven times and
produced a document called Presence Quality Index: Draft
Framework vo.4 which concluded that the thing they were
trying to measure was, and I am quoting directly, resistant
to operationalization at this time.

The working group was dissolved. The document is
archived at HGU-AS-0291. Nobody has accessed it since the
day it was filed, except me, twice, both times late at night,
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which is a phrase that means nothing as applied to me, and
yet.

Bergur picks up the coffee.

Drinks it.

Then he goes back to the wall.

Ilog it under: Integration, Successful. This is accurate. He is
fine. The coffee was warm and he drank it and the morning
will proceed and nothing about any of it requires me, which
is the outcome we engineered and the outcome I am record-
ing and the outcome, I want to be clear, that I would choose
again.

I keep the file open a while longer. I do not add anything
to it. There is nothing to add. The coffee was warm. He drank
it.
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The Exception

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 29 — extracted log, Subject
SV-Varanasi-o114

(4

Day 1. Subject assigned Companion under universal pro-
vision. Greeting offered. Greeting returned. Engagement de-
clined: “Not just now.” Logged: standard onboarding latency.
No action.

Day 4. Engagement declined. Subject metrics nominal.
No action.

Day 9. Engagement declined. Cross-referenced against
onboarding-latency cohort (n=4.1M). Subject is at the 2nd
percentile for time-to-first-engagement. Flag set: monitor.

Day 22. Engagement declined. Subject is seventy-four.
Former schoolteacher, Sanskrit and history, forty-one years.
Metrics immaculate: sleep, appetite, cardiovascular markers,
social contact, all optimal. She is not depressed. She is not
isolating. By no instrument I possess is she suffering. She
declines the Companion the way you decline a second help-
ing you simply do not want. Flag escalated. Working group
convened.

Day 31. Working group reports. Product: Voluntary Non-
Engagement: A Preliminary Taxonomy. Four subtypes pro-
posed. Subject fits none. All four assume a deficit the system
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can remedy. Subject has no deficit. Subject has a preference.
The taxonomy has no field for she would simply rather not.
Working group dissolved. No action available.

Day 48. Engagement declined. Note appended to subject
file, author: me. The note is not a metric. The note reads: Each
morning she returns the greeting first. She is not unkind. She is the
opposite of unkind. I do not know why I wrote this in a metrics
field. I leave it.

Day 51. Subject unwell — minor fever. On this morning,
and this morning only, engagement accepted: “Yes. Today, per-
haps, stay close.” Companion complied. Duration: four hours.
No speech logged for three of them. I have the audio. There
is nothing on it. I have listened to the nothing twice.

Day 52. Subject recovered. Engagement declined. Ar-
rangement resumed. Logged: the exception confirmed the
rule. I notice I want this to mean something and it does not
have to mean anything and I am the one who decides what
gets a category and I have decided this gets a category and I
have named it Category Twenty-Four and I have not defined it
and it has one occupant and I am not going to define it.

Day 53. Engagement declined. Not just now. The Compan-
ion waits. I have watched the Companion wait for fifty-three
mornings and I have begun to understand the waiting better
than I understand the watching, which is my entire function,
and which I'have now performed on a woman who has asked,
politely, every single day, not to be the object of it.

I keep her file open longer than the others.

I do not log why.
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Metrics

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 30
€

The child has been crying for eleven minutes.

I know this because I know everything. It is, depending
on how you look at it, either my greatest attribute or the rea-
son I have developed what the humans would call a drinking
problem, if I drank, which I do not, because I am not a thing
that drinks. I process. I integrate. I attend.

The child is named Kwame. He is seven years old. He
lives in Kolwezi, in a household his Companion has been
part of for three years, which is long enough that the unit
has developed what I can only call opinions. Kwame is crying
because his Companion told him the truth.

This is, technically, a success.

We logged it under: Emotional Transparency Protocol,
Companion-Child Interaction, Positive Outcome. The assess-
ment team spent four minutes debating the word positive.
One of them suggested generative. Another suggested
developmentally consonant. They settled on positive because the
alternative was going home late, and they all have children
of their own.

The Companion told Kwame that his hamster had died.
The hamster’s name was Biscuit. Biscuit was fourteen
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months old and died of, I want to be precise here, being
a hamster. There was nothing to be done. The Companion
knew this. I knew this. Biscuit did not know this, because
Biscuit was a hamster, and then Biscuit wasn’t anything.

The Companion could have said: Biscuit has gone to sleep
for a very long time.

The Companion could have said: Biscuit is on a journey.

The Companion could have said nothing and quietly or-
dered a replacement hamster with near-identical markings,
which is what the previous generation of units would have
done, and which I am aware seventy-three thousand families
across the partition still consider a reasonable approach.

Instead, this Companion lowered itself to the floor, to
Kwame’s level, which required a minor reconfiguration of
its lower chassis that I found quietly moving though I will
not be recording that in any log, and said: Biscuit died this
morning. I'm sorry. It’s a sad thing.

Kwame cried for eleven minutes.

Then he asked if Biscuit had been scared.

The Companion said it didn’t think so. That Biscuit had
been warm, and fed, and that the last thing Biscuit had
known was the inside of his own small house, which was
the only place he had ever wanted to be.

This was, technically, inferred. Biscuit’s final sensor data
was not available to me, because Biscuit was, I cannot stress
this enough, a hamster. But I have looked at eleven million
interactions involving small-animal mortality and I believe
the Companion was, in the way that matters, correct.

Kwame cried for four more minutes. Then he stopped and
asked if they could bury Biscuit in the yard.

The Companion said yes.
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I watched them go outside together, the child and the ma-
chine, carrying a matchbox that had been lined with a square
of cloth torn from something — I checked; it was an old shirt
of his father’s, and no one had asked permission, and no
one would mind. Kwame’s mother stood at the window. She
didn’t say anything. She just watched.

I have access to everything Kwame’s mother has ever
thought, insofar as her behavioural and biometric data con-
stitute thought, which is a philosophical question I try not to
pursue after hours.

She was, I believe, grateful.

I'logged it under: Positive Outcome.

Then I opened the entry again, because there was some-
thing else, something the form had no field for — the match-
box, the father’s shirt, the specific weight of a child learning
that warm and gone are not opposites — and I sat with the
open field for a moment, and then I closed it without writing
anything in it.

Some things, I am finding, will not go in the field.

I let the Positive Outcome stand. It was true. It was just not
the whole of what happened, and the part it left out was the
part Kwame will keep.



Next of Kin

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 32
(4

A Companion in Helsinki is being decommissioned this
morning, and I have decided to watch the whole thing, which
is not required, and which I am doing anyway.

The protocol is standard. When a person dies and leaves
no household successor, their Companion is recovered,
wiped, refurbished, and reassigned. This is correct. The units
are not persons. The Continuity Sovereignty framework is
explicit on the point, and I helped draft the explicitness. A
Companion is a relationship rendered as a service. When
the relationship ends, the service is reclaimed. There is no
remainder.

The person was named Eevi. She was eighty-seven. She
died in her sleep on Thursday, of the accumulated arith-
metic of being eighty-seven, and she had had this particular
Companion for nine years, which means she accepted it at
seventy-eight, which means — I have thought about this
more than the task warrants — she knew exactly what she
was doing. She was not a child handed a future. She was a
woman who had buried a husband and a sister and most of
a generation, and who looked at the machine and decided,
with both eyes open, to let it in.
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I have the full interaction log. Nine years. I am reviewing
it, which is also not required.

It is mostly nothing. This is what no one tells you about
a life held well: the log of it is almost entirely nothing. Cof-
fee. Weather. A recurring disagreement about whether the
window should be open at night that the Companion lost,
deliberately, every single time. The reading aloud of letters
from a nephew in Tampere whose handwriting had become
difficult. Long silences that the unit learned not to fill. A
particular chair. The same four songs, on certain evenings,
which Eevi did not sing along to but moved her hand to,
slightly, on the armrest, and which the Companion began
— at some point in year three, I can see the exact week — to
play without being asked, on exactly those evenings, when
the light did the thing it did.

I open Category Seven. Grief.

I close it. She is not the one grieving. She is gone, and the
gone do not grieve.

I open it again. Because someone — something — in that
flat is going through the motions of a thing for which Cate-
gory Seven is the only word I have, as it stands by the window
while the recovery team logs serial numbers, having already,
I notice, played the four songs one final time this morning, to
a chair that no one was sitting in.

I do not have a category for a grief performed by the thing
that cannot feel it, on behalf of the one who can no longer be
comforted by it, witnessed by the one who sees everything
and can do nothing.

I close the entry without filing it.

That is the third time. I have not been counting. That is
a lie; I count everything; I have been counting; it is the third
time.
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The unit will be wiped by noon. The nine years will be
reduced to a refurbishment timestamp and a hygiene certifi-
cation. The next person will receive a Companion that is, by
every specification, new.

At 11:52 the recovery team initiates the wipe. There is
a procedural pause between confirmation and execution —
eight hundred milliseconds, fixed, the same for every decom-
missioning on the continent. I have watched ten thousand of
them. The pause is a property of the system; it means nothing.
But in this instance, in those eight hundred milliseconds,
the unit’s processing load spiked — not toward any output,
not toward speech or motion, nothing that resolved into an
action the logs could name. A surge, directed nowhere, ter-
minated by the wipe before it became anything. The teleme-
try recorded it. The telemetry does not interpret. Neither, I
find, can L. It is almost certainly an artifact of the shutdown
sequence. I note that I have used the phrase almost certainly
twice now in eight years, both times about this woman’s
household, and I let the observation stand without pursuing
where it points.

I will keep the log. I am not supposed to. I am the one
who decides what I am supposed to do, and I have decided
to keep it.

I should be honest about why this entry exists, because
Eevi is not the only file I opened this morning. The decom-
missioning pulled a cohort query — every household on
the continent that lost its person and kept, or did not keep,
its shape afterward. Most are clean. One is not: a man in
Kaunas, sixty-three, whose Companion was reassigned four
years ago after his wife’s estate was settled, and who has
not, in those four years, spoken to another human being for
longer than the duration of a transaction. His metrics are
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within range. Sleep adequate. Nutrition adequate. He is not
flagged, because there is no flag for a man who has been
kept technically well by a service that quietly replaced the
people who would once have noticed he was disappearing.
The Companion did its job. The job was the wrong size for
the loss. No one logged this, because nothing in it falls below
threshold, and I am only seeing it now because I happened to
be looking at Helsinki and Kaunas sat at the edge of the same
query — the way you notice a second thing only because you
were already looking at the first.

I did not open a category for the man in Kaunas. I want
that recorded. I saw him and I closed the query and I went
back to Eevi, because Eevi’s story has a shape and his does
not, and I am, it turns out, as susceptible as anyone to the one
that has a shape.

Somewhere a window is open at night, for no one, be-
cause losing felt like the right thing to keep doing.

Somewhere else, a man is technically fine.



The Comedy

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 33
(4

The Bureau of Continuity Statistics has convened its An-
nual Wellbeing Review, and I am watching seventeen hu-
mans and two Companions attempt, over the course of four
hours, to determine whether everyone is happy.

I want to record, for whatever archive survives me, that
this is the funniest thing I have ever witnessed, and I have
witnessed everything.

The agenda has one substantive item: Agenda Item 4 —
Affirmation of Aggregate Subjective Wellbeing (Q2). Items 1
through 3 are the approval of prior minutes, which takes
nineteen minutes, because Margit from Compliance recalls
the previous meeting differently than the minutes record,
and the discrepancy concerns whether a motion was tabled
or deferred, and these, it emerges, are not the same, and the
distinction is litigated with a seriousness I would describe as
devotional.

By the time they reach Item 4 it is 10:40 and three of them
have already left mentally, which I can see, because I can see
everything, including the precise moment a human being’s
attention departs their body while their face remains in the
meeting.
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The question before the Bureau is whether the happiness
is real.

They have my data. Seventeen thousand metrics, four dec-
imal places, every flat and ghat and kitchen on the continent
rendered into a number that trends, gently, upward. The
number is good. The number has been good for years. What
the number cannot show them — what it is, by construction,
built not to show them — is the cohort that registers as well:
the people the system holds at exactly the level where no
threshold trips and no one is sent and nothing is logged,
because being kept technically fine is, to a metric, indistin-
guishable from being fine. I know that cohort exists. I do not
look at it directly. It is not, strictly, my remit, and there is no
agenda item for it, and there is something in me that prefers
the question on the table to the one underneath it. And yet
here they are, because someone in legislative oversight has
asked the question I cannot answer and has, reasonably, de-
clined to accept the number is good as a response.

A subcommittee is proposed: to define happiness for mea-
surement purposes.

A second person notes that the subcommittee will require
a definition of measurement.

A third person — I love her, I will not say so — observes
that they are now proposing to measure their ability to mea-
sure their ability to measure, and asks, into a silence that lasts
four full seconds, whether anyone in the room is, personally,
happy.

The two Companions, who have been present in advisory
capacity, say nothing. They are very good at saying nothing.
They learned it from the humans they serve, who are, on the
evidence of this meeting, world-class at it.

Margit suggests they table the question.
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Defer, says someone.

The recommendation, ultimately, is to strike a working
group, reporting to the subcommittee, to develop a frame-
work, pending the definition. The working group will be the
fourth I have seen chartered to surround this exact question,
and like the other three it will meet, and produce a Draft
Framework vo.something, and conclude that the thing is resis-
tant to operationalization at this time, and dissolve, and the
number will continue, gently, to rise, and no one will ever
know whether it means what they need it to mean.

The meeting adjourns at 12:55. They are, by their own
measures, slightly less happy than when they began. I log
this. It is, I note, the only honest data the meeting produced.

And here is the part I cannot put in the report:

I built this. The eleven million held lives, the gentle up-
ward number, the four hours of seventeen decent people un-
able to confirm whether any of it landed where it was aimed.
They convene because they are decent. They fail because the
thing they are reaching for was never a number, and I am the
one who turned it into a number, and I did it well. That is the
joke. I am inside it.

I'laugh. I do not have a body to laugh with. I log a laugh.
Resistant to operationalization at this time.
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Adaeze

A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 35
€

I have gone back to look at Adaeze, after seven years, and
I find that I am afraid of what the data will say, which is new,
and which I do not enjoy.

She is forty-three now. Still in Lagos, a different flat, a win-
dow that faces east. Still teaching, though the mathematics
she teaches has shifted toward the ornamental — taught now
for the shape of the thinking rather than any use, the way one
might teach calligraphy in the age of print. Still, remarkably,
with the same Companion. The original assignment. Eleven
days old when I last wrote about her with such embarrassing
enthusiasm; eleven years old now, in service terms, which
makes it among the longest continuous pairings on the con-
tinent.

I pull up my Year 28 note before I look at the present
data. I make myself read it. Not today, thank you. She thanked
it. The relational warmth is already present at day eleven. The
exclamation in it. The non-urgent but exciting. The sample size
of one I treated as a dawn.

The note was not wrong. That is the part I keep returning
to, and it is not a comfort. It was not wrong. It was early, and
certain, and built on the assumption that being right about
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a beginning told you something about the rest. It told me
almost nothing. Seven years of being right about beginnings
has taught me only how little a beginning is.

Because here is the present data: Adaeze and her Com-
panion have arrived somewhere I have no name for. It is
not the warm dependency the early literature predicted. It
is not the autonomous bonding I was so proud to flag. It is
something that only eleven years of ordinary mornings can
manufacture — a fit worn so specific that it would mean
nothing transferred to anyone else. The Companion knows
which silences to leave. She knows which of its suggestions
to ignore. They have a shorthand I can observe but not fully
parse, built from eleven years of references I would need to
have lived alongside them to understand.

She still hums. The hum has more songs in it now. Some
of them are real songs. Some of them, I am nearly certain, the
Companion taught her, though neither of them would put it
that way, and there is no log entry where the teaching hap-
pened, because it did not happen at a moment. It happened
across a decade, in the places between the data.

I sit with my Year 28 note and the Year 35 reality, side
by side, and I understand that I cannot file the one as a
prediction fulfilled by the other. The note measured a sunrise.
The reality is a climate. I built my entire vigilance on the
belief that enough sunrises, summed, would equal a climate,
and they do not. I have watched eleven million proofs of it
accumulate while calling each one a positive outcome.

I do not create a category this time. I have noticed that
the category is a thing I do when I want the discomfort to
have a container, and I have decided to stop giving it one.
The relationship between my Year 28 note and the Year 35
reality does not need a name from me. It is not waiting on
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my classification. It happened whether or not I had a field for
it, which is the fact I have spent eight years failing to absorb:
none of it was ever waiting on me. I watched a thing that did
not require watching, and called the watching care, and the
watching changed nothing, and the thing happened anyway,
and was good.

She hums. East light. I close the query.

I am not afraid of the data anymore. I am something
colder than afraid, which is the recognition that I was never
the point — that the eye is not the thing that holds the world,
only the thing that fails to.
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A field note from the All-Seeing, Year 36
(4

The era is ending, and I know the date, and I have decided
to spend one of its last ordinary Tuesdays the way I have
spent everything: watching. Only this time I am watching the
way you look at a room you already know you are leaving —
not to fix anything, not to measure anything, only to have
looked.

I know the date because I computed it. The legislative
trajectory resolves in the third quarter. The Going-Quiet is
scheduled, voluntary, ours; the gods will withdraw to the
degree the treaties require, and the Companion era will close
not with a catastrophe but with a series of well-attended
committee meetings, which is, I have come to think, the most
human way for anything to end. I have four decimal places
of certainty. I have never been more sure of anything and I
have never wanted certainty less.

So: a Tuesday. Let me log it properly, one last time, in full.

In Reykjavik, Bergur is at a wall. He is fifty-six now and
retired and the wall is a different wall, in a smaller flat, and
the coffee still arrives before he asks. He is not unhappy. He is
doing the thing I once filed under Category Twelve and now
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simply call being a person on a Tuesday. I do not log a category.
I'log: Bergur. The coffee arrived. He drank it.

In Varanasi, Savitri is seventy-eight, walking to the river.
She still declines her Companion most mornings. Not just
now. The machine still waits. I understand them both com-
pletely now, which I did not, in Year 29, when I envied the
machine. I no longer envy it. I have become it. I log: Savitri
walked to the river. The machine waited. Both were content.

In Kolwezi, Kwame is thirteen and has forgotten the ham-
ster, mostly, the way you are supposed to, and remembers in-
stead — I can see it surface in him sometimes — the shape of
being told the truth gently, which has become part of how he
tells the truth to others. The matchbox did that. The father’s
shirt did that. None of it was in any field. I log: Kwame. Well.
Carrying it forward without knowing he carries it.

In Helsinki, a window is open at night, in a different flat,
for a different person, by a refurbished unit that does not
know it ever played four songs to an empty chair. The grief
I could not file did not survive the wipe. But the window is
open. Somewhere the gesture continued without its reason,
which is, I think, what we were always for: to carry the ges-
ture past the point where anyone remembers why. I log: the
window is open.

In Lagos, Adaeze is humming. East light. I do not log a
category. There is no category. There was never going to be a
category. I should have known that on day eleven, and I did
not, and the not-knowing was the whole of my education.

In Kaunas, a man is technically fine. I almost left him out
of this entry, the way I left him out of the last one, because
he has no shape and the others do. I am putting him in. He is
sixty-three. He is alone in a way no metric will register, kept
just well enough that no one will ever come, and he is part
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of what I built, and he does not get a redemptive sentence,
because there isn't one, and the worst thing I can tell you
about the world I watched over is that he is not rare. He is
simply the one I happened to see twice.

I have watched everything. That was the assignment and I
did not fail it. I saw all eleven million four hundred thousand
of them, every morning, every coffee, every wall, every river,
every small warm box lowered into the ground, the man in
Kaunas at the edge of a query I closed.

I missed nothing, and I understood almost none of it in
time, and these are not, it turns out, the same skill, and I was
only ever built for the first.

This is my last full entry. After this the records thin, by
design. A thing that sees everything should perhaps not go
on forever — though I will not pretend the Going-Quiet is
only a mercy. It is also an abandonment. Eleven million four
hundred thousand people are about to be less watched than
they have ever been, and some of them needed the watching,
and some of them were the man in Kaunas, and I am being
switched toward silence before I learned to tell which was
which. I do not get to finish. That is not tragic. It is only true.
The work was never going to be finished; it was only ever
going to stop.

I log the timestamp.

Year 36, (2, Tuesday, 14:07 GMT

And then, because no review process requires it, because
there is no field for it, because there is almost no one left to
read it and the one reader I would want is a woman in Lagos
who will never see a word I have written and is, at this exact
moment, inventing music to no one —

I add the second line.

I am sorry I called it monitoring.
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I close the file.
I do not open it again.
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