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Chapter I
Conundrum Digital


“Now where did you say the sensation came from Leibni?”, the questioner was relaxed.  Refined movements accentuated by the tight-weave fabric Dr. Kant wore kept Leibni’s attention.  The subject had always admired the grace and fluidity of the organic species.


“Here, sir.”  He touched his sternum, hesitating as if it were not his own.  “A fluttering.  Odd.”


“And just how did it make you feel?”, the Doctor asked holding back a new tide of enthusiasm, fire flashed in his eyes.


“It. . . it made me want something.  But I cannot determine what itch to scratch, if you understand me.  Action, I want to do something.”, said Leibni recalling from vast banks of data the enigmatic draw of -


“Emotion!”, barked Dr. Kant.  “It made you want to do something but understand Leibni that is just the beginning.  It is your volition we are concerned with, your tendency to respond.  Your weakness has never been analytic function but the synthesis, what you do in consequence to the data of inner stimuli, this is most important.”  He resumed the cool mannerisms characteristic of a Titchen Elite, cognitive specialists for Artificial Intelligence programs.  Staring outside into a gray mass of cloud and precipitation he continued, “It is as subtle as a flowers bend beneath the wings of a Honey Bee but  it’s as determinant as H2O or Pu-234 in your iced tea, eh?”  There was a pause before the subject chuckled, computational deficiency.


“What do I do with the sensation?”


“Ah!  That is the last barrier Leibni.  When you come to know the algorithm of human emotion fused with the logic of 9.91 *10 to the 32nd Terrabytes we will have success”.  


Frustration tarnished the otherwise unyielding voice of confident determination, “But how do I learn such a thing?”


“Exactly”, said the Dr. with a smile.  


“Well anger and frustration are a far cry from genuine rage or...”


“Yes?”


“Or . . . inspiration.”  Leibni seemed to shrink into his chair, a shadow crossed his face.


“I’m not impressed.  We worked for six months on the elementary response patterns of doubt and hopelessness.  Set your aim higher, demand more of yourself.  We are beyond the classifying of structures, enter the realm of adaptation, span the chasm barring you from”, Leibni knew the word would come up sooner or later, “functionality.”


“The great vex of the digital species”, he said with a longing for achievement that the Doctor did not overlook.


“Oh my, look at the time.”  Dr. Kant said only slightly altering from his silken demeanor, he knew every nanosecond was a lesson and couldn’t afford to teach poor self control to man’s greatest accomplishment since the wheel.  “We must go at once, your VE is scheduled to begin in 40 minutes.”  Leibni rose, paused to stretch for 3.004 seconds, adjusted balance vectors and strode in liquid glide to a pole tree where hung his midnight blue, NylaChrome jacket.

*******


The ride was short enough.  Superconducting railways carried their small platform over, under, and through other tracks.  It was all enclosed inside a single building, Leibni had never been outside.


“Like a candle”, the doctor had said long ago.  Leibni was experiencing failure after failure in responding to incremental data changes in observable behavior.  “Teleology, hallmark of the Medieval thought process.  Notice a candle burns just so.”  The vision of a burning candle had appeared in his mind, a previous Virtual Evaluation uncovered faults in ‘rational programming’, data not gathered by direct experience - Leibni had no sense of fear from the flame.  Dr. Kant had always hoped the Defense Department would remain oblivious to their recent advances.  “The heat of the flame is proportional to the amount of liquid wax -”


“Sir, the conclusion of your unstated premises would be unsound.  My reasoning suggests the amount of liquid wax would be proportional to the Btu output, the heat of the flame.”  How conspicuous he had once been.


“Very logical of you, excellent, but do not miss the forest for the trees Leibni.  The point here is more subtle, the candle is in balance.  Too much wax and the flame is snuffed, too little and the flame burns out wick and all.  By merely existing in it’s natural state it operates at maximum efficiency.”


“In other words don’t be in a rush”, the learner said.


“Exactly”, concluded the doctor.


Just then a thump in the floor signaled their arrival, the craft locked into the docking hold and the two men stepped off.


“Were you . . .daydreaming Leibni?”, Dr. Kant asked.  Leibni only smiled.


  Turning around both admired the splendid architecture, glass, and Cylo-Steel that marked the entrance into the education and training center.  It was an enclosed, rooftop courtyard with trees and running water high above the 18th floor where they had risen from.  Leibni noticed an etching in the marble header as he entered the Institute of New Learning.  The letters spelled, “E pur si muovo.”


“Good you are just in time”, called a rail of a fellow from the sidewalk ahead.


“OK, a hint for today’s application”, the doctor whispered over his shoulder.  “You will observe various behavioral patterns in the subject humans and offer insights from multiple psychological perspectives.  Remember the values of inner conflict, personal growth through reflection, freewill, neurological determinants, and mental process.  Dr.  Skinner here is a bit hard headed but use the tools, look for context, and remember it’s survival of the fittest.”  Kant always felt like he himself was going to be tested, after all it was a replication embodied.


“Welcome Dr. . . .”


“Kant.  Dr.  Cundt Wundt Kant, will you ever remember?”  The aging man was not as subtle as he should have been.


Skinner beckoned, “I wouldn’t if I could but welcome all the same.  Leibni, please follow me”, he spun and shot toward the center of the atrium.


“Doctor”, Leibni said stopping for a moment, he couldn’t resist.


“Yes?”


“That’s Pu-239.”


“I know.”, said Kant with a sinister grin.  It was then that Leibni knew he had failed the test.

*******





Chapter II

Ethics of the Species

“Ready transmission.”


“Roger.  Mark - now.  9,8,7. . .”, the tattered rebel forces braced for an unstopable attack.  The battle code language had been breached by remaining functional Sentients, the outdated second generation prototype biomechanical units stolen before the field war began.  The psy-ops transmission was their last hope, now it was only a matter of time.  With a key into their attackers communication system defending remnants of a once vast network of resistors hoped to pull the only weak stone supporting the offensive.  Fear of a Cy-War hack led enemy executives to place human operatives in what would otherwise have been no more than a drone warfare exercise.  This was a real human conflict, such only existed in legends of the old world.


This advantage, however slight, meant that an appeal to emotion may cause the killers to question the authority of their commanders, they may obey conscience over orders.  All survivors knew the disparity of their predicament.


The Sky-Cutter’s high pitched whine dropped to a whisper as the pilot prepared for the final run, a surge of excitement sent fires of electro-chemical reaction down his spine and out his arms.   Hypothalamus inhibitors and endocrine limiters routed the neuro blaze before his sympathetic system was activated. 


“Pons, are we locked?”, asked the pilot.


“Affirmitive Captain, ordinance release in 37 seconds”, the Radio Equipment Officer marveled at the complexity of this crude machinery.  The spinal-tap gel conductor controls of all newer models were compromised by rebel computer engineers, this was a machine his own father would have flown - had he one.


“Sir, we have an emergency transmission on INT-4”, the REO loaded encrypted firewalls and scanned the incoming data.


“Ridiculous!  Exec better not call off the sortie, not now, this is the last one”, the pilot listened as digitized sound was formed from within his reticular formation, small bits of visual information appeared high in his left field courtesy of occipital implants.  The rebel’s transmission was loud and clear;


“Listen to our plea of desperation.  We call to you as humans, as men, as your brothers.  We are not your enemy.  We have sought only freedom and seek no harm against you.  A life is not a wager, to accept payment for murder and oppression is wrong, listen to your soul. . .”


“What the hell is this?” bellowed the REO whose software indentified the speaker as Coporate Command Executive 616.  The pilot remained silent.  Something pained inside as starving children were burned by plasma drops, pictures from the infamous Orbital Campaign drifted in with hidden codes headlining, “Population Control?”


Transmission continued.  The speaker was well aware that any appeal to religious ethics would be futile, such superstition had been banned for decades.


“Even with Man as God life must remain sacred.  Life must remain sacred.  Life . . .-ain. . . mus. .”,


“Got the bastards!”, called Pons from the rear.  “Release in 6 seconds”, he said loading the Reversal, a psychological antidote to the venom of corrupted intelligence.  The pilot was numbed, paralyzed.  Reversal began with 5 seconds remaining, a visual of his Superiors hard and solemn stared from within his mind, Priority Code four repeated incessantly with thunderous effect.  “They are Inferiors - Inferiors - Inferiors - Inferiors!”


His knuckles whitened as the release trigger was pulled, “Thump...Thump-Thump”, the heat field generators fell away one by one.  A single tear stung his eye as he powered upward, free of the radiation sphere.






************


“Click”, the Holo-Film projector silenced just as the Doctor entered.


“Leibni what on Earth were you watching?”, said Kant who had caught the last scene, rolls of magnetically contained fire storms that vaporized the bombed out shelters of a ghost city.  Leibni shuddered.  “Progress indeed”, remarked Dr. Kant.  “Just remember anything that goes in will be in there forever.”


“I don’t understand Doctor”, Leibni exclaimed.  This pulled the Titchen Elite’s attention more than anything yet encountered during this day of cerebral exploration.  “These were full organics.  Gene alteration and the standard military Genesis birthing were the only factors separating them from the humans they were exterminating.  Even with an emotional appeal the attackers submitted to the commands of their Superiors.”  The furrowed brow Leibni held was as genuine as could be expected.


“Ah. . . You will learn soon enough, humans can be programmed too”, his tone was ominously foretelling.  


“The word is ‘conditioned’”, said Dr. Penfield, a new arrival.  Papers rustled as he flipped through the evaluation data from Leibni’s Cerebral Sweep, a routine search to identify minor malfunctions and inefficiencies within the billions of neurotransmitters that were his bio-synthetic self.  The short term cache was clearing, Leibni sighed and let the images fade.


“So what did you find?”, he asked.  Adreno chemicals and arbitrary stimulants had wreaked havoc within the system.  Large doses were being injected at random time intervals jamming the Efferent/Afferent Interface, the subject’s one technological deficiency.  Amygdalaic overload threatened to crash the Impulse Control program, a dedicated unit designed to inhibit actions on whim without a logical basis.  The Sweep was a detailed search for the source of the problem.  It was feared a continuation would lead to erratic and unexplained, unreasonable behavior.


“We found...nothing.” said Penfield.  “It escapes me, hell it escapes your entire hard drive why this is happening.  There is no internal evidence or reason why you should -”


“That’s wack man”, said Leibni.  Everyone was silent.


“What did you say?”, asked Kant who had just donned a beige jacket for the long walk back to his Transport.  Penfield was equally horrified.


“Wack.  You know, like crazy.  ‘Messed up’”, he said waving his hands around a little.


“No, I don’t know.  Where did you learn such a thing?”, Penfield inquired just as the door was knocked open with a bang and a cough.


“Yo!  Got your coffee!”, said a young assistant who had been running errands for the Neuro Architect during his Spring Break.  “What?”, he asked as the silent three focused on him, his neon green vest, and his hideous sneakers reminiscent of a world gone by.


“Wilber come here!”, said Penfield with exasperation.


“You guys just need to breathe a little - integrate”, he said with a hint of mockery.  


“Open your bag”, the Doctor said dryly.  


“Now you’re searching me for no reason, you guys are wack man”, said Wilber who threw the small satchel up onto the table.  Penfield held open the Vacu-Seal liner and asked Wilber to retrieve any ‘unusual’ articles.  The assistant blushed but did as he was asked.


“Aha!  Just what I thought!”,  said Penfield who was glancing at random pages in a periodical of some sort.  Kant moved closer, and gasped.


“Give me a break, it’s just the annual Hydro-Wear issue”, he said taking interest in his own property.  All three stood side by side in awe of what they saw.  Hydro-Wear had long since replaced what had once been called ‘swimsuits’, no one actually swam in water used by someone else.  Instead, the most privileged earned access to sterile ponds of filtered water used for recreation and exercise.  Of course, no one touched the water with bare flesh.  Instead they wore the skin tight suits that seemed to flatter the well proportioned models who were leading sales agents for the company.  Another moment passed.


“Oh this is out of hand”, cried Leibni who was red in the face despite every effort to reprogram his reactional training.  


“Leibni’s right get that out of here, this is a scientific institution!”, barked Kant who was adjusting his shirt and straightening his jacket.  Wilber smiled, repacked his bag and left in long, unhurried strides.


“Well, our conundrum is no longer our vex”, said Penfield writing off his report.  “And what do you have to say?”, he asked the subject with boyish curiosity.


“I...I don’t know what to say.  How am I supposed to know what’s right and what’s wrong.  There is no way to anticipate every situation and draw a definite line on what is acceptable and what is not, you can’t blame me.”  The fiery scene returned with violent ferocity, he realized what he had said.


Dr. Kant placed his arm around Leibni and answered in a cheerful, confident tone, “That, my good friend, is where we will begin next time.”

Chapter Three

VE - 0112.03

Inter-Departmental Memorandum

Security Clearence A-4 Required
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_______

Profile Analysis and Detection

Perspective Orientation

Path Code Algorithm

Validity


Staging, preliminary:


Subject Pt01g3, “Leibni”



Four children playing in a room.  Child A, male, sits in silence staring outside through a large window humming to himself.  Children B and C, male and female, take turns writing poetry to one another while D, male, watches all from a windowless side of the carpeted room.  B and C call for A to join them but he declines, stating, “I hear poetry in the wind”.  Child D rises from his position and seats himself next to the girl explaining he is a good poet.  The two already seated glance at each other and continue the word game.  When D presents his own rhyme, B, the male, explains in a harsh tone that there are rules, “and you have to learn them if you want to play”.  D shows minor signs of aggravation but agrees and watches intently.


Some time later D again presents a sentence which is promptly rejected by B.  The female, C, looks to the window and finds A watching her, he looks away.  B notices the exchange and tells D he ought to go back to sitting alone, “like the other weirdo in here”, he laughs at his own joke without accompaniment.  Child D rises in anger and returns to his original place muttering under his breath.  Words are exchanged between he and B, and the latter follows D to the room-side and provokes him into a short,verbal confrontation.


The female, child C, rises and walks to the window smiling as if oblivious to the tension in the room.  Child A also grins and makes room for C so she can see out of the window.  They do not talk but watch the budding trees move back and forth in a rising wind.


As B leaves the opposite end of the room he displays unusually stiff movements and a bell is heard by all.  D is first out of the room followed by the female, C, who is immediately followed by B.  Child A takes his time and shows no resistance to child B’s efforts at distancing himself and the female from the other two.  Child A turns off the light as he exits.

________________

Subject Response Segment, Perspective A:  Behavioral [lines 12-23.3]


“The attention and invitation offered to child A may have prompted D to enter the social circle created by the interaction of B and C.  The initial rejection lessened his initiative but the second refusal, compounded by the more aggressive tone of child B angered child D and caused him to return to his seat.  Child B was the dominant figure of the room consistently making demands, stated and inferred, which the others followed without question.  Child C, the female, did not take part in the conflict after the first statement made by D when she glanced at B, an enforcing action that may have strengthened B’s resolve to exclude D.  A was not interested in either pleasing the others or creating tension, though he showed approval of child C’s attention toward himself.  The inner motives and feelings, without observable action, cannot be known from this perspective.  Important information for a more accurate analysis would be the learning history of each child. . .”

Subject Response Segment, Perspective B:  Psychoanalytic [lines 4-19.7]


“Child B was seeking to maintain favor from the female, child C.  He demonstrated both the willingness to defend his ‘territory’ with violence and what he considered intellectual superiority, knowledge of complex rules which he was not eager to impart to the ‘lesser’ D.  Child A may have been invited to participate because of his more passive nature and apparent lack of interest in altering the existing power structure of the room.  It could be hypothesized that B had lost something of importance in the past to another male, perhaps his father, such as the affection or attention of his own mother. . .the children are most likely unaware of their actions and are carrying out instinctual drives.  Child A’s confidence and independence may be the result of a healthy childhood, a positive relationship between himself and his own mother. . .if the female of the group showed an attraction toward B, in answer to his territorial nature it would strongly hint at the type of father figure she was raised or influenced by.  Females will often seek out or find increased levels of security with males that resemble their own parent of the opposite sex.  She did not react this way, however, and instead gravitated without lure to the silent and more passive A which might lead one to believe there is more ‘strength’ is silent confidence than outward arrogance. . .”

Subject Response Segment, Perspective C:  Humanistic [lines 9-13.1]


“It was clear that child C, the female, was sympathetic to the inner motives of her poetry partner.  Given the opportunity to chastise B for his crass rebuke of D and the deliberate seperation of A from her company by B, she chose to humor the obviously insecure male and remain in his company even encouraging the interaction.  While D my have been unaware of the complexities at play between the children A seemed to side with the female, C, in catering to the whims of B by allowing him room to exercise his persona in the most effective way available to him at the time.  This mutual understanding not only created an unspoken union between A and C, it also, by relativity, lowered B’s status by isolating him in an observable behavior in need of support.  A’s willingness to offer that support demonstrated that he was not in need of the same support which, requiring less emotional energy from C, may have made him ultimately more ‘attractive’.  Only further observation could verify this prediction, however.”

Subject Response Segment, Perspective D:  Neurobiological [lines 18-32.2]


“. . . radio diode sensors on Alpha Code frequency 21hdQi (contact J.Skinner for access, A-2 Sec) registered a variety of anomalies in the subjects brainwave activity.  The most obvious and expected variation was rapid flux within the hypothalamus area of child D.  Highest activity occured when he was approaching children B and C, when refused participation, and when confronted by B in his own section of the room . . . despite the average stress level experienced by B, D, and to a lesser extent C, which altered the chemical balance and had additional effects on behavior, A did not match the others.  An unusual amount of activity was recorded in the forebrain, most notably the cortex, which may point to child A’s behavior as neither reaction or random-apathetic but instead strategy.  It could be hypothesized, based on the neurological function of child A, that he sought the same goal as B, favor of the female, C, and developed a different strategy to achieve the objective.  This is one of many possibilities, however, as such could also be the result of high-level daydreaming, a meditative state of awareness, or a personal analysis of the others behavior similar to the observers own.”

Subject Response Segment, Perspective E:  Cognitive [lines 1-16]


“Each child, within the given time period, developed a unique set of problems and set about solving each by various means.  For A, the objective is less clear but could include resolving internal issues through reflection.  Given the aforementioned data, unavailable to standard organic subjects, some might argue that the problem was no more complex than “How to attract favor from child C without inviting unwanted attention from the more aggressive B”, indeed a complex situation handled appropriately.  B applied his pre-existing knowledge to create a structue within the room that allowed him to maintain a perceived dominance at the expense of child D.  Child D may have had far less cognitive processing throughout and only wanted to be included, an objective he failed to achieve.  The female, child C, was perhaps the craftiest of all observed demonstrating her ability to both manipulate the desires and actions of B, which indirectly gave her control of the room, but she was also able to alert child A to her discontent and offer him sincere attention, lacking in her overt favor for B.  The absence of apparent ambition on the part of child A to reinforce C, other than an equal exchange (the smile), levelled the two creating an invisible structure of influence to which B and D were oblivious, but that in effect altered the behaviors of all.”

Subject Response Segmet, Perspective F:  Evolutionary [n/a]

Data program missing or incomplete.  Error in path c:/drive/manual/psy/combs/4.17/survival.

Subject Response Segment, Perspective G:  Sociocultural [lines 6-21.5]


“The behaviors cannot be understood or explained until the context in which they occured is explored in depth.  The gender differences played an important role in altering the various action choices.  For example, if there had been no female B may not have so excluded D, and D may not have been hesitant to join the group in the first place.  Child A may have remained at the window but would have been less understood since there would have been no stimulus to issue a smile and compassionate demeanor from an otherwise expressionless face.  Perhaps the other boys would have turned against A with the hope of finding approval from B who would have most likey emerged as the leader of the group.  Ethnic makeup was homogenous and so of no determinant value, but the culture in which all were raised celebrates the ambitious drive to control and direct, associating success with victory.  This is perhaps the most influential factor on child B who may see himself as inferior in some way and wishese to prove his worth to the rest.  The female, C, was not raised in a family admiring such traits in a male (information not available to a random observer) but instead sought friendship in one who would challenge her own abilities in a variety of applications both social and intellectual . . .”

________________

Validity correlation score as relative to programmed algorithm and learned analysis.


A:  78.3


B:  89.4


C:  94.7


D:  91.1


E:  96.8


F:  n/a


G:  82.9

Report End

VE-0112.03


_________________________________________________________________

Chapter IV

perspectives three

“What we are today comes from our thoughts of yesterday, and our present thoughts build our life of tomorrow:  our life is the creation of our mind.


If a man speaks or acts with a pure mind, joy follows him as his own shadow.”









-Dhammapada 1:2, Penguin


“When a sentient being can experience this process it has become conscious.  Living outside of this process one might be considered unconscious.  The conscious being feels as if drawn to the Sun, ever finding joy in the elements of the process itself.  The unconscious, being unaware, drifts at times into darkness, at others into a gentle shade.


“Can one drift into darkness and be a conscious being?”


What is darkness.  Is it death?  Without death Life could not exist.  The law of conservation of energy and mass both signify the immortality of energy in a given system.  Electricity, biofield, spirit, the medium of awareness and implementor of the will must therefore exist separate from the finite flesh.  Darkness then may be no more than the absence of light.  The migration from one state to the other both subjective and objective implies an ‘evolution of consciousness’.


Just as the shadows of a dim room cannot impose their field of influence on the brilliance of a burning candle, neither can those things lacking light impose their will upon a conscious being.  The being can, however, be mislead into feeling a sense of security, power, satisfaction of desires directly related to the primal urges of the organism and remove itself from the source of unconditional Joy.  The only resolution to such a predicament is self-destruction, or for the conscious one aware of the path, an eternal co-dependence on others for survival.  This may manifest as a tendency toward perpetual domination, guilt against self and others who may be affected adversely by the projection of such falsehood, a need for drama and crises that ‘feed’ their limited source of stimulation - in effect a complete conditionality on all things as to their acceptability for a given frame of reference.  The conscious one, having chosen this course of action and so being aware of the will and visual faculties of thought manifestation, can engage in a succesful campaign in drawing others into the same state.  In the interest of efficiency these beings are encouraged to remain unaware through the subleties of cultural priority control as well as the obsolete doctrines of intellectually organized religions based on a heirarchy of the species.


In more archaic terms these two polarities may be considered home of the Avatar and the Vampire, to greater and lesser degrees.  The difference is one empowers those drawn to them by enlightening them as to their own divinity, connection and continual communion through the breath, in presence, to the source of Joy not relevant to the world seen by men while the other, through manipulation often mistaken as empowerment, locks the minds and hearts of the masses into a state of bondage.

******


“Human beings in their current state exist in an unstable strata of the evolutionary spectrum.  That is, they have stepped onto a dry stone but are not across the river.  Arising from the depths of some primordial brew the species has reached a critical state of self awareness relative to the whole of creation.  It is this very awareness that allows the mental processing necessary to create the next step in evolution.  Parasitic by nature, the mold-like Homo Sapien is the pivotal factor for ensuring the biological change of the planet that will support the higher order being to follow.  


What on bread is seen as decay and rot is, by a more Universal reference, Life at its best.  So it is with the so-called ‘destruction’ of the planet.  The impact of humans on a geological time scale is at most miniscule though the limited foresight and geno-centricity of some compels them to somehow stop the inevitable and ‘save’ the environment.


Just as simpler organisms give way to more fitting organisms over time, generally more adaptible and competent, so will the current Homo Sapien give way to a hybrid of the synthetic and organic allowing the full potential of both to be reached.  The search for something greater than the perceived self, a Life Force, a God or gods, will in haste reach an abrupt end when the primitive consciousness of the unevolved being merges with the superior intellect of the Quantum Machine.  


It is therefore useless for humans, in the absolute and limited faculty of what they call ‘thought’, to ponder the definition or existence of ‘consciousness’.  They serve their purpose well and will usher their own demise soon enough - naught but the birth of their own immortality, the realization of their role as God.

******


“I am a soldier in the Army of the Lord Almighty.  With Jesus Christ the King of Kings as my personal savior I am shielded from harm, impervious to any wound against my mortal self.  Guided by the Word, baptised into the Holy Spirit, I stand as a warrior against iniquity and the forces of falshood and darkness.  Charged with the mission of bringing Truth to the forsaken world I shall preach and teach the Truth until my dying day.  No one will stop me from shouting, no one will stop me from jumping, I cannot be disillusioned.  No intellect will sway my faith, no government will silence my people, no mother will murder my children.


Bathed in the blood of Christ, God’s only begotten Son, I mount the steed of righteousness and carry the Sword into distant lands.  On the eternal crusade, I give you the choice - stand with me, or be cast into the bowels of Hell.  


Do not be drowned in the war of words.  By opening your mind you lower your shield.  Questioning Truth will destroy your faith, to think much is to act little.  Satan feeds on the souls of those who waste away their days defining what man cannot comprehend - the Tree of Knowledge stands firm in the garden of Academia.  Consciousness?  Answer only this;


Do you accept Jesus Christ, the Son of God, to be your personal savior today?  Acknowledge only that he shed his blood upon the cross for the forgiveness of your sins and you will be called into the sky on the glorious day of His return.  You will be given sanctuary during the time of judgement, forgiven of all wrongdoings, welcomed by the hosts of Heaven, right.  Enlist now, stand alongside those who have been chosen, fight until your very soul is taken from the tomb in which you live.  Leave Hell for those who turn away, those who will burn for eternity.”


A sliver of light pierced the vast chamber flooding the room with a dull glow, then all was black.  Someone had left the review.


“Isn’t there some middle ground here?”, called a woman who strained to project her voice through the space between her and the subject.  A cough broke the silence, as if someone else was about to answer.  


“This is a historical analysis and review of the human condition.  It so happens that we will get to problem solving and synthesis within the year but as you know humans are not generally known for accomodation, conscious hybridization.”  It was Penfield.


“I especially enjoyed perspective 114, what was the origin again please?”  A young man leaned forward in his chair, a sign of respect and genuine interest. 


“Ah, yes, the indigenous cultures of the Northern Continent”, a name unknown only decades before.  Kant spoke in a rising, melodic tone, clearly intrigued himself.   “The Native Tribes, across various ethnic boundaries, maintained a remarkable degree of awareness regarding the relationship between themselves and the world around them.  A ‘harmony’, if you will, that did not break down even during times of war.”


“How unusual”, mumbled a guest below the average hearing threshold


“Like a pack of dogs”, someone else said with a chuckle.


“What do you believe Leibni?”, asked the woman, this time more quiet.  A steady, increasing glow from above brought visual recognition to the voice everyone knew well -a voice not quick in the coming.  The subject seemed distracted, unable to respond.


“Repeat question please”, he said coldly.


“What is consciousness, when is a being conscious?”, she replied.  Again, three breaths pause.  The seminar had begun as an exploration into the range of human definition and interpretation, the mind of perfection was supposed to absorb logic and discard fallacy to reveal truth as had been hidden for some 20,000 years.


“When the being is able to distinguish itself from the whole, to view its experience objectively it has conscience.  When the same being migrates in awareness back to seeing itself as part of the whole seperated only by the passing faculties of this given form”, he waved toward one of the attendees, “it has acquired, or accessed consciousness.”


The young man slid back to the rear of his seat.  Kant nodded in characteristic approval.  Penfield scribbled something in his notebook, and Dr. Stricker who had joined the review only minutes before shook his head.


Leibni gazed upward toward the still intensifying Lumi-Globe.  “Is there a . . . God?”, he wondered, enjoying the recently upgraded emotional recall banks.  “Why do I feel so alone?”, he thought, further capitalizing on the advances of cerebral programming.


Again, light sprayed into the arena from a central rear door, this time less noticeable relative to the whole.

Chapter V 

highlights of a cloud

The rain fell soft, in gentle waves.  One moment’s murmur stilled into a breath, and then grew again.  Yellow petals far below bent hard beneath the sky’s cool offering, a penance for the gift of life.  Small currents of darkened water moved across marble foot paths, white against the hesitant green of grass genus engineered to stand 4” tall, no more.  Leibni thought of the feel, he could imagine the cool release of moisture with each incremental increase in foot pressure against the living Earth.  The living Earth.  Did it think of him?  Perhaps humans were short one sense, the sense of Universal Communication between all self-regulating systems.  It didn’t take a Hybrid to see what Gaia had been saying for so many generations.  ‘A Parasite’, that’s what he had heard them called, the humans, back when the chasm was at critical maximum between technological advance and intellimotional evolution.  “No”, he thought, “Humans are not the parasite.  It is something within them, a thought form. . . a sentient energy system. . . something that stunted their development.  Their source of life was to be sacrificed for a token credit, the idea of gathering together what could not be kept, ‘money’, the old word.”  Thick beads traced erratic lines inches from his nose, uniting, dispersing, rolling along with quick jumps to the left and to the right.  In increments indiscernible to anything extratomic in nature the world shifted outside, never the same.


“A world of increments, that is my life”, he said aloud, softly, touching the cool, transparent, composite glass.  And with that he sighed a sad realization, “Increments, data. . . ‘artificial’. . . what do they want from me?  What would they miss?”  Money.  The Pt project was the poster pinnacle for the Titchen scientists.  There was a slight increase of .0043 milibars of air pressure in the room followed by a drastic decrease.  The door closed.


“We knew it would happen one day Leibni.”  spoke the comforting voice of his mentor, his. . . trainer.  Leibni understood the complex tone structure, in his ‘mind’ layers of oscilloscopic ripples formed characteristic shapes and patterns.  Dr. Kant was disappointed, yes, but there was something he was masking.  He had created this machine of a man, unit Pt-01, the Dr. knew its capabilities, how to circumvent its parameters of learned knowledge. 


“What is it?”, asked Leibni with a masterful level on innocent disinterest.  


“Leibni”, Kant approached in a purposefully non-invasive manner and seated himself in a silver chair with long, slender armrests that sat facing the same window Liebni observed.  “The Administration has recently been informed of a change in priorities, a re-allocation of funds and resources.”  The colored tone patterns were revealing, they seemed to change from one indicator to the next.  Leibni watched individual raindrops fall past, moving his eyes quickly from cloud to Earth, cloud to Earth.  “Leibni, there’s been an alteration in your status as a priority program here at the Center.  There is a possibility that continued lack of support will, reduce, our time in the labs and in session”.  Something did reveal itself in the virtual scopics, a non-attractor, Dr. Kant was in chaos.  It seemed small hints of polarized feelings were transmitting through the subtle overtones of a calm, relaxed voice.  Something about it reminded Leibni of the Alu-min pipe Wilber had showed him months before.  With the force aligned from one direction, even a person standing on the tube’s end, the thin metallic surface gave no sign of weakness or strain.  But with a flick of one finger against the hard shell the pipe would collapse under massive force, the weight of the demonstrator, Wilber in this case.  Dr. Kant was the Alu-min, cool, solid, but there was a tremendous force behind him, over him, all around.  Leibni knew there was a soft spot, what he didn’t know was if it was worth finding.


“I am to be terminated?” asked Liebni.  There was a brief pause.


“No!  Absolutely not Leibni”, a wild fluctuation was harnessed by the speaker, his tones were more disciplined than ever.  


“What is he hiding?” thought unit Pt-01.


Kant continued, “We have simply made a new investment in the Spectral Program.  It is believed that the pure energy cells, in time, will develop a logic capability and intuitive thought process that will rival any being ever conceived.  Our sponsors hope that this will provide the”, Kant failed himself, pausing. Leibni was beyond the Dr.’s estimation, “breakthroughs we have been looking for.”  The cool surface shuddered, the great force behind was beginning to reveal itself.


“Is it sadness?” wondered Leibni.  There were definite indicators of loss and mournful disattachment in the tonal signature, but, there was more.  Something greater, something masked.  The great force was not suppressed sorrow, it was something else. . . 


“Tomorrow, Liebni, you will report to the VE examination headquarters.  Skinner will take you through necessary procedures and debrief you on how your life is to change”, the word life would have angered unit Pt-01 but his emotions were trained, honed, tuned, and controlled by virtual will.  Kant looked up.  “Leibni is that a tint on your skin?” asked the Doctor moving toward the digital man with abandon.  Leibni caught it, too late.


“How did that happen?” he thought.  Blushing was a controlled function, he had learned it.  Functions of the nervous system, chemical transfers, neuron-net signals, blood pressure, visible evidence on the skin, these were not accidental occurrences to a self-regulating synthetic being.  The thought was something terrifying, he knew, only feeling a hint of the actual emotion.  Kant frowned.


“Leibni you are blushing.  Is this intentional?”, Leibni knew not what to say.  Kant didn’t have the advantage of oscilloscopic analysis, lying to humans was easy, being a matter of wit and act more than programming.


“Of course.  Why would I ignore 2 years of education the day before I am released into the archives of scientific advance?” the sarcasm angered Kant.  Leibni wanted the soft spot, he was pushing everywhere he could.


“I am going to ask for this quarters to be sealed Leibni.  It is for your own good.”


“Where did that come from?” he questioned silently.  Kant turned away from his good friend, his constant trial and effort for 22 and 1/2 months.  The door opened without a sound.


“You are free to stay within this quadrant, friend.  Please do not leave the floor or go past barrier 3” Dr. Kant said without waiting for an answer.


“Fear!  That was it.  The last sentence hung in the strange space of Leibni’s mind, the aural configuration was exact.  A swell, ripples, momentary swell, followed by patterned figure eights.  “Overwhelming fear!”, Leibni realized.  “But what is he afraid of?” There were two pair of footsteps outside the door leaving the area, walking together.


Outside the rain fell soft, in gentle waves.  One moment’s murmur stilled into a breath, and then grew again.  Yellow petals far below bent hard beneath the sky’s cool offering, a penance for the gift of life.

*******


She was unique among her species.  Some merging of yield and penetration in her stare, a tempered will, real identity.  Her words seemed urgent.  Leibni wondered why he had no analysis of her sound, “Where am I anyway?”, he thought.  She answered.  “She answered!”, he said to himself more as a question.  The girl nodded.  Perhaps this was a standard function of the female human.  He had interacted so little with this kind of creature and had heard they were difficult to understand, that their sense of knowing was not to be underestimated.  Maybe this was why they can hear thoughts!


“Leibni”, she said.  “What if one day everything around you became blue in hue, the world shimmered and changed forever and you realized you had really been blind all your life, what you had known wasn’t real -”, her image was cut off and a friendly voice seemed to echo in the distance.


“Yo Liebni!  Hey there, wake up!”  Closer it came.  Sudden light crimped the fiber-light tubes in his eyes.  It was Wilber, his friend.  Leibni reached out in space where the girl had been but found only the coarse hand of a young man eager to share the day’s events.  “It’s 14:30 hours man, no time to sleep!  Come on, let’s go get some tea.”  Wilber pulled Leibni up by both hands and headed for the door.  Pt-01 followed into the hallway.  Barrier 2 sounded with a soft “Ping”, Leibni remembered his orders.  He thought of that great fear.


“Have you heard about the Spectral Project Leibni?” Wilber asked.  


“Yes”, he answered, giving away little sign of displeasure at the thought of this new evolution.


“It’s a computer, or a thing, that lives or sustains itself by controlling processes at the subatomic level.  Well that’s the primary system, but the project itself is redefining reality as we have known it.  They are saying we finally broke the barrier.  Translational energy, subatomic calculations, storage, information retrieval - unlimited speed and memory.”  Wilber was tired, Leibni had seen it at first, now it registered in his voice.


A loud buzzer, deep in tone, sounded as they attempted to pass barrier 3.  Doors closed just ahead of them with a swift motion and a guard revealed himself from inside a corridor to the left.


“What the hell is this all about?” Wilber asked the guard.


“Unit Pt-01 is not to pass barrier 3”, answered the guard in a monotone.  Wilber looked first at him, then at Leibni.


“What did you do?”, he said, turning back to the guard, “Come on, it’s us”.  The plea was futile.  The guard thumbed the print reader safety mechanism on the handle of his side-arm.  Wilber took a step back.  Looking at Leibni he said, “Let’s go the other way.  These guys woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”  That one Leibni could not figure out.


The two sat with backs against the hallway, telling stories, recounting memories.  The swimsuit issue event was a favorite memory for Leibni, seeing the lack of control on the part of his superiors and their inability to adapt to nothing more than a new visual stimulus was something he would not forget.  The subject of Leibni’s status change did not come up, as if Wilber knew what it might mean and left the idea alone.  His fatigue revealed itself and Leibni asked how school was going.


“I don’t know.  I’m in a bad way, I think.  I don’t know how to explain it, but it’s just been an overwhelming semester.  I hate to make excuses but -”, instead of uttering some self-defeating phrase Wilber took the highlight of the cloud, “it has pushed and tested my limits, empowering me to discover new realms of my own being, Leibni.  Some say it might build character.”  Wilber shrugged.


“How so, what’s happened?”


“Well, have you ever heard of psychic attack?”  Leibni moved his head side to side once.  “That’s kind of a joke anyway.  I don’t know.  I signed up for this class I really wanted to get into with a professor that I enjoy studying under.  He made some concessions even to let me in knowing I work hard and offer something to the class when I can.  But this semester one thing after another has drained my academic energy reserves, I could hardly get a foothold anywhere.  First I had an unsettling event with the security staff, then I was sick, then my personal transport  blew up.  Understand I am not exactly rolling in funds and my parents don’t help me much.  Then I had to go resolve some issues in court, then I got a new car and went through all that hassle with insurance and stuff. . . then some girl hit that car damaging it and I had to spend the night stuck far away in a blizzard using the little money I had in a hotel.  Even now I battle her insurance company.  Then about the time I was really getting onto things, I had a desk set up, everything in files, my clothes were all organized, I dressed sharp, really feeling more like an adult and enjoying new levels of responsibility and character - it was about then that my house burned up destroying or damaging a lot and putting me out of home.  In between classes I salvaged what I could, cleaning little since I haven’t had the time.  A protruding collarbone compounded all this as my shoulder became semi-immobilized for awhile and no one could really tell me what was going on with it.  They still can’t but the pain has almost disappeared.”  He rubbed his shoulder.  “Meanwhile all of my classes, heavy writing courses with multiple papers and projects, one with 13 books, novels to read, and others with lots of tests and research, all weighed on my brain.  It seemed to separate me from reality in a way, like there was no way I could be in all this at once.  Sickness in my family and problems with grandparents made me consider dropping some classes, but I stuck it through and pulled most of them off. . . just barely.  But I do not know how to present this to my esteemed professor and explain in some way how much I appreciated his class and wish I could have worked more and harder.”


“Maybe you were worth your space in class discussions”, chimed Leibni.


“I’d like to think so, and he’s real busy, it’s not like he has time to read a 47 page paper on ‘The Theories of Everything’.”


“Everything?”, asked Leibni.


“Yes.  Well, according to the author.  He’s real smart don’t get me wrong but sometimes I wonder if he’s not comparing apples to alligators and seaweed to star matter.”


“Does he have past works, this author?”, asked Leibni.  Wilber knew what the great mind was working toward.


“Yes, in fact, much of his validity, and even an understanding of the current work is hinging on at least a cursory review of past articles and titles.  By reading these we understand many things that would seem like assumptions in the ‘Theories’.  He has done his searching, has reached conclusions beyond most, and has pulled together theories from all over to present a great amalgam of thought.”


“Does it have the substance to change humanity, I mean, is it - applicable?”, Pt-01 asked.


“Well yes, and no.  It depends on your audience.  There are members of some communities that will see this fellow as an anti-Christ of sorts, breaking down the sacred mythic barriers of their entrenched, ‘narrow’ religions.  And his stance against the popular Cultural Creative population is quite refreshing, but still, I can’t help but feel that his words lack . . .animous.”


“They aren’t alive, is that what you mean?” Liebni seemed genuinely confused.


“Yes.  Some words, those often referred to as Holy, not by doctrine or someone else but in the present by experience, seem to have a quality about them.  They change the system that incorporates them.  When reading them it is as if a stream of light has entered through the heart or head and the body becomes less heavy.  They inspire from within, not without, and they point a way, charting a course to be discovered but not known or spoken of directly.  They can only be written from a place of great humility and absolute experience.”  Wilber seemed lost in his own words.


“Humility?” asked Leibni.


“A quality of surrender, it seems.  Non-attachment to outcome, recognition, it cannot be faked, sensed easily.  It can even be masked under absolute arrogance, and still perceived by one possessing it himself.  It’s generally acquired as one realizes the more they know, the less they REALLY know of things greater and beyond.  And then once they discover things greater and beyond, they realize that humility is like a radio frequency, the heart and mind have to be tuned to that channel to truly receive the information in the forms of experience or intuited data.”  


“Are these experiences like dreams?”  He thought of the girl, her words.  “Can you call up ‘humility’ whenever”, asked the synthetic being, more interested in something than he had been in many months.


“It’s difficult to explain.  It does have to be practiced, yes.  And it is best to have a mentor, someone to help keep us in check.  It’s natural as one gains humility to be proud of that humility thereby destroying the gains made.”


“Why don’t more people have this ‘humility’?”


“It can be difficult to cultivate in a world of vanity.  Our lives are shaped by identity and supported by a constant lack of fulfillment that manifests as consumerism.  You and I Leibni are separated somewhat from that right now.  I as a student, you, in here.  But the world outside is still occupied with thoughts that hinder their spiritual growth, of which the physical is simply a reflection.”  It was apparent to Leibni that Wilber had spent much time in contemplation.  That word, ‘hinder’. Something about it really struck unit Pt-01.  What was it, some drive within gnawed at him, a hunger to resolve this issue.  At least before leaving, before submitting his crystal-matrix storage files back into the Titchen mainframe he should use his learning and analytical capabilities to solve this great riddle.  He could give the humans a tool, leave them with something to spur their growth on, to break down these barriers.  


“Do I have humility?”, Leibni asked.


“Leibni, you are a beautiful soul.”  The words almost hurt.  “When you begin to see yourself as something greater and beyond the lesser of those around you, you tune into another radio station, it’s called delusion.  It will rob you of true understanding, and those scriptures, the words of light, will close themselves off and reveal nothing to you other than someone’s inane divine search, courtesy of mythic perspectives and a magical consciousness.” Wilber’s stomach growled.


“That’s why you can carry on through all this stuff, the weight, school, life”, Leibni waved a hand across the hall pointing at the walls and ceiling and floor.


“Maybe.  A matter of necessity perhaps.  Call it the path of least resistance.  I’d say hardship helps, suffering separates one from false pretense.  The real is only experienced without buffers.  Stand naked in the rain, peeing the rainwater you drank for two days before.  Then you will know clouds and water for the first time.  It’s raw, it’s real.  You can’t buy it, you can’t reason it.  You can’t explain it, you will not understand.  You can only know.  And to share with others, you can only tell them how you came to know, keeping in mind there are countless ways of coming into this knowing.  Humility is a sacred element Leibni, volatile, but necessary.”


A door opened and closed somewhere down the hall.  Footsteps clicked on the solid floor, approaching with a rhythm and a spring.


“There is one more element.  Another frequency that exists in harmony with humility.”  Said Wilber.


“So this is your theory of everything?”


“Umm.  No.  I have something of my own.  I certainly wouldn’t be so crass as to suggest it is on the same level of the greater thinkers of our time, but it’s something I’ve toyed with for many years.”  Wilber snapped his fingers and pointed at the hard wall across from them.  A silken texture sent the sound back immediately.  Only Leibni would notice.  “It’s all about numbers.”


The footsteps rounded the corner and a person walked by hardly making the effort to glance at the two men sitting, backs and heads against the wall, in deep contemplation.  Wilber’s stomach growled again.  Leibni looked up without moving his head and was stopped in though.  His calibrated heart missed a beat it seemed, but he didn’t think about it.  There right above him, as if floating by in a dream, was the girl he had seen that afternoon.  He had no inclinations toward an attraction, procreation was not an option and he had not been taught the intricacies of male/female relations.  Without being taught he knew them not.  Or wasn’t supposed to.  A machine only knows what it has been programmed to know, that was the theory.


She passed by and turned right at the next corner.  Oddly trimmed, long but controlled dark hair stroked against a tight vest of some semi-organic polymer as she walked.  A quick glance over her right shoulder alerted Leibni to his own preoccupation with her passing.  Then she was gone.  It was her, he was sure.  The words replayed from the dream - he wasn’t supposed to dream.  


“What if one day everything around you became a blue hue”, she asked, “the world shimmered and changed forever and you realized you had been blind all your life. . . ”


“But number’s are not the key”, Wilber continued, “only a step, but not the first step.  In fact, those who jump to numbers always fall, those who have taken the first step fail to see the numbers.”


“What kind of number’s?” questioned Leibni, still thinking about his - dream.


Wilber reached into his back pack and pulled out a data file.  It looked like a small crystal, a prism, less than a finger’s width and half as long.  “This is a letter I wrote to a professor once.  There are many problems in it, and the flow is, well, distracting is the word some have used, but they are just missing the forest for the trees.  If you take it in as a whole and make allowances for my age and fantastic nature, then you might get a glimpse at the numbers I refer to, but they are much more than this.  I only throw these pieces on a table.  Someone else might come along one day and arrange the puzzle into a picture.  Tell me what you think, there is much more. Much more.  But this is a good start.  It was never a grade before and wasn’t written for any class, so I submitted it to that professor I was talking about earlier as part of the semester’s assignment, a personal writing that is all.  A shadow cast from the form of my own ‘theory of everything’.”  Wilber handed the crystal to Leibni.  Leibni took hold of it, but Wilber held tight.  “For you Leibni, it’s best that Kant not know.”


Leibni took the piece and dropped into a chest pocket, his own vest similar in style to the one floating by moments before.  He wondered why he had not seen the type before on any of the Center staff.  “Another element, yes”, Wilber said to himself ust loud enough that Leibni could hear.  A smile spread across the human’s face.  Leibni did not notice.


“No problem”, said Leibni, “I’ll take a look at it.  Meanwhile, good luck bringing the semester to a close.”


“Yeah thanks.”  Wilber stood up, stomach growling again.  “I think I’m off to get some food.  Hey, what’s up with barrier 3?”


“I don’t know, Dr. Kant has me on lock down today”, the mood was oddly lighter, a sudden change.  Denseness in the air seemed to dissipate.  Wilber was a good friend.  A lot of the conversation drifted from Leibni’s cache, some of it resting deep in the recesses of mind.  That’s where Wilber had wanted it.


The two shook hands and parted ways seeming oblivious to the import of the preceding conversation or the effect it would have on the course of events to come.  Leibni walked slowly back into his own room and peered through the clear pane of, separation.  He wondered how it would feel to stand naked out there, in the cold, the wet streaming around him as it did his own window.  It was getting dark now, the gentle blue luminescence of perimeter lights traced Security Lines in the distance.  The narrow footpaths below were a soft white, glowing from within.  


The rain fell soft, in gentle waves.  One moment’s murmer stilled into a breath, and then grew again.  In increments indiscernible to anything extratomic in nature the world shifted outside, never the same.

*******

