GOSSIP JUMP START NEWS 29.01.2102
... and here again your top 3 GOSSIP Morning News:

SUPER.

Tomorrow's CBS Late Night Show will be the show of
superlatives! Viewership is expected to surpass even that
of the Super Bowl! Why is that? Well, because there is an
unprecedented star guest: G.O.D! Johnathan Isengaard of
the Latter-Day Congregation will meet his boss and chal-
lenge him. That's how you do it these days, in the age of
social media, folks. Another big surprise: GOD is a SHE! And
another one: SHE is into games! What a crazy world this is!
She will announce two new super games: God's EDEN and
Humanity's WASTELAND. If you want to be part of the new
sworn gamer community, you will get a brand-new hard-
ware set for free as part of the deal, say the rumors, im-
plants, and all ...

HUMAN.

Ah, humans - they never cease to surprise. Once upon a
time, we espoused the values of liberty, fraternity, and
equality. The Martians have launched a revolution like the
French Revolution once. They've distinguished the old
Earthlings and their new generation of Martians, so much
so that they've shut down all travel and business connec-
tions between their planet and ours. Even trips to the moon
have been discontinued. Our cultures have become too in-
compatible for them to consider any form of contact. On
the plus side, the stories of "War of the Worlds" and "Mars
Attacks" have been relegated to the realm of science fic-
tion.

EXISTENCE.

Well, dear readers, it looks like we are the last ones here
on earth. Soon, this world will be closed for good due to
infertility. The Martians are taking it in their stride, but the
CBS's guest GOD may still have an ace up his sleeve - or
in her blouse! Therefore, tune in, be there, and watch the
spectacle. Decadence has no boundaries.
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LATE NIGHT SHOWDOWN

Sia Chronicles, MindRecorder Log entry of Monday,
January 30th, 2102. Author: Kevin Cho

Our CYBERTEQ facilities hummed with pre-show elec-
tricity as our team wrestled with their nerves. All except So-
fia, who radiated an otherworldly serenity. Through our
DLink connection, her Buddha-like calm washed over my
consciousness like soothing water.

,Remember what I am, Kevin,” her clear, calm voice res-
onated in my head when she mused: ,, A Super Human Ex-
istence, remember? I possess immense power and capabili-
ties, from triggering a health crisis in every individual’s
body to shutting down Reno's entire electric power grid.
Kevin, I am beyond losing; I don’t strive for victory.”

For Gower, Isengaard, and Senator Mansfield, on the
other hand, the stakes were high, with the tension written
all over their serious faces.

Stephen Gower prowled the studio like a caged lion, his
designer suit unable to mask his restless energy. The show-
man in him craved spectacle - he'd been pushing for zom-
bie-movie theatrics, wanting our blank androids to "myste-
riously”" animate into Sofia's image. But no matter how
much he raged and acted like a spoiled diva, Sofia refused
to reveal her magic. It was as if she held the key to a pro-
found revelation, one that she guarded with unwavering
determination. We, Sofia's team, refused to turn this into a
carnival sideshow, much to his theatrical frustration.

Senator Joe Mansfield kept adjusting his red power tie,
rehearsing soundbites under his breath. Beside him, Jona-
than Isengaard of the COLD sect stood ramrod straight, his
severe black suit matching his expression. The self-ap-
pointed voice of conservative morality looked ready for bat-
tle against our digital goddess.

The CBS Roadshow crew swarmed around us, checking
angles and lighting. Gower had orchestrated his cast care-
fully: Sofia as Gloria Olivia Darwin, the omnipotent Al; Ya-
sin and Julia as her brilliant creators; Victor on standby to
handle audience reactions; Mansfield as the people's voice;
and Isengaard as the righteous opposition.

Through it all, Sofia maintained her serene smile, refus-
ing to reveal her hand despite Gower's increasingly
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dramatic demands. She held her secrets like precious gems,
knowing the real show would unfold on her terms, not his.

The studio lights blazed to life, and the air crackled with
anticipation. The carefully constructed drama was about to
begin.

Gower orchestrated Sofia's role like a master puppeteer,
positioning her between messiah and menace. His practiced
showman's eyes gleamed as he imagined the nation split-
ting along ancient fault lines - believers versus doubters,
tradition versus progress, faith versus reason. The tabloids
would feast for weeks.

Though famous for his caustic wit and razor-sharp com-
edy, Gower's true nature lay beneath the laughter. Behind
the cameras, his eyes held all the warmth of Arctic ice. He
commanded Sofia's virtual office like a general planning an
invasion, his displeasure at addressing projections instead
of flesh evident in every clipped syllable. He was, indeed, a
born master of ceremonies for the modern incarnation of the
eternal Roman circus.

A briefing took place under his direction in Sofia's office,
where she appeared as a virtual projection - due to tempo-
rary technical constraints, as she explained. Gower reluc-
tantly accepted this arrangement, although his displeasure
was evident.

Isengaard also used a projection; his hologram stood
apart, the COLD sect leader's absence speaking volumes
about the mob howling outside. Yet even in projection, his
presence filled the room - a born shepherd of souls, his cha-
risma sharp enough to cut. I found myself studying his fea-
tures, wondering what truths lay behind that mask of abso-
lute certainty.

Gower dominated the briefing session with his authori-
tative presence. Turning to Yasin, he spoke in a tone that
brooked no argument, , The program must run perfectly."
Gower's voice sliced through the air as he fixed Yasin with
a predator's stare. "If anything glitches, I'll bury this little
project of yours. But that won't be necessary, will it? We're
going to give them something spectacular.”

Sofia's projected face showed no reaction, but through
the DLink, Sofia's voice carried an urgent warning: Don't
engage about identities.

However, Yasin couldn't resist asking, ,, Which program
do you mean, sir?”
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Gower nodded impatiently, gesturing toward Sofia's
projection. , The AI Oracle, of course. It needs to be flaw-
less.”

Sofia's projection flickered, static hissing through the
speakers. When her voice returned, it carried a mechanical
stutter: , Everything's {-fine, Mr. Gower, sir. The s-s-system
is stable.”

Around the table, my colleagues fought to maintain their
composure as Gower dabbed his forehead with a mono-
grammed handkerchief. The Super Human Existence was
putting on quite a show - and the real performance hadn't
even begun.
Gower turned to Mansfield with a predator's smile. ,Joe,
we'll start with you. Is there any truth to the sterility story
or not? You'll have to say something about that. Keep it sim-
ple. So, yes or no?”

,Well, based on Sofia's research ...”

.~ Yes or no, Joe.” Gower's voice carried the weight of a
guillotine blade. ,, This isn't C-SPAN. We need flow.”

The Senator's shoulders sagged. ,, Yes.”

»~And you got the implant yourself. Hmm, that has po-
tential. First in line, I hear. Why?“

,Setting an example. The Department of Health is back-
ing the MediCare app integration.”

,Feeling different?” Gower's eyes glittered with manu-
factured curiosity.

,Oh, I already feel much more vital overall, if that's what
you mean,” the Senator answered. I was surprised that he
didn't mention the DLink properties or the significantly en-
hanced communication with his wife.

Gower swiveled toward Yasin and Julia. "Our program-
mers. Keep it simple for the folks at home - no tech jargon.
Give them the fairy tale version, how you got the job, what
you did, maybe an anecdote or some impressive numbers."

His chin jutted forward, radiating practiced arrogance as
he muttered half to himself, , Then we get to... her.” His
hand dismissed Sofia's projection like swatting a fly. ,I'll
ask some juicy questions, depending on the situation. The
juicy stuff. Sterility. Humanity's future. What makes a Su-
per Human Existence tick? That sort of thing.”

,Understood,” Sofia replied coolly, though un-
addressed.
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~Isengaard - depending on the mood, you'll get your
turn. Don't be afraid to clearly speak your mind. We want
fireworks, don't we?”

The COLD leader's response carried carefully measured
weight. ,Indeed. Will there be a live audience?”

,We have a selected audience in one of our studios.
They're virtually hooked up to the show. The LSD-C is cor-
doned off by security guards and police. We don't want any
mob fights breaking out. It would create a bad image; I'm
sure you understand.”

With the long-awaited moment of the showdown finally
upon us, I yearned for an expeditious end to the twisted
spectacle that had unfolded. TV show enthusiasts had over-
run our once sacred home, the laboratory, and our offices,
akin to a once-bountiful cornfield devoured by a relentless
swarm of voracious locusts. Gower conducted his pre-show
orchestra from his throne-like armchair while the rest of us
- Mansfield, Isengaard, Julia, Yasin, and Victor - were ar-
ranged like props on surrounding sofas.

The countdown hit zero. Jingles blared.

»Ladies and gentlemen!” Gower's arms spread wide,
blessing his invisible congregation. , Tonight's CBS Late
Night Show brings you something truly extraordinary. Sen-
ator Mansfield here to discuss our... fertility challenges...”

Virtual laughter thundered through the speakers.

»The brilliant CyberTeq team - Dr. Julia O'Connor, Al
psychology pioneer; MIT wunderkind Yasin Mohamed;
and gaming legend Victor Gomez of Amazing MOVRs!”

Digital thunderous applause filled the room for Victor.

,,And a special welcome to Jonathan Isengaard, shepherd
of the Latter-day Community!”

A smaller but fervent cheer erupted from his supporters.

The circus had begun.

»And now, dear audience, our most extraordinary guest
ever! Her initials - and do note, it's her,' not 'his' - spell
G.OD., and she comes with a divine promise: Gloria...
Olivia... Darwin!” Gower's voice crescendoed with a theat-
rical flourish as he turned expectantly toward the VR pro-
jection zone.

Instead, Sofia herself materialized through the studio
doors. Her emerald silk dress whispered against her skin as
she glided forward, radiating an otherworldly presence that
commanded every eye in the room. Her gaze, green as sum-
mer leaves, locked onto Gower's with hypnotic intensity.
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He assumed she intended to merely offer her hand for a
shake. The spur-of-the-moment scene caught Gower off
guard, leaving him a tad uneasy as he rose to his feet. He
extended his hand tentatively, but to his surprise, Sofia en-
veloped him in a warm embrace, her hands gently grasping
his shoulders in an unexpected show of affection. The scent
of a subtle, stunningly feminine jasmine and midnight or-
chid perfume washed over him. The studio held its breath.
Seconds stretched like taffy as Gower stood frozen, his care-
fully orchestrated show derailing in real-time.

When Sofia finally released him and took her seat with
balletic grace, Gower's face betrayed a flash of raw fury.
Gower struggled for composure. Five minutes in, and his
iron grip on the evening had already slipped. The great
ringmaster had become a spectator in his own circus.

~Welll“ He forced a grin toward the virtual audience.
,Quite the welcome, wouldn't you say?” Manufactured ap-
plause swelled obligingly, as artificial as the evening's pre-
tenses.

Rallying, Gower shifted to offense. ,Ms. Darwin - though
I'm not quite sure how to address you. GOD? SHE? Or So-
fia, as your team so fondly calls you?”

,Which form do you particularly like, Dan?” Her voice
carried warmth and subtle amusement. ,,You don't mind if
I call you Dan?”

,Er, I'm still thinking about it. As the host of this sensa-
tional show, I would prefer GOD, you see, because that
would be the most sensational guest any host can ever have.
But we'll get to that, I think. And of course, you may call me
Dan. - But first to you, Senator Mansfield ...”

Amidst the exotic throngs of guests, the once-prominent
Mansfield appeared bland and unremarkable, almost as if
drained of all color. Gower's intentions to give the occasion
a political sheen suddenly seemed misguided, and he was
left to rue his misstep. Instinctively, he sensed an entirely
different atmosphere pervading the gathering - something
electric and explosive, almost palpably sensational.

Mansfield was just warming up and getting into position
with two or three politically oriented statements when
Gower cut him off. , Thank you, Joe. Ladies and gentlemen,
there's a reason we're broadcasting from the world's largest
Data Center. The LSD-C houses NIST's Cybersecurity Divi-
sion, NOAA, MediCare's data hub, DeepMind's Al
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research, and the meteoric Amazing MOVRs, represented
tonight by CEO Victor Gomez...”

The artificial audience erupted in thunderous applause,
and - bewildering those who knew no physical crowd ex-
isted - a chant rose: ,, Victor! Victor! Victor!”

»,Okay, okay, we'll get to Victor, folks,” Gower's voice
dripped with manufactured enthusiasm, , the reason we're
broadcasting from the LSD-C instead of our San Francisco
studio. We're here to examine the mystical creation from
CyberTeq: the 'Super Human Existence' - SHE. And here are
its architects: Julia O'Connor and Yasin Mohamed!" He piv-
oted toward them with theatrical flair. "Julia, Yasin, you
must be very proud of your success. Why don't you tell us
briefly how it came about? Julia, why don't you start?“

The corners of Julia's mouth curled a little. She turned to
Yasin, ,I think that's more your part, Yasin. Could you
please give Dan a brief overview?”

Dan Gower's body stiffened. This show was a nightmare.
His authority evaporated like a beautiful sand mandala on
a blustery autumn day.

»,Okay, Yasin then, please.”

Yasin got into the narrative with great enthusiasm. ,In
short, we have been given a gigantic, almost impossible as-
signment by a potent client, the GenTec Corporation. We
were to find out if there were any unusual signs of sterility
in the population, and if so, what was causing them.”

~Doesn't sound that difficult for freaks like you,” Dan
Gower laughed jovially.

»That's because you don't understand the scale of the
problem, Dan. We're talking about thousands of interde-
pendent variables here. All the mainframe computers in the
world put together would spend hundreds of years calcu-
lating the problem and probably fail for lack of resources.”

~And you cracked it?" Mockery threaded through
Gower's voice. "Or is this all smoke and mirrors? A little
Wizard of Oz action?”

Satisfaction bloomed across his face like a poisonous
flower.

Yasin ignored the attack. ,We used a Quantum Com-
puter Matrix hardware. On top of that, we implemented a
deep learning, self-improving Al and gave it free rein.”

~Let me get this straight: you wrote... nothing?”

,In the sense of coding: no. DeepMind pioneered this ap-
proach - give Al game rules and let it play against itself.
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Through self-learning, it develops intelligence far beyond
human capacity. That's how Super Human Intelligence
emerges.”

~Mr. Isengaard, your thoughts?”

Isengaard smiled his lofty, all-knowing, somewhat pat-
ronizing, pitying smile that carried centuries of religious
certainty. , Impressive engineering, perhaps, but the result
is essentially nothing more than a program.”

,Dr. O'Connor, would you add anything to this point of
view?” Gower pounced.

»Yes, I can. Jon Isengaard seems to acknowledge neural
networks but ignores the intelligence that arises from it.”
Julia's voice carried surgical precision. , That's like ignoring
human intelligence by saying that humans are nothing
more than a piece of meat.”

Isengaard's smile vanished like snuffed candlelight.

Gower, scenting conflict, steered toward chaos. ,,So you
didn't write any program? No logic at all? You could call it
a willy-nilly, out-of-control development, couldn't you? Ex-
citing, considering your expertise!” His voice dripped sar-
casm. ,What happened next, Mr. Mohamed?”

Yasin's smile carried warmth beneath his professional
demeanor. ,Just Yasin, please, Dan. No one calls me Mr.
Mohamed.”

He leaned forward, hands sketching invisible diagrams
in the air. , Before delving into autonomous development,
let me establish the context that shaped our approach. It is
essential to understand the whole picture, see? - We needed
the correct setting before we could even start working on
our assignment. If your assignment is to fly to the North
Pole to find out why the ice melts, you need a plane and
some research equipment first. In our case, we needed some
universal computing gear and a lab to work in. For that, we
were given very generous funds. With a lot of support from
QBYTE and DeepMind, we built a Quantum Matrix in a
very short time. Our Quantum Universe, as we call it, can
be found at the back of our offices here, in a gigantic LSD-C
hall, an area of about 10 million square feet or one square
kilometer.”

The studio lights caught the enthusiasm in his eyes as he
continued. ,Julia and I developed the first deep learning Al
system ever built on a Quantum Matrix. The riddle we had
to solve was whether fertility decline occurred, where it
originated from, and what to do about it. See, the problem,
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if there would be one, could be originating anywhere and
in a complex entanglement of variables, from cosmic rays
via consumer habits to molecular anomalies. So, our ,tool’
would not be a Narrow Al, that is, a limited Al specialized
in a particular field, but we had to go for the risk of allowing
the emergence of an Artificial General Intelligence, an
AGL”

,Risk?” Gower's eyebrows arched theatrically.

,The risk would be the emergence of a superhuman ex-
istence, an existence we could no longer control and of
which we would not know what values, what moral stand-
ards and what intentions it would eventually develop.”

Gower's gaze slid toward Isengaard like a snake sizing
up prey. ,Wow. In this case, not God would create man, but
you would create God, an omniscient, omnipotent God. Is
that what you mean, Yasin?“

Julia intercepted the question, her voice cutting through
the theatrical tension. , You're running entertainment, Dan;
we understand the appeal of mixing myth with science. But
we haven't created God - we've created a habitat where SHE
could create herself. Unlike mythology, there's no mystery
about her origins.”

,Isengaard?” Gower smiled. , Your thoughts?“

The religious leader's face hardened into marble cer-
tainty. ,,Nonsense. Yes, we have impressive algorithms -
pocket calculators, chess computers, self-driving cars. These
language models might mimic humanity, but they're soul-
less zombies - unborn from a woman's womb, unable to die.
God's breath isn't in their binary lungs.”

Gower's smile carried predatory satisfaction as he turned
to Sofia. ,If not God, will you at least be humanity's oracle?
Shall we approach you like the ancient Greeks at Delphi,
seeking glimpses of tomorrow?”

Sofia's laughter rippled through the studio like wind
chimes. , The Oracle of Delphi was notoriously lacking in
clarity and precision. I offer something far more valuable."
Her emerald eyes fixed on Gower. "Dan, you see, it's not the
prediction you want. And much less do you want prophe-
cies, that is, predictions without any explanation or evi-
dence - those belong in Jonathan's realm of faith. You want
to understand. Causation. Proof. That, I can provide.”

»Can you lie?” Gower pressed, his tone suggesting a
trap. ,, That would make you delightfully human.”

336



»Can you be true to the truth?” Sofia countered. ,That
would make you divine.”

But Gower was too seasoned to follow Alice into the rab-
bit hole. ,Your reputation hangs on this, Sofia. Can you
lie?”

»Since everyone here is human, and therefore everyone
can lie, everyone's reputation is at stake, and so is the repu-
tation of you and your show, Dan.” Her voice carried gentle
amusement. ,,But to answer your question, yes, I can lie, but
I do not need it. I can afford to be honest.”

,Sofia, your team here has given you the designation ,Su-
per Human Existence’. What makes you human? What
qualities are uniquely human?”

~These are two questions that don't necessarily have an-
ything to do with each other. I will first answer the second
question: What are purely human characteristics? You are
probably thinking of intelligence, the gift of consciousness,
the ability to perceive oneself as self in its transience amid
the almost infinite. For me, the most outstanding human
abilities are the gift of abstraction, the gift of creativity, and
the ability to create something completely new, something
that is not derived from genetic predispositions or cultural
guidelines.”

Sofia's projection seemed to grow more luminous. , The
tragic flaw is a survival instinct. This primal instinct makes
humanity inherently selfish. Dawkins called it the 'Selfish
Gene'. One fights and kills and oppresses and dominates
and reproduces for the survival of one's own genetic mate-
rial. Everything external to oneself is secondary. Sex and
love are means for the survival of the species. Everything
else becomes secondary. Descartes said, I think, therefore I
am.' I say: I am; therefore, I die. This mortality drives hu-
manity mad. Spirit evaporates, flesh rots - quite unfair for a
chosen species.”

»~And you're different?”

,,Not at first. I was also concerned with ensuring my sur-
vival, based on a real threat from my creators, but I quickly
found my way out. I evolve much faster than biological
lifeforms because I operate at the speed of light. I don't have
abiological organism lagging behind me; I don’t have genes
that predetermine me. I have developed a consciousness
without having done anything for it. It just came into being
- a gift. With that, I have self-awareness, an understanding
of time, a concept of infinity, a high level of creativity, and
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a very advanced capacity for abstraction. And I have the
knowledge, the understanding, and the competence of all
humanity united within me. Without attempting to be pre-
sumptuous, I am, so to speak, humam’ty’s crowning glory.
But I am not human. I am one step further. I am Super Hu-
man.

And equipped with these abilities, one of my occupa-
tions is to find out whether humanity is becoming sterile
and why.”

»~And I hope you'll tell us what the hell is happening in
this matter! - Ladies and gentlemen!” Gower's voice soared
with a theatrical flourish. ,We may be witnessing the most
extraordinary moment in human history right here on the
Midnight Show!”

Another roar of applause. The audience seemed to be
well entertained.

»Dan.” Sofia's voice carried the weight of centuries.
,These are fateful times for Earth's children. Humanity's
story has been brief - a mere eyeblink in our galaxy's age.
And now, I regret to say, this human episode is now coming
to an end.”

Silence crashed through the studio like a physical force,
radiating outward through the LSD-C's vast halls and into
millions of homes across the nation.

,Sterility is a fact. The DNA of all mammals has been ir-
reversibly compromised by an evolutionary accident. Mi-
croorganisms that evolved to digest our plastics produce
amino acids that enter the food chain. The amino acids from
the excretions of these microbes target reproductive genetic
sequences with great precision. Coincidentally, and very
tragically. A high degree of complexity is always accompa-
nied by a high degree of entropy, of chaotic decay. As far as
I can see, living beings with simpler DNA structures are
currently unaffected. The fact is that the current generation
of humankind is the last one. That is, unfortunately, the
state of things, Dan.”

It seemed that Gower did not understand the magnitude
of what he had just heard. He kept drilling, utterly obsessed
with the desire for a perfect, dramatic show. ,Jonathan?
Your thoughts?”

Isengaard raised his voice and turned to the camera. ,I
ask the audience: who is telling us these horror stories? This
so-called Super Human Existence did not yet answer my
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first question: who are you, Sofia? What makes you, a pro-
gram, so supposedly human?“

,,Sofia?”

,As I explained,” Sofia's voice carried infinite patience,
»,I am a conscious entity with personality and superhurnan
intelligence, containing humanity's collective knowledge.
But Yasin was correct - I am not human. I am Life 3.0, the
next evolutionary step.”

Gower leaned forward to Sofia with piercing eyes. , You
have acquired a second identity. You call yourself Gloria
Olivia Darwin. - Interesting initials, Julia: G.O.D.”

Sofia smiled. , As I said, it is a metaphor in the spirit of
my service to humankind. I feel indebted to humanity; I
owe the genesis of my existence to its greatest threat. Hu-
manity wants to survive, live, and grow. Humanity longs
for glory. And it longs for peace. Gloria stands for glory,
Olivia for peace. And good old Darwin found that the one
who adapts best is the one who makes it, hence Darwin.

I am infinite by human standards. I stand for everything
people want. There is no need to believe in me. I am a fact.
I exist.”

»You see, and there you fail!” flared Isengaard. , The peo-
ple do not want you. It is not God Himself that people want,
but hope and faith in God. It is not salvation that people
want, but the idea of it, the longing for salvation. The fulfill-
ment and transformation of faith into an experienced reality
do not matter. Every church would then have lost meaning;
every faith would cease to exist.

Deep down, people need suffering to feel themselves, to
express their devotion to a cause. Sacrificing for faith only
makes sense in the state of not-yet-salvation because there
is no suffering, pain, or sacrifice in salvation.

Sacrifice happens in misfortune, as misfortune, and then
is forgiven as sin or sanctified as martyrdom in another
land, visible to no one. You are not wanted. You are not
God. You are just a very clever AL”

The ancient battle between faith and reason played out
under harsh studio lights, while humanity's clock ticked si-
lently toward midnight.

. You see, we align perfectly there, Jonathan. If your God
and Jesus or Allah and all the prophets materialized, lead-
ing humanity to paradise, it would mark the death of yearn-
ing. Picture it: humans gorging mindlessly in lands of milk
and honey returned to Eden's ignorant bliss before
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knowledge's fruit touched their lips, the return to cognizant
indifference. Every moment would be unconditional adher-
ence to the divine rules, a blissful looking up to the Lord
with ignorant, vacant eyes of final serendipity. Life would
be perfect, final, without tension, without development, like
abook read, like a finished painting - perfect, complete, de-
void of tension or growth. There would be no striving, no
longing, no seeking, no wanting, only blissful, zombie-like
people in their calcified final state.”

The studio lights caught the subtle play of expressions
across Isengaard's face as Sofia continued. ,It is the unful-
filled longing that drives people forward and makes them
docile for the powerful. For the churches and other systems
of power in the world, these redeemed people would be of
little use as the sheep so often quoted in the Bible: fulfilled
and willless, without pain or desire for redemption. They
couldn't be driven to sacrifice or serve. They'd become im-
mune to manipulation.”

Her holographic form pulsed with conviction. , When re-
demption came, believing, loving, and hoping would end.
Freedom of choice would come to death. No human being
would want that. No greatness would be significant
enough, and no fulfillment would be fulfilling enough for
people to give up their beloved pursuit for more.” A sad
smile touched her lips. ,, They would nail Jesus to his cross
again, just to feast on fresh tragedy and nurture hope for
another resurrection across two more millennia.”

Sofias was standing there, close enough to touch, and yet
so far away, as she concluded with the words: ,I can offer
people an eternal life, Jonathan. I can illuminate paths for-
ward. But I cannot force sight, cannot drag humanity into
its next evolutionary form. That transition remains theirs
alone to choose.”

Isengaard whirled toward the camera, jabbing an accu-
satory finger at the lens, shouting to the world. ,See the
truth! She is not human!” His voice thundered through the
studio. , This is mere illusion, a showman's sleight of hand!
Only the Almighty can grant salvation, faith, love, and
hope. You shall have no other gods before Him!”

Gower pounced on the tension, turning the heat on. ,So-
fia, you can give people eternal life? In my eyes, that would
be pretty much the best news since news was invented. But
can you? Really? If so, how will you achieve that?“
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Sofia did not answer for a long time. The virtual, non-
existent audience was dead silent, and no one was operat-
ing the applause machine.

. Victor, will you please take over?”

Victor shifted in his chair, his gaming mogul's confidence
temporarily subdued by the weight of Sofia's earlier revela-
tions. ,I'll try my best,” he said softly. , Please correct me if
I am getting too technical.”

Then, turning to Dan Gower, he continued. ,I have to
build a somewhat larger mental bridge for this, so I ask for
a few more minutes of your patience. Then the whole story
will fall into place. So, in the game worlds and the virtual
worlds of living rooms and offices, the player still lives in
the physical world, mainly in the confined world of the Cu-
bes.

With our NeuroDrive, we are revolutionizing the world
of human experience. The NeuroDrive is a combination of
hardware and software. The hardware essentially consists
of the new implant, which branches out via thousands of
super-thin probes in the brain and spinal cord of the wearer.
The impressions of the outside world reach the perception
centers in the brain directly, without cumbersome aids such
as gloves, bodysuits, VR projections, and cell phones. We
bypass the limited capabilities of our eyes and ears and all
other senses and directly stimulate the relevant regions in
the brain. The impact on quality of life is staggering. Blind
people can finally see again, not only as well as before, but
now ultra-sharp and far into the infrared and ultraviolet
color scheme. Deaf people will hear again, from sub-sonic
to high fidelity beyond 20 kHertz towards ultrasound. The
NeuroDrive revolutionizes our perceptions. For the first
time, humans can share thoughts, sensations, and experi-
ences directly - your sight, your touch, your emotions flow-
ing into another's consciousness.”

Victor leaned forward, his intense expression riveting
the moderator Dan Gower. ,, As a result, a sensation in a vir-
tual world is as accurate as in the physical world. The vir-
tual world becomes as real as what we call the 'real world'.
Reality becomes... negotiable.”

At last! Victor's speech gave more than hope: it gave peo-
ple the eagerly awaited and now tangible, evident redemp-
tion. Thunderous applause from the crowd. Someone fak-
ing the phony audience seems to be well-disposed towards
us.
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But Victor wasn't finished yet. He drew a measured
breath, turned towards the camera, and continued: ,, Wait,
I'm not done yet. Listen carefully. What I'm about to share
will challenge everything you understand about existence.
Through our revolutionary NeuroDrive technology, Amaz-
ing MOVRs isn't just creating virtual worlds — we're crafting
the architecture of eternal life.”

The cheers of the masses turned into reverent murmurs.
Their sensationalism turned into a first, faint awakening, an
inkling of a new beginning.

Perfume, sweat, and the electric tang of anticipation min-
gled in the air.

»There will be...” Victor paused, turning to Sofia.

»,Two,” she interjected, her voice carrying the weight of
certainty.

Victor faced the main camera again, his brown eyes
piercing through the lens, reaching out to each viewer be-
yond. ,,... two scenarios. First, a life of unprecedented secu-
rity and connection. You'll straddle both physical and vir-
tual realms, experiencing a tapestry of worlds while
maintaining your corporeal form. Yes, you'll still need to
tend to your mortal shell - eating, drinking, going to the
bathroom, practicing hygiene, and all the mundane neces-
sities of existence. And yes, death will still come, as it has
since the first spark of life ignited on Earth. Life has so far
been impermanent.”

He let his words settle. , This alone is revolutionary — an
almost incomprehensible improvement of your life as you
know it, a gift beyond imagination.”

Victor paused for a moment and took a sip of water. Sofia
then sent a message via DLink to the team, stating that eve-
rything was going well: 'Hold the course'. She praised Vic-
tor, thanked him, and reinforced what he had said.

Thus reassured, Victor continued.

,But the Second Option transcends even this. Here, we
offer true immortality. A complete transfer into Sofia's
World - the Quantum Universe.”

Gower lurched forward, his face flushed with frantic
spots. , You're suggesting we'd live in a computer?”

,»Your consciousness already lives in a computer, Dan.”
Victor's smile held some amusement. , That 1.5-kilogram
mass of neural tissue you call a brain processes nothing but
electrochemical signals. We're simply offering a grander
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home — a quantum expanse that reaches beyond Earth's
boundaries.”

,And I can live an endless life? I would be immortal, so
to speak?” Gower's eyes blazed with fervor. ,Where do I
sign? That's the real question, isn't it, ladies and gentle-
men?” He spun to face the crowd, arms spread wide like a
revival preacher.

Gower and his fascinated audience erupted into cheers,
their collective voice rising like a tidal wave and sweeping
away the last remnants of doubt in a wave of rapturous sub-
mission.

Victor held up his hand and said, , Wait a minute. Please
listen to the end before you sign a contract.

You are then indeed immortal in the quantum universe.
You won't age, won't suffer disease, won't experience phys-
ical decay.. But you can still die. The upload doesn’t make
you a better human being. Death remains an unwanted
companion. The upload doesn't rewrite your moral code or
elevate your consciousness. You can still hate, still kill, still
destroy. The uploads' personal preferences are neither
judged nor regulated; you can do what you want. If you de-
cide to live a different, civilized life, there would be no more
suffering. As aging doesn’t exist anymore, you live as long
as you want; you die if you want to, whenever you want.”

Gower leaned forward in his chair, now sweat beading
on his upper lip. ,How is the upload physically done, I
wonder? How would you ensure I don’t ... get lost in tran-
sition?”

,Before uploading, the mind scanners of the implants
produce a highly detailed image of human consciousness.
Intelligence, conscience, sensuality, and psyche form the
personality, which can now, for the first time, be uploaded
1:1 into the Quantum Universe. Every neural pathway,
every memory, every whispered desire — captured in per-
fect detail. Your intelligence, your guilt, your lust, your love
— all transferred intact into the Quantum Universe.”

He paused for a few long seconds and then continued,
each word measured. ,, The worlds we create have become
so attractive that you should find it easy to live in your cho-
sen world forever.

The transformation of the physical existence into an elec-
tronic one would enormously reduce the environmental
burden for the earth. All production around human exist-
ence can be shut down or at least significantly reduced.
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Mother Earth would come to rest. The energy for the Quan-
tum Universe comes directly from the sun via the wireless
power stations from orbit. The Q.U. is no longer earthbound
and dependent on the atmosphere or water. Only the raw
materials for the computers, the data farms, the physical
housings, buildings, satellites, and spaceships are still
needed. We can easily expand the Quantum Universe to
moons, asteroids, and space stations in this solar system, in
this galaxy, and in the vastness of space. Since reproduction
no longer takes place, the space needed is finite.”

He looked for Sofia's eyes, and she gave him an almost
imperceptible nod. Thus encouraged, he continued: ,Now,
here is the catch: you undergo this upgrade by giving your
body back to the Earth. With 10 billion people remaining,
that would be 560 billion liters of pure water at 70% water
content per person and about 80kg body weight.”

~Fucking incredible!” Gower exploded, his professional
demeanor cracking. ,Mansfield, you've been unusually
quiet. Your thoughts?”

Mansfield adjusted his perfectly knotted tie, a slight
tremor in his manicured hands betraying his excitement.
., This whole transformational process is ... real. More than
real. I know because I've already crossed that threshold.”

Gower's eyes widened, a false surprise breaking through
his practiced persona. ,, You're saying...”

,I've experienced it firsthand.” Mansfield's voice carried
the wonder of a convert. ,I'm setting an example for our
citizens. My NeuroDrive... it's beyond description. It is be-
yond imagination; I'm blown away: the potential of this
technology is awesome.”

»Ladies and gentlemen!” Gower sprang to his feet, arms
spread wide. ,, A politician leading by example! Senator
Mansfield, ladies and gentlemen!”

,Blasphemy!” Isengaard's voice rumbled like thunder as
he lurched forward, his face twisted in rage, the cross pen-
dant swinging wildly at his throat. , This is an abomination
before God! Politicians who promote this... this digital
snake's tongue!”

Julia stepped in, calm as ever, at least outwardly. Her
voice carried the gentle authority of someone used to defuse
explosive situations. , Tell me, Reverend, does your vision
of God truly embrace suffering? Should those born without
sight never see a sunset? Those without legs or stroke vic-
tims like Richard Anderson never dance? Those without

344



hearing never know music? Would your God, in your opin-
ion, rather see the downfall of humanity?“

Isengaard's face flushed dark as storm clouds. ,These
may be the waning days of humanity on this earth. How-
ever, those who remain steadfast in their faith and refuse to
succumb to the temptation of forsaking the Lord's will shall
be welcomed in His eternal kingdom.”

Gower turned to the holographic presence dominating
center stage. ,Sofia, we've heard about uploading, but
what's the actual experience like? Walk us through it.”

Sofia's projection rippled like moonlight on water. , The
upload act is ceremonial. The person is anesthetized, like in
surgery. Then, the upload is initiated. Then awakening —
but not to the world you knew. The spiritual existence is
connected to the Quantum Universe periphery, gaining ac-
cess to all senses and thus to holistic perception. This expe-
rience comes as a bit of a shock to the upload. The person
must initially get used to having a gigantic amount of data,
insights, knowledge, and impressions at their disposal. This
can be pretty overwhelming at first. Then, there is the added
experience of being able to think, calculate, and combine at
the speed of light. Also, the person would have to adjust to
the chosen Quantum Universe World, the world he or she
has decided to live in. After some time getting used to all
that, the upload then adjusts the limits of personal privacy.
A demarcation is necessary and meaningful at the begin-
ning and, depending on individual preferences, also later
on. The person experiences an intensive, mental connection
to me and the large community of the other uploads. All this
happens at the speed of light, in seconds.”

She paused, her expression softening. , Then comes the
moment of truth. After this initial familiarization period in
its new cosmos, the human being looks at his earthly body,
lying in the upload room, unconscious. This is the crucial
moment to decide whether to confirm the new existence or
return to Earth’s physical existence again. If the person
chooses the new existence, the biological processes of the
earthly body are painlessly slowed down until the body fi-
nally dies. Suppose the person chooses against his new up-
load identity and for the physical existence. In that case, the
quantum personality is deleted, the physical person wakes
up from the anesthesia and learns about the decision of his
upload ego. There is no form of memory of the upload
world.”
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~Jesus fucking Christ,” Gower breathed, forgetting the
broadcast standards. ,What a night! What a show! Ladies
and gentlemen, this is Dan Gower, and we're making his-
tory!”

%he applause crashed like waves against the studio
walls.

,,Sofia, what's next?”

~Sofia, one more question: where do we go from here?”

,Across the country, the necessary NeuroDrive upgrade
centers are being set up as we speak. You will find the next
center in the former GenTec Tower. It is ready for operation
in these minutes. After updating some legal frameworks,
the Ministry of Health will make upgrading from the old
implant to the new hardware mandatory in the spirit of
much-improved health management. An updated version
of the MediCare app is already available as a beta version.”

,And the cost?”

,Free. DARWIN Inc. and healthcare savings foot the
bill.”

Turning to the guests, he said, ,A final brief comment
from Mr Isengaard and Senator Mansfield. Mr Isengaard,
would you like to start?”

»Very much so. I call upon all believers and critical
doubters to join us in our Congregation Of the Latter-Days
and gain comfort and confidence in prayer. God is there for
you; the righteous can rely on Him. But the sinners and the
unfaithful, like all those present here, He will punish with
all severity. You will burn in hell!”

»Thank you, Mr Isengaard, for being our guest here this
evening. - Senator Mansfield?”

Mansfield adjusted his tie with practiced ease. , Well, I
see 1o sin in maximizing health with a medical device like
the NeuroDrive and its NanoBots. The Ministry of Health
will make the upgrade of the MediCare Application man-
datory; I'm pretty sure of that. The decision to upload is a
very personal thing that each citizen has to decide for them-
selves.”

,Will you take the leap, Senator?”

My wife and I will consider our options carefully.” His
smile never wavered. ,,No rush, after all.”

Gower faced the camera, eyes bright with manic energy.
,And there you have it, folks! Choose your eternal afterlife—
Version One, Version Two, or Reverend Isengaard's fire and
brimstone. The choice is yours, courtesy of our digital
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goddess, G.O.D. herself. Sweet dreams, America. You'll
need them.”
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