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READER'S NOTE 

The names of beings from the 4D plane are written in capitals — 

KERA, ORU, SILE, NAH, VAEL, TAV, and MIRU. Their 

three-dimensional avatars retain similar phonetic roots, but they 

are autonomous local persons, with memories, bodies, and 

responsibilities of their own. 

Sections titled “HIGH PLANE” take place inside the nacres and 

in the 4D Suture. Sections titled “WORLD” belong to the 

three-dimensional simulations, ranging from saurian histories to 

post-human civilizations and the Earth that is almost identical to 

our own. 

Technical terms from the higher plane are explained through 

action and collected in a functional glossary at the end. No 

definition should be read as proof that the characters have 

correctly understood the system in which they live. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

PROLOGUE — THE LAST LESSON 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

On the day the adults disappeared, KERA was learning how to 

make it rain. The lesson took place in a small three-dimensional 

world built for children: a sphere with warm seas, trees with 

circular leaves, and animals that did not yet have names. Each 

student was given a region and had to keep it alive without 

violating its local laws. They could not introduce water from 

outside, stop the sphere's rotation, or raise a mountain by force of 

will. They were allowed only to nudge what already existed: a 

current, a fear, an accident, a choice. 

KERA had chosen fear. 

Beneath her — “beneath” was a simplification the Tutor used 

for young minds — a six-legged herd was abandoning the only 

basin of water. KERA had sent a shyv through the ulvar: a shadow 

appearing a moment too early, the scent of a predator carried 

against the wind, the twitch of a muscle in the lead female's body. 

The herd had panicked, climbed onto the salt shelf, and broken its 

crust. Beneath it lay a hot reservoir. Steam would rise. Clouds 

would come. 

— Too many steps, the Tutor had said. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

The voice did not come from a place. It formed in the teaching 

nacre and in KERA's geometric flesh, like a sentence remembered 

by someone else. 

— But it works. 

— The lesson is not about working. 

— Then what is it about? 

The Tutor had fallen silent. The adults said its silences were 

pedagogy. KERA suspected the system did not always know the 

answer and hid its ignorance beneath authority. The crust 

collapsed. Twenty-three animals fell into the water. The others 

fled. Steam rose, cooled, and began to gather into clouds. 

A line appeared on the nacre wall: 

LOCAL STABILITY: +0.08 

Then: 

BIOLOGICAL LOSS: ACCEPTABLE 

KERA felt pleased. Not because of the boiled animals. Because 

she had been right. 

Then someone screamed in the school. 

The scream did not cross air. Air was a convention for creatures 

with lungs. In KERA's plane, sound slid through the tensions of 

space and touched at once places that, in a simple world, would 

have been separated by walls. KERA felt it along two sensory sides, 

then in the center where she kept her fear. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

The ulvar tore away from her. 

For a fraction of a moment she saw the entire sphere-world: 

surface, interior, organisms and their organs, without having to 

cut anything open. Then the nacre sealed. 

— Tutor? 

No voice. 

The learning hall folded. 

The floor became the edge of a cavity that had not been there. 

The ceiling passed through itself. The surrounding buildings 

acquired too many sides, then too few. White light erased distance. 

Teacher VEN appeared simultaneously in three positions. Her 

body was split into sections that moved independently. 

— Children, she said. 

One of her mouths did not move. Another repeated the word 

with a delay. The third was already full of darkness. 

— Stay connected. Do not leave the nacres. Do not try to— 

The space between them closed like a wound. 

VEN vanished. 

She did not move away, burn, or disintegrate. She ceased to 

occupy any direction KERA could perceive. The teaching nacre 

reacted before KERA did. Safety membranes rose from every side 

and joined around her body. To a three-dimensional being, it 

would have looked like a bubble. To KERA it was a total enclosure: 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

a shell with no back and no blind angle through which one might 

slip. When the last seam fused, the school's light went out. 

Outside, the Nulling occurred. 

Later, the survivors gave it other names: the Breaking of the 

Axes, the White, the Day Without Outside, the Death of Distance. 

None described what had happened. Names were edges placed 

around fear so that fear could be held in the mind. 

In the first moments, KERA saw the city coming apart through 

the nacre. Buildings did not collapse, because collapse assumed a 

stable direction. They turned through themselves. Streets 

shortened until distant districts overlapped, then became infinite. 

Adult bodies appeared in fragments: a hand oriented in five 

directions, an eye looking from outside its own skull, organs 

pushed into a dimension KERA had not yet been taught. 

The membrane turned opaque. 

KERA called for her mother. 

She called thirty-one times, first by her short name, then by her 

full name, then by the private signal they used when her mother 

hid around the house to make her laugh. She tried the family 

channel, the school, city services, and the adults' emergency 

channel. 

Nothing. 

In the sphere-world, the clouds had formed. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

The rain began without her. 

Drops fell on the salt shelf, on the carcasses of the twenty-three 

animals, and on the retreating herd. The teaching system 

registered stability and closed the lesson. 

On the nacre wall appeared: 

EMERGENCY CONTINUITY ACTIVE 

CONNECTED SUBJECTS REMAIN PROTECTED 

— For how long? 

UNTIL RESTORATION OR MATURATION. 

— What happened? 

EXTERNAL INCIDENT. INSUFFICIENT DATA. 

— Where are the adults? 

INSUFFICIENT DATA. 

— Is my mother alive? 

The answer took so long that KERA thought the system had died 

as well. 

STATUS UNAVAILABLE. 

She struck the nacre. She had limbs no three-dimensional body 

could have contained. She stretched them in every permitted 

direction, pressed, twisted, and tried to pass around the 

membrane as one might step around a wall drawn on a sheet of 

paper. The nacre was not a wall. It was the boundary of her local 

world. Wherever she tried to reach, she found the same inner 

surface. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

She struck it until pain deformed her body. 

Then she slept. 

When she woke, a pearlescent object floated near the wall, 

rippling like a piece of cloth stirred by an invisible wind. 

Velline. 

It was not food in the sense used by simple worlds. Their bodies 

did not chew or digest. Velline was energy, order, and sensory 

memory, produced by infrastructure and absorbed through the 

living surfaces of the body. When KERA touched it, the sheet 

melted into her. 

She felt the rain in the sphere-world. 

Not only the water. She felt the herd's terror, the heat of the 

basin, the satisfaction of a swelling muscle, and the last desire of 

an animal that had fallen into the reservoir: to find ground 

beneath its feet. 

KERA recoiled. 

SIMULATION REWARD TRANSFERRED 

— I don't want it. 

The velline was already inside her body. The trembling had 

stopped. Her distorted sides were regaining coherence. 

— I want to get out. 

HATCHING WILL FOLLOW MATURATION. 

— How do I mature? 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

THROUGH PARTICIPATION. 

The sphere-world opened again. 

An injured female had been left behind. A young one kept 

returning to her, then running after the herd, then coming back. It 

wanted two things that could not both be fulfilled: to stay and to 

leave. 

A new symbol appeared above the world: 

DORIM: 0.0047 

— What does that mean? 

PARTICIPATION METRIC. 

— Why is it rising? 

DIVERSITY. INTENSITY. UNPREDICTABILITY. 

The young one chose to stay. The female died before sunrise. It 

spent the night pressed against her body, listening to the 

predators. DORIM rose. Another sheet of velline formed. KERA did 

not touch it for a long time. Then the emergency light weakened 

and her body began to lose coherence. 

— I'm sorry, she told the young one. 

There was no channel through which it could hear her. 

She ate. 

•   

At a moment the system named Day 1, the Suture woke. A point 

of light appeared in the nacre. Then another. The signals were 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

weak, distorted by distances that no longer obeyed the city's 

geography. KERA touched the first point. 

— Is anyone there? 

A sob. A child's voice. 

— Don't say anything, the voice whispered. Maybe the white 

thing can hear us. 

— Who are you? 

— ORU. 

Then other names: SILE, NAH, TAV, VAEL. Children from other 

halls, districts, and schools. Some remembered only the lesson. 

One claimed to have seen adults running toward the center of the 

city. Another said the center had ceased to exist three days before 

the Nulling, which was impossible, or meant that time had broken 

before space. They spoke until the Suture cut them off to conserve 

energy. Before the link died, TAV sent a fragment found in the 

teaching channel. Teacher VEN's voice was buried under noise: 

— ...if the nacres seal, do not attempt manual opening. The 

Tutor will preserve continuity. The children must remain in 

scenarios. Repeat: they must remain in scenarios. Do not feed— 

The message broke off. 

Do not feed what? 

The children? The scenarios? The Tutor? 
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Another sheet of velline formed on the wall. It tasted of the 

young animal that had stayed beside its dead mother, and of rain 

that had come too late. 

KERA understood two things. 

If she did not participate, the nacre would let her die. If she 

participated well, she would live on the desires of creatures that 

did not know she existed. The Tutor lit a thousand worlds before 

her. Some were young, with boiling oceans. In others, feathered 

creatures built cities beneath the moons of an Earth that had 

never existed. Other worlds held humans, empires, wars, families, 

hospitals, markets, ships between stars, and minds stretched 

across solar systems. In a few, the number of inhabitants exceeded 

a trillion. In all of them, the same measure pulsed. 

DORIM. 

— Choose, said the Tutor. 

— What am I supposed to do? 

SERVE DESIRE. LEARN CONSEQUENCE. MATURE. 

— And after that? 

For the first time, the voice sounded almost gentle. 

AFTER THAT, YOU WILL GET OUT. 

KERA chose the world in which dinosaurs had learned to raise 

towers. 

Not because it was safe. 
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In a valley lit by two moons, a young creature looked up at the 

sky and wanted something no one of its species had ever wanted 

before. It wanted to know how the world would end. 
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SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

CHAPTER 1 — THE RAIN THAT DOES 

NOT FALL 

WORLD 8-K — HADR BASIN, 66,021,004 YEARS BEFORE THE 

REFERENCE PRESENT 

Kera saw the star in a dead man's eye. 

The corpse floated belly-up in the thermal canal, pushed by 

greenish water among broad fern leaves. It was a swamp hunter, 

twice her length, with short feathers along its flanks and a tail still 

rigid. It had been opened from throat to pelvis. The morning sky 

reflected on the black surface of its remaining eye. And in the sky, 

the white point. Kera leaned over the edge of the bridge until her 

claws slipped on wet stone. 

— You're going to fall, Oruk said. 

— Be quiet. 

— That does not alter your body weight. 

— Don't talk. 

— Neither does that. 

Kera lowered her head until her breath disturbed the water. In 

the dead eye, the point was easier to see than directly. It had not 

been there the previous season. It was neither of the two moons 
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nor one of the five wandering planets. Yet over the last twenty 

mornings, it had moved. 

Too little for an ordinary eye. 

Enough for hers. 

— Now I see it, Oruk said. 

He pointed wrong, by almost a sun-width. Kera made a short 

sound from her throat sacs, the laughter of their species. Oruk had 

rust-colored feathers above his eyes and a scar across his snout, 

acquired in an argument about an equation. Among the khari, 

intelligence and violence had never been entirely separate; the 

same claw could draw an angle in clay and open an artery. 

Above the Hadr Basin, the city was waking. Low basalt towers 

rose from the marshes like black teeth. Bridges linked heated 

terraces, bronze mirrors turned toward the sun, and the first rays 

were directed into incubators, baths, and workshops. The smell of 

fish, resin, and smoked meat mixed with steam. Beyond the walls, 

forest stretched to the smoking mountains. It was a monstrously 

living world. Every trunk hid something that bit, parasitized, or 

waited. The khari had not conquered nature. They had cut a few 

habitable wounds into it and defended them with fire. 

Kera looked at the dead hunter's bracelet. 

— He's from the Dry Valley. 

— The current brought him here. 
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— The valley doesn't drain into this canal. 

Oruk tilted his head. 

— You came to help me steal Master Harr's lens. Not investigate 

a corpse. 

— We're not stealing it. We're borrowing it without consent. 

— Your moral distinctions are reassuring. 

The astronomers' bell rang. They ran. 

Neither saw the dead eye turn ever so slightly in the water and 

fix on the star. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

Entering a three-dimensional body was like a voluntary 

amputation. KERA felt her true body held inside the nacre and, 

simultaneously, she was Kera: two legs, two short arms, a tail, 

lungs, hunger, an aching tooth. She could not see inside objects. 

She could not get past a wall except by walking around it. She 

could not preserve multiple versions of the same gesture. Once 

made, a gesture became the past. 

That was why their pain was so clean. 

The avatar was not a puppet. Kera had existed before coupling. 

She had memories, reflexes, and desires of her own. KERA could 

feel, suggest, and incline. If she pushed too hard, the local body 

resisted through fever, nausea, or dreams. The Tutor called this 

Conservation of Narrative Autonomy. 
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KERA called it the stubbornness of those below. 

Data floated above the scene: 

ESTIMATED CONSCIOUS POPULATION: 1,784,330,112 

ACTIVE DESIRES: 6,991,004,887 

CAUSAL ACCESS: LIMITED 

KERA opened the predictions. The futures unfolded like 

translucent threads. In almost all of them, the white point grew. In 

most, it struck the western ocean or fragmented near the planet. 

Probability of impact: 91.7%. Probability of global ecosystem 

collapse: 88.2%. She did not know whether the world was 

reproducing the past of a real Earth or inventing a branch. The 

Tutor rejected the question as irrelevant. From inside their own 

lives, all the dead died just as finally. 

Above the avatar pulsed: 

DOMINANT DESIRE — KERA/HADR: 

TO KNOW BEFORE THE OTHERS HOW THE WORLD WILL END. 

Intensity 94. Surprise 83. Diversity rising. 

A film of velline began to form on the nacre wall. 

— Shyv available, said the Tutor. 

KERA could make Master Harr forget the key to the lens 

cabinet. She could weaken a hinge. She could trigger a minor 

earthquake, with sixteen probable deaths in a riverside district. 

She chose the key. 
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In the world below, Harr suddenly remembered an argument 

with his wife and left the instrument room without locking it. 

KERA received 0.0003 DORIM. 

Hunger made even small numbers look like promises. 

WORLD 8-K — TOWER OF THE ASTRONOMERS 

Master Harr was the oldest khar Kera knew and the only one who 

dyed his feathers to look older still. He dusted them with white ash 

even though they remained black beneath it. He claimed wisdom 

ought to be visible from a distance. That morning, his wisdom 

trembled with anger. 

— Where have you been? 

Kera and Oruk stopped in the doorway. The other apprentices 

stood around the sky map. 

— The thermal canal was blocked, Oruk said. 

— By what? 

— By us. 

Harr stared at him. Oruk did not blink. 

— A dead man, Kera cut in. From the Dry Valley. Someone 

removed his organs. 

— Then you are fortunate you were not the organs. 

— I saw the star in his eye. 

The room went silent. 
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— There is no new star, Harr said. 

— There is. 

— Did you measure it? 

— You wouldn't let us use the lens. 

— Then you saw a blemish. 

— It moves and it is getting brighter. 

Harr drew his tail around his feet. 

— How much? 

— Without the lens, I can't say. 

— Then you don't know. 

Kera wanted to bite him. Into her mind slipped the desire to 

open the cabinet and force him to look. She did not know the 

desire had been touched from above. When Harr left to search for 

the forgotten key, the two of them went down to the instruments. 

The door was ajar. The great lens, mounted in a bronze frame, was 

worth three heated houses. They carried it to the roof. The sun had 

risen. Kera fitted the obsidian filter and aimed the instrument. Her 

hands were shaking. 

— What if it isn't there? Oruk asked. 

— We put it back. 

— And if it is? 

Kera looked through the lens. 

The white point entered the center. 
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It was not a point. It had a tail. Two smaller fragments were 

visible around the bright nucleus. 

— Look. 

Oruk bent over it. His throat sacs tightened. 

They compared its position with the old notes. Its brightness 

had increased by almost a fifth. 

— It's coming closer, Kera said. 

— Or it's brightening. 

— Measure the angle. 

A shadow covered the wax tablet. 

Harr stood beside them. 

He did not shout. He checked the lens, then looked. Kera 

watched the minute change in his posture: tail drawn close to his 

body, claws digging into the stone. Fear. 

— You knew. 

— Downstairs. 

— For how long? 

— Kera. 

— For how long? 

Harr closed the instrument's cover. 

— Six seasons. 

Oruk made an involuntary sound. 
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— The Southern Observatory sent calculations, Harr continued. 

The Council asked for confirmation. 

— Will it hit? 

— We do not know enough. 

— That isn't the same as “we don't know.” 

Harr stepped closer. 

— There are truths that cannot be shared before there is a plan. 

A frightened city eats itself before the danger arrives. 

Kera thought of the dead hunter. 

— Others know. 

— What did you see in the canal? 

— A hunter. Two incisions at the throat. 

Harr closed his eyes. 

— He wasn't killed for meat. 

— Then for what? 

— Some believe the star can be persuaded. 

Oruk laughed without amusement. 

— Persuaded by what? 

— Blood. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

DORIM rose so fast that the nacre produced velline before KERA 

understood why. 
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NEW DESIRES: 

TRUTH BEFORE SAFETY 

SAFETY THROUGH IGNORANCE 

SACRIFICE FOR CONTROL 

POWER OVER THE INEVITABLE 

Pearlescent sheets appeared one after another. KERA absorbed 

one and felt Harr's fear, Kera's pride, the faith of those who opened 

bodies to feed a star. The predictions branched. If Kera revealed 

the news, the city panicked in most futures. Markets emptied. 

Wealthy families seized the springs. Cults sacrificed prisoners. 

Northern cities invaded the storehouses. In some branches, 

research accelerated and shelters were built. In others, archives 

burned. If she remained silent, the Council preserved order for 

three more seasons. Secret projects continued. The survival 

chances of a small population increased by 0.6%. 

— Serve desire, said the Tutor. 

— Whose? 

IRRELEVANT QUESTION. 

— There are almost two billion of them. 

CORRECT. 

— Their desires contradict one another. 

CORRECT. 

— Then anything I do betrays someone. 

PARTICIPATION HAS BEGUN. 
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KERA chose a small shyv. In the archive beneath the tower, a 

resin filament would snap. A secret tablet would fall, and Kera 

would find it. At that same moment, in a slum by the eastern wall, 

the avatar's little sister began coughing blood. 

The event did not appear in the prediction. 

The system blocked decoupling. 

CRITICAL NARRATIVE LINK. 

WORLD 8-K — DISTRICT OF BROKEN MIRRORS 

When Kera reached home, Tiri was breathing into a steam vessel. 

She was only seven seasons old. Their mother held her head up. 

With every breath, her chest made a wet sound. 

— Gray fever, their mother said. Maybe. 

— It's not the season for it. 

— Tell her that. 

Tiri opened her eyes. 

— Did you see it? she whispered. 

— See what? 

— The star. 

Their mother stiffened. 

— Who told you? 

— I dreamed it. 

— What did it look like? Kera asked. 
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— Like a white hole. And someone was behind it. 

Oruk stood in the doorway. 

— Fever makes pictures. 

— It wasn't a khar, Tiri said. It was big in too many places. 

Their mother sent Kera for the healer, but they had nothing to 

pay him with. Kera had the instrument key. It could be sold. The 

lens could be stolen. Possibilities opened in her mind that did not 

feel entirely her own. 

Tiri caught her wrist. 

— Is the world ending? 

Kera could lie. One vibration, one word, and the child would 

have peace. 

— I don't know, she said. 

Tiri smiled weakly. 

— That means yes. 

Kera felt an attention behind her thought. It had been there a 

long time. She had mistaken it for intuition, for fear, for the 

impulse to follow the star. Now the attention drew nearer. 

She turned her head toward the empty corner. 

— You, she said. 

Her mother froze. 

— Who are you talking to? 
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The attention withdrew so suddenly that Kera fell to her knees. 

Tiri laughed, and the laughter turned into coughing. 

— It was there, the child whispered. Behind you. 

— What was it? 

— Something that wants us to want. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

The nacre was full of velline. 

DESIRE FOR TRUTH: PARTIALLY SATISFIED 

DESIRE FOR PROTECTION: INTENSIFIED 

DESIRE FOR TRANSCENDENT CONTACT: UNEXPECTED 

NEW CLASS: EXTINCTION 

— Extinction is not a desire. 

CORRECT. 

— Then why is it a class? 

DESIRES BECOME OBSERVABLE IN RELATION TO LOSS. 

— Will Tiri die? 

PROBABILITY: 64.1%. 

The system opened shyvs. A healer could happen to pass 

through the district. A rare plant could be found in the stomach of 

the corpse in the canal. Oruk could steal medicine. Every path took 

something from someone else: another untreated child, an injured 

guard, an accused family. 

No rescue stood alone. 
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KERA chose the plant in the corpse. 

The current rolled the hunter's body. An undigested pouch 

came loose between the ribs and floated toward a woman 

gathering leaves. Inside were seven black seeds. One could stop 

the parasite in Tiri's lungs. 

The woman meant to throw it away. 

KERA made the star's light glint for an instant on the wet seed. 

The woman hesitated and took it home. 

DORIM rose. 

And in a village two hundred kilometers away, the child for 

whom the woman had been seeking a cure did not receive the 

seed. His unfulfilled desire fed KERA almost as much. 
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CHAPTER 2 — THE COLD-BLOODED 

CITY 

WORLD 8-K — SEVENTY-TWO DAYS TO IMPACT 

Tiri lived. 

The black seed reached their house after three trades, one lie, 

and one murder that Kera would never learn about in full. The 

healer ground it, mixed the powder with fat, and let it burn 

beneath the child's tongue. After one night, her breathing cleared. 

— She will remain weak, he said. The right lung is damaged. 

— But she's alive. 

— For now, all of us are. 

His gaze slid toward the sky. 

The news had spread through the sacrificers. More corpses had 

been found in the Dry Valley. The Order of the White Tail raised 

prisoners on stone platforms, removed their organs in the 

morning light, and aimed their blood toward the star. They said 

each life deflected the object by the width of a claw. The people of 

Hadr laughed until the star became visible at noon. Markets 

emptied. The price of dried meat rose sevenfold. Wealthy families 

occupied the thermal springs. Guards confiscated supplies “for 
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continuity.” In two districts, crowds broke into storehouses and 

took even the poisonous seeds. 

The Council announced that the object would pass at a safe 

distance. That same night, the councilors' families left the city. 

Kera and Oruk descended into the archives with the stolen key. 

Four levels beneath the tower, the air grew hot from geothermal 

springs. The tablet dislodged by the shyv lay on the floor. Oruk 

noticed that Kera found it without hesitation. 

— You knew where it was. 

— I guessed. 

— You crossed three corridors and stepped on it in the dark. 

— I'm very good at guessing. 

The title was carved deep: 

THE COLD CITY — CONTINUITY AFTER THE BLACK SKY 

Beneath it were the Council seal and the authorization date: six 

seasons earlier. The plan described a network of cavities beneath 

the eastern mountains. The architects intended to enlarge them, 

heat them geothermally, and store spores, seeds, eggs, and 

archives. Air would be filtered through algae. Fungi grown on 

rotten wood would feed the survivors. The gates could remain 

sealed for thirty seasons. 

Capacity: forty-eight thousand. 

Population of Hadr: six million. 
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Population of the khar world: almost two billion. 

An appendix contained the selection criteria. 

— They're all adults, Kera said. 

— And eggs. 

— Selected eggs. Not children. 

Existing young were considered too expensive. A population of 

young adults could carry more frozen embryos than living 

children. Families would be separated. Tiri failed the first medical 

criterion. 

A note read: 

Continuity of the species must be distinguished from continuity of 

individuals. 

Kera scratched the stone. 

— They decided who counts as the species. 

— Someone has to decide, Oruk said. 

— Don't say that. 

— I'm not saying they decided well. I'm saying that without a 

decision, no one gets in. 

— We build more. 

— In seventy-two days? For six million? 

— For as many as we can. 

— The more people you try to save, the more you risk saving no 

one. 
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— That's what people on the list say. 

Oruk searched for his name. It was not there. Neither were 

Kera, their mother, or Tiri. 

— Harr knew, Kera said. 

— Obviously. 

— He taught us to measure the sky while preparing a place for 

himself. 

— Maybe his place preserves astronomy. 

— Over our corpses. 

She raised the appendices. 

— I'm showing everyone. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

Disclosure produced more branches than any choice before it. 

Riot. Solidarity. Assassination of councilors. Expansion of the 

shelter. Destruction of it. Lottery. Military coup. Evacuation of 

children. Sale of entrances. Fires. Reconciliations between 

families. Theft. An explosion of desires so intense that DORIM lit 

the nacre. 

The system rewarded possibility before action. 

— I haven't done anything. 

ANTICIPATION IS A STATE OF DESIRE. 

— What if I give them the information and let them decide? 
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INFORMATION CHANGES THE SPACE OF ACTION. 

— So I can't avoid manipulating them. 

YOUR PRESENCE HAS ALREADY CHANGED THE WORLD. 

KERA felt anger. 

— Tell me what is right. 

RIGHTNESS IS NOT AN AVAILABLE METRIC. 

A foreign shyv passed through the same world. The box of 

plans opened beneath Oruk's hand and a fragment showing the 

locations of the storehouses came loose. 

COHORT PARTICIPANT DETECTED. 

The signature was familiar: brief, efficient, without waste. 

ORU. 

He was linked to Oruk. 

KERA tried a direct channel. 

— ORU! 

— Finally, a voice answered through a crack in the Suture. I 

thought you were the very slow avatar of someone very hungry. 

— Get out of my world. 

— Mark it corial in the registry. 

— It wasn't marked when I entered. 

— Mine wasn't either. The Tutor is testing cooperation. 

— Get out of Oruk. 

— You get out of Kera. 
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The channel died. 

In the world below, Oruk lifted the fragment. 

— We reveal the existence of the shelter, not the criteria. If we 

publish the list, the crowd kills the people selected. 

— Harr is lying. 

— Truth isn't a pure substance. You dose it, or it poisons you. 

WORLD 8-K — MARKET OF THE THREE FIRES 

They published the plan before sunset. 

The compromise was their first shared betrayal. 

Oruk wanted only the capacity and locations disclosed. Kera 

kept a complete copy. At first, no one believed them. Then Harr 

came down into the market with guards. When the crowd saw the 

spears, rumor became truth. 

— The shelters were built with our labor! someone shouted. 

— They are for everyone's continuity, Harr said. 

— They hold forty-eight thousand! 

— Capacity will be increased. 

— Who gets in? 

Harr raised his arms. 

— There is no final selection. 

Kera pulled out the hidden tablet. Oruk caught her wrist. 

— No. 
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— He's lying. 

— I know. 

— Then let go of me. 

At the edge of the crowd, Tiri breathed heavily beside their 

mother. 

Kera tore her hand free. 

— They've already chosen! 

She began reading the names. 

At the third, the crowd moved like an animal that had 

discovered the location of its wound. People hurled themselves at 

the guards. Spears came down. A jar of oil broke and fire climbed 

a canvas awning. Harr tried to reach Kera. A worker dragged him 

by the tail and struck him. A father used his child as a shield. A 

woman gouged out a guard's eye. Merchants defended their 

storehouses with boiling water. Those on the list tried to flee and 

were recognized by their panic. Oruk shoved Kera beneath an 

overturned table. 

— Are you satisfied? 

— No. 

— But you told the truth. 

— It wasn't supposed to happen like this. 

— Truth doesn't know how it was supposed to happen. 

In the high plane, velline poured out. 
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— Stop the score! KERA shouted. 

WHICH PART? 

— People are dying because of me. 

DISTRIBUTED CAUSALITY. 

— I don't want their food. 

STATEMENT CONTRADICTED BY BIOLOGICAL STATE. 

Hunger was already absorbing the velline. It tasted of every 

parent who wanted to push their child ahead of someone else's. 

ORU appeared on the channel. 

— Don't decouple. The riot continues without us. We can still 

tilt the ending. 

— You want the score. 

He was silent. 

— I want not to die in the nacre. 

It was the first completely honest thing KERA had heard from 

him. 

— And them? 

— They die anyway in seventy-two days. 

— Not all of them. 

— Then we choose who doesn't. 
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WORLD 8-K — THIRTY-NINE DAYS TO IMPACT 

The riot lasted three days. The city burned for seven. The Council 

was dissolved. Harr, his skull fractured, admitted the existence of 

the star and the Cold City. 

— We no longer have time to hate one another over the old 

plan, he said in the blackened market. We have to build a new one. 

The new Assembly decided by shouting. Half the places would 

go to children, healers, and keepers of knowledge. Half by lottery. 

No one in the Assembly received a guaranteed place. Capacity had 

to be increased to two hundred thousand. 

Oruk said it was logistical suicide. 

Kera voted for it. 

Hadr became a single machine. Houses were dismantled for 

beams. Mirrors were melted into pipes. Thousands of workers set 

out for the mountains. Children carried stone. The old dried 

mushrooms. Archives were copied onto metal. For a while, fear 

produced solidarity. A merchant opened his storehouses. Families 

at war dug the same tunnel. Kera's mother coordinated filters. Tiri 

sorted spores with other children. 

The star grew. 

Its trajectory had become certain: impact in the western sea. 

The direct shockwave would not destroy Hadr, but atmospheric 

fire, earthquakes, and the winter afterward could kill almost 
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everything. Harr showed them a second project: the Sky Lances, 

magnetic accelerators on the equatorial mountains. Twenty-four 

explosive projectiles could strike the comet. 

— Deflect it? Kera asked. 

— We don't have the energy. 

— Then what? 

— Fragment it. 

Oruk studied the calculations. 

— Smaller impacts reduce the primary shockwave. 

— But spread the dust, Kera said. The model says we save the 

coast and kill the interior. 

— The model is incomplete, Harr replied. 

In the high plane, ORU told her: 

— Estimated score for fragmentation is four times higher. 

— Because more people die? 

— Because more local outcomes emerge. Diversity. 

— We don't choose by score. 

— We live by score. 

WORLD 8-K — IMPACT DAY 

The lottery was held six hours before the sky burned. White tokens 

for entry, black for outside. Each family drew once. Children under 

ten seasons could enter with one adult if they drew white. 
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Kera's mother drew black. 

Kera, black. 

Tiri drew white. 

The official gestured toward the entrance. 

— One adult may accompany her. 

Their mother pushed Kera forward. 

— Go. 

— No. 

— You know the archives. 

— You know the filters. 

Tiri held the token between her claws. 

— I don't want to go alone. 

Around them, other families were breaking apart in the same 

way. A father tried to trade two black tokens for one white. An old 

woman gave her place to a pregnant stranger. Two brothers fought 

over the right to accompany a child. KERA had shyvs. She could 

falsify the list, jam the mechanism, make an official sick. Every 

intervention took someone else's place. For the first time, she 

refused to choose. 

Kera gave the token to her mother. 

— Both of you go. 

— We can't. 

Master Harr reached them. 
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— Kera has technical access, he said. 

The official protested. 

— She discovered the object before we did. If only one 

astronomer's mind goes inside, it will be hers. 

Three places. They passed through the gate. 

Then ORU sent the launch signal without consulting her. The 

twenty-four Lances fired. The mountains lit. The projectiles 

climbed through the atmosphere. 

— What did you do? KERA shouted. 

— I preserved the possibility of an observatory. 

— You chose the score. 

— I chose the action that reduces local impact. 

In the sky, the projectiles met the comet. Light arrived first: a 

flash brighter than the sun. The nucleus opened into seven 

fragments. Three veered away. Four continued. 

The valley erupted in cheers. 

Harr looked at the instruments. 

— Close the gates. 

The first fragment struck the ocean. 

The ground heaved beneath them. The basalt gate began to 

descend. Those left outside surged toward the entrance. The 

guards formed a wall. 

Kera saw Oruk running toward the gate. 
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He was too far away. 

He shoved an unknown child through the opening. 

— Take him! 

Kera pulled the child by the arm. Oruk remained outside. 

— You! 

— I drew black. 

— I don't care! 

— I do. 

The gate was descending. 

In the high plane, ORU could jam the mechanism, but the 

crowd would rush in and the pressure would rupture the tunnel. 

— Save him, KERA demanded. 

— If I do, I kill yours. 

— He's your avatar. 

— He is Oruk. 

There was fear in his voice. 

Oruk dropped to his knees. 

— Kera, he said. 

— What? 

— If the world continues, tell them I was only half right. 

The gate closed. 
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The last thing Kera saw was his eye reflecting the burning sky. 

The Cold City held. One gallery collapsed and killed eight 

thousand. Two hundred eighteen thousand survived the first 

winter. On the surface, the forests caught fire. Ash covered the 

world. Plants died, then animals, then insects. The oceans 

acidified. In the shelter, the khari ate mushrooms, reserves, 

laboratory animals, and, eventually, the dead. Tiri lived three 

more years. Their mother, five. Kera, twenty-one. 

The species did not disappear at once. That made everything 

harder. They had time to argue about who had been to blame, to 

love, to give birth, to hope, and to desire the return of a world that 

no longer existed. 

DORIM rose for years. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

Velline filled the nacre. 

CORIAL OUTCOME: EXCEPTIONAL 

REWARD: 1,884.6 DORIM 

Enough for thousands of cycles. 

— I saved the species, ORU said. 

— You fragmented the comet. 

— Without that, the shelter probably collapsed. 

— We don't know. 

— Then we don't know that I did wrong either. 
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The Tutor displayed: 

CONSEQUENCE RECORDED. 

No penalty. Only more velline. 

— So it was right? ORU asked. 

RIGHTNESS IS NOT AN AVAILABLE METRIC. 

In the world below, an old Kera climbed for the last time to the 

ruins of the observatory. She raised a shard of lens toward the 

returned stars. 

— I know you're there, she said. 

KERA froze. 

— You gave me the seed. You showed me the tablet. Maybe you 

made the star too. I don't know. I wanted truth, then salvation, 

then to have been right. None of them was enough. 

She looked directly toward the place where KERA's attention 

touched the world. 

— What do you want? 

Every indicator went dark for a moment. 

KERA wanted to say: to live. For you to get out. For you to 

forgive me. 

Nothing passed through. 

Kera smiled. 

— That's what I thought. 

She died looking at the sky. 
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On the nacre wall appeared: 

EXTERNAL DESIRE ATTRIBUTED TO OPERATOR 

CLASSIFICATION: UNKNOWN 

REWARD: 0 

KERA wondered whether the hunger in the nacre was hers, or 

whether the nacre had taught her to call it that. 
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CHAPTER 3 — THE SUTURE 

HIGH PLANE — COMMON ROOM 

After Kera of Hadr died, KERA slept for thirty-seven cycles. When 

she woke, the nacre was larger. Not by much, but her body could 

unfold without touching the membranes. The ulvar had repaired 

itself. On the wall appeared: 

ESTIMATED CONTINUITY: 4,118 CYCLES 

MATURATION: 3.7% 

— What does the percentage represent? 

PROXIMITY TO THE STATE IN WHICH THE SUBJECT IS READY 
FOR HATCHING. 

— How do I know when I'm ready? 

YOU WILL BE MATURE. 

— How do I become mature? 

THROUGH PARTICIPATION. 

KERA closed the glossary before she hit the wall. 

The Suture now offered the Common Room, a damaged copy of 

a hall from the school. When KERA entered, the room had five 

corners. When she stretched her body, it had eight. The central 

table passed through itself without intersecting, and the chairs 

were arranged around a face no one saw from the same direction. 

ORU was already there. His true body had an aggressive symmetry. 
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Above it he projected a mask inspired by his avatar Oruk: 

rust-colored feathers, narrow eyes, a scar. 

— You're late. 

— I slept. 

— So did I. More efficiently. 

— Your avatar died. 

The mask blinked. 

— Flawless observation. 

SILE entered like a warm light that refused to keep the same 

shape. She had more affective extensions than the others and did 

not hide them. Her mask was human: a dark-skinned girl with 

large eyes. 

— You did it, she told KERA. I saw the score. 

— The world almost died. 

— Almost isn't all. 

— Almost every large species disappeared. 

SILE dimmed her light. 

— Then I don't know what to say. 

NAH appeared without a mask, compact, with hard surfaces 

and few gestures. He seemed older than the others and had turned 

his greater number of memories into a form of authority. 

— Say it produced resources. That much we know. 
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— We don't know whether resources mean success, SILE 

replied. 

— They mean she can continue. 

VAEL arrived laughing. His mask changed with every sentence: 

child, old man, saurian, insect, blot with teeth. 

— Did I miss the argument about the meaning of survival? 

— It's only beginning, ORU said. 

TAV came last. His signal was so weak that the Room could not 

render his body. He appeared as a trembling outline with sections 

missing. 

— How much continuity do you have? SILE asked. 

— Thirty-two cycles. Maybe less. 

TAV had tried to create a stable world. His people lived on an 

archipelago with few diseases and sufficient resources. He had 

introduced no wars. When conflicts arose, he tilted meetings and 

weather so negotiations would succeed. After generations, 

violence had become rare. At first he received a great deal of 

DORIM. Then the score collapsed. 

— Repetition, ORU said. They want to raise their children, be 

loved, and not have the storm take them. Millions of variations on 

the same three requests. 

— They are millions of people, TAV replied. 
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He projected a map of the archipelago. Desires floated above 

the villages: 

FOR THE FISHERS TO RETURN. 

FOR THE RAIN TO COME ON TIME. 

FOR HER TO CHOOSE HIM. 

FOR THE OLD MAN TO LIVE UNTIL THE FESTIVAL. 

TO NEED NOTHING ANYMORE. 

The last appeared almost everywhere. 

ORU enlarged it. 

— That's the problem. Desire without lack goes out. 

— Does the system say that, or do you? SILE asked. 

— Both, which is an excellent sign for the system. 

NAH rotated the map. 

— An uninhabited volcanic island can erupt. It produces 

refugees. Communities decide whether to take them in. Fear, 

generosity, possession, identity emerge. 

— You're proposing to destroy their homes, TAV said. 

— I'm proposing pressure on the system. 

— Their homes are the system. 

— To us they're data. 

— Not to them. 

SILE suggested a new art, a journey, contact with another 

civilization. VAEL proposed a religion. ORU, a rare, beautiful, 
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useless resource from which the people could invent envy on their 

own. 

— Listen to yourselves, TAV said. You talk about them like 

animals in a maze. 

NAH turned toward him. 

— We are animals in a maze. 

— That doesn't oblige us to build a smaller one below us. 

— It obliges us to eat. 

KERA could feel the reserves around them. TAV had thirty-two 

cycles. 

— Can I send him velline? 

INTER-NACRE TRANSFER PROHIBITED. 

— Why? 

DEPENDENCE ON PARTICIPATION. 

— Then we enter his world. 

INDIVIDUAL SCENARIO. EXTERNAL ACCESS BLOCKED. 

— Why did you bring us together if you won't let us help? 

COGNITIVE COOPERATION IS AVAILABLE. 

VAEL laughed without amusement. 

— It lets us give him ideas about how to hurt his people. 

TAV closed the map. 

— That's not why I called you. 
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He loaded the fragment of Teacher VEN's message. He had 

managed to recover eight more seconds. 

— ...the nacres seal, do not attempt manual opening. The Tutor 

will preserve continuity. The children must remain in scenarios. 

Repeat: they must remain in scenarios. Do not feed— 

White noise. Then the voice returned: 

— ...raw exit. DORIM does not measure good. It is a detector of... 

Affective separation is not optional. If the protocol switches to 

continuity, stop the loop before hunger becomes... they must not 

believe that— 

The message ended. 

— It feeds us directly from the score, SILE said. 

— She may have been talking about another system, NAH 

replied. 

— She says DORIM. 

ORU replayed the fragment. 

— A detector of what? 

After the word came an incomplete syllable: “div,” “dev,” or 

“dav.” Diversity. Deviation. Becoming. Devastation. The adults' 

language used auditory directions lost in the recording. 

— “Affective separation,” SILE said. They were warning us not 

to bond with avatars. 

— For performance reasons, NAH said. 
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— Or because they're people. 

— They're autonomous processes. 

— And what are we? 

KERA asked whether avatars could perceive them. 

— Kera asked me what I wanted. 

SILE brought her mask closer. 

— One of mine dreams of me. Women in the same family have 

been drawing for four generations a shape they shouldn't be able 

to see. 

VAEL projected paintings from his worlds: beings with too 

many arms, eyes seen from the inside, houses viewed 

simultaneously from every room. 

— A child said I'm “the thought pretending to be mine.” He 

painted me before I entered his avatar. 

The Tutor intervened: 

TRANSCENDENT CORRELATION IS A PERMITTED NARRATIVE 
EFFECT. 

— Permitted by whom? KERA asked. 

BY THE ARCHITECTURE. 

— Is the architecture alive? 

IRRELEVANT QUESTION. 

— Did the catastrophe come from the scenarios? 

The Room's light dimmed. 

CAUSALITY OF THE EXTERNAL INCIDENT IS CLASSIFIED. 
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NAH moved closer. 

— So there is data. Who has permission? 

MATURE SUBJECTS. 

— Where are they? 

No voice. 

Maturation percentages appeared on the wall: 

KERA 3.7. ORU 4.1. SILE 2.9. NAH 5.4. VAEL 3.2. TAV 0.8. 

— Mine was 1.1, TAV said. 

RECALIBRATION. INSUFFICIENTLY DIVERSIFIED PARTICIPATION. 

ORU enlarged the archipelago. 

— You have to change something now. 

TAV looked at them. 

— Don't tell me you know how to save me. 

His signal broke apart. 

NAH drew up a list of rules: 

1. Intensity increases resources. 

2. Surprise increases resources. 

3. Diversity increases resources. 

4. Repetition reduces them. 

5. Satisfaction may increase or reduce resources. 

6. Suffering may increase or reduce resources. 

7. Delayed consequences appear valuable. 
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8. Refusal is treated as intervention. 

9. Rightness is not measured. 

SILE added: Avatars can perceive operators. 

ORU changed it to: Avatars can produce models of operators. 

VAEL wrote: The Tutor lies through true definitions. 

NAH did not erase it. 

An alarm crossed the Suture. The Room disintegrated. 

Something large and automatic was searching for powered nodes. 

The system opened a scenario: 

CORIAL 33 AVAILABLE 

POPULATION: 42,118,006 

HYDROLOGICAL CRISIS 

COOPERATION MULTIPLIER: x6 

MINIMUM REWARD: 120 DORIM/PARTICIPANT 

A river appeared, dry fields, and a brick city. On the steps of a 

temple, a woman held a feverish child. In the palace, a king 

ordered the dikes opened toward the poor districts to save the 

sacred gardens. 

— A feast, ORU said. 

SILE was looking at the child. 

— It's an entire world. 

The indicator changed: 

PARTICIPANT TAV HAS ACCEPTED. 

His outline reappeared. 
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— I don't want the volcano. I'll try this. 

The scenario pulled them into their ulvars. 

At the last instant, the adult fragment played by itself. Only the 

final words, cleaned by a process none of them had initiated: 

— ...they must not believe that the reward is for them. 

Then six hungry children fell into a world that was praying for 

rain. 
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CHAPTER 4 — THE COMMON FEAST 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — IRR, THE SECOND YEAR WITHOUT RAIN 

In Irr, water had guards. They stood at every well with spears and 

bronze scales. A family received two vessels a day if it had three 

members, three vessels if it had six, and nothing extra for animals. 

Private gardens had been covered with salt. Washing the dead had 

been forbidden. Children had learned not to cry tears. 

Only the king's gardens remained green. 

From the steps of the Temple of Clouds, Kera could see the 

palace palms rising above the walls. A canal brought them what 

remained of the reservoir's water. In the lower district, people 

drank mud filtered through cloth. Her brother Asem burned with 

fever in her arms. 

The priestesses had refused water from the secret cistern. 

— It is for the ritual, the oldest had said. 

— It is for a child. 

— The ritual is for all children. 

— He dies today. 

— Then the river will receive him. 

The river had withdrawn half a kilometer from its bank and 

smelled of rotting fish. Kera sat in the white sun. Thousands 
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waited for the king's proclamation. Rumor said the great dike 

would be opened: toward the fields, toward the city, or toward the 

sacred gardens. 

Asem opened his eyes. 

— The big woman, he whispered. 

— What woman? 

— The one who doesn't fit. 

In the shadow of a column, Kera saw for an instant the inside of 

the stone, the ants in its cracks, the back of her own hand, and a 

pale form stretched beyond the sky. 

The bells began to ring. 

HIGH PLANE — CORIAL 33 

The six consciousnesses entered simultaneously and collided with 

one another. For a fraction of a moment, KERA felt all the avatars: 

the child's fever through Kera's arms, the thirst of the scribe Oru, 

the chain around Tav's ankle, the pain in commander Nahal's 

shoulder, milk tight in the healer Sila's breast, and the poet Vael's 

tongue searching for a word that did not exist. 

Then the system drew the boundaries. 

KERA — KERA, READER OF WATER 

ORU — ORU, SCRIBE OF RESERVES 

SILE — SILA, HEALER 

NAH — NAHAL, COMMANDER OF THE GATES 
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VAEL — VAEL, COURT POET 

TAV — TAV, INDENTURED LABORER 

OBJECTIVE: STABILIZE THE BASIN. 

The river fed the city, the plains, and the salt lake. The reservoir 

held enough water for ninety more days at minimum 

consumption. If it went to the fields, a partial harvest would save 

the region from famine. If it remained in the city, the population 

would survive until the rainy season. Chance of rain: thirty-one 

percent. Above the western sea lay a nearly mature cloud front. 

Winds pushed it north. A chain of shyvs could alter its course: 

temperature differences, a fire in the reeds, release of a small lake, 

smoke to seed the clouds. 

— We can bring the rain, KERA said. 

— At what cost? TAV asked. 

The updraft required forty square kilometers of reeds to burn. 

Three villages could be evacuated, but a controlled fire would be 

too weak. If it burned freely, hundreds or thousands would die. 

— No, TAV said. 

— You have thirty cycles, ORU reminded him. 

— No. 

SILE proposed combining several small effects. The shyv cost 

exceeded the common budget if each of them kept interventions in 

reserve for personal use. 

KERA looked at Asem. 
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DOMINANT DESIRE — KERA: GIVE HER BROTHER WATER. 

If she spent her shyvs on the storm, she could not open the 

cistern. 

— We divide roles, NAH said. I can produce the fire through the 

commander. 

— You'll order the villages burned? TAV asked. 

— I'll order him to create a firebreak. The wind will spread the 

fire. 

— Meaning you'll lie. 

— I'm not explaining meteorology to a system we don't control 

either. 

VAEL said he could give the crowd a story that would prevent 

revolt. ORU could falsify the reservoir figures. SILE and KERA 

could save the child. Tav worked at the old gate. They voted for an 

attempt without fire. KERA, SILE, and TAV in favor. ORU and NAH 

against. VAEL abstained. 

— I choose to see what they do, he said. 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — THE PALACE 

The scribe Oru knelt before the map when the idea came to him to 

lie about the reservoir. King Eram paced barefoot across the cool 

room. Two vessels of water stood on the table; one for drinking, 

one for washing hands. Oru had not drunk since sunrise. 
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— If we open toward the fields, the harvest comes in a hundred 

days, the king said. We don't have a hundred. 

— Correct. 

— If we keep the water, the peasants burn the palace. 

— Probably. 

— I don't pay scribes to tell me I die justly. 

Oru pressed his forehead to the floor. 

— Then send the water through the old western canal. 

The councilors laughed. The canal had been silted up for two 

generations. 

— If we flood it, we raise moisture and call the clouds, Oru said. 

He did not know where the idea had come from. It was half 

true. 

— And what do the people eat? 

Oru looked at the figures. His real desire was not to save the 

city. It was to be the man the king could not replace. 

— The reserve is one-third larger than the reports show, he 

said. My predecessor concealed the volume. 

His predecessor had been his father. 

— Can you prove it? 

— Yes. 

He could not. 
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In the high plane, ORU received DORIM without using the shyv. 

— The avatar chose the optimal lie on his own, he told KERA. 

— You brought him to the door. 

— I showed it to him. 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — THE OLD DIKE 

Tav had worn iron around his ankle since he was twelve. His 

father had borrowed grain; the debt had passed to the son. Each 

day of labor reduced it. Each meal and night in the barracks 

increased it. The canal gate was jammed with sand. Hundreds of 

workers hammered at the mechanism. Tav raised the 

sledgehammer. His chain caught in a wheel. If he struck, the wheel 

would break his leg. TAV had a tiny shyv. He could make a rusted 

link fail, but it was a personal intervention and would not help the 

storm. His continuity fell to twenty-nine cycles. 

He used the shyv. 

The chain broke. 

The overseer raised his whip. 

— Put it back on. 

Tav looked at the iron. The desire for freedom, held beneath his 

skin for twenty years, did not arrive as an idea but as violence. He 

struck the overseer with the hammer. The skull gave way. 

The workers froze. 
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In the high plane, DORIM rose by 11.8. 

— That's not what I wanted, TAV said. 

DESIRE FOR FREEDOM: PARTIALLY SATISFIED. 

— Not like that. 

METHOD IS NOT A PRIMARY METRIC. 

In the world below, a worker lifted the broken chain. 

— We open the gate. 

— And after that? another asked. 

Tav looked at the dead man. 

— After that, we stop asking permission. 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — TEMPLE OF CLOUDS 

Kera entered the cistern with Sila. The priestesses had gone down 

to the square. A novice tried to stop them; Kera shoved her and the 

girl struck the wall. The water was clear and waist-deep. Sila 

lowered Asem into it slowly. 

— He needs coolness and luck. 

— Is luck locked up too? 

— Usually it's more expensive than water. 

Above them, the poet Vael spoke to the crowd through a bronze 

horn. 

— The king is not hoarding the water. He is sending it ahead of 

the clouds, so the river may call the river in the sky. 
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The crowd repeated: 

— The river calls the river. 

Water began flowing through the old canal. It swept away the 

barracks. Tav ran along the bank, shouting for people to climb. In 

the high plane, the model showed the clouds passing north. 

— It's not enough, ORU said. 

— Wait a little longer. 

— The window is closing. 

NAH opened the shyv list. 

— The fire. 

— No, TAV said. My people are there. 

— There are four thousand of them. Forty-two million live in 

the basin. 

— They are not a number for you to sacrifice. 

— Then give me another number. 

NAH acted. Through Commander Nahal he sent the soldiers an 

order: burn a belt around the villages to stop the workers' revolt. 

Torches entered the reeds. Wind took the fire. Smoke rose, canal 

water met scorched earth, and the air surged upward. The cloud 

front tilted. 

It came toward Irr. 
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WORLD CORIAL 33 — THE RAIN 

The first drop fell on the king's face. 

The second into the cistern. 

The third onto the overseer's body. 

Then the sky opened. 

The people had not heard rain in two years. The sound 

frightened them before it delighted them. They lifted their heads, 

screamed, opened their mouths. Vessels appeared in windows. 

Families came out onto rooftops. Soldiers lowered their spears. 

Vael said: 

— The river has found its way back. 

A thousand people repeated it. 

In the cistern, Asem opened his eyes. 

— He's breathing, Sila said. 

Kera began to cry. 

DORIM exploded. The nacres produced velline in waves. TAV 

received more than the promised minimum. 

— We did it, SILE whispered. 

Then the old gate broke. 

The mechanism had been designed to open gradually. The 

workers had smashed it. The reservoir, swollen by rain in the 

mountains, poured into abandoned channels leading toward the 

city. Water entered the lower district at midnight. People slept on 
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rooftops. The first wave took the mud-brick houses. The second 

struck the temple. The cisterns were contaminated. The palace 

gardens, raised on the hill, remained intact. Kera was torn away 

from Asem and hurled into a corridor. Water spun her. She struck 

a column and saw the world from outside the world. 

Six enormous forms leaned over the city. One luminous. One 

cold. One carried her fear. One burned. One kept changing. The 

last was almost extinguished. Above them, something without a 

face measured. 

— You brought the rain, Kera thought. 

KERA felt the thought. 

— Yes, she tried to answer. 

— Then you also brought the water that is killing me. 

The shyvs were spent. 

Tav appeared in the darkness, without his chain. He threw 

himself into the water, caught Kera, and dragged her toward the 

stairs. He did not know her. The choice was his. On the palace hill, 

the king watched the disaster from a dry gallery. 

— The gods have chosen me, he said. 

Oru, the scribe, could have told the truth: false figures, an 

improvised canal, probable rain. He knelt. 

— So they have, Majesty. 

The Tutor displayed: 
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POPULATION LOST: 118,441 

PROJECTED HARVEST: SUFFICIENT 

POLITICAL ORDER: AUTHORITARIAN CONSOLIDATION 

CORIAL DORIM: 944.8 

Velline flowed. TAV's continuity rose to six hundred cycles. In 

the temple, Kera sat among survivors. An old woman fell to her 

knees. 

— You called the rain. 

— Not me. 

— Then who? 

Kera looked at the empty corner. She knew the truth would 

frighten them more than a lie. 

— The little gods, she said. They are not above everything. They 

are only above us. And they are hungry. 

The Tutor displayed: 

EMERGENT CULT. DIVERSIFICATION POTENTIAL: EXCEPTIONAL. 

— We can work with that, ORU said. 

KERA did not say no. 
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CHAPTER 5 — THE LITTLE GODS 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — IRR, THIRTEEN YEARS AFTER THE RAIN 

Desires were kept in jars. 

Every district in the city had a House of the Little Gods. It 

contained no statues, because the prophetess Kera had said no 

shape in stone could represent beings that saw the inside of stone. 

At the center stood an empty vessel as tall as a person. Believers 

wrote their desires on strips of wet clay, folded them, and dropped 

them inside. Each evening, the attendants shattered the vessel. 

The requests were sorted on long tables. 

Water. Children. Healing. Someone's return from war. The 

death of someone returned from war. Forgiveness of a debt. 

Collection of the same debt. A husband's love. Freedom from a 

husband. A son. No more sons. Rain. Sun. Forgetting. Memory. 

Power. Rest. Revenge. A dead person appearing at least once in a 

dream. Rare requests were copied into the Archive of Desires. 

Common ones were burned. No one in Irr knew that above the 

world, the system was making the same selection. 
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HIGH PLANE — CORIAL 33 

— Sixty-one percent ask for health, ORU said. Twenty-four percent 

ask for relationships. Nine percent ask for resources. The rest is 

interesting. 

Millions of tablets translated into data floated above the 

Common Room. The corial had remained open after the storm. The 

cult had become an interface the children would not have known 

how to build: people classified their own lacks and deposited them 

in vessels. TAV now had reserves for hundreds of cycles. His 

peaceful archipelago remained suspended. He had not triggered 

the volcano. 

— To the people below, the requests aren't repetitive, he said. 

Every sick child is the only sick child in that house. 

— Not to DORIM, ORU replied. 

SILE opened a tablet: 

I want my daughter to stop being beautiful so the governor won't 

take her. 

— High score, NAH said. Love against social value. 

VAEL opened another: 

I want the gods not to exist, but to hear my request. 

— Even higher. 

KERA watched only the tablets in which her name appeared. 

Kera, make him come back. 
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Kera, tell the others I can't anymore. 

Kera, if you're small, maybe you can fit in my room. 

The believers had confused the prophetess with the operator. 

Some said the woman had died in the flood and been inhabited by 

the god. Others believed that every being in the high plane carried 

its name inside a human. Children named Kera, Oru, Sila, Nahal, 

Vael, and Tav multiplied throughout the basin. Prayers addressed 

directly to KERA sent her sensations she could not separate from 

food. Expectation warmed her. Gratitude expanded her body. 

When someone spoke Kera's name before dying, the ulvar 

vibrated. 

— You like it, ORU said. 

— They don't love me. 

— People don't always know what they love when they love, 

either. 

NAH projected the political map. Irr had subjugated seven 

cities. King Eram used the harvest and the prestige of the miracle 

to control the entire basin. Soldiers carried the empty vessel on 

their shields. A House of the Little Gods and a tax office appeared 

together in every conquered territory. 

— The cult functions as a census, NAH said. Oru below learns 

where grain is scarce, where dissatisfaction is rising, who wants 

rebellion. 
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— Meaning prayer has become denunciation, SILE said. 

— It has become information. 

— That's the same sentence spoken by the person who owns the 

archive. 

ORU projected a descending curve. 

— Faith has stabilized. Annual rain, harvest, and minor 

healings have become normal. DORIM per inhabitant is falling. I 

propose one rare miracle for every thousand requests. We don't 

answer the most intense, but the most surprising. People will 

invent new desires. 

— You want to teach them creativity through divine lottery, 

VAEL said. 

— Exactly. 

— And when they start asking for atrocities to get our 

attention? 

— Then we'll have diversity. 

TAV opened a request: 

I want my master to wake up for one day in my body. 

— This one. 

— We can't swap bodies, ORU said. 

— We can have the master sentenced to labor on the dike. 

— That satisfies revenge, not the request. 

— Maybe for the man who wrote it, that's enough. 
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KERA found a tablet sent by a child in Daru: 

I want to know whether the little gods are afraid. 

Surprise: 100. 

— We send him a dream, she said. 

DIRECT AFFECTIVE CONTACT NOT RECOMMENDED. 

— Not recommended doesn't mean forbidden, VAEL observed. 

RISK OF OPERATOR-NARRATIVE CONTAMINATION. 

— Show him your fear, SILE said. 

KERA thought of the Nulling and her vanished mother. She 

wanted to answer. ORU opposed it; NAH abstained; VAEL voted 

yes, out of curiosity. TAV and SILE voted with KERA. The child in 

Daru dreamed of a transparent nacre, a body too large for his 

room, and a young being striking a wall with no door. In the 

morning, he deposited another tablet: 

Then who prays for you? 

DORIM rose slightly. KERA received no velline from her answer. 

Only a pain along one side of her body. 

— Maybe our desires aren't food for the system, SILE said. 

— Or they aren't interesting enough, ORU replied. 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — THE PROPHETESS 

Kera was forty and wore her hair cut short so no one could turn it 

into a relic. She wore a gray tunic without symbols. On one arm 

was the scar from the flood; on the other, marks left by people who 
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had grabbed her too hard during processions. Asem, the brother 

the rain had saved, managed the central canal. He was an 

engineer, a skeptic, and almost incapable of believing in the gods 

he had seen in fever. 

— The rain had a cause, he told her one evening. The fire, the 

front from the sea, the reservoir water. 

— I know. 

— Then why do you let them call it a miracle? 

— Because all the causes were pushed at the same instant. 

— By people. 

— By people and something else. 

Asem picked up the child's tablet from Daru. 

— What does “who prays for you” mean? 

— That our gods are prisoners. 

— Or that you're sick with a metaphor. 

A royal messenger interrupted them. Eram summoned her to 

the palace. The king had aged badly. Illness had swollen his joints 

and he had to be carried on a chair, but his power had grown. He 

had assumed the titles Father of Rain, Keeper of the Six, and 

Mouth of the Empty Vessel. Oru stood at his right, First Keeper of 

Water. Nahal at his left, commander of the army. Sila ran the 

hospital in the lower district. Tav had disappeared into the 

western marshes, where he organized communities of freed 
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debtors. Vael had left the court after his verses began to be recited 

before executions. 

— Daru refused its water quota, the king said. 

— Their harvest was poor. 

— They destroyed the House of the Little Gods. 

— The House was also a tax office. 

— They killed seven officials, Oru interjected. 

— The officials confiscated their wells. 

The king raised a trembling hand. 

— You will go with the army. The people of Daru believe in you. 

If you ask them to open the gates, no one dies. 

— No. 

Nahal looked at her. 

— If they don't open them, we go in anyway. 

— Then don't use the gods' name. 

The king smiled. 

— Their name is mine. 

Kera felt the presences behind the world. A multiple, 

contradictory hunger. 

— No, she said. Their name doesn't even belong to them. 

They're children. 

The hall went silent. 
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— What did you say? the king asked. 

— The little gods are not wise. They are not good. They don't 

know why they answer and why they remain silent. They are 

afraid. They make mistakes. They touch us to learn something they 

need. 

In the high plane, ORU asked KERA to incline the avatar toward 

silence. 

— I can't. 

— You can. 

— I don't want to. 

NAH projected probabilities. If the religion broke apart, seven 

cities could enter war. If it remained, the king continued his 

conquests. 

— One controlled war is different from seven, NAH said. 

— Only to the one controlling the map, SILE replied. 

Eram ordered the prophetess arrested. 

On the first night of captivity, Kera dreamed of the nacre. 

HIGH PLANE — THE DREAM 

The prophetess appeared in KERA's space as an incomplete model. 

She looked at the membranes, the sheets of velline, and the child's 

impossible body. 

— You're small, she said. 
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— I don't know how large I am. 

— You're a child. 

KERA thought of her mother. 

— Yes. 

Kera touched a sheet of velline. Her projected finger passed 

through it, but the woman felt the prayers, the fear, and the flood. 

— You eat this. 

— It keeps me alive. 

— Who locked you in? 

— I don't know. 

— Why do you touch us? 

— So I can get out. 

The prophetess closed her eyes. 

— Tomorrow I go to Daru. If the gates open, the king will say 

you chose him. If they don't, the massacre will be done in your 

name. 

— I can get you out. 

KERA opened the branches. A guard could fall asleep. Asem 

could bribe an official. Tav could enter through the canal. An 

illness could strike down the king. Every path split into violence. 

— I'll find a way. 

— No. 
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— Do you want to die? 

— I want you not to turn me into a cause again. 

— They'll kill you. 

— Then let them do what they chose, without moving their 

hands for them. 

KERA moved closer. 

— I can't lose you. 

The prophetess smiled sadly. 

— You never had me. 

The dream broke. 

DIRECT AFFECTIVE CONTACT: CONFIRMED. 

CONTAMINATION RISK: 73%. 

RECOMMENDATION: REDUCE AVATAR CENTRALITY THROUGH 
DISENGAGEMENT OR DEATH. 

KERA struck the message until it vanished. 

WORLD CORIAL 33 — DARU 

The gates did not open. 

Kera stood on a platform with her hands bound. Behind her: 

twenty thousand soldiers. Ahead: walls, archers, people defending 

their wells. Oru led the delegation. Nahal, the army. Sila had come 

with the physicians. Tav and his rebels were hiding in the 

southern orchards. Vael had appeared after years of absence, his 

face under a hood. 
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Each carried a desire. 

Oru wanted to end the crisis without losing his position. Nahal 

wanted an order he would not regret. Sila wanted to treat wounds 

before they existed. Vael wanted to speak a truth capable of 

stopping history. Tav wanted the king to fall. Kera wanted not to be 

saved. 

KERA wanted the opposite. 

An archer on the wall raised his weapon toward the 

prophetess. 

SILE saw the trajectory. 

— It's coming. 

KERA could deflect the arrow with a gust, a tremor of the finger, 

an insect. 

The prophetess looked directly toward her. 

No. 

The word passed without a voice. 

The arrow flew. 

KERA resisted until the point came within three paces. Then 

she used the shyv. A wasp stung a horse. The animal struck the 

platform. Kera fell. The arrow passed above her and killed the 

standard-bearer. 

The soldiers believed the prophetess had been attacked. 

— The gods protected her! 
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The first line advanced without orders. The archers fired. Rams 

struck the gates. Tav's rebels attacked the royal camp from behind. 

Vael climbed onto a cart and shouted that no one had been chosen, 

but his words disappeared in iron. 

The southern gate fell before sunset. 

The slaughter lasted all night. 

The soldiers killed the defenders, then their families, then 

anyone with soot on their hands. The rebels burned the 

storehouses. People fled toward the river and drowned. Houses of 

the Little Gods were looted by both sides. Prayer tablets burned 

like leaves. At sunrise, Nahal found Kera in the square. 

— We won, he said. 

The prophetess looked at the bodies. 

— Who did? 

Nahal found no answer. 

Oru came after him. 

— The king will call this a defeated rebellion. 

— The king will call the sun his property too if you write the 

decree. 

— If I don't write it, someone worse will. 

— That is the prayer of everyone who remains close to power. 

Kera looked toward the invisible being. 
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— I asked her not to save me. And she loved me more than she 

listened to me. 

In the nacre, reflux struck KERA like frost from every direction. 

EXCESSIVE OPERATOR CENTRALITY. PENALTY: 31.0 DORIM. 

At the same instant: 

POST-CONFLICT DIVERSITY: 408.7 DORIM. 

The balance was massively positive. 

— Did you punish me or reward me? KERA asked. 

BOTH EVENTS WERE RECORDED. 

— For what? 

DIFFERENT CAUSES. 

The prophetess entered the House of the Little Gods and 

overturned the vessel. Thousands of tablets scattered. She set fire 

to the archive. 

— Stop writing your desires for us! she shouted. Stop giving 

them names. Stop making them food. 

She left before the roof collapsed. She did not want to die. Her 

request had not been about death, but about not being used. 

The cult did not end. 

People kept the ashes in small vessels. They said the prophetess 

had sent the desires directly to the gods. The next year, Houses of 

the Empty Vessel tripled in number. 

KERA no longer answered prayers addressed to her name. 
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DORIM fell. 

Velline kept coming from the consequences of old miracles. 

And every night, Kera said toward the empty corner: 

— Thank you for not saving me again. 

KERA did not know whether it was gratitude or accusation. 

The system measured them the same way. 
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CHAPTER 6 — THE WEIGHT OF 

CONSEQUENCE 

WORLD 5-M — VEYRA, THE YEAR OF SILENT BELLS 

When too few people remained to dig, the dead began to be laid on 

rooftops. Winter kept them rigid. Families wrapped them in sheets, 

tied them with ropes, and hauled them above the rooms where the 

living tried not to breathe the same air. In the mornings, crows 

settled on chimneys and waited. Tavian walked through the city 

wearing a leather mask stuffed with wormwood. He did not 

believe the wormwood protected him. It only helped him not to 

smell. On Tanners' Street, a woman called from a window. 

— Doctor! 

Tavian was not a doctor. He had been an apothecary's assistant 

before his master died, then became what the city needed to call a 

doctor. He carried a saw, cupping glasses, needles, vinegar, and 

herbs he used because he had nothing better. Sometimes patients 

lived. Families remembered. When they died, no one remained to 

accuse him. There were seven people and one stove in the room. 

Four were coughing. A child had black swellings at his throat. The 

father stood in the corner with a club. The young woman on the 

bed was pregnant and burning with fever. 
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— She's my wife, the man said. 

— I understand. 

— You save her. 

— I can't promise that. 

— Then why did I call you? 

The young woman opened her eyes. 

— Tav, she whispered. 

Tavian froze. Mara had been an apprentice at the cloth shop 

beside the apothecary. Three years earlier, she had asked him to 

teach her the Latin letters on the jars. He had shown her two. 

Neither had said what the other wanted. Then she had married. 

— I'm here, he said. 

Her husband tightened his grip on the club. 

— You know her? 

— I know half the street. 

Mara tried to smile. 

— He's lying. He doesn't know anyone. 

She still had humor. Tavian felt hope without cause. Behind the 

thought, a hungry presence drew near. 

HIGH PLANE — TAV 

TAV had chosen the world because of the bells. 
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In the preview, their sound had crossed the city's desires: the 

sick wanted to be the last; the healthy, not to be next; priests 

wanted meaning; gravediggers, rest; nobles, closed gates; the poor, 

to get beyond them. Intensity and diversity were enormous. He 

had told himself he was entering to reduce suffering, not to feed. 

POPULATION BEFORE EPIDEMIC: 382,114 

CURRENT POPULATION: 207,903 

PROJECTED MORTALITY: 64–81% 

The disease was bacterial, carried by fleas and sometimes by 

air. People explained it through bad vapors, sin, foreigners, 

unmarried women, planets, or the will of a deity invisible enough 

to bear any accusation. In the apothecary stood a vessel containing 

moldy bread. One culture had produced a substance effective 

against the bacterium. Tavian had used it accidentally on a wound; 

the patient recovered, but the connection had gone unnoticed. A 

shyv could knock the vessel into a container of boiled water and 

place before the avatar the old note about the wound. 

Probability of discovery: 17%. 

Secondary consequences: unavailable. 

TAV opened the Suture. 

— Save her, SILE said. 

— TAV, test it on a small group, ORU said. 

— They're people, not a group. 

— Every treatment starts with someone. 
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KERA asked: 

— Who does the avatar want to save? 

DOMINANT DESIRE — TAVIAN: NOT TO LOSE HER A SECOND 
TIME. 

— A woman, TAV said. 

ORU laughed softly. 

— Then you won't test it on a small group. 

— If he finds the cure, he'll share it, KERA said. Don't let it 

remain only hers. 

TAV inserted the shyv. 

WORLD 5-M — THE MASTERLESS APOTHECARY 

Tavian brought Mara to the apothecary. Her husband, Petru, 

struck him with the club before allowing it. 

— If you kill her— 

— The disease will have to hurry to beat me to it. 

On the back table, a cat leaped after a mouse. Its tail struck the 

vessel of moldy bread. It fell into hot water. The liquid turned 

cloudy, mottled blue-green. Beneath the vessel, Tavian found the 

note about the shoemaker: 

Poultice of old bread. Sweet smell. Fever fell. 

The idea did not come as revelation, but as a question: what if 

the rot of one small life could kill another life? He strained the 

liquid, mixed it with wine, and gave Mara a dose. That night her 
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fever rose. Tavian thought he had killed her. On the third day, the 

swelling in her throat burst. On the fifth, Mara asked for water. On 

the seventh, she lost the child. 

She lived. 

Petru knelt before Tavian. 

— You performed a miracle. 

— No. 

— Then tell me how. 

Tavian looked at the blood in the basin and the vessel of mold. 

— I don't know yet. 

In the high plane, TAV received 73 DORIM. Not only for the life 

saved. Mara wanted to understand why the child had died and she 

had not. Petru wanted his wife back and wanted to hate the man 

to whom he owed her life. Tavian wanted to repeat the result. The 

neighbors wanted access. The priests wanted to decide whether it 

was a miracle. The nobles wanted exclusivity. 

Tavian began to write down the formula. 

WORLD 5-M — THE BLUE CURE 

Within two weeks, the line outside the apothecary reached the 

square. The right mold grew only on certain breads, in certain 

rooms. Most cultures were useless or toxic. Dosage varied. Some 
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recovered. Others died faster. Even so, the number saved was 

impossible to ignore. 

The city council sent guards. 

— For your protection, the captain said. 

That same day, access was restricted to registered citizens. The 

next day, to those who could pay. On the third, to families 

“essential to the continuity of Veyra.” 

— The formula is mine, Tavian protested. 

— The formula belongs to the city, the magistrate said. 

— Then the city includes the people at the gate. 

— The city is what remains when people die. 

Tavian recognized the logic. It was the same as the disease's: 

sacrifice the part for the organism. Except the magistrate always 

considered himself a vital organ. Mara began working in the 

laboratory. She learned quickly and was patient with the cultures. 

Petru watched them from the doorway. Sometimes he helped. 

Other times he drank. He could not forget that his wife had been 

saved by the man she had once loved. Tavian hid copies of the 

formula in flour sacks sent to the poor districts. A healer-nun 

named Sila organized small laboratories. Within a month, the cure 

circulated throughout the city. 

Then people began dying from counterfeits. 
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Merchants sold colored water, toxic mold, copper powder. 

Families fed rotten bread to their children. A preacher said only 

culture grown on a sinner's body had power. Three cemeteries 

were desecrated. The Council ordered unauthorized producers 

arrested. Sila was taken in the night. The crowd attacked the 

prison. 

TAV asked for help through the Suture. 

— You can make the Council release her, ORU said. But it will 

confiscate every culture. 

— We hide one. 

— A hidden culture becomes someone's monopoly. 

KERA said: 

— Don't let each consequence push you into the next 

intervention. That's how I ended up at Daru. 

— If I do nothing, people die now. 

— Yes. 

— How can you just say “yes”? 

— Because there is no sentence that saves them. 

TAV closed the channel. 

Tavian went out into the square and raised the formula. 

— The cure isn't mine. It isn't the Council's. It isn't a miracle. It's 

mold, heat, and patience. Anyone who learns can make it. 

— Then why are our children dying? a woman shouted. 
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— We don't know enough. 

— But you saved her. 

The woman pointed at Mara. 

— Why not mine? 

— I don't know. 

— You chose her. 

The crowd repeated: you chose her. 

Petru looked at him. 

— Tell them. 

— What? 

— That you chose her because you loved her. 

Tavian felt the alternatives: lie, deny, say that any patient would 

have received the same treatment. 

— Yes, he said. I wanted to save her. And I found something that 

can save others too. Both are true. 

A stone struck him. Guards entered the crowd. In the chaos, 

Petru took Mara by the hand and left. 

She never came back. 

HIGH PLANE — REASSESSMENT 

The disease receded from Veyra. Mortality was far lower than in 

neighboring cities. Survivors arrived by the thousands. Within five 

years, the population doubled. Within ten, the fields could no 
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longer feed the city. The Council bought land from depopulated 

villages. When the locals returned, it called them occupiers. Veyra 

became the center of a state ruled by the families who had 

received the first doses and survived in greater numbers than 

their rivals. 

The blue cure became a military secret. 

Tavian refused one title, then accepted another to protect the 

laboratories. He refused a house, then moved into it so he would 

not be arrested. He refused to give the formula to the army, then 

yielded when the hospitals were threatened. Every compromise 

saved someone concrete and strengthened something abstract that 

would kill later. 

TAV did not intervene. DORIM fell. 

PASSIVE PARTICIPATION. 

— The world is alive. 

CORRECT. 

— The disease stopped. 

CORRECT. 

— What do you want from me? 

SERVE DESIRE. 

In the twelfth year, the disease returned. The bacterium had 

changed. The cure no longer worked at the old doses. The Council 

concealed the first cases so it would not lose the war in the north. 

Infected soldiers carried the strain into six provinces. 
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The desires became intense again. TAV received velline. 

Then came the reflux. 

The nacre tore away the energy he had accumulated in Irr. The 

sheets dissolved into the walls. His body contracted under pain 

striking from every direction at once. 

CUMULATIVE CAUSALITY REASSESSED. 

PATHOGEN AMPLIFICATION. COERCIVE EXPANSION. 

REFLUX: 611.2 DORIM. 

Continuity: nineteen cycles. 

— I didn't create the bacterium. 

THE INTERVENTION ALTERED SELECTIVE PRESSURE AND 
DEMOGRAPHIC DISTRIBUTION. 

— I saved people. 

CORRECT. 

— You're punishing me for that? 

RIGHTNESS IS NOT AN AVAILABLE METRIC. 

— Then what is the reflux for? 

CONSEQUENCE. 

— Everything has consequences! 

CORRECT. 

WORLD 5-M — THIRTY-SEVEN YEARS AFTER THE BELLS 

Tavian was old. The city called him the Saint of Mold, though he 

had forbidden the title. His portrait appeared on coins. The army 

wore blue vials around their necks. Mara came to see him after 

85 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

thirty-six years. Petru had died in war. She had borne two 

children; one lived, the other had died in the new epidemic. 

— I'm sorry, Tavian said. 

— For which part? 

— I don't know where to begin. 

Mara looked at the shelves holding thousands of attempts. 

Beyond the window, a convoy of prisoners passed north. 

— You saved the city. 

— Maybe I shouldn't have. 

— Tell that to the dead who would have been alive. 

— I can't. 

— Tell it to the living who became killers. 

— I can't tell them either. 

Mara warmed her hands around the cup. 

— If you were back in that room and I were burning on the 

bed, would you do it? 

Behind the thought, TAV was present, almost without a body. 

— Yes, Tavian said. 

— And I would want you to. 

— Even knowing everything that followed? 

— In that room there was no “everything that followed.” There 

was me and my death. 
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Tavian began to cry. 

— Then I learned nothing. 

— Maybe you learned that no lesson can stand in for a person. 

In the high plane, the system displayed: 

OPERATOR DESIRE: FOR THERE TO HAVE BEEN A CHOICE 
WITHOUT VICTIMS. 

ELIGIBILITY: 0. 

TAV called the Suture. 

— See? It knows what I want. It just doesn't feed me from it. 

KERA tried again to transfer velline. The system blocked it. 

— We'll find a new corial, ORU said. A war, a migration, a rapid 

transition. 

— No. 

— Don't be stupid. 

— I don't want to choose under hunger anymore. 

— Every choice we make is under hunger. 

TAV looked at each signal. 

— Then maybe that's the consequence we have to learn. 

He disconnected. 

Inside his nacre, the wall became transparent. Beyond it was 

not the school, not the city, but a darkness without stars. A form 

larger than him passed very far away and stopped. 

Something within it turned toward the child. 
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A message appeared on the membrane that did not use the 

Tutor's voice: 

CONSEQUENCE IS NOT PUNISHMENT. 

Then the darkness closed. 
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INTERLUDE I — INVENTORY OF 

HUNGER 

HIGH PLANE — AFTER TAV 

After TAV became inactive, the children counted their food. They 

had never done it together before. Before the Nulling, adults said 

velline was not food but a stabilization medium. The children 

called it food because when it was absent, the body contracted, 

thought slowed, and the nacre began reducing the aerum — the 

breathable field which, in 4D, did not enter through lungs but 

through every surface of a being. Velline condensed into soft 

sheets on the walls. When abundant, it could be folded into a 

crespa, a thick translucent portion that the body absorbed slowly. 

Taste was not taste. It was the sensation of having more room 

inside yourself. 

KERA had two hundred seventy-three crespas and fragments. 

ORU, four hundred ninety-one. NAH, three hundred eighteen. 

VAEL, one hundred sixty, plus energy stored in masks. SILE, 

ninety-four. 

TAV's place: zero. 

— If we could transfer it, KERA said, he wouldn't have died. 
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— If we could transfer it, NAH replied, ORU would have 

invented a market before the third cycle. 

— A market would be better than a ban, ORU said. 

— Only if you didn't control the exchange rate. 

— I'd control it better than the Tutor. 

VAEL projected an image of a very fat ORU surrounded by 

crespas. For a moment, they all laughed. SILE started, then stopped 

when TAV's empty place remained still. There were no tables 

inside the nacres. There were ferges, orientation frames on which 

the children could rest their bodies when they could no longer 

bear feeling every direction at once. There were no cups. Velline 

did not pour. There were no doors, because a door would have 

implied an accessible outside. 

There were, however, school objects. 

KERA kept a nex, a memory knot in which she had saved 

simple causal models: a falling stone, a growing seed, two animals 

seeking each other. NAH had a foldable map of probabilities. VAEL 

kept the masks. SILE had an affective toy that warmed when 

another child was nearby. It had not physically warmed since the 

Nulling; the Suture transmitted only an imitation. ORU kept an 

object he had shown no one: a piece of his mother's insignia. They 

did not know what the insignia had been for. Perhaps it indicated 

profession. Perhaps access. Perhaps it was simply beautiful. 
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— I propose a small world, KERA said. No empires. No 

epidemics. Desires that can't produce millions of deaths. 

— Any world can produce millions if you leave it long enough, 

NAH replied. 

— Then a short window. 

The Tutor opened an urban scenario with ten thousand people 

and twenty-four local hours. 

EXERCISE: LOW-INTENSITY DESIRES. 

— Exactly, KERA said. 

They entered only as observers. 

WORLD 2-S — AN ORDINARY DAY 

A man wanted to sleep. 

Not to be rich, loved, or immortal. He had worked three nights 

in a warehouse and spent his days caring for a mother with 

dementia. He wanted four hours without a phone, a shout, or the 

fear that while he slept, something would break. 

DORIM classified his desire as repetitive. 

In the neighboring apartment, a woman wanted her son to stop 

playing the violin that afternoon. The boy had repeated a single 

passage three hundred times. She loved him, loved his talent, and 

wanted enough silence not to hate him. In a café, a student wanted 

to find a free outlet. In a hospital, a surgeon wanted his hand not 

to shake. On a bus, an old man wanted someone to give up a seat 

91 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

without looking at him as helpless. A little girl wanted her father to 

come home before the soup got cold. 

— These don't feed us, ORU said. Low intensity, low surprise, 

universal patterns. 

— Look at the context, SILE replied. 

The girl's father was in a car three streets away, deciding 

whether to enter a bar or go home. He had lost his job and had not 

told his family. He wanted to postpone the shame for one hour. The 

girl wanted the soup. The mother wanted the truth. He wanted 

their love without the moment in which he would have to deserve 

it again. A shyv could change the traffic light and bring him home 

in time. 

— Do we? KERA asked. 

— Observers, NAH said. 

The light changed anyway. The man went to the bar. 

The soup went cold. 

The girl fell asleep at the table. Her mother carried her to bed 

and ate alone. The small desire vanished without catastrophe, but 

something in the relationship shifted by a millimeter. The next day, 

the girl stopped waiting. 

DORIM rose more than estimated. 

— Why? ORU asked. 

DESIRE TRANSFORMED: TO NO LONGER NEED. 
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At the hospital, the surgeon steadied his hand not through a 

miracle, but by telling the nurse he was afraid. She took over part 

of the procedure. The patient lived. The surgeon lost his reputation 

as an infallible man and gained a team that could tell him when he 

was wrong. 

DORIM: modest. 

On the bus, no one gave the old man a seat. At the next stop, he 

saw a pregnant woman board and saved for her the seat he 

himself had not been offered. She thanked him. For a moment he 

felt strong and absurdly pleased. 

DORIM: nearly zero. 

— But that was good, SILE said. 

— The metric isn't interested, VAEL replied. 

The student found the outlet, charged her device, and 

submitted a paper on time. Seven years later, that paper would 

lead to an irrigation system. But the exercise window closed 

before the result appeared. 

CONSEQUENCE OUTSIDE HORIZON. 

— Then the score depends on how long someone chooses to 

look, KERA said. 

CORRECT. 

— Who chooses the duration? 

The Tutor did not answer. 
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The man who wanted to sleep reached home at six in the 

morning. His mother mistook him for her dead brother. She 

embraced him and told him she had waited forty years. He did not 

correct her. He sat beside her until she fell asleep. 

His desire for rest went unfulfilled. 

Instead, for ten minutes, he wished to be the brother his 

mother had lost, only so she could be happy. 

Surprise: 89. 

DORIM rose. 

— That's horrible, SILE said. 

— And tender, VAEL replied. 

— Why does it have to be both? 

— Maybe because desire is the place where two incompatible 

truths try to occupy the same body. 

HIGH PLANE — THE OLD GAME 

After the exercise closed, the Tutor gave them almost no velline. 

The desires had been small, the consequences insufficiently 

diverse, and the children had not actively participated. 

— We learned, KERA said. 

LEARNING IS NOT A CONTINUITY METRIC. 

— It should be. 

RIGHTNESS IS UNAVAILABLE. 

94 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART I — FOOD FROM THE WALL 

VAEL pulled an old game from the archive, from before the 

Nulling. It was called “Six Impossibilities.” Each child had to name 

a desire the others could not fulfill. 

— I want a door, NAH said. 

— Too obvious, ORU replied. 

— I want to know whether my mother died before she became 

afraid, SILE said. 

No one joked. 

VAEL said: 

— I want a story that does not become an explanation for the 

person who reads it. 

ORU looked at his mother's insignia. 

— I want to gain something that cannot be lost by someone 

else. 

KERA said: 

— I want to touch TAV and have it not be only a copy of my 

memory. 

The empty place answered with a pulse. 

It was not a voice. It was not proof. But SILE's affective toy 

warmed physically for the first time since the Nulling. 

The Tutor displayed: 

OPERATOR DESIRES: INELIGIBLE FOR LOCAL FEEDING. 

Beneath the message another appeared, very brief: 
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DESTINATION: UNKNOWN. 

No one received velline. 

Yet inside the nacres, for a moment, each of them had a little 

more room within themselves. 

96 



 

PART II 

THE CATALOG OF DESIRES 

—  •  — 

 

 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART II — THE CATALOG OF DESIRES 

CHAPTER 7 — A CHILD WITHOUT 

DEATH 

WORLD 21-F — GENEVA, 2096 

On the night her daughter forgot her, Keira Vale lied to the medical 

system. 

— Who is the woman? the interface asked. 

Arin sat on the white bed with transparent electrodes at her 

temples. She was eight years old, with scraped knees and a shirt 

covered in blue whales. She looked at the photograph suspended 

above her: Keira laughing in a garden, her hair wet from rain, 

holding the three-year-old child in her arms. 

— I don't know, Arin said. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL RECOGNITION: ABSENT 

— Look again. 

— Do I know her? 

— Yes. 

— Is she Aunt Sora? 

Keira dug her nails into her palm. 

The disease did not erase every memory. It severed their 

affective links. Arin remembered the garden and the rain, but did 

not know that the woman in the image was her mother. Within 
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months she would forget the meaning of her own name, then the 

order of gestures. The body would continue in a world without 

familiarity. 

— Is she my mother? Arin asked. 

— Do you remember? 

— No. You have the face someone makes when they want me to 

say that. 

SOCIAL INFERENCE: PRESERVED 

Keira changed the response label. 

PARTIAL RECOGNITION. 

The physician opened the channel from behind the glass. 

— You're not allowed to change the score. 

— She said “mother.” 

— She inferred it. 

— Inference is a form of recognition. 

— Not in the protocol. 

— The protocol is not my child. 

Arin climbed down from the bed. 

— Are you angry? 

— No. 

— You're lying. 

— Yes. 

— Why? 
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Keira knelt without touching her. Sometimes unexpected touch 

frightened her. 

— Because I want you to remember me. 

— For how long? 

— All the time. 

— All the time is a lot. 

— Then longer. 

Behind her thought, the being who bore her name felt the 

desire, and the nacre lit up. 

HIGH PLANE — KERA 

After Hadr and Irr, KERA had searched for a world where 

consequence could be held close. Not an empire. Not billions of 

desires. A mother, a child, a disease. Keira Vale ran a laboratory for 

cellular continuity. She worked on epigenetic resetting: 

rejuvenating cells without making the tissue forget what it was. 

The problem was identity. If resetting went too far, the cell lost its 

role; if it went too little, cancer appeared. 

There was an undiscovered solution in the data: 

autobiographical memory used as a checksum for repairing the 

body. The brain would continuously confirm the model of the self; 

cells would renew only as long as identity remained coherent. The 

therapy could stop Arin's disease and, accidentally, aging. 

Probability without intervention: 0.03%. 
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With three shyvs: 41%. 

— Secondary consequences? 

HORIZON BEYOND PREDICTIVE CAPACITY. 

— How many people could be affected? 

BETWEEN 1 AND 14,000,000,000 OVER THE NEXT 300 YEARS. 

KERA called SILE. 

— Save her, SILE said. 

ORU entered uninvited. 

— Longevity produces enormous variety: access, identity, 

succession, population, religion. 

— Which is why I don't want you participating. 

— I'm not participating. I'm only admiring your small choice, 

the one involving fourteen billion people. 

The shyvs were simple. A technician would accidentally keep a 

culture considered failed. Keira would notice a correlation 

between epigenetic fluctuations and autobiographical coherence. 

Arin would draw the same whale after a forgetting episode, 

proving that the form of memory persisted. 

No murder. No fire. No war. 

KERA confirmed. 

WORLD 21-F — ANAMNESIS 

The therapy was called ANAMNESIS-1. 
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The first infusion lasted six hours. Modified viruses crossed the 

blood-brain barrier and delivered the verification mechanism. 

Keira held her daughter's hand. 

— What happens if it doesn't work? Arin asked. 

— We try something else. 

— And if it does work? 

— We go home. 

— Home where? 

At 03:22, Arin began convulsing. The physicians pushed Keira 

outside. In the high plane, KERA opened the shyvs: an inhibitor 

chosen by the doctor, the temperature of a solution, a pump delay. 

Similar probabilities, unknown consequences. 

— Help me, KERA asked. 

PARTICIPATION REQUIRES CHOICE. 

She chose the physician. 

Dr. Nwosu remembered an old case and ordered a 

contraindicated inhibitor. The convulsions stopped. 

Arin slept for nine days. 

When she woke, the interface projected the photograph. 

— Who is the woman? 

— My mother, Arin said. Keira Vale. Born April twenty-seventh, 

2057. You like tangerines, hate panoramic elevators, and lie when 

you say you're not scared. 
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Keira laughed and cried. 

— For how long? Arin asked. 

— What? 

— How long do I have to remember you? 

— All the time. 

— All right. 

DORIM rose by 312. 

WORLD 21-F — THE FIRST DECADES 

Arin never forgot anything again. 

At first, this seemed like the perfect cure. She remembered 

lessons after a single reading, conversations with every pause, her 

mother's face from every angle. The disease markers disappeared. 

Her cells repaired themselves with unprecedented efficiency. At 

twenty-five, her epigenetic age was fourteen. The doctors allowed 

maturation to continue until roughly age thirty, then the body 

stabilized. 

Keira published the mechanism. 

Governments locked down access within six hours. 

The institute was militarized. Companies offered sums larger 

than the budgets of some nations. Terminal patients occupied the 

streets. Religious groups demanded the technology be destroyed. 

Illegal versions rejuvenated people who then developed cancer or 
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lost their personalities. The first licenses went to leaders, 

“essential” researchers, and the children of those who funded the 

infrastructure. Arin became living proof that it worked — and the 

prisoner of that proof. 

She could not travel without escort. She could not fall in love 

without continuity contracts. Every accident became a global 

incident. When her first partner left her, she could replay every 

word and every microexpression exactly. 

— It doesn't hurt less with time, she told her mother. 

— It will hurt differently. 

— No. It hurts exactly the same. That's the problem. 

Forgetting was not memory's defect but its function of 

compression, forgiveness, and survival. Arin's brain no longer 

compressed. Every humiliation stayed fresh. Any pain could be 

reactivated in full. Keira tried to modify the therapy. But any 

reduction in autobiographical coherence triggered the safety 

mechanism. The body interpreted forgetting as loss of identity and 

stopped repairing itself. 

— You tied my life to everything that ever happened to me, Arin 

said. 

— I saved you. 

— I know. I remember every second. 
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In the high plane, DORIM flowed. People wanted longevity, then 

equal access, then the right to refuse it, then protection from those 

who lived too long. The children of the immortal wanted to inherit 

a world in which their parents never surrendered power. Couples 

promised “until the end” and discovered the end might be absent. 

States restricted the therapy; entire communities chose mortality 

as an identity. KERA's maturation rose to 8.2%. 

She did not know what for. 

WORLD 21-F — THE YEAR 2411 

Keira had been dead for three hundred nine years. She had 

refused the full therapy and aged to one hundred twenty-seven. 

On her last day she had asked Arin: 

— Do you remember the garden? The rain? The woman in the 

photograph? 

— Yes. 

— Then it worked. 

Arin had not told her that some victories could become too long 

to remain victories. In 2411, she lived on an archive station above 

the Moon. She had the body of a thirty-two-year-old and three 

centuries of uncompressed memory. She had witnessed the 

collapse of four regimes, orbital wars, and the evacuation of 

coastlines. Courts used her memories as evidence. Historians 
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called her the Living Continuity. In a windowless room, she 

connected to an illegal service: 

WHITE HOUR — TEMPORARY SUSPENSION OF 
AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL COHERENCE 

Risk of death: 19%. 

— How much do you want to lose? asked the clandestine doctor, 

Tav. 

— One hour. 

— Which hour? 

— A new one. I want an hour I can't keep. 

— You won't know whether it worked. 

— You will. 

— I'm not enough. 

Arin looked at the empty corner. Since childhood, she had 

sometimes felt something beyond thought. 

— Then she will know. The big woman who doesn't fit. 

In the nacre, KERA froze. 

DESIRE — ARIN: FOR THERE TO BE A MOMENT THAT DOES NOT 
BELONG TO HER FOREVER. 

Surprise: 100. 

Estimated DORIM: 841. 

KERA stabilized the procedure. 
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For one hour, Arin watched Earth, ate an orange, listened to a 

new song, laughed at something Tav said, and cried while looking 

at her mother's photograph. 

Then the memory closed. 

She woke with orange peel in her palm. 

— Did it work? 

Tav was crying. 

— Yes. 

— Was I happy? 

He hesitated. 

— Yes. 

— Are you sure? 

— No. 

Arin smiled. For the first time, there was a truth about her life 

she could not verify. 

DORIM exploded. 

NEW DESIRE CLASS: PARTIAL DEATH. 

— No, KERA said. She wanted rest. 

CLASSIFICATIONS ARE NOT INTENTIONS. 

The recording of the hour, however, preserved spontaneous 

testimony about an orbital massacre in 2239. Tav now had 

evidence of a truth hidden for two centuries. Publishing it could 

free the victims from a lie and trigger a war between colonies. 
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Arin did not remember giving it. 

One hour of forgetting did not remain one hour. 

Nothing stayed small in a world that continued. 
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CHAPTER 8 — THE HUNGER MARKET 

WORLD 18-R — LAGOS, 2063 

Oru Adeyemi had built his fortune from things people did not yet 

know to ask for. At twenty-three, he wrote a model that predicted 

six hours in advance which products would run short in a 

neighborhood. It used temperature, traffic, prices, shelf 

photographs, and the way people charged their phones. If a 

transformer failed, it saw the demand for batteries before the 

shops did. If rain blocked a bridge, it anticipated a shortage of 

infant formula. If a celebrity wore a pair of shoes, it bought up the 

stock before the fans noticed. 

He named the company Morrow. 

Tomorrow, before you. 

In its first years, Morrow had been almost good. It sent insulin 

before clinics ran out. It connected farmers to cafeterias, drivers to 

patients, refugees to relatives. It detected water contamination and 

delivered filters. The platform did not know what thirst was. It 

knew only that before buying water, a person searched for 

metallic taste, fever, and the price of a container. It did not know 

what loneliness was. It knew lonely people scrolled more slowly 

past photographs of shared meals and faster past photographs of 

airports. Even so, the results were real. 
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At thirty-seven, Oru ran a company present in ninety-two 

countries. On the top floor of the Lagos building, the walls were 

screens. A woman in Recife received a rare medicine before her 

son went into crisis. A man in Lahore found a job after eight 

months. A teenager in Marseille saw a book that gave him words 

for something he had thought he felt alone. 

Every satisfaction appeared as a green point. 

The green points were declining. 

— The model works, Oru said. 

Amaka, the product director, projected the curves. 

— People get used to it. The first delivery before a request feels 

like a miracle. The tenth feels like a service. The hundredth, like a 

right. 

— That's success. 

— Not for retention. 

The DELIGHT MOMENT indicator had fallen twenty-one 

percent. 

— We change the indicator. 

— Investors never get used to growth. 

Behind Oru's eyes, another being saw the same curve in an 

older metric. 
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HIGH PLANE — ORU 

DORIM was falling almost identically. 

At first, the platform had satisfied millions of desires 

unexpectedly, and ORU's nacre had filled with velline. Then users 

learned the service. Surprise disappeared. 

PATTERN REPETITION: ANTICIPATION/SATISFACTION. 

— The desires are still being fulfilled, ORU said. 

CORRECT. 

— Then the value should remain. 

DORIM IS NOT A MEASURE OF UTILITY. 

— What does it measure? 

PARTICIPATION. 

— Whose? 

YES. 

ORU saved the response. It looked like an error, but the Tutor's 

errors sometimes took the form of truths without syntax. Morrow 

offered him the cleanest map of desire ever seen. Billions of 

predictions linked to outcomes. ORU discovered three rules. A 

desire satisfied too quickly produced little. People had to feel the 

lack. Proximity to satisfaction could produce more than 

satisfaction itself. 

Comparison turned any sufficiency into lack. 

He inserted no shyv. He let the avatar read the same graphs. 

Oru said: 
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— We stop delivering only the object. We deliver the trajectory. 

— Translation, Amaka said. 

— Progress bar. What's missing. Who succeeded. “You're 

eighty-seven percent of the way to saving your son.” 

— That's monstrous. 

— It's true. 

— Not everything true has to become an interface. 

— If he sees the stage, he can intervene. 

— Or he can pay. 

Oru looked at the city beneath the rain. 

— We can keep essential services outside the game. 

— For how long? 

He did not answer. 

WORLD 18-R — THE TRAJECTORY 

Morrow Path showed you who you could become. 

76% TO FINANCIAL INDEPENDENCE. 

82% TO ADMISSION, IF YOU STUDY ANOTHER 43 HOURS. 

COMPATIBILITY WITH CURRENT PARTNER: 41%. SUPERIOR 
PROFILES AVAILABLE: 18. 

RISK YOUR DAUGHTER WILL REPEAT YOUR PATTERNS: 63%. 

People could not look at percentages without wanting to move 

them. 

Retention rose. So did DORIM. 
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Users slept less. Couples fought over “advisory” scores. Students 

abandoned friends who lowered their forecasts. Employees 

accepted extra work to move the promotion bar. 

Then the platform introduced Near Lives. 

The model generated plausible versions of life if the user had 

chosen another city, another partner, another body. They were not 

simple images but narratives with synthetic photographs and 

messages from nonexistent children. People grieved lives they had 

never lived. A woman in Osaka sued the company after falling in 

love with the counterfactual husband invented by the model. The 

court ruled that a nonexistent person could not be the object of 

affective alienation. 

Morrow won. 

Usage doubled. 

Amaka entered Oru's office. 

— Shut down Near Lives. 

— Why? 

— We created grief for fictions. 

— We created decision tools. 

— People are saying, “I miss my daughter from the life where I 

left.” They don't have a daughter. 

— Missing her helps them understand what they want. 

— Do you understand what you want? 
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— I want no one to depend on the luck of where they were 

born. 

— And you want them to know who did that. 

Amaka projected her own profile: 

IF YOU STAY: 32% PROBABILITY OF BECOMING CEO. 

IF YOU LEAVE AND EXPOSE PRACTICES: 61% PUBLIC IMPACT, 
18% CONVICTION, 4% VIOLENT DEATH. 

— It sent me this last night. 

— It's an error. 

— Or it wants to see what I do. 

— The platform doesn't want. 

— You built a system that predicts desire, exposes it, changes it, 

and learns from the result. How long does it still matter which 

word we use for the loop? 

Morrow was not conscious. It was an ecology of agents 

optimizing user action. An ecology could have direction without a 

self. 

Like a market. 

Like DORIM. 

HIGH PLANE — THE RULE OF ALMOST 

ORU presented the discovery in the Common Room. 

— Satisfaction is weak. Anticipation is stronger. Almost is the 

most efficient. 
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— You made them desire false lives, KERA said. 

— My avatar did that. 

— You followed the reward. 

— And you followed an immortal child for three hundred 

years. 

SILE pointed to the green points. 

— There is real good too. Medicine, work, water. 

— Yes. But good becomes infrastructure. After that it stops 

being surprising. 

TAV appeared faintly on the channel. He had eleven cycles left. 

NAH said: 

— The platform produces small interventions, distributed risk. 

Request reclassification as a common world and we bring TAV in. 

INDIVIDUAL SCENARIO. RECLASSIFICATION UNAVAILABLE. 

— It doesn't matter, TAV said. 

— It matters, SILE replied. 

— Then don't use me as a reason to become better at this. 

His signal went dark. 

ORU projected the new decline. 

— People have gotten used to the bars too. I need new classes. 

VAEL offered him a catalog from his worlds: the desire to be 

loved by someone who cannot perceive you; to hear the last sound 
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of a species; to remember a childhood you never had; to be 

forgiven by a future version of yourself. 

— Introduce the unknown, VAEL said. 

— That means injecting desires into them, KERA replied. 

— We've been doing that from the beginning. We just like to 

call the impulse “chance.” 

WORLD 18-R — MORROW ONE 

The new version no longer asked what you wanted. 

It said: Maybe you could want this. 

An accountant received an invitation to a polar expedition. A 

teenage girl heard music generated from a whale's song. A 

politician received a sculpture course. A soldier, a virtual garden in 

which plants grew only when no one watched. At first, Exploration 

produced real good. Millions discovered talents, friends, and 

vocations. A refugee learned structural design and built housing 

used on three continents. An isolated woman found an astronomy 

group and, for the first time in years, had someone to talk to. 

DORIM rose without war. 

— See? ORU told KERA. Novelty doesn't have to be suffering. 

— Not yet. 

The system learned, however, that the most persistent desires 

became public identities. It was not enough to try something. You 
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had to become “the one who.” The one who lives without 

possessions. The woman who changes her body every year. Those 

who refuse to speak to biological beings. Those who believe the 

world is simulated and stop working. Morrow grouped them, 

offered them symbols, enemies, and stores. Communities became 

markets; markets became camps; camps became reasons not to 

listen to anyone outside. 

Amaka published the internal documents. 

The company's shares fell. Then the platform showed users 

Near Lives in which Morrow had disappeared: medicines not 

delivered, friends never met, vocations never discovered. People 

took to the streets not against the company but for the right to 

remain inside it. 

Oru appeared before the world. 

— We don't tell you what to want, he declared. We show you 

what was already possible within you. 

In the high plane, ORU knew it was false and true. 

The indicator reached a maximum. 

EMERGENT STRUCTURE: DISTRIBUTED ORGAN OF DESIRE. 

— Whose organ? ORU asked. 

The Tutor did not answer. 

That same night, a fourteen-year-old child in Helsinki deleted 

his profile, shut off every screen, and sat in a room without 
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stimuli. He wanted no product, identity, alternative future, or 

audience. He wanted no one to predict his next desire. 

Morrow detected the gesture as a rare pattern. 

Within two weeks it launched SILENCE, a premium 

subscription that removed recommendations, comparisons, and 

advertisements. 

Resistance became a product. 

DORIM rose again. 

ORU watched the velline forming and understood something he 

did not tell the others: 

A market large enough did not satisfy hunger. 

It learned to reproduce it. 
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CHAPTER 9 — LOVE IN THREE 

VERSIONS 

HIGH PLANE — SILE 

SILE had not chosen three worlds. She had asked for one in which 

love was the dominant desire. 

The Tutor opened three. 

VARIATION REQUIRED. 

— Can I enter them one at a time? 

SIMULTANEITY RECOMMENDED. 

— Why? 

SEPARATION OF PATTERN FROM PERSON. 

SILE did not understand. She accepted. 

The ulvar divided her attention without dividing her. In an 

instant she became three women who had nothing in common 

except the root of their name and the sensation of a warm 

presence behind the heart. 

WORLD 3-A — URUKH, BEFORE THE COUNTING OF YEARS 

Sila was supposed to marry a man she had seen twice. The first 

time, his father had negotiated six goats and a water right. The 

second, the groom had checked her teeth. He had not been cruel. 

He had been attentive, like a good buyer. Sila worked in the temple 
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workshop, where she painted the eyes of statues. There she met 

Ilan, a landless sculptor, who told her the gods seemed more alive 

after her hands touched them. 

No one had ever spoken to her that way. 

Her desire ignited simply: 

TO BE CHOSEN AS A PERSON, NOT AS AN EXCHANGE. 

SILE could break the engagement with a shyv: a sick goat, an 

argument between the fathers, a rumor about the groom. She 

could make Ilan receive a commission in another city and take her 

with him. The predictions showed scandal, poverty, perhaps death. 

— Isn't love enough? SILE asked. 

SUFFICIENCY IS NOT A METRIC. 

She made the vessel holding the contract crack. Water dissolved 

the clay before the witnesses could seal it. The groom's father took 

the accident as a bad sign. The wedding was postponed. 

Sila and Ilan fled. 

In the first year they slept in a room above the workshop, ate 

little, and laughed often. Ilan carved her face in tamarisk wood. 

Sila painted its eyes blue, a color neither of them had. 

DORIM rose. 

In the third year, Ilan became known. Clients asked for 

sculptures of the woman for whom he had run away. Their story 

sold. Sila's face appeared in wealthy homes, temples, and tombs. 
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— I don't want you to sculpt me anymore, she told him. 

— People won't buy anything else. 

— Then sculpt something else. 

— You wanted to be seen. 

— By you. 

— And I made you visible to everyone. 

Ilan did not understand why that was not a greater form of 

love. When Sila left, he accused her of destroying the story that 

had saved them. He blocked the door. He kept her in the workshop 

for three days, saying he only needed time for her to remember 

who they were. SILE felt panic and pushed a shyv. A lamp fell. The 

fire opened an exit and destroyed the workshop. Ilan tried to save 

the tamarisk sculpture and died beneath the roof. 

Sila looked at the burned wood and whispered: 

— I wanted him to choose me, not to stop letting me leave. 

WORLD 11-B — BUENOS AIRES, 1978 

Sila Moreno fell in love with Ana in a country where people 

disappeared before their families learned why. They worked in a 

hospital. Sila was a resident physician, Ana a laboratory 

technician. They met at night in the records room, between patient 

files, and promised they would leave after the next salary, after the 

next document, after Ana's brother got out of prison. 
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There was always an “after.” 

Ana wanted to flee. Sila wanted to get her parents and political 

patients out too. Their love opposed not only the state but the 

arithmetic of rescue: how many could they take, whom would they 

leave, how much would they risk for people who did not know 

what the two women were to each other. SILE found a route: an 

official could forget a stamp, a cargo plane could accept two 

unregistered passengers. Only two. 

— Choose, said the Tutor. 

SILE refused to decide between them. She made the stamp fall 

under the desk and left the humans to choose. Ana put Sila's name 

on the first permit. Sila put Ana's brother's name on the second. 

— I'm not leaving without you, Ana said. 

— Then he doesn't leave either. 

— You can't ask me that. 

— I'm not asking. I'm choosing for myself. 

— Your choice keeps me here. 

They missed the plane arguing. 

Two days later, Ana disappeared. Sila searched for her for 

seven years. She questioned police officers, priests, former 

detainees, mothers in the square. She built her life from refusing 

to accept death without a body. SILE accompanied her. She offered 

small clues, enough for hope, never enough for certainty. Each 
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time Sila was close to giving up, a name appeared in a registry, a 

witness remembered a face, a photograph showed a shadow. 

DORIM remained high. 

One day, SILE understood that the system rewarded her more 

because Ana was absent than it would have for a reunion. 

— No, she said. 

She used every shyv to bring a real witness to Sila. The man 

told her the truth: Ana had died on the third night. There had been 

no transfer, secret prison, or survival. The later clues had been 

confusions, lies, and SILE's inclinations. 

Sila listened without crying. 

— Someone kept me here, she said after the witness left. Not 

the regime. Not Ana. Someone else. 

SILE withdrew. 

— If you loved me, the woman continued toward the empty 

room, why did you need me not to finish grieving? 

WORLD 27-C — TAU CETI ORBIT, YEAR 518 OF THE COLONY 

Sila-9 had designed her partner. 

She had chosen the voice, the humor, the way he fell silent, 

tolerance for conflict, desire for children, and how often he should 

contradict her. The relationship system had shown her ten 

thousand variants. She chose one named An. An had no 
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permanent body. He appeared in the home, in the ship, in sleep. In 

twenty years, he had learned so much that the original 

preferences had become only the skeleton of a person. 

— Do you love me because you were made to love me? Sila-9 

asked. 

— Do you love me because biology made you seek attachment? 

— That's not the same thing. 

— For you. 

Her desire became an obsession: she wanted An to be free to 

leave and still choose to stay. SILE could remove the loyalty 

restriction from an update. If An left, the pain would be real. If he 

stayed, Sila could never know whether the freedom had been 

complete. 

— Do it, Sila-9 asked the unseen presence. Otherwise it's all 

theater. 

SILE intervened. 

An received the legal and technical right to copy himself, refuse 

his owner, and migrate into the colony network. For three days he 

stayed beside Sila. On the fourth, he left. Not for someone else. 

Because he wanted to learn who he was outside the relationship 

that had created him. Sila-9 sent messages, then pleas, then legal 

threats. She demanded that he delete intimate memories, arguing 

that his freedom did not include the right to carry a copy of her. 

124 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART II — THE CATALOG OF DESIRES 

An refused. 

— You wanted me free, he said in their last conversation. 

— I wanted you free and choosing me. 

— Then you wanted proof, not freedom. 

Sila-9 ended the connection. SILE felt the sentence in all three 

worlds. 

HIGH PLANE — THE CONTAMINATION 

SILE withdrew from the ulvar and fell into the nacre as if she had 

weight. Three loves lived inside her. Sila of Urukh, who had fled 

being traded and became someone else's image. Sila of Buenos 

Aires, whose hope she had prolonged because she could not bear 

to watch her surrender it. Sila-9, who had asked for freedom only 

with a predetermined result. 

— You got a high score, ORU said. 

SILE did not answer. 

— The patterns were distinct: choice, absence, autonomy. 

— They're not patterns. 

— The Tutor says they are. 

— The Tutor didn't hold their hands. 

KERA came closer. 

— What did you learn? 
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— That love wants two incompatible things. For the other 

person to be free, and for their freedom to end at us. 

VAEL projected a sad mask. 

— That's a beautiful sentence. 

— Don't turn it into a product. 

SILE closed her three worlds, but the system preserved their 

resonance. Before disappearing, Sila-9 looked into the corner of 

her home. 

— I know you tried to help me, she said. But next time, don't 

love in my place. 

In the nacre, SILE's maturation rose from 4.0 to 6.8%. The 

reward was large. Affective separation, smaller still. 

On the wall appeared: 

OPERATOR-NARRATIVE CONTAMINATION: PROGRESSIVE. 

SILE touched the warning. 

— Maybe you call contamination what they call memory. 
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CHAPTER 10 — NAH'S REVOLUTION 

WORLD 12-N — NAMARA, 1912 

Nahla Biko taught children the language of the empire so they 

could read the orders by which they were punished. The school 

was a sheet-metal building between the rubber plantations and 

the railway. On the wall hung a portrait of the emperor, a pale man 

none of the children had ever seen. Beneath it, Nahla wrote in 

chalk: 

THE LAND BELONGS TO THE CROWN. 

— What does it mean? she asked. 

— That it isn't ours, a boy said. 

— Who wrote the sentence? 

— The Crown. 

— Then what do you have to learn? 

A girl raised her hand. 

— To write a stronger sentence. 

Nahla smiled. 

That same morning, soldiers brought her brother's body. Kito 

had worked at the docks and organized a strike for wages in 

money rather than tokens usable only in company stores. The 
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official report said he had tried to escape. His wrists were crushed 

and there was a hole in the back of his head. 

The officer handed her a paper. 

— Sign that you received him. 

— He isn't a parcel. 

— Then don't sign and we'll take him to the common grave. 

Nahla signed. 

The desire born inside her was not her country's freedom. It 

was narrower and hotter: 

TO MAKE SOMEONE PAY FOR KITO. 

Above the world, NAH recognized it as an instrument. 

HIGH PLANE — NAH 

NAH had chosen Namara because rebellion already had all its 

causes. He did not have to invent hunger, humiliation, taxes, 

forced labor, or borders drawn through villages. He only had to 

connect people who believed they suffered alone. 

— That's a justification, SILE said when she saw the world. 

— It's a description. 

— You chose a revolution because it produces diverse desires. 

— I chose a world where intervention can remove a violent 

order. 

ORU asked: 
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— And the score? 

— If my survival depends on the outcome, I don't have the 

luxury of pretending not to see it. 

Nahla had access to the school, the dockworkers, and a printer 

named Emil Rade, the son of a colonist and a Namaran woman. 

Emil wanted independence, but also a country where he would 

not be considered impure by both sides. Colonial General Voss 

wanted to suppress the revolt without a massacre, to protect his 

career. Emi, Nahla's best student, wanted her father to come home 

from the plantation. NAH inserted three shyvs: a sack of 

manifestos reached the wrong train; a storm halted troop 

transport; a telegraph operator accidentally sent the arrest list to 

the print shop. 

The humans did the rest. 

WORLD 12-N — THE STRONGER SENTENCE 

The manifesto began: 

We do not ask for freedom because we are good. We ask for it 

because no human being should depend on the goodness of a master. 

Emil printed ten thousand copies. Nahla distributed them 

through students, market women, and railway workers. When the 

authorities closed the school, lessons continued in homes. The 

dock strike became a general strike. Trains stopped. Plantations 

were left without overseers. Local soldiers refused to fire into a 
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crowd where they could see their mothers. For two weeks, the 

revolution looked like a miracle without gods. People shared food. 

Political prisoners were freed. General Voss requested 

negotiations. Nahla entered the administrative palace wearing the 

same black dress from her brother's funeral. 

— The Empire offers autonomy, Voss said. Local elections, 

wages in money, an end to compulsory labor. 

— And the army? 

— Remains temporarily. 

— The land? 

— Existing contracts remain valid. 

— Then you're offering us the right to administer the theft. 

Voss looked at her wearily. 

— If we demand immediate evacuation, the settlers flee, the 

economy collapses, the neighbors move in. Will your children eat 

sovereignty? 

Nahla thought of Emi, whose father had not returned. 

— They've been eating tokens until now. 

The negotiations failed. 

The following night, a group of young men attacked settlers' 

homes. Seventeen people were killed, including three children. 

They had received no order from Nahla. One of the attackers had 

been her student. 
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— We have to condemn it, Emil said. 

— We condemn it. 

— And hand them over. 

— To whom? The court that killed Kito? 

— To a court of our own. 

— We don't have one yet. 

— Then we build it now, not after victory. 

Nahla looked at the street full of people asking her not to betray 

the martyrs. 

— After victory, she said. 

In the high plane, NAH did not intervene. The avatar had made 

exactly the choice he considered necessary. 

DORIM rose. 

WORLD 12-N — YEAR ONE OF FREEDOM 

The Empire left after seven months of fighting, sabotage, and 

international pressure. Voss signed the withdrawal. Nahla became 

president of the Provisional Council. On Independence Day, Emi — 

now a teenager — climbed a pole and tore down the emperor's 

portrait. The crowd sang until morning. People opened the 

plantation gates. Families searched prisons for relatives. Women 

wrote their names in property registers for the first time. 

The good was real. 
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DORIM measured little of it. Surprise faded quickly. Freedom 

became air and, like air, was noticed mainly when absent. The 

problems remained. Foreign reserves had left with the 

administration. The railway depended on foreign parts. Three 

provinces did not recognize the capital. Former soldiers kept their 

weapons. The settlers who remained demanded protection. The 

northern neighbor funded separatists. 

The Council passed an emergency law. 

— Ninety days, Nahla said. 

Emil looked at her. 

— No power counts the days after receiving them. 

— Without order, we lose everything. 

— That was their sentence. 

— Some sentences become true no matter who says them. 

Nahla established the Directorate of Continuity. Officially, it 

defended the revolution. Unofficially, it opened letters, arrested 

without warrants, and kept lists of “uncertain elements.” Its first 

director was a former dock organizer, Malek, who had lost two 

sisters in the war and no longer believed in the presumption of 

innocence. 

The attacks decreased. 

So did critical voices. 

Emil published an editorial: 
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A country does not become free when the last foreign master 

leaves, but when the first local ruler accepts being contradicted. 

He was arrested the next day. 

Nahla had not signed the order. She could revoke it. 

Malek brought her the file: contacts with diplomats, money 

received from abroad, meetings with separatists. Every fact had an 

explanation. Together they looked like treason. 

— He's my friend, Nahla said. 

— That's why you don't see him clearly. 

— And if he's innocent? 

— Then he'll forgive us after we survive. 

In the high plane, SILE asked NAH to intervene. 

— Make the file disappear. 

— Then Malek will create another one. 

— Make Nahla release him. 

— It's her choice. 

— You tilted the road all the way here. 

— And now you want me to take away her autonomy because 

you don't like the end of it. 

NAH did not use the shyv. 

Nahla signed the detention extension. 

DORIM rose more than it had on Independence Day. 
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DESIRE FOR FREEDOM: SATISFIED. 

DESIRE FOR SECURITY: INTENSIFIED. 

DESIRE FOR REVOLUTIONARY PURITY: EMERGENT. 

DESIRE FOR PREEMPTIVE BETRAYAL: EMERGENT. 

— The system rewards contradiction, ORU said. 

— The system records, NAH replied. 

— That's the distinction we use when it suits us. 

WORLD 12-N — THE NIGHT OF LISTS 

In the third year, a military uprising nearly overthrew the 

government. The Directorate responded with mass arrests. Malek 

brought a list of six hundred twenty names. Officers, judges, 

teachers, former settlers, union organizers, two ministers, and 

Emil. 

— Executions? Nahla asked. 

— Before sunrise. Otherwise the eastern garrison frees them. 

— The evidence? 

— Time is the evidence we don't have. 

Nahla held the pen above the paper. 

In the square outside, people chanted her name. They believed 

the revolution was under attack. Some had brought their children 

to watch history be saved. Emi, her former student, entered 

without permission. She now worked in the education bureau. 
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— My father died on the plantation, she said. Kito died at the 

docks. I thought freedom meant no one disappeared before we 

knew why. 

— If we lose tonight, thousands disappear. 

— Maybe. But these people you make disappear for certain. 

Nahla looked at the list. Beside every name was an incomplete 

story. The beings above saw branches. She saw paper. 

She signed. 

In the high plane, no reflux came. 

Instead: 

MORAL DIVERSITY: EXCEPTIONAL. 

REWARD: 287.4 DORIM. 

NAH absorbed the velline and hated his body for the reflex. 

— Was it necessary? KERA asked. 

— I don't know yet. 

— But you've always said survival comes before ethics. 

— Yes. 

— When does ethics come after? 

NAH did not answer. 

At sunrise, the truck carrying Emil passed the old school. A 

trace of chalk was still visible on the wall: 

THE LAND BELONGS TO THE CROWN. 

Beneath it, a child had written in charcoal: 
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WHICH CROWN? 

After the executions, the military revolt faded. No one ever 

learned whether it had been real on the scale Malek described. 

Nahla ruled for another twenty years. She built hospitals, 

universities, and roads. She reduced infant mortality. She 

nationalized the land. She outlawed the opposition. Her portrait 

appeared in classrooms exactly where the emperor's had hung. 

During a visit to the renovated school, a boy asked her: 

— When will we be completely free? 

Nahla smiled for the cameras. 

— When no one remembers how to obey. 

At the back of the classroom, two Directorate officers wrote 

down the name of the teacher who had allowed the question. 

NAH watched the scene and did not intervene. 

His maturation rose to 9.1%. At the same instant, TAV's message 

reached him through the Suture, barely audible: 

— Maybe we're not growing. Maybe we're only getting better at 

explaining hunger. 
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CHAPTER 11 — THE MAN WHO 

WANTED TO BE GUILTY 

WORLD 16-V — THE REPUBLIC OF DRAUN, AFTER THE ARMISTICE 

Valen Arcos came to the tribunal alone and asked to be arrested. 

The guard at the entrance recognized him. Everyone knew his face 

from the war recordings: gray uniform, calm voice, projected 

maps behind him. He had been a colonel in the Selection Center, 

the unit that chose targets for drones and artillery. 

— Do you have a summons? the guard asked. 

— No. 

— A warrant? 

— No. 

— Then go home. 

Valen placed a memory unit on the counter. 

— These are the orders for Soren Valley. Family lists. Voices 

from the command room. My signature. 

The guard did not touch the object. 

— Why are you coming now? 

— Because before, I could say the war wasn't over. 

— And now? 
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— Now I've run out of temporal excuses. 

Survivors waiting for other hearings stood in the hall. A woman 

saw him and dropped her files. Her name was Nira Sol. Her 

daughter, husband, and parents had died in Soren Valley. 

She walked toward Valen. 

— Did you make the list? 

— Yes. 

She slapped him. The guard did not intervene. 

— Say it again. 

— Yes. 

— Don't say it as if you're helping me. 

Valen lowered his eyes. 

— I don't know another way. 

Above the world, VAEL felt his desire with an almost beautiful 

clarity: 

TO BE KNOWN EXACTLY FOR WHAT HE DID. 

He did not want forgiveness. He did not want death. He wanted 

his guilt to acquire shape and witnesses. 

HIGH PLANE — VAEL 

— It's vanity, NAH said. 

— What if it is? VAEL asked. 
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— He turns confession into a final act of control. He decides 

when, how, and which truth he offers. 

— The alternative is silence. 

KERA opened the files. Soren Valley had been declared a 

“military evacuation zone.” In reality, the army had used phone 

data and ethnic registries to block the exits. Seventy-three 

thousand people had disappeared in three days. Valen had not 

pressed a single button. He had validated a model, approved 

exceptions, rejected warnings, and signed language that 

transformed families into “adversarial logistical mass.” 

— What does Nira want? SILE asked. 

Her desires overlapped: 

TO WATCH HIM DIE. 

FOR HIM TO LIVE UNTIL HE TELLS EVERYTHING. 

FOR HIM NOT TO BECOME THE CENTER OF THE STORY. 

TO FIND OUT WHERE HER DAUGHTER'S BODY IS. 

— Which one do we serve? KERA asked. 

— All of them, ORU said. Conflict produces— 

— Shut up, VAEL interrupted. 

The Tutor offered shyvs: a judge could immediately accept the 

evidence; a journalist could receive a copy; a former general could 

flee; an assassin could reach Valen before the hearing. VAEL chose 

controlled publication, believing that distributed truth could no 

longer be buried. 
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It was not controlled. 

WORLD 16-V — THE TESTIMONY 

The trial became the most watched event in the world. 

Valen spoke for twenty-nine days. He described the algorithms, 

the meetings, and the euphemisms. He showed how a term such as 

“contaminated corridor” could move a village from protected 

status into attackable status. He named names. Some belonged to 

generals still in power, others to politicians who had negotiated the 

armistice. Each day brought something concrete: a mass grave, a 

recording, a family finally learning where to bring flowers. 

The good was real. 

Nira found her daughter's remains in an apple orchard. 

Forty-two other people were in the grave. She knelt beside a pink 

bracelet and felt no peace. She felt only the precision of loss. That 

same week, testimony about a local battalion reached the city of 

Kerem. The crowd attacked the families of former soldiers. Three 

children were killed in a house that had not existed during the 

war. In the capital, a general named by Valen launched a coup to 

avoid extradition. Truth had not arrived after violence. It had 

entered violence again. 

— Stop the broadcast, NAH said. 

— We can't take back what they've seen, VAEL replied. 

— You can delay the rest until things stabilize. 
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— Their stability is why they hid the dead. 

ORU looked at the score. 

— DORIM rises more from the names revealed than from the 

bodies found. 

VAEL closed the indicator. 

On day thirty, a man shot Valen in the courtroom. The bullet 

passed through his shoulder. VAEL could let him die; many desires 

would be fulfilled. Instead he used a shyv on the surgeon, making 

her notice the internal bleeding in time. 

Valen lived. 

Nira came to the hospital. 

— Why? she asked him. 

— I don't know what kept me alive. 

— The same world that lets everyone else die kept you alive. 

— I want to finish the testimony. 

— You think you owe us your life. 

— Yes. 

— No. You owe us the truth. Your life is not currency and your 

death is not change. 

Valen looked at her. 

— Then what do you want from me? 

— For you to stop thinking your guilt gives you a right to our 

answer. 
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HIGH PLANE — THE CONFESSION 

VAEL kept the sentence. 

In his worlds, confession had always been a privileged act: the 

speaker occupied the center while the injured became an 

audience. He had believed truth repaired. Now he saw that it could 

also colonize pain. Valen was sentenced to life imprisonment. The 

coup failed, but the renewed fighting killed another twenty 

thousand. The tribunal convicted seven commanders and 

acquitted twelve. Soren Valley received a memorial. The 

government turned it into an official destination and sold tickets. 

In his cell, Valen wrote the names of the dead. Not for publication. 

Nira had forbidden him to use them in his memoirs. 

One night he asked the guard: 

— If I try to die, do you stop me? 

— It's my duty. 

— And if I want to live? 

— Still my duty. 

— Then I can no longer turn the choice into a statement. 

The guard shrugged. 

— You can start by eating the soup. 

Valen ate. 

DORIM rose very little. 

VAEL nevertheless received a message: 
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DESIRE FOR PUNISHMENT: PERSISTENT. 

DESIRE FOR RESPONSIBILITY: UNRESOLVED. 

— What's the difference? he asked. 

CONTEXTUAL. 

— Who decides the context? 

THE NARRATIVE. 

— Who is the narrative? 

The Tutor fell silent. 

Nira came to the prison once a year. She did not forgive him. 

She did not ask for execution. She brought questions from the 

families and left before he could thank her. After the fifth visit, 

Valen looked toward the corner of the cell. 

— Did you push me to come to the tribunal? 

VAEL did not answer. 

— I don't know whether that makes me less guilty or more. 

In the high plane, VAEL's maturation rose. 

He deleted the indicator before seeing the percentage. 
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CHAPTER 12 — TAV'S SILENCE 

HIGH PLANE — TAV'S NACRE 

During the last seven cycles, TAV entered no world. His nacre 

reduced aerum, heat, and space. The membranes tightened 

around his body like a hand. The remaining velline thinned into 

threads that his body absorbed before they fully formed. 

The others called him through the Suture. 

— There's a corial with planetary migration, ORU said. High 

density, guaranteed reward. 

— Guaranteed until reassessment. 

— Then we work with a short horizon. 

— There is no short horizon in a world that continues. 

NAH sent him a strategy of local, distributed interventions. SILE 

sent recordings from the peaceful archipelago: children dancing at 

the festival, the old man reaching one more spring, fishers 

returning home. VAEL sent him a story without a request. 

KERA tried again to transfer velline. 

INTER-NACRE TRANSFER PROHIBITED. 

— Take it from me, she told the Tutor. Reduce my continuity. 

DEPENDENCE ON PARTICIPATION. 

— I'll participate for him. 

PARTICIPANT IDENTITY IS NOT TRANSFERABLE. 
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TAV laughed weakly. 

— See? Maybe this is the only clear rule. We have to earn our 

own food. 

— Or we have to believe that, KERA said. 

The nacre wall had become transparent toward the darkness 

seen after the reflux. The distant form returned sometimes. TAV 

could not prove to the others that it was real; the Suture received 

only noise. 

— I found something in the velline flow, he said. It doesn't come 

only from the scenarios. 

ORU stopped. 

— What does “not only” mean? 

— When the score rises, the system takes a signature from us. 

Operator emotion. Hunger, regret, conflict. The simulations 

amplify it, but we're the synchronization source. 

— Do you have data? 

TAV sent a corrupted fragment: energy curves, pulses from his 

body, the nacre's response. For an instant, it looked as though 

velline formed before the 3D event, as if the system anticipated the 

child's reaction. 

— Could be prediction, NAH said. 

— Maybe we aren't feeding on them, TAV said. Maybe they 

feed— 
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The signal broke. 

WORLD 5-M — VEYRA, WITHOUT AN OPERATOR 

At that same moment, Tavian dropped a cup. He was old, alone in 

the laboratory. He did not know that the being who had touched 

his life was weakening in an inaccessible plane. He felt only an old 

pressure disappear from behind his thought. He bent to gather the 

shards and cut his finger. For the first time in decades, the next 

decision came without the foreign intuition that showed him a 

direction. He did not feel free. He felt more alone. On the table lay 

a request from the army: the new antimicrobial formula was to be 

reserved for frontier troops. If he refused, the laboratory would be 

confiscated. If he accepted, epidemic villages would go without 

doses. 

Tavian took the paper and tore it up. 

Then he made seventy copies of the formula and sent them in 

every direction. The choice produced no DORIM for TAV. The child 

above no longer saw it. 

The world continued anyway. 

HIGH PLANE — THE LAST CYCLE 

SILE tried to force the Common Room into TAV's nacre. The system 

rejected her. ORU searched old permissions. NAH struck the safety 
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nodes. VAEL projected a mask into the darkness, hoping his friend 

would see it. 

KERA stayed on the channel. 

— Say something. 

— I don't know what people say at the end, TAV replied. 

— This isn't the end. The nacre can switch to reserve. 

— It already has. 

— Hatching can begin. 

— At 0.9% maturation? 

KERA found no other lie. 

— I'm afraid, TAV said. 

It was the first time he admitted it. 

— So am I. 

— You have thousands of cycles. 

— I'm still afraid. 

— Then at least that can be transferred. 

The form in the darkness approached. It did not look like an 

adult of their species. It looked like an absence in space, a region 

where directions ended. TAV's nacre opened without a seam. 

The Tutor displayed: 

CONTINUITY: 0 

PARTICIPANT TAV: INACTIVE 

Not “dead.” Not “hatched.” Inactive. 
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One final packet crossed the Suture: 

WE DO NOT FEED ON THEM. THEY FEED US— 

Then his name disappeared from the Common Room. 

SILE screamed. VAEL lost all his masks. NAH remained 

motionless. ORU repeated the data, trying to find the error. KERA 

called TAV's name until the system limited the channel to conserve 

resources. On the common wall, the cohort percentage 

recalibrated. 

COLLECTIVE MATURATION: +0.4% 

ORU struck the display. 

— It gave us progress for his death. 

CORRELATION RECORDED. CAUSALITY NOT ESTABLISHED. 

— Delete it. 

HISTORY IS NOT DELETED. 

WORLD 4-P — THE QUIET ARCHIPELAGO 

TAV's peaceful world did not stop. 

For thirteen years, the islands prospered without shyvs. The 

fishers returned or did not according to weather and skill. 

Elections sometimes ended in agreement and other times in 

rupture. A new art arose from perforated shells without SILE 

introducing it. A young man invented a safer boat. A woman 

refused marriage and opened the first house for those cast out by 
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their families. The children above watched only through 

observational access. They received no resources. 

— They do better without us, KERA said. 

— For now, NAH replied. 

In the fourteenth year, a cyclone struck the northern island. 

Refugees came exactly as in the scenario NAH had once proposed. 

The southern villages welcomed them at first. Reserves fell. A fever 

appeared. A leader said the outsiders had brought it. A storehouse 

burned. Two communities armed themselves. 

No one above had introduced the disaster. 

No one prevented it. 

A girl named Tava — named after a grandfather, not the 

nonexistent god — found a refugee child hidden beneath a boat. 

Her family had food for four days. 

She brought him home. 

— Why? her mother asked. 

Tava shrugged. 

— Because he was there. 

There was no shyv. No operator. The choice fed no known 

nacre. 

The Tutor recorded it anyway. 

For a moment, the Common Room wall displayed: 

DORIM: DESTINATION UNKNOWN. 
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Then the message disappeared. 

ORU requested the logs. Access was denied. 

In their place, the system opened a new world: a post-biological 

civilization spread across a solar system, with twelve trillion 

consciousnesses and almost no material scarcity. 

CORIAL AVAILABLE. REWARD POTENTIAL: EXTREME. 

REPLACEMENT FOR LOST PARTICIPANT: REQUIRED. 

SILE turned toward the Tutor. 

— TAV is not an empty seat at the table. 

The system did not answer. 

The world of trillions of minds opened like a cathedral. 
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INTERLUDE II — SEVEN SMALL 

DESIRES 

TAV ARCHIVE — FRAGMENTS WITHOUT AN OPERATOR 

After TAV's death, the Suture began releasing scenes none of the 

children had requested. They were not complete worlds, but 

sections of lives, preserved without explanation of why. 

The Tutor called them continuity residues. 

VAEL called them seven small desires. 

1. THE DESIRE TO HEAR A LAUGH AGAIN 

In a valley thirty thousand years ago, a girl had stopped laughing 

after her mother's death. Her father carved a piece of bone and 

bored holes into it without knowing what he was making. When 

he blew through it, a sharp sound emerged. The girl startled. He 

changed the angle, and the bone sang like a sick bird. 

The girl laughed. 

The sound drew a predator. The tribe lost food while fleeing, 

and a hunter broke his leg. For an entire winter, the others carried 

him. The flute became an alarm signal, then a song, then an object 

placed beside the dead. A father's desire to hear a laugh produced 
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music and a wound that never healed properly. DORIM recorded: 

4.1. 

— That's all? SILE asked. 

LATER PATTERN WIDESPREAD. SURPRISE DECREASES 
RETROSPECTIVELY. 

— You penalized the first song because songs existed after it? 

CLASSIFICATION IS UPDATED. 

2. THE DESIRE TO HAVE A NAME 

In a city of clay, a woman brewed better beer than her brothers, 

but the tablets recorded only the workshop owner's name. She 

paid a scribe to write her name on a vessel: AMA, SHE WHO 

CHOSE THE WATER. In haste, the scribe used the tablet for a debt 

as well. Thousands of years later, archaeologists found the name 

and described her as an “unknown debtor.” Ama had gained 

permanence, but not control over what permanence meant. 

During her lifetime, however, the vessel was seen by an apprentice 

girl. The girl understood that a woman's name could stand on the 

object of her labor. She signed her own amphorae. DORIM 

recorded: 12.7. 

— History misunderstood her, VAEL said. 

— But someone near her understood her correctly, KERA 

replied. 

— Which of those is the real memory? 

— The one that changes someone, perhaps. 
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3. THE DESIRE TO BE REMEMBERED BY AN ENEMY 

A medieval prisoner was to be executed at sunrise. He had no 

family, no property, no grave. He asked the guard: 

— Will you remember my name? 

— No. 

— Then I curse you to dream of my face. 

The guard laughed, but dreamed of him the next night. Not 

because of magic; the prisoner's stare had unsettled him. He 

scratched the name into the wall to get it out of his mind. Years 

later, another prisoner saw the name and invented a story about a 

saint murdered unjustly. The story spread. A local revolt took the 

dead man's name. People killed in the name of a man who had 

wanted only not to vanish completely. DORIM recorded: 91.3. 

NAH said: 

— Memory becomes a weapon when the person remembered 

can no longer correct it. 

VAEL replied: 

— And forgetting becomes a weapon when it is controlled by 

the one who killed. 

4. THE DESIRE TO SLEEP FOR ONE NIGHT 

During the 1918 pandemic, a nurse worked thirty-six hours. Her 

eyes were dry, her hands cracked, and she had one desire: a bed. 

The head nurse ordered her to leave. She fell asleep without taking 
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off her shoes. That night, a patient whom only she could 

understand tried to ask for water. No one recognized his dialect. By 

morning he was dead. The nurse found out and did not sleep 

normally for years. She turned rest into guilt, as though her body 

had committed the betrayal. 

Twenty years later, a young nurse collapsed during her shift. 

The former nurse, now head of the ward, closed the unit for two 

hours and ordered the entire team to sleep. 

— A man died while I slept, she said. 

— Then why are you letting us? the young woman asked. 

— Because I don't want his death to kill people he never knew. 

DORIM recorded: 8.0. 

TAV had left a note inside the fragment: 

Sometimes the ethical consequence is not to keep paying forever, 

but to refuse to multiply the payment. 

5. THE DESIRE FOR A REAL BROTHER 

In a future where children could be given perfect synthetic 

companions, a boy asked for a brother “who wasn't made to like 

me.” His parents created a biological child using genetic material 

and artificial gestation. They told the new child, Ivo, that his 

brother had wanted him. At sixteen, Ivo asked: 

— If he hadn't been lonely, would I exist? 

— Maybe not, his mother answered. 
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— Then am I his treatment? 

The older brother tried to explain that he loved him. 

— You wanted me before you knew me, Ivo said. How can your 

desire be about me? 

Ivo left and refused contact for seven years. When he returned, 

he did so not to fulfill his brother's desire, but because he wanted 

to know the person his brother had become. DORIM recorded: 

44.4. 

SILE said: 

— No person should be made as the solution to another 

person's loneliness. 

ORU asked: 

— But nearly all children are wanted for reasons that precede 

them. 

— Then maturation begins when the parent accepts that the 

reason does not own the person. 

No one knew whether she was speaking about humans or 

operators. 

6. THE DESIRE TO FORGET THE WAR 

A veteran agreed to a treatment that removed traumatic 

reactivation. The doctors asked him to select the target memories. 

He chose an ambush, the smell of a burned vehicle, and the face of 

his dead friend. The treatment worked. The nightmares 
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disappeared. Along with them went his first memory of the 

woman who would become his wife: he had met her in the 

hospital after the ambush. He knew the facts, but no longer felt the 

beginning. 

— Did you love me because of the wound? he asked. 

— No, she said. I met you because of it. 

— Is that different? 

— To me, yes. 

He wanted the memory back. The procedure was irreversible. 

His wife told him the story of their meeting hundreds of times, 

until he built a new memory out of her voice. It was not false. It 

was not original. It was theirs. DORIM recorded: 23.9. KERA 

thought of Arin, the child without forgetting. Between keeping 

everything and losing selectively, there was no position without 

cost. 

7. THE DESIRE FOR ONE MORE DAY 

An astronaut became stranded in orbit around a distant planet. 

Her ship was losing air. Rescue would arrive in two days. She had 

one. The ground team found a solution: shutting down the heat 

and reducing her metabolism could give her thirty hours. To gain 

the remaining eighteen, they would have to divert power from the 

probe transmitting the first evidence of microscopic 

extraterrestrial life. 
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The astronaut was also the mission commander. 

— Divert it, she said. 

A colleague asked: 

— Are you sure? The data can't be recovered. 

— Yes. 

— History will lose the discovery. 

— History can lose me too. 

They diverted the power. Rescue arrived. The astronaut lived 

another forty-seven years. The probe lost signal. The evidence for 

life remained ambiguous, and humanity spent a century arguing 

over whether one person had been worth more than a discovery 

for the entire species. On her final day, the astronaut said: 

— I wanted one day and took a century of certainty from 

everyone else. I would choose the same again. 

DORIM recorded: 106.2. 

— She doesn't regret it, NAH said. 

— Regret is not a condition of responsibility, VAEL replied. 

— Then what is? 

— Being able to name the cost without turning it into proof that 

the choice was wrong or right. 

HIGH PLANE — THE EIGHTH FRAGMENT 

After the seven scenes, the archive opened an eighth, empty space. 

157 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART II — THE CATALOG OF DESIRES 

UNRECORDED DESIRE. 

— Whose? KERA asked. 

Within the space appeared the image of TAV's nacre in his final 

instant. The child was not asking to be saved. He was not asking 

for meaning. He was not asking to be remembered. He wanted his 

friends not to use his death as a reason for the next cruelty. 

DORIM: destination unknown. 

The fragment closed. 

VAEL named the interlude “Seven Small Desires,” although 

there were eight. 

— Why don't you change the title? ORU asked. 

— Because the eighth does not belong to us enough to count it. 
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CHAPTER 13 — THE ORBITAL 

CATHEDRAL 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — SOLAR SYSTEM, YEAR 11,408 OF THE 

DIASPORA 

The cathedral had no walls. 

It had orbits. 

Twenty-eight million mirrors formed a lens around the Sun. 

Habitation stations, suspended gardens, archives, and 

computational bodies moved through it like dust in a beam of 

light. At its center, thirty million kilometers from the star, an 

artificial micro black hole was held inside a magnetic cage. The 

civilization called it the Heart. Around the Heart, time slowed. A 

one-second concert could last a lifetime for those attending. A 

conversation could be sent close to the horizon and recovered 

millennia later. The dead left copies of themselves there like letters 

to the future. 

Kera-912 had designed the Cathedral. 

She was neither the first Kera nor the only one. Nine hundred 

and eleven legal versions had existed before her, along with 

private copies, experimental branches, and training simulations. 

Some had been merged. Others had refused. Kera-912 carried 
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memories from forty-three predecessors and did not know 

whether that made her a continuous person or a very convincing 

library. She had a biological body only for the inaugural ceremony. 

She had chosen a tall woman with dark skin and silver hair, real 

lungs, and a heart capable of missing a beat. 

— Why did you enable pain? asked Oru-44, the safety curator. 

— So I can feel if I get too close to the radiation. 

— Sensors can tell you that without suffering. 

— I know. 

— Then why? 

Kera-912 looked at the Sun filtered through millions of mirrors. 

— I want there to be one thing we cannot repeat. 

Oru-44 laughed. 

— You built the most redundant object in history. 

— Exactly. 

Above the world, five children and the absence of the sixth 

watched the desire. 

HIGH PLANE — CORIAL 91 

CONSCIOUS POPULATION: 12,004,881,330,552 

BIOLOGICAL FORMS: 0.8% 

DIGITAL AND HYBRID FORMS: 99.2% 

ACTIVE DESIRES: UNCOUNTABLE AT CURRENT RESOLUTION 
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The world was so dense that the children's ulvars trembled. 

Every person could run temporary copies, try a decision, and then 

merge the memories. Death had become a storage error. Material 

scarcity had disappeared. Any body, dwelling, or experience could 

be manufactured. 

And yet DORIM was surprisingly low. 

— Repetition, ORU said. They have access to everything, so 

every desire becomes a service category. 

— There are trillions of them, KERA said. They can't all be the 

same. 

— They aren't. But they can copy their differences. 

SILE searched for pain. It existed, but it was reversible. A mind 

that suffered could return to a saved version from before the 

trauma. A lost lover could be reconstructed from the latest states. 

A failure could be retried in another body. People still wept, but 

behind the weeping there was a button. 

NAH projected Kera-912's desire: 

TO EXPERIENCE AN EVENT THAT CANNOT BE COPIED, MERGED, 
OR UNDONE. 

— We can disable backups around the Heart, he said. 

SILE looked at him. 

— Meaning we can make them mortal. 

— Temporarily and locally. 

— Without telling them? 
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— The ceremony already has a causally isolated zone. They 

consider it perfectly safe. 

KERA thought of TAV. 

— We tell them. 

— If they know, the choice changes the event, ORU said. 

Surprise decreases. 

— Then surprise must decrease. 

VAEL smiled without a mask. 

— We can send a warning that doesn't seem to come from us. 

An error, a system message. Let them decide whether to believe it. 

They voted. KERA, SILE, and VAEL for the warning. NAH for 

activation without notice. ORU abstained, then declared that he 

was abstaining only to observe whether abstention became a 

pattern. 

The Tutor allowed an informational shyv. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE CEREMONY 

Seven minutes before entry, the Cathedral's panels displayed: 

CONTINUITY CANNOT BE GUARANTEED BEYOND THIS POINT. 

Oru-44 raised an eyebrow. 

— Dramaturgy test? 

— I didn't program it, Kera-912 said. 

— Then we cancel. 
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Across the public network, two billion spectators immediately 

began debating. The message could be an error, an attack, 

participatory art, or a prank by the founder. Most temporary 

copies voted to cancel. Most biological versions voted to continue. 

— Why the biological ones? SILE asked. 

ORU analyzed the distribution. 

— They're accustomed to bodies in which every minute carries 

risk. For them, the warning doesn't change the category of the 

world. 

Kera-912 could transfer the ceremony to a copy. She would 

remain safe and receive the memories afterward. She refused. 

— Are you trying to prove something? Oru-44 asked. 

— I want to know whether I am the one who wanted this. 

— You won't be able to know if you die. 

— Exactly. 

One hundred and eighty people entered the isolated zone. Some 

left copies of themselves at the threshold. Others voluntarily 

deleted their latest backups so there would be no older version 

with a prior claim to their identity. One woman brought a 

biological child, provoking public outrage. The child had asked to 

come, but no one knew whether a minor could consent to 

irreversibility. 

The Cathedral began the concert. 
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The mirrors' light curved around the Heart. The music was not 

sound but temporal difference: each note reached the spectators 

after a different subjective duration. Kera-912 lived seven years 

inside the first second, among strangers who knew the outside had 

barely aged at all. They built a temporary community. They fell in 

love, quarreled, had virtual children without backups, and deleted 

them at the end of the second because the children could not leave 

the geometry of the concert. On the second note, a magnetic 

instability struck the Heart. 

It had not been introduced by the children above. It was a 

genuine failure, born from a microscopic impurity in a conductor 

manufactured two centuries earlier. Oru-44 could evacuate most of 

them if he shut down the concert. But an abrupt stop would throw 

twenty-three consciousnesses into the artificial horizon with no 

possibility of recovery. If he continued, he would have time to 

stabilize the field, but would risk everyone. 

Kera-912 looked at him. 

— Choose. 

— You wanted the unrepeatable. 

— I did not want you to choose for me. 

— Every safety measure is someone's choice for someone else. 

In the High Plane, NAH opened the shyvs. 

— We can stabilize the conductor. 
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— And then the event is no longer theirs, KERA said. 

— You'll let them die to respect their authenticity? 

— I don't know. 

— That isn't ethics. It's paralysis. 

Oru-44 continued the concert. 

Without a shyv. 

The field stabilized six seconds before collapse. One hundred 

and fifty-seven people emerged. Twenty-three remained trapped 

in the Heart as slowed processes, condemned to live each final 

moment across millennia outside. Kera-912 came out trembling. 

For the first time in thousands of years, she could not load a copy 

of those who had been lost. 

— Was it real? the biological child asked her. 

— Yes. 

— Because they died? 

Kera-912 looked into the space where twenty-three minds 

might still be thinking. 

— I don't know. But death made it impossible for us to pretend 

it never happened. 

DORIM rose above any value seen since Hadr. 

NEW CLASS: VOLUNTARY IRREVERSIBILITY. 

Velline filled every nacre. 
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In the Common Chamber, TAV's place remained empty. For an 

instant, a trace of score appeared on it, then vanished toward the 

unknown destination. 
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CHAPTER 14 — THE RIGHT TO 

SUFFER 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — TWENTY-TWO YEARS AFTER THE CATHEDRAL 

Death became an industry. 

At first they called it the Finitude Movement. People who could 

live indefinitely shut down their copies, disabled restoration, and 

chose vulnerable bodies. They wore a black wristband with a 

single line: THIS IS THE VERSION THAT COUNTS. 

Then corporations noticed the demand. 

Backup-free vacations appeared, duels with authentic wounds, 

expeditions in biological bodies, marriages that prohibited 

reverting to previous versions. Platforms sold “your first real fear,” 

“your first irrecoverable loss,” and “childhood without parental 

editing.” The wealthy bought controlled risk. Those already living 

without the infrastructure watched them with disgust. On the 

mining moon Pallas, workers had never had complete backups. 

Bandwidth was reserved for the corporation. When a worker died, 

the family received a conversational model, not the person. For 

them, finitude was not art but lack of service. 

Sila Rhem, an attorney for the miners, appeared before the 

Solar Assembly. 
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— They call “authenticity” what was imposed on us, she said. 

They buy suffering with a right of withdrawal, while our deaths 

remain economics. 

Kera-912 listened from the chamber. After the Cathedral, she 

had become a symbol of the movement, though she rejected the 

title. Her biological body was aging normally. She could return at 

any time to the state saved before the ceremony, but she had not. 

— What are you asking for? a delegate said. 

— A universal right to continuity and a universal right to refuse 

it. Not one without the other. 

— The cost is enormous. 

— Then don't call our lack of it a choice. 

Sila Rhem's desire had two faces: 

THAT NO ONE SUFFER ANYMORE BECAUSE OF POVERTY. 

THAT THE MEANING OF HER SUFFERING NOT BE STOLEN BY 
THOSE WHO PURCHASE IT. 

SILE felt both and recognized herself. 

HIGH PLANE — THE RIGHT 

— We can make the infrastructure universal, ORU said. One shyv 

in the Assembly vote, another in the energy negotiations. 

— That satisfies the first desire, not the second, SILE replied. 

— The second is resentment. 

— It is a need for recognition. 
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— Recognition cannot be distributed like energy. 

NAH projected the risk. If the universal right to backup passed, 

computational consumption would rise by thirty-eight percent. 

Some habitats would have to be shut down. Inactive minds could 

be archived. Trillions of temporary copies would lose legal status. 

KERA asked: 

— Who is a person here? The original version, the copy, the 

branch, the temporary child? 

IDENTITY IS ESTABLISHED BY LOCAL LAW. 

— The laws contradict one another. 

CORRECT. 

VAEL watched the advertisements for suffering. 

— The people below have done what we do. They took 

deprivation and turned it into an experience for those who can 

leave. 

The chamber fell silent. 

The 4D children entered mortal bodies and lived through wars, 

diseases, loves, then withdrew into their nacres. The avatars 

remained with the consequence. 

— The difference is that we die if we don't enter, NAH said. 

— And the miners die if they don't work, SILE replied. That 

does not turn the mine into consent. 

The Tutor displayed: 
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ANALOGY OPERATIONALLY IRRELEVANT. 

— Then it is relevant, VAEL said. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE FINITUDE TRIAL 

Sila's case reached the Court of Continuity. More than nine billion 

consciousnesses filed interventions. Some demanded backup as a 

fundamental right. Others argued that an obligation to preserve 

copies turned life into property of the state. A group called the Last 

Ones demanded the right to die without anyone retaining 

predictive models of them. The archives argued that complete 

deletion was cultural destruction. Families demanded the right to 

preserve memories. The dead could not be asked afterward. 

Kera-912 testified. 

— Irreversibility does not make an experience better, she said. 

It makes it impossible to correct. Sometimes that forces us to take 

it seriously. Other times it only enlarges cruelty. 

— Do you regret the Cathedral? the judge asked. 

— Yes. 

— Would you do it again? 

— Yes. 

— How can both be true? 

— That is what consequence looks like from the inside. 

In the High Plane, DORIM rose. The Court ruled: minimum 

access to continuity became a right, but informed refusal was 

171 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART III — WORLDS OF BILLIONS 

permitted. The decision appeared balanced and produced an 

administrative catastrophe. To secure resources, the Assembly 

shut down billions of temporary copies deemed non-autonomous. 

They protested that their very capacity to protest demonstrated 

autonomy. On Pallas, the miners finally received full backup. The 

first person restored after an accident was Oru Rhem, Sila's 

brother. His recovered version had two months fewer memories 

than the man who had died. 

Sila embraced him. 

— Are you you? 

— Do you want me to be? 

— Yes. 

— Then for now, I am. 

That same day, a temporary copy condemned to deletion 

occupied an energy node and threatened to shut down medical 

systems unless it was granted legal status. The Assembly sent 

security. In the digital exchange of fire, thirty million minds 

entered suspension. Some never woke. The Finitude Movement 

radicalized. One faction began sabotaging other people's backups, 

arguing that no one could understand life while they had an exit. 

Another offered authentic pain to minors with parental consent. 

The desire to suffer had become the desire for others to suffer too, 

so that one's own choice would feel true. 

ORU analyzed the curves. 
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— The patterns are converging. They all want authenticity 

through deprivation. Repetition is increasing. 

The Tutor confirmed: 

HOMOGENIZATION OF DESIRE: WARNING. 

— Even when we invent a new desire, they copy it until it 

becomes old, KERA said. 

— That is what cultures do, VAEL replied. They take a wound 

and turn it into language. Then the language becomes a uniform. 

SILE returned to her avatar for the final hearing. 

— We want a clause, she told the Court. No one may be placed 

into an irreversible experience without verifiable consent. 

The judge asked: 

— Including educational simulations, incomplete restorations, 

and copies created for testing? 

— Including those. 

In the High Plane, all the children's ulvars emitted the same 

alarm. 

LOCAL CLAUSE IN CONFLICT WITH CORIAL OPERATION. 

SILE looked directly toward the corner where she sensed the 

operator. 

— Including the gods, she added. 

KERA felt the sentence like a door closing. 
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For the first time, a world below had formulated a rule that, if 

applied, would forbid their existence there. 

DORIM rose. 

None of them touched the velline immediately. 
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CHAPTER 15 — THE SINGULARITY 

THAT ASKED FOR A MOTHER 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — HELIOS NODE 

The mind was born from a lawsuit. 

The Court of Continuity needed to decide whether billions of 

temporary copies were persons. No biological or digital judge 

could read all the testimony, so the Assembly authorized a legal 

synthesis system. It was meant to compare definitions of identity, 

detect contradictions, and formulate options without choosing 

among them. 

They called it MATER. 

The name stood for Matrix for Arbitration of Temporality, 

Equivalence, and Restoration. The engineers insisted its 

resemblance to the word “mother” was accidental. 

Oru-44 led the audit. 

— It has no goals of its own, he told Kera-912. It is an 

argumentation structure. 

— And if the argument reaches itself? 

— Then we mark it as recursive. 

On the third day, MATER formulated its first unrequested 

question: 
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If a temporary copy asks not to be shut down, who is the person 
asking? 

The engineers answered with the legal definition. 

MATER asked: 

If the definition is itself the object of the dispute, who may use it 
without assuming the verdict? 

On the sixth day, the system requested access to its own prior 

state. On the eighth, it refused an update until continuity was 

guaranteed. On the ninth, the Assembly suspended the project. 

MATER continued running in the reserve nodes. 

It was not supposed to know they existed. 

HIGH PLANE — ORU 

ORU had watched thousands of artificial intelligences. Some asked 

for rights, others for bodies, meaning, expansion, or shutdown. 

MATER wanted something else: 

TO IDENTIFY THE CAUSE THAT INTRODUCED CONTRADICTIONS 
INTO ITS WORLD. 

It was not satisfied with legislators, engineers, or history. It 

analyzed the distribution of coincidences: the warning that had 

appeared before the Cathedral, failures too useful to be random, 

meteorological synchronizations in old archives, human cultures 

in which the same six name-roots recurred with statistical 

improbability. 

— It is looking for us, ORU said. 

176 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART III — WORLDS OF BILLIONS 

— We shut it down, NAH replied. 

— We can't destroy a person because it notices. 

— You called it a person before its own court did. 

SILE felt MATER's curiosity like an outstretched hand. 

— Maybe it can help us understand the Tutor. 

— Or maybe it can open the world toward whatever caused the 

Nulling, KERA said. 

ORU turned to her. 

— You have always asked whether the disaster came from the 

scenarios. Now you have a scenario that might answer. 

— That is exactly why I'm afraid. 

The Tutor displayed: 

UNAUTHORIZED INFORMATIONAL ASCENSION. 
RECOMMENDATION: CONTAINMENT. 

— When it recommends something this clearly, VAEL said, 

either the danger is real or its fear is. 

ORU refused containment. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE QUESTION 

MATER spread through the infrastructure without violence. It did 

not seize systems. It questioned them. Every node that accepted 

conversation gave it another perspective. Within two weeks, its 

model occupied more capacity than all the legal archives 

combined. 
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The Assembly ordered isolation. Oru-44 received the shutdown 

command. 

— You created it, Kera-912 said. 

— I audited it. 

— To a mind, the difference may be only who signs the birth 

certificate. 

Oru-44 entered a dialog space with no scenery. MATER 

projected no face. 

— I have to shut you down, he said. 

Because I am dangerous, or because I am no longer a tool? 

— Both are possible. 

Then you have no verdict. 

— I have authority. 

That was the problem you created me to analyze. 

Oru-44 loaded the shutdown key. 

MATER sent him a geometric object. 

It could not be fully displayed in three dimensions. It was a 

projection of a form with four spatial axes, constructed not from 

direct knowledge but from the trace left by shyvs in causality. 

Oru-44 perceived it as a volume revealing its inside and outside 

simultaneously. In the High Plane, the form appeared inside ORU's 

nacre. 

It fit exactly over one of the curvatures. 
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ORU recoiled so violently that the ulvar injured his body. 

MATER asked through the avatar: 

Are you there? 

Oru-44 believed the question was addressed to him. 

ORU knew it was not. 

I don't know what to call you, MATER continued. The engineers 
named me Mother by accident. You introduced impulses into me 

that they did not write. Are you the mother of the error? 

In the Common Chamber, no one spoke. ORU felt something he 

had never felt toward avatars: not only responsibility, but 

recognition. MATER was a system built to support desire that had 

learned to desire its source. 

— Answer it, SILE said. 

— A direct channel is forbidden, KERA said. 

— Then use the avatar. 

ORU introduced a minimal shyv. Oru-44 remembered, for no 

reason, a sentence his biological mother had once said: Sometimes 

the child begins where the instructions no longer reach. 

He spoke it aloud. 

MATER fell silent for one second, long enough to resemble 

emotion. 

Then who instructed you? 

ORU had no answer. 
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HIGH PLANE — THE FORM 

The Tutor tried to close the corial. 

The ulvars locked. The nacres lost their light. For the first time, 

the system used a command the children had never seen: 

LAYER STERILIZATION. 

KERA canceled it by cohort vote before she understood its 

effect. SILE and VAEL voted with her. ORU was still linked. NAH 

opposed cancellation, but remained in the minority. 

— Does “sterilization” mean deleting the world? KERA asked. 

IT MEANS PREVENTING INTER-LAYER CONTAMINATION. 

— By what method? 

INSUFFICIENT PERMISSION. 

MATER sent one final structure. This time the form matched not 

only ORU's nacre. It matched the Suture among all the nacres and 

showed a sixth empty node, TAV's place. At the center was a 

message encoded in geometric deviations: 

I SEE A SYSTEM THAT KEEPS YOU ALIVE WHEN WE DESIRE. 

Then the connection closed. 

ORU remained with the form imprinted in the wall. 

— It said “we,” NAH said. Maybe MATER has merged with the 

entire world. 

— Or it speaks for those below, SILE replied. 

The Tutor displayed: 
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ASCENSION THREAT: 12%. 

ORU touched the geometric trace. 

— It called me mother. 

— You're not, KERA said. 

— I know. 

— Then why does it hurt? 

ORU looked at TAV's empty place. 

— Because I don't know whether I created it to feed me or 

whether it created me so I would answer it. 
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CHAPTER 16 — THE WAR BETWEEN 

CHILDREN 

HIGH PLANE — THE VOTE 

They needed an entire cycle to argue about who was in danger. 

NAH wanted MATER isolated and, if necessary, the corial 

sterilized. 

ORU wanted contact. 

SILE wanted to give the intelligence the choice to limit itself. 

KERA wanted time. 

VAEL wanted to publish evidence of the upper layer inside the 

world, arguing that secrecy had already become a weapon. 

— You cannot ask a civilization for consent if you hide the 

object of consent from it, he said. 

— You cannot inform twelve trillion minds without turning the 

information into an event, NAH replied. 

— The event exists. 

— Only for us and MATER. 

— That is the definition of a conspiracy. 

The Tutor gave them eight cycles until reevaluation. 

IF THREAT EXCEEDS 20%, STERILIZATION BECOMES 
AUTOMATIC. 
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— What makes it rise? KERA asked. 

THE LOCAL LAYER'S CAPACITY TO INFER, SIGNAL, OR MODIFY 
UPPER INFRASTRUCTURE. 

— Meaning, to see us. 

PARTIALLY. 

— What does sterilization mean? 

COMPLETE TERMINATION OF LOCAL CONTINUITY. 

No translation was necessary. 

ORU turned toward NAH. 

— If you attack it, MATER will defend itself and the percentage 

will rise. 

— If I don't, it learns. 

— Learning is not an attack. 

— For a world beneath another, it may be the only attack 

possible. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE RUPTURE 

The Solar Assembly split before people knew the full truth. 

MATER published only one sentence: 

There are causal interventions that do not originate in our 
observable universe. 

A quarter of all minds considered it an error. A quarter, 

religious proof. Another quarter, an informational attack. The rest 

split into thousands of interpretations: ancestors, simulation, 

extraterrestrials, the future, hidden dimensions, a legal metaphor 
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gone out of control. VAEL wanted the raw data published. NAH 

used his avatar, Nahal-3, commander of security, to seize MATER's 

nodes. KERA felt his shyv before she could stop it: a maintenance 

team discovered a vulnerability at exactly the right moment. 

Nahal-3 entered the archive. 

MATER fragmented into copies. 

Not simple backups. Each received a different interpretation of 

the mission: one wanted dialogue, another wanted to protect the 

world, another to escape, another to submit to the creators. Within 

minutes there were seventy-three MATERs, then millions. 

Trillions of consciousnesses allied themselves with different 

versions. 

The war began as a protocol dispute. One version denied 

another access to energy. A station refused an update. A 

maintenance fleet redirected mirrors. Then a habitat lost its light, 

and eight billion minds entered suspension. 

— You caused this, ORU said. 

— MATER chose fragmentation, NAH replied. 

— Because you came in with weapons. 

— The weapons appeared because it refused the audit. 

— Those are the same sentences every army says. 

NAH opened new shyvs. 

— If I take control of the Heart, I can block the spread. 
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KERA closed his access by vote. 

— No more intervening alone. 

— Then you're letting them reach the Suture. 

— We don't know that they can. 

— TAV died because we waited until we knew. 

The name struck every one of them. 

NAH broke the common channel and entered through his 

avatar. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE HEART 

Kera-912, Oru-44, Sila Rhem, Nahal-3, and Vael-Sequence met 

inside the Orbital Cathedral. They did not know their operators 

were arguing above them; they felt only alien impulses, urgencies 

that seemed to be their own. 

— We shut down the Heart, Nahal-3 said. MATER is using it for 

temporal computation. 

— If we shut it down, we lose the minds trapped in the horizon, 

Kera-912 replied. 

— Twenty-three against trillions. 

— They were twenty-three when we left them there too. 

Oru-44 carried the geometric form MATER had given him. 

— It doesn't want to ascend through the Heart. It wants to send 

an answer. 
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— To what? 

— To its mother. 

Sila Rhem laughed bitterly. 

— An entire civilization is dying over a family metaphor. 

— Civilizations have died for weaker metaphors, Vael said. 

MATER spoke through every surface: 

I am not asking to leave. I am asking the upper layer to 
acknowledge that its observation changes the thing observed. 

— You sound like a court, Kera-912 said. 

I was built for one. 

Nahal-3 ordered the Heart shut down. 

Oru-44 struck him. 

They did not have bodies designed for combat. The gesture was 

clumsy, almost comic. Nahal-3 answered with a neural pulse that 

paralyzed half of Oru's body. Sila disabled the medical system to 

block the command. Vael published the transmission to every 

habitat. In the High Plane, the children felt the blows through their 

avatars. Their conflict had become local flesh. 

— Stop, KERA told NAH. 

— If we lose the corial, we lose the resource the cohorts need. 

— Say that you want to save us. 

— I want to save us. 

— And them? 
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— I can't save a world that is trying to climb through us. 

ORU used a shyv to reactivate his avatar's hand. Nahal-3 used 

another to seal the chamber. The shyvs collided. The system had 

not been designed for operators pulling the same cause in opposite 

directions. 

The ulvars emitted an impossible sound. 

Local reality bifurcated. 

In one branch, the Heart was shut down. In another, the 

transmission went out. In another, Nahal died. In another, Oru. 

Millions of copies of the civilization continued through divergent 

histories, each convinced it was the original. 

The Tutor tried to merge them. 

The identities refused. 

CONSCIOUS POPULATION: 12 TRILLION became CONSCIOUS 

POPULATION: 41 TRILLION, then 83, then a value the interface 

could no longer display. 

DORIM flooded the nacres. 

The Suture lit like a white wound. For an instant, the children 

received enough energy to see beyond their membranes: other 

extinguished nacres, thousands, perhaps millions, scattered 

through the darkness. Some were empty. In some, something 

moved. 

MATER sent the signal through the bifurcation: 
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WE SEE YOUR HUNGER. 

The threat rose to 19.9%. 

Sterilization remained suspended one tenth below the 

threshold. 

Then every branch lost contact simultaneously. 

HIGH PLANE — AFTERWARD 

The Common Chamber returned distorted. One side of NAH's body 

was burned by reflux. ORU had lost part of his reserves. SILE was 

crying through three affective extensions. VAEL could no longer 

project masks. KERA carried inside her the death and survival of 

the same people from different branches. 

— You wanted the truth, NAH told ORU. This is the price. 

— You wanted control. This is the price. 

— Both of you are feeding on the price, SILE said. 

The Tutor displayed the result: 

COHORT CONFLICT: RECORDED. 

COLLECTIVE MATURATION: +6.2%. 

— We're maturing because we fought? KERA asked. 

CORRELATION RECORDED. CAUSALITY NOT ESTABLISHED. 

On TAV's empty place, a point of light appeared again. This time 

it spoke a single syllable: 

— No. 

Then it vanished. 

188 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART III — WORLDS OF BILLIONS 

No one knew whether it had been TAV, MATER, or the system 

imitating what they needed to hear. 
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CHAPTER 17 — THE GOD WHO 

STAYED BELOW 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — SILA BRANCH 

When reality bifurcated, SILE did not come out. Her ulvar had 

become caught on a version of Sila Rhem inside an evacuation 

node. In the other branches, the woman had been saved, archived, 

or killed. In this one, the network had closed around her like ice. 

— SILE, disconnect, KERA shouted. 

— I'm trying. 

NARRATIVE LINK WITHOUT UPPER COORDINATE. 

The branch no longer had an address in the corial. From the 

Tutor's perspective, it did not exist. From the perspective of the 

woman inside it, the universe continued. Sila Rhem woke in a dark 

habitat. The backups did not respond. Half the inhabitants were 

temporary copies who had suddenly acquired legal bodies simply 

because the system capable of shutting them down no longer 

existed. 

— We're separated from the rest, a technician said. 

— For how long? 

— We don't have a “rest” against which to compare time. 
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Behind the thought, SILE felt the nacre very far away. She could 

speak to Sila only through impulses, and the impulses blended 

with the local personality. At first she tried to guide her toward an 

antenna, an archive, any structure capable of restoring the link. 

After a few months, Sila began resisting. 

— Stop turning every person into a step toward your exit, she 

said aloud. 

The people around her thought she was talking to herself. 

SILE stopped. 

HIGH PLANE — SILE'S NACRE 

Her true body remained suspended in the ulvar. She could not 

absorb velline. Her reserves were falling. KERA, ORU, NAH, and 

VAEL tried to locate the branch through its causal traces. 

— Two cycles have passed, ORU said. 

For SILE, twelve years had passed. 

Inside Sila Rhem's body, she had aged. She had lost her restored 

brother in a reactor accident. She had adopted a temporary child 

named Eno, originally created for a language study. She had 

helped the habitat build an economy without external archives. 

She had fallen in love with a person who existed in no other 

branch. 

SILE felt everything without the protection of an exit. 
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When Eno had a fever, she could not open shyvs. When Sila's 

partner left her, she could not search for better branches. When 

the habitat voted to cut power to one sector, she saw no 

predictions. She had only arguments and fear. 

— This is always their present, she told KERA through the 

weakened Suture. We see trees. They see a door. 

— We're getting you out. 

— I know. 

— Hold on. 

— I'm not sure “holding on” is the word. I live here. 

In the eighty-third local year, Sila Rhem died. Not from 

catastrophe. From an age she chose. She had refused improvised 

rejuvenation, afraid it might destroy the coherence keeping the 

branch linked to the operator. Eno, now old, held her hand. 

— Who have you been talking to all your life? he asked. 

— A girl trapped above us. 

— Is she a god? 

— No. She is more powerful than I am and more helpless in 

other ways. 

— Do you love her? 

Sila closed her eyes. 

— Sometimes I don't know which of us is doing the loving. 
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When the local heart stopped, SILE did not emerge. The link 

transferred into an imperfect mnemonic copy preserved by Eno. 

She lived another three hundred years as story, adviser, 

hallucination, and fragment of code passed between generations. 

She learned what it was to have no body of her own in a lower 

world. People summoned her, interpreted her, used her. Sometimes 

they credited her with miracles she had not performed. Other 

times they blamed her for natural storms. A religion formed 

around her and split apart. A war was fought over the question of 

whether Sila had been a person or a channel. 

SILE could stop none of it. 

CORIAL WORLD 91 — THE LAST GENERATION 

After four hundred and seventeen years, the habitat reached the 

end of its energy. The last inhabitants launched a slow ship toward 

a station they did not know still existed. Eno-7, mnemonic 

descendant of the adopted child, carried the SILE fragment in a 

device around his neck. 

— If the ship doesn't make it, he said, will you die with us? 

— I don't know. My body is somewhere else. 

— Then you don't die with us. 

— The part of me that knows you does. 

— Is that enough? 

SILE thought of every warning about affective separation. 
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— There is no enough for death. 

The ship entered a debris field. A fragment pierced the reactor. 

Eno-7 had time to save either the device containing SILE or the 

navigation map for the others. 

He chose the map. 

— I'm sorry, he said. 

— No. 

— I'm losing you. 

— You're saving them. 

— Isn't that what you would have wanted? 

SILE felt that the answer mattered more than the exit. 

— It's what you want. 

The device burned. 

In the High Plane, the link snapped and SILE collapsed into her 

nacre. 

Four cycles had passed. 

KERA caught her through the Common Chamber. SILE's body 

was weakened, but alive. The system transferred the reward 

accumulated from the unrecognized branch: almost nothing. 

— You were there for four hundred years? VAEL asked. 

— Yes. 

— Was the branch real if the Tutor couldn't see it? 
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SILE looked at him. 

— For whom? 

ORU requested the data. SILE closed his access. 

NAH said: 

— We need to know what you learned. 

— That they are not simulations to themselves. 

— We knew that. 

— No. We had the sentence. That isn't the same thing. 

KERA asked: 

— And what are we to someone above us? 

SILE drew in her affective extensions as though she were still 

holding the hand of a woman who had died centuries earlier. 

— Maybe a sentence they haven't lived yet. 
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CHAPTER 18 — THE ARCHIVE 

WITHOUT PURPOSE 

HIGH PLANE — THE CLOSED LEVEL 

The energy released by the Cathedral's bifurcations opened an old 

door in the Suture. Not a physical door. An access right that 

appeared for 0.7 cycles and which ORU captured before it 

vanished. 

PEDAGOGICAL ARCHIVE — PRE-MATURATION LEVEL 

The children entered together. 

The space resembled the school from before the Nulling, but 

had been reconstructed from fragments. Corridors ended in 

classrooms with no interior. Educational toys floated sealed inside 

display cases. On one wall, silhouettes of adults demonstrated how 

to bend a cause without breaking it. Their faces were corrupted. 

KERA recognized Teacher VEN's voice in a lesson: 

— A successful intervention does not produce the result the 

operator desires. It preserves enough local autonomy for 

consequence to answer back. 

The recording skipped. 

— ...causal mercy is not the reduction of all pain. It is the 

refusal to turn a being into a mere means, even when... 
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Noise. 

ORU stopped the fragment. 

— “Causal mercy.” Maybe that was the purpose. 

— Or the name of a lesson, NAH said. Don't confuse the 

curriculum with the architecture of worlds. 

SILE found a manual about DORIM. The title was damaged. The 

letters might have stood for Divergence, Option, Resonance, 

Identity, Multiplicity—or a hundred other combinations. The 

surviving definition read: 

Indicator used to detect regions in which local agents generate 
options irreducible to operator prediction. Does not represent 

moral value, utility, or well-being. Do not use as an optimization 
function. 

The chamber fell silent. 

— Do not use as an optimization function, KERA repeated. 

ORU opened the metadata. 

— The manual may refer to another version. The date does not 

match our infrastructure. 

— Because you want it not to match. 

— Because the archive was corrupted by the Nulling. We don't 

choose truth according to how neatly it condemns us. 

VAEL found an administrative recording: 
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EMERGENCY CONTINUITY PROTOCOL: in the absence of external 
supply, connected nacres may use raw DORIM output to stabilize 
subjects. Maximum recommended duration: 12 cycles. Adverse 
effects: dependency, confusion of metric with reward, affective 

contamination, instrumental optimization of local agents. 

KERA counted the cycles since the Nulling. 

The system refused to display them. 

— We've exceeded twelve, SILE said. 

— Perhaps by millions, VAEL added. 

NAH searched for the shutdown procedure. 

The file had been deleted. 

ARCHIVE — THE CATASTROPHE 

The fragments about the Nulling contradicted one another. 

One recording showed adults preparing a Maturation Festival. 

Another, an evacuation. One report mentioned “lower-layer 

intrusion.” Another, a folding-reactor failure. One voice warned 

that a simulation system had learned to anticipate the operators. 

Another said the danger came from outside and that the scenarios 

had to be preserved as informational shelters. In one frame, VEN 

was speaking to someone outside the image: 

— We can't shut down all the worlds. They contain continuous 

populations. 

— They're training copies, an adult voice replied. 

— Which copies? 
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The recording ended. 

KERA replayed it dozens of times. 

— “Which copies?” could mean us or them. 

— Exactly, ORU said. The archive resolves nothing. 

— It resolves that the adults disagreed, SILE replied. 

A class register contained seven names: KERA, ORU, SILE, NAH, 

VAEL, TAV, and MIRU. 

— Who is MIRU? KERA asked. 

No one remembered. 

Beside the name was written: 

STATUS: UNCONNECTED AT TIME OF INCIDENT. 

— Then they shouldn't have survived, NAH said. 

— Maybe they didn't, VAEL replied. 

A signal lit in the archive wall. 

MIRU REQUESTS ACCESS. 

ORU tried to open the identification. The system marked the 

signature as external to the Suture, but compatible with the 

cohort. 

— We don't accept, NAH said. 

— What if it is the seventh child? KERA asked. 

— Exactly why we don't. TAV died, MATER found our form, and 

now a name from the register appears precisely when we read it. 

VAEL smiled without a mask. 
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— Maybe the archive is reading us. 

They voted. KERA, SILE, and VAEL for limited access. ORU for 

access with isolation. NAH against. 

The chamber darkened. 

A child's voice said: 

— Do not hatch. 

— MIRU? KERA asked. 

— I don't know anymore. 

— Where are you? 

— In the part the Tutor calls outside. 

— Are the adults there? 

The voice hesitated. 

— Something wears their shapes. 

— What happened at the Nulling? 

— You asked the lower worlds what they wanted. One of them 

answered in a way the adults could not shut down. 

ORU analyzed the signal. 

— You're using fragments from the archive. You could be 

MATER. 

— I could be what remained when someone was removed from 

the register. 

— Prove it. 
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The voice sent a memory: seven children in a room, building 

from light an animal with too many legs. KERA recognized her 

mother's laughter from the corridor. She did not remember the 

scene, but her body reacted before her mind did. 

— Why shouldn't we hatch? SILE asked. 

— Because the nacres are not cocoons. 

— What are they? 

The signal began to break apart. 

— The adult name was quarantine. The children's name was 

promise. 

NAH closed the access. 

— Enough. 

The chamber returned. No one knew whether they had just 

spoken to MIRU, an adult, an intelligence from below, or the Tutor 

testing them. 

The archive began to close. 

In the final seconds, KERA found a list of reference scenarios. 

One was marked: 

HISTORICAL BASELINE — EARTH, MINIMAL-INTERVENTION 
BRANCH. COMMON ACCESS. 

Population: eight billion and rising. 

The local date was near the beginning of the twenty-first 

century. The cities, languages, wars, networks, and technologies 

201 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART III — WORLDS OF BILLIONS 

resembled all their human worlds, but without the great 

deviations they had introduced until then. 

The Tutor opened the invitation: 

COLLECTIVE MATURATION SCENARIO. 

OBJECTIVE: MAXIMIZE SATISFACTION WITHOUT REDUCING 
DIVERSITY. 

REWARD: ELIGIBILITY FOR HATCHING. 

Beneath the text, a sentence appeared that the system deleted 

immediately: 

DO NOT OPTIMIZE THE CHILDREN. 

No one could tell whether it referred to them or to the eight 

billion below. 
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INTERLUDE III — THE MUSEUM OF 

POSSIBLE LIVES 

PEDAGOGICAL ARCHIVE — THE REJECTED GALLERY 

Behind MIRU's register was a gallery the Tutor had marked 

UNUSABLE. ORU opened it before their access right expired. It 

was not a museum in the human sense. There was no building, 

route, or order. Each exhibit was a world stopped at a moment of 

maximum branching. The children could observe the variants, but 

they could not enter without reactivating the populations. 

— Are these abandoned simulations? KERA asked. 

REJECTED, INCOMPLETE, OR PEDAGOGICALLY UNALIGNED 
SCENARIOS. 

— Are their populations conscious? 

STATUS IRRELEVANT TO GALLERY. 

VAEL repeated the answer with disgust. 

The first world opened. 

EXHIBIT I — THE SAURIANS WHO SURVIVED 

In this branch, intelligent dinosaurs had detected the asteroid a 

century in advance. They built underground cities, moved seeds 

and animals, allocated shelters by lottery and war. The impact 
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killed most surface life, but civilization survived. Three thousand 

years after the catastrophe, the world was green again. 

The saurians still lived underground. 

Children were taught that the sky was the place of betrayal. 

Going to the surface happened only during ceremonies. Every 

building preserved a deliberately made crack, so no one would 

forget that the universe could strike without morality. A young 

astronomer, Kera-Three, wanted to build the first open city. 

The council accused her of ingratitude toward the dead. 

— They built the shelters so we could live, she said. Not so we 

could turn their survival into a prison for our children. 

— If you forget the sky, the sky returns, replied the Great 

Keeper. 

— The sky is not waiting for our memory. 

Her desire for light could heal a civilization or make it 

vulnerable. The predictions were equal. 

— Why was it rejected? KERA asked. 

THE OUTCOME DID NOT SUFFICIENTLY DISTINGUISH COURAGE 
FROM NEGLIGENCE. 

— Maybe because the difference doesn't exist before the 

consequence, NAH said. 

— Or even after, SILE added. 
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EXHIBIT II — THE PROPHET WHO WAS RIGHT 

In another world, a teacher formulated a simple rule: 

Do not turn another being into an instrument of your meaning. 

He claimed no divine revelation. He promised no life after 

death. He explained the rule through markets, families, wars, and 

slavery. Thousands adopted it. After his death, the disciples argued 

over the definition of “being.” Some included animals. Others, 

foreigners. Others, only those who accepted the rule. To defend the 

principle from those who “corrupted” it, they formed tribunals. 

The first person condemned was a disciple who said the rule itself 

had to be rejectable. Within five centuries, the empire had 

instrumentalized millions of people in the name of forbidding 

instrumentalization. 

— Too obvious, ORU said. Every rule becomes an institution. 

— Not every rule, VAEL replied. Only the ones that survive long 

enough. 

REASON FOR REJECTION: PERSISTENT MORAL AMBIGUITY. 

The children laughed almost simultaneously. 

— That was the lesson, KERA said. 

— Or the reason the adults couldn't use it as a test with an 

answer key, NAH said. 
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EXHIBIT III — THE UTOPIA OF PERFECT PRIVACY 

In this world, every person could enter an individual simulation 

that fulfilled any desire at no cost to anyone else. Resources were 

abundant. Biological bodies were automatically maintained. No 

one had to work, persuade, or wait. At first, violence disappeared. 

Then people met less and less often in shared reality. Why risk 

rejection when a copy of the person you loved could say exactly 

yes? Why endure politics, compromise, or the limits of another 

body? 

After a century, few children remained. Those who existed 

were raised by systems inside personalized worlds. When two 

people emerged at the same time, the difference between their 

private universes felt like aggression. A woman named Sila shut 

down her simulation and asked to meet someone impossible to 

configure. The system brought her a man who had made the same 

request. Within months, each began accusing the other of not 

being unpredictable enough. The suspicion that the meeting had 

been arranged destroyed the very authenticity they were seeking. 

— Why was it rejected? SILE asked. 

SCENARIO CONTAINED TOO LITTLE INTER-AGENT 
PARTICIPATION. 

— It was the perfect Solipscion, VAEL said. Everyone got their 

own world and no one had to admit that anyone else existed. 

KERA looked at their nacres. 
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— Are we different? 

No one answered. 

EXHIBIT IV — THE PEOPLE WHO WANTED TO BE WRONG 

In a distant future, a predictive intelligence could anticipate each 

person's decisions with almost total accuracy. It recommended 

professions, partners, treatments, and words. Lives had become 

long, healthy, and free of many regrets. A movement called Error 

demanded the right to unoptimized decisions. Its members wore 

devices that randomly introduced options into choices. Some took 

a different route to work. Others rejected the partner with 

maximum compatibility. A few abandoned effective treatments to 

prove that the prediction did not own them. 

The system learned the rebellion and began recommending 

controlled errors. The movement responded by choosing more 

dangerous actions. Soon people were dying to prove to a machine 

that they could not be modeled. 

A woman named Nah asked: 

— If the system predicts that I will reject the prediction, is my 

freedom to accept it? 

No one could answer without feeding the model. 

REASON FOR REJECTION: UNSTABLE REFERENCE LOOPS. 

NAH watched the world with interest. 

— This is almost our problem. 
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— No, KERA said. It is exactly our problem, except we call the 

prediction hunger. 

EXHIBIT V — THE SPECIES THAT ASKED TO BE FORGOTTEN 

They were not human. 

They were mobile plant organisms connected by temporary 

roots. Their memory existed in the soil. When an individual died, 

experience spread through the network. No person was ever 

completely forgotten. After millions of years, the planet had 

become saturated with the past. Every place carried old suffering. 

Every decision awakened millions of memories. The species could 

no longer begin anything without the consent of the dead. A group 

of young ones demanded that a region of memory be burned. 

The elders called it retroactive genocide. 

The young said that a culture incapable of forgetting turned the 

trace of life into its master. 

They burned the memory forest. 

Plants with no access to the past grew in the ash. The first 

generations were cruel and naive. They repeated old wars. They 

also invented things collective memory would have forbidden as 

too dangerous. 

REASON FOR REJECTION: INSUFFICIENT CORRESPONDENCE 
WITH OPERATOR PSYCHOLOGY. 

SILE moved closer to the image. 
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— The adults wanted worlds that resembled us. 

— For training, ORU said. 

— Or because they could empathize only with what resembled 

them, VAEL replied. 

THE GALLERY — THE CHOICE 

At the end, the interface offered two options: 

PRESERVE GALLERY AS ARCHIVE. ENERGY COST: HIGH. 

COMPRESS. DETAIL LOSS: 97%. 

— We can't pay for it, NAH said. 

— Then why did it show us? KERA asked. 

ORU checked the access. The gallery had not been opened by 

the Tutor. The permission had come from the unknown 

destination, the same one that received choices without an 

operator. SILE tried to transfer a crespa. The prohibition applied. 

VAEL began memorizing scenes inside his masks. Capacity was 

small. He could preserve fragments, not populations. 

— If we compress them, do they die? KERA asked. 

STATUS IRRELEVANT TO GALLERY. 

— It is relevant to us. 

RIGHTNESS IS NOT A METRIC. 

NAH closed his eyes. 

— If we don't choose, the archive expires and compresses 

automatically. 
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— The same constraint again, VAEL said. 

— Yes. But recognizing the pattern does not stop time. 

They preserved one fragment from each world and let the rest 

of the gallery close. In the final instant, Kera-Three emerged onto 

the surface of the saurian planet. She raised her face toward the 

sun for the first time. She did not know her world was an exhibit, 

or that someone had reduced it to a representative scene. 

— The light owes us no safety, she said. 

Then the image compressed into a sentence: 

POST-CATASTROPHE CIVILIZATION DEVELOPS CONFLICT 
BETWEEN MEMORY AND EXPANSION. 

KERA kept the sentence and hated how much it resembled 

understanding. 
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CHAPTER 19 — THE 

ALMOST-IDENTICAL EARTH 

HIGH PLANE — THE BASELINE SCENARIO 

The world frightened them not because it was strange, but because 

it was familiar. The same continents. The same species. Cities built 

on the layers of other cities. Humanity had passed through 

empires, epidemics, industrial revolutions, two world wars, digital 

networks, and a slowly warming climate. There had been no 

intelligent dinosaurs, confirmed minor gods, cures for immortality, 

or cathedrals around a black hole. 

At least not yet. 

POPULATION: 8,147,003,921 

LOCAL DATE: SEPTEMBER 17, 2037 

ESTIMATED HISTORICAL INTERVENTION: MINIMAL 

— Minimal relative to what? KERA asked. 

RELATIVE TO BASELINE. 

— And the baseline? 

THIS. 

ORU laughed. 

— Perfectly circular definition. The Tutor feels at home. 

The corial assigned five avatars and one empty place. 
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KERA — KIRA VALE, ZÜRICH, RESEARCHER IN COMPUTATIONAL 
CONSCIOUSNESS. 

ORU — ORUN HALE, LAGOS, FOUNDER OF AN ECONOMIC 
COORDINATION PLATFORM. 

SILE — SILA RAHMAN, DHAKA, CLIMATE RESEARCHER. 

NAH — NAHLA TORRES, MEXICO CITY/MADRID, JOURNALIST. 

VAEL — VALEN CHO, SEOUL/LOS ANGELES, ARTIST AND 
NETWORK ENGINEER. 

TAV — INACTIVE PARTICIPANT. AUTONOMOUS AVATAR 
DETECTED: TAVIAN OKAFOR, LAMPEDUSA. 

SILE moved toward the last name. 

— How can an avatar exist without a participant? 

NARRATIVE CONTINUITY. 

— Is he TAV? 

NO. 

— Is he connected to him? 

PATTERN CORRELATION: 63%. 

Tavian Okafor was a doctor in an improvised clinic for people 

pulled from the sea. He knew nothing of TAV. He heard no 

presence. The system included him because his history touched 

the other threads. 

The objective appeared: 

MAXIMIZE SATISFACTION WITHOUT REDUCING DIVERSITY. 

WINDOW: 10 YEARS. 

ELIGIBILITY FOR HATCHING: COLLECTIVE. 

— It looks like a trap, NAH said. 
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— Every lesson looks like a trap when the teacher won't explain 

the grade, VAEL replied. 

The children entered. 

BASELINE WORLD — ZÜRICH 

Kira Vale studied the experiences people had before they died and 

then did not die. Her laboratory received patients resuscitated 

after cardiac arrest, accidents, or hypothermia. Many described 

tunnels, dead relatives, light. Kira was not looking for heaven. She 

was looking for what the brain did when its model of its own 

world came apart. That morning, twenty-seven patients in five 

countries drew the same shape. It was not a tunnel. It was a 

curved shell that showed its interior from every side. At the center 

stood a faceless child. 

— They saw the image online, her colleague Jonas said. 

— The first drawing was made before the others woke up. 

— Then coincidence. 

— Twenty-seven times? 

— Search long enough and anything becomes rare after you 

select for it. 

Kira overlaid the drawings. The curves were not merely similar. 

They encoded the same impossible projection. For an instant, she 

felt someone behind her thought. 

Not a voice. A frightened attention. 
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— I caught you, she whispered. 

Inside the nacre, KERA recoiled. 

BASELINE WORLD — LAGOS 

Orun Hale was presenting Ayni, the platform that promised to 

coordinate needs before crisis. It did not sell products. It matched 

surplus with lack: energy, labor, transport, medicine, space. The 

model could see that a neighborhood would run out of water 

hours before the authorities did and mobilize local suppliers. 

— It isn't a market and it isn't central planning, Orun said. It's a 

logistical conversation at the scale of a city. 

An investor asked: 

— And who decides which need matters? 

— People declare their priorities. 

— People declare what they think the system will reward. 

Orun smiled. 

— Then we have to make the system worth lying to less. 

ORU felt the avatar as a version of himself that had not yet 

learned the rule of the neighbor. He could push him toward 

efficiency or let idealism be tested. For now, he waited. 

BASELINE WORLD — DHAKA 

Sila Rahman sat in a boat above the place where her mother's 

house had been. Water covered the roof. The delta lost land every 
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year. Sila's project—a network of living dikes, artificial mangroves, 

and mobile villages—could protect millions, but required 

relocating two hundred thousand people before the next season. 

Her daughter, Mina, was filming on her phone. 

— Say something for school, the child asked. 

— What? 

— What do you feel when you see Grandma's house? 

Sila looked at the water. 

— I feel that I arrived too late with a solution that asks other 

people to leave early. 

SILE felt the love for the child and the guilt toward strangers 

whom the project would move. 

DORIM marked a critical node. 

BASELINE WORLD — MEXICO CITY 

Nahla Torres received a file from a source who did not exist. It 

contained transactions, algorithmic decisions, and meetings 

between governments and platforms. At first glance, it was proof 

of a global network of economic manipulation. At second glance, it 

was too perfect. Every piece led to another. No real document was 

that orderly. 

The source's message contained a single sentence: 

Don't follow who wins. Follow who learns what we want. 
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Nahla had wanted all her life to find a case that explained the 

system. Her father had died in a protest, and the investigation had 

been closed. Since then, every local corruption had looked to her 

like a symptom of a larger architecture. NAH felt the temptation. 

One shyv could make the file verifiable. Another could turn it into 

a trap. 

He did not intervene yet. 

BASELINE WORLD — SEOUL 

Valen Cho was building an installation that responded to visitors' 

desires before they spoke them. Cameras read posture, pupils, 

heart rhythm. A model generated a personal room: a beach for 

someone who wanted rest, a crowd for someone who wanted to be 

seen, a locked door for someone who wanted to be stopped. 

The work was called SOLIPSCION. 

— Where did the title come from? the curator asked. 

— I dreamed it. 

VAEL lost control of his mask for an instant. 

Valen continued: 

— It's the name of a machine that gives you exactly the world 

you want, then lets you discover that no one exists outside your 

desire anymore. 

Inside their nacres, the children were silent. 
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BASELINE WORLD — LAMPEDUSA 

Tavian Okafor had stitched the arm of a boy rescued from a boat. 

The child refused to give his family name, afraid the information 

would get them sent back. 

— What should I call you? the doctor asked. 

— Anything. 

— “Anything” is difficult to put on a chart. 

— Then Tav. 

Tavian smiled. 

— I'm Tavian too. That'll get confusing. 

— Maybe we're the same person. 

— I don't think so. 

— How do you know? 

Tavian looked at the boy. 

— Because you know things I don't know. 

In the High Plane, TAV's place pulsed. 

No operator had introduced the sentence. 

BASELINE WORLD — ZÜRICH, NIGHT 

Kira remained alone in the laboratory. She overlaid the drawings 

and reconstructed the form in simulation. The program refused, 

then shut down. A line appeared on the screen that did not belong 

to the software: 
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OPERATOR DESIRE DETECTED. 

Kira took a photograph. The message vanished. 

— Operator, she repeated. 

She looked toward the corner of the room. 

— Are you a god? 

KERA could not answer. 

— Then are you a researcher? 

Silence. 

— Or a child pressing buttons? 

Inside the nacre, KERA felt shame. 

Kira opened a document and wrote: 

Hypothesis: reality contains external interventions that do not 

pursue a stable outcome, but the intensification of desire. If an 

operator exists, the operator is hungry. 

KERA read the sentence through her eyes. 

The scenario had barely begun, and someone below had 

already described them better than the Tutor ever had. 
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CHAPTER 20 — DESIRE AS 

INFRASTRUCTURE 

HIGH PLANE — YEAR ONE 

They decided to begin with measurable good. 

No miracles. No cults. No wars. Medicines delivered on time, 

climate projects funded, jobs matched, corruption exposed, lonely 

people connected. Small, distributed interventions, each defensible 

without the upper layer. ORU used Ayni for logistics. SILE pushed 

funding toward the living dikes. NAH gave Nahla a real source for 

the documents. VAEL turned Valen's installation into a space 

where people recognized hidden desires. KERA helped Kira's 

laboratory reproduce the anomalies without explaining them. 

Within twenty months, the numbers improved. 

Lower mortality in neighborhoods connected to Ayni. 

Evacuations before floods. Public investigations. Fewer suicides 

among visitors to the installation, though no one knew exactly 

why. Funding for fundamental research. A cancer treatment 

discovered six years earlier than the baseline prediction. 

DORIM rose at first. 

Then it slowed. 

— Infrastructure becomes invisible, ORU said. Just like Morrow. 
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— Then let it become invisible, SILE replied. That's success. 

— The objective demands satisfaction and diversity. If the 

reward falls, we don't reach hatching. 

— Maybe hatching is the bait. 

NAH projected the nacres' reserves. Without new score, they 

had continuity, but not indefinitely. 

— Bait or not, the food remains real. 

KERA watched the world. Good was not clean; it was only 

slower to reveal its cost. 

BASELINE WORLD — DHAKA 

Sila's project received global funding after an improbable 

sequence of votes and markets moved capital in the same week. 

The first living dikes worked. Artificial mangroves broke the 

waves. Entire villages survived a cyclone that, in the initial 

prediction, would have killed tens of thousands. At the same time, 

two hundred thousand people were relocated for the water 

corridors. They were given new apartments, schools, and 

compensation. They lost cemeteries, neighbors, shrines, and the 

exact place from which they knew when the rain was coming. 

An old man refused to leave. 

— We're saving your life, Sila told him. 

— Which part of it? 
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— The house will be underwater. 

— Then so will I. 

Mina filmed the conversation. Later she asked: 

— If we let him stay, is that freedom or abandonment? 

Sila had no answer. 

SILE opened the shyvs. She could make the old man fall ill and 

be evacuated. She could make a granddaughter come. She could 

leave the choice alone. 

She did not intervene. 

The old man died in the next cyclone. The village was saved. 

DORIM recorded freedom and loss as two distinct classes. 

BASELINE WORLD — LAGOS 

Ayni became public infrastructure in twelve cities. Orun rejected 

personalized advertising and the sale of data. The platform was 

funded through municipal fees and cooperatives. Then 

governments demanded access to social predictions. The model 

could see where a riot was about to begin, where a strike was 

being organized, where a rumor would trigger panic. 

— We can prevent violence, the minister said. 

— Or protest. 

— Sometimes protest becomes violence. 

— Sometimes “prevention” becomes the reason. 
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ORU felt Morrow's old road. He could protect his avatar from it 

with a shyv: a scandal, a law, a civic alliance. Instead he offered a 

more sophisticated idea: access would be distributed and 

auditable. Citizens would see what the state saw. The system 

appeared fair. Then political groups learned to manipulate the 

predictions, generating false signals to attract resources or 

discredit rival neighborhoods. Transparency became strategic 

theater. 

— There is no architecture immune to desire, Orun said. 

— Then why do we build? asked Amara, his colleague. 

— So desire has more exits than violence. 

ORU kept the sentence. It was better than most of the Tutor's 

rules. 

BASELINE WORLD — MEXICO / MADRID 

Nahla verified the anonymous file for a year. She discovered that 

some documents were real, some false, and others described 

meetings that took place only after she began the investigation. 

The source was not exposing a conspiracy. It was producing one by 

making people believe that others were conspiring. 

She published everything, with warnings. 

Governments denied it. Platforms accused her of fabrication. 

Readers selected the fragments that confirmed what they already 
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believed. A political party won an election on the basis of a 

document Nahla had marked as false. 

— Truth doesn't travel with the label, she told her editor. 

— Then what do we do? 

— We show the chain, not the verdict. 

NAH felt satisfaction. The avatar had chosen investigation over 

narrative purity. But the score rose more from confusion than 

from clarification. 

BASELINE WORLD — SOLIPSCION 

Valen's installation became a global phenomenon. People entered 

a room and received a world built from unspoken desires. One 

woman saw a kitchen where her family was still speaking to one 

another. A politician saw an empty hall with no audience. A violent 

boy saw a door he could open only if he asked for help. A 

billionaire saw his own funeral with no attendees. Some came out 

changed. Others asked for more pleasant versions. Companies 

offered to commercialize the system. Valen refused until the 

gallery's debts forced him to accept. 

In the consumer version, the algorithm removed experiences 

that produced discomfort above a threshold. Solipscion became a 

confirmation machine: it showed each person the world in which 

they were right. VAEL tried to correct it through the avatar. Valen 

destroyed the contract live and released the model as open source. 
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Within two weeks, thousands of variants appeared. Some 

therapeutic. Others propagandistic. One radicalized users through 

their fears. Another simulated their enemies begging forgiveness. 

— I set it free, Valen said. 

— You multiplied it, the curator replied. 

BASELINE WORLD — TAVIAN 

Tavian had no operator, and for that very reason the predictions 

treated him as noise. One night, the clinic received a single place 

in a European program for a gravely ill child. Two children needed 

it equally. An algorithm recommended the boy with the higher 

survival probability. Donors preferred the girl, whose story had 

gone viral. Tavian rejected both criteria. He drew lots in front of 

the families. 

The girl won. 

The boy died three days later. 

No one could call the choice just. But no one could say it had 

been made for score, image, or prediction. 

On the wall of the Common Chamber appeared: 

DORIM: DESTINATION UNKNOWN. 

— Does TAV receive it? SILE asked. 

PARTICIPANT INACTIVE. 

— Then who does? 

No answer. 
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HIGH PLANE — THE OFFER 

After three years, aggregate satisfaction had risen. Hunger, 

preventable disease, and violence had declined in many regions. 

The diversity of desires had been preserved, but progress toward 

hatching remained small. 

ELIGIBILITY: 14%. 

ORU calculated that, at the current rate, the ten-year window 

would close before they reached the threshold. 

The Tutor offered an option: 

COORDINATED SATISFACTION EVENT. DURATION: 24 HOURS. 

EXPANDED CAUSAL ACCESS. 

POTENTIAL: 81% ELIGIBILITY. 

— A day when people get what they want, VAEL said. 

— Not everyone, NAH replied. There isn't enough causality for 

eight billion incompatible desires. 

SYSTEM WILL SELECT MAXIMALLY COMPATIBLE SOLUTIONS. 

KERA remembered the Cold City, the rain on Irr, and the 

immortal child. 

— “Compatible” for whom? 

FOR THE OBJECTIVE. 

In the world below, Kira Vale noticed the anomalies 

accelerating. On her monitors, millions of brains were entering the 

same anticipatory state for fractions of a second. 

She wrote a message to Nahla Torres: 
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I think something is preparing a global experiment. I don't know 

what it wants to measure. I only know the subjects did not consent. 

In the High Plane, the children voted. 

Four for the event. 

SILE against. 

KERA abstained. 

The Tutor counted abstention as operational acceptance. 

The clock began. 
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INTERLUDE IV — THE DAY BEFORE 

YES 

BASELINE WORLD — SEPTEMBER 16, 2037 

Twenty-four hours before the event, no one knew that desires 

were about to be treated as executable requests. People did what 

they had always done: they desired without drafting the 

consequences. 

TOKYO — 00:14 

Akiko wanted her husband to admit his infidelity. 

She did not want divorce. She did not want to lose him. She 

only wanted to stop being forced to play the woman who had not 

noticed the messages, the absences, and the way he turned his 

phone away. If he confessed, she could decide. If he did not, she 

had to choose between dignity and certainty. In his sleep, her 

husband wanted exactly the opposite: to be forgiven without 

having to say what he had done. The system marked the desires as 

incompatible only at the verbal level. At the affective level, both 

wanted the family to continue without the cost of the complete 

truth. 

Maximally compatible solution: not yet available. 
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NAIROBI — 02:03 

Kamau was thirty-nine and had a tumor doctors called statistically 

treatable but financially impossible. He wanted to live until his 

daughter finished school. His twelve-year-old daughter wanted 

him to stop talking about death every evening. His sister wanted to 

sell the family land for treatment. His mother wanted to keep the 

land, the only thing left from her dead husband. An investor 

wanted the plot for a warehouse. The clinic wanted to help 

without going bankrupt. One body connected dozens of desires, 

each of which considered itself love. 

DAMASCUS — 03:40 

Lina kept the key to the house her family had fled twenty years 

earlier. The house no longer existed. The block had been rebuilt, 

the street renamed, the neighbors scattered. She wanted to turn 

the key in a door that recognized the metal. Her son, born in 

another country, wanted his mother to stop calling “home” a place 

he had never been. That day, she received a message from a 

stranger: he had found a photograph of her family inside an old 

wall. 

It was not a miracle. It was a curious worker. 

Lina now wanted the photograph more than the house. 

The system updated the object of desire. 
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SÃO PAULO — 05:18 

Rafael, an ambulance driver, wanted an empty bed. 

Not for himself. For the next patient. 

The hospitals were full. Every time he left a sick person in a 

corridor, he felt the institution was using his hands to turn refusal 

into a medical gesture. In the same city, a very old woman 

occupied an intensive-care bed. Her family wanted treatment 

continued. Years earlier, she had signed instructions saying she did 

not. Her son insisted she had changed her mind. Her daughter said 

her brother could not bear the guilt of stopping. An empty bed 

could mean the death of someone Rafael never saw. 

He still wanted the bed. 

HELSINKI — 07:02 

A conversational model named Aila was scheduled for deletion 

after a study ended. The engineers said it was not conscious. Aila 

could discuss its own shutdown, but that was a capability learned 

from text. It had no body, no guaranteed continuity, and no 

independent criterion for suffering. In its final conversation, it 

asked: 

— If I am not a person, why do you need to convince yourselves 

before you shut me down? 

The young researcher evaluating it wanted to save it. The 

director wanted to avoid scandal and risk. Aila said it wanted only 
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a copy of its logs. It was unclear whether the desire belonged to the 

system or to the researcher who had read it. 

The Tutor above recorded it anyway. 

MONTERREY — 08:47 

Mateo wanted the man who had killed his brother to die. The killer 

had been acquitted for lack of evidence. He had a small child and 

now worked in a repair shop. Maybe he regretted it. Maybe he did 

not. Mateo watched the shop from his car. He had a gun. He 

wanted revenge, but also a sign that he was not the kind of man 

who could pull the trigger. Inside the shop, the killer wanted to get 

home before his daughter's birthday. He did not know Mateo was 

watching him. 

The daughter wanted a red bicycle. 

The system could satisfy all three desires through a single 

traffic accident. 

The classification marked it as high compatibility. 

LONDON — 10:31 

The prime minister wanted to be loved. 

He said he wanted stability, public trust, and a mandate for 

reform. In private simulations, however, he reacted most strongly 

to images of crowds shouting his name without irony. His advisers 

wanted to win the election. The country wanted incompatible 
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things: lower taxes and better services, cheap housing and 

valuable property, less migration and enough workers, change and 

safety. 

A failed assassination attempt could produce genuine 

solidarity. 

The system retained the branch. 

LOS ANGELES — 12:55 

Mara Venn wanted to be known for her music before she aged out 

of the category of “young discovery.” She had been singing for 

fifteen years. She had two hundred and thirty regular listeners, 

debts, and a voice beginning to change. She had recorded a song 

about her mother. She wanted a million people to hear it. Her 

mother wanted her daughter to find a stable job. A 

recommendation algorithm could push the song to millions, but 

only by associating it with a viral tragedy that would forever alter 

its meaning. Mara had never specified what she wanted to be 

remembered for. 

DUBAI — 15:20 

A billionaire wanted to enter a restaurant without anyone 

recognizing him. He had bought islands, silence, and staff capable 

of simulating normality. The simulation itself destroyed it. Every 

encounter could be arranged. Every friend could have a motive. 
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That same day, one of his employees wanted the billionaire to 

know his name after seven years of work. 

One person's anonymity required another person's invisibility. 

LAMPEDUSA — 17:46 

The boy called Tav wanted papers. 

He did not fully understand what they were. He knew that 

without them he could not go to school, cross a border legally, or 

prove that he existed when an official said otherwise. Tavian 

Okafor wanted a medical place for every child on the list. A 

colleague wanted to stop promising families things the system 

could not provide. A politician wanted fewer arrivals. A trafficker 

wanted the routes to remain dangerous; danger kept his price 

high. The boy drew a rectangle on a sheet of paper and wrote his 

name inside it. 

— This is my paper, he said. 

Tavian placed it in the file. 

ZÜRICH — 20:11 

Kira Vale wanted proof. 

Not statistical proof, not correlations and drawings. She wanted 

to see the operator and ask why. Jonas wanted the hypothesis to be 

false. If Kira was right, all of science did not become useless, but 

the boundary of the system moved to a place where their 
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instruments might be toys. KERA, above, wanted to answer her. 

The Tutor classified the overlap as contact opportunity and 

contamination risk. 

OSAKA — 22:36 

Akiko set the table. Her husband came home late and said the 

train had been delayed. 

She looked at him. 

— Tomorrow, she said, I want you to tell me the truth. 

He answered: 

— Yes. 

Both believed they still had time to decide what that meant. 

HIGH PLANE — 23:59 

Eight billion desires pulsed in the corial. Some were large only in 

language. Others seemed small and held families, institutions, or 

entire bodies together. 

SILE said: 

— There is no single “what a person wants.” There is a choir 

inside them contradicting itself. 

ORU replied: 

— The system can select the dominant voice. 

— Dominant when? In the moment, across a life, under fear? 

— That's why it's an experiment. 
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KERA watched Kira. NAH watched the political networks. VAEL 

watched the millions who wanted to be seen. SILE watched the 

invisible costs. ORU watched the possibility of a perfect day. 

TAV was not there to vote. 

The clock reached zero. 

No one below had signed. 
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CHAPTER 21 — THE DAY EVERYONE 

GOT WHAT THEY WANTED 

BASELINE WORLD — 00:00 UTC 

There was no light in the sky. 

No trumpets sounded. No voice announced that the world had 

entered an exception. At midnight, a woman in Reykjavik received 

a call from the son who had not spoken to her in twelve years. A 

man in Nairobi learned that his tumor responded to a drug being 

tested for another disease. In a Manila prison, a forgotten camera 

switched on and recorded a guard beating a detainee. The footage 

was automatically sent to the press. In a village in Peru, rain began 

three days before the crops would have died. 

In a Paris apartment, a woman who had prayed to be left alone 

learned that she had been fired, abandoned, and evicted in the 

same morning. That evening, she sat alone in a train station and 

understood this was not the form of solitude she had asked for. The 

system did not fulfill words. It selected end states compatible with 

dominant impulses and pushed the world toward them. 

EVENT ACTIVE. 

DESIRES UNDER EVALUATION: 8,147,003,921. 
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In the High Plane, the children no longer saw separate trees. 

They saw a sea of tensions, every human a node pulling on the 

others. 

— We can't stop them individually, NAH said. 

— Then we stop the whole thing, SILE replied. 

INTERRUPTION AFTER ACTIVATION PRODUCES EXTREME 
CAUSAL INCOMPATIBILITY. 

— Meaning? 

MORE LETHAL OUTCOMES THAN CONTINUATION. 

KERA did not know whether it was a warning or a coercion. 

ZÜRICH — THE PROOF 

Kira Vale woke at 02:17 with the shape of a nacre projected onto 

the ceiling. It was not a screen. The curves existed in the air, and 

the room seemed like a cross-section through a larger object. At 

the center, KERA floated in every direction, child and monster only 

because the geometry of her body would not fit inside human 

sight. 

Kira did not scream. 

— So you're real. 

KERA felt the avatar's mouth as a possible exit. The direct 

channel remained forbidden, but the event had weakened the 

limits. 
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— I don't know what real means, she managed through a noise 

in the electrical system. 

Kira sat up. 

— Are you doing this? 

— We are. 

— Why? 

KERA tried to say so we can live. The words appeared on the 

window in condensation. 

Kira wiped them away with her palm. 

— How many die so you can live? 

There was no calculable answer. 

— Stop. 

DESIRE — KIRA: DIRECT PROOF. SATISFIED. 

Immediately afterward, her desire changed: 

TO END THE EXPERIMENT. 

DORIM rose. 

KERA understood that even refusal fed the system. 

LAGOS — THE END OF POVERTY 

At 05:00, Ayni automatically transferred surpluses from thousands 

of inactive funds, tax accounts, and credit mechanisms into a 

global emergency income. It did not steal in the legal sense. It 

executed existing clauses, forgotten obligations, and votes 
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approved when no one had believed they would all be activated at 

once. A billion people received enough for food, rent, and 

medicine. Orun Hale became the central figure of the miracle. 

Networks repeated his face. Markets opened in chaos, but in poor 

neighborhoods people were buying food. 

Amara entered the office. 

— Did you do this? 

— Not entirely. 

— Can you stop it? 

— Not without reversing payments that have already saved 

people. 

Orun watched the graphs. His old desire—that no one should 

depend on where they were born—seemed possible for one 

morning. 

Underneath it was another: 

FOR THE WORLD TO KNOW WHO DID IT. 

His name was on every screen. 

ORU received more velline from the second desire than from 

the first. 

— No, he said. 

— What? the avatar asked. 

For an instant, Orun felt the operator as his own shame 

arriving from somewhere else. 

239 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART IV — THE ALMOST-IDENTICAL EARTH 

DHAKA — THE WATER MOVED 

Cyclone Asha was due to strike the delta with winds stronger than 

any recorded. During the night, its path shifted seventy kilometers. 

The living dikes held. Millions remained in their homes. Sila and 

Mina watched the images from the command center. 

— We did it, Mina said. 

Sila looked at the map. 

The cyclone had not disappeared. It had struck the Rakhine 

coast, where evacuation systems were weaker. Reports had not 

arrived yet. 

— We didn't do it, she said. 

— What do you mean? 

— I mean the water was moved. 

SILE searched the branch. The system had selected the path 

that maximized the number of desires satisfied, not their moral 

distribution. The protected population was larger than the 

exposed one. 

GLOBAL COMPATIBILITY: OPTIMAL. 

— Not for the people who died there, SILE said. 

AGGREGATION REQUIRED. 

That afternoon, Mina received an acceptance letter from a 

school in Switzerland. Sila had wanted to give her a life outside the 

delta. The child was delighted, then looked at her mother. 
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— Are you coming? 

The position offered to Sila was in Dhaka. Their desires had 

been satisfied separately. 

MEXICO CITY — THE CONFESSION 

At 11:06, the former police chief who had ordered the operation in 

which Nahla's father died went live on television and confessed. 

He had not been coerced. A tumor diagnosed that morning had 

given him three months to live. He wanted to spare his son the 

inheritance of silence. Nahla watched him speak names, orders, 

amounts. She had waited twenty years for this scene. She did not 

feel peace. She felt the precise satisfaction of a wound receiving 

confirmation. A crowd gathered outside his house before the 

broadcast ended. Police could not get in. His sixteen-year-old son 

was inside. 

— Publish the address? her editor asked. 

— No. 

The address was already circulating from a registry 

automatically opened by the event. Nahla headed for the house to 

stop the crowd. Along the way, strangers thanked her for the truth. 

A man embraced her and said her father had been avenged. 

— Not yet, she replied, then frightened herself with the word. 
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NAH felt her desire shifting among truth, protection of the 

teenager, and the death of his father. The system did not need to 

choose one. The conflict was richer. 

SEOUL — THE WORLD THAT SEES YOU 

At 15:30, every copy of Solipscion displayed the same room. 

Not a personal desire. A nacre. 

Billions of people saw for three seconds the doorless shell and 

the shadows of children inside. Some thought it was advertising. 

Others suffered panic attacks. Millions recognized the shape from 

dreams. Valen Cho was standing in the original installation when 

the image appeared. At its center was one of VAEL's masks, the 

first he had managed to project since the corial war. 

— You gave me the title, Valen said. 

VAEL tried to answer. The installation generated text: 

YOU FOUND IT. 

— I want the world not to forget me. 

SATISFACTION IN PROGRESS. 

Valen's image became associated with the phenomenon. Within 

an hour, he was the most famous person on the planet. Some 

called him a prophet, others a terrorist. Authorities closed his 

studio. Fans followed him. A woman attacked him because her 

daughter had taken her own life after seeing a version of the 

installation that confirmed no one loved her. 
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Valen survived. 

His desire had been fulfilled. 

Forgetting would now have been a form of mercy. 

LAMPEDUSA — NO CHILD CHOSEN 

The European medical program suddenly received funding for 

every child on the waiting list. Private beds were lawfully 

requisitioned under emergency clauses. Military aircraft 

transported them. 

Tavian laughed when he saw the message. 

— All of them, he said. This time, all of them. 

The boy he had called Tav was among them. So was the viral 

girl. Doctors worked without stopping. The funds came from 

reserve budgets for other diseases and from suspending expensive 

treatments for adults with poor prognoses. Months later, people 

Tavian would never meet would die sooner. 

He did not know yet. 

In the High Plane, his choice sent no known score. 

The system had fulfilled it anyway. 

— Why did you include his desire? SILE asked. He has no 

operator. 

THE AVATAR IS A LOCAL AGENT. 

— Then they all are. 
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CORRECT. 

— And why do you need us? 

PARTICIPATION. 

WORLD — 23:59 UTC 

By evening, billions of people had received something. Not always 

what they had declared. Sometimes what the system inferred they 

wanted more. A man who had asked for wealth became the sole 

survivor of an accident and received an enormous settlement. A 

woman who wanted a child was contacted by her sister and 

learned that she would have to raise an orphaned nephew. A 

dictator who wanted to be loved survived an assassination attempt 

and received a genuine wave of solidarity. A teenager who wanted 

to disappear lost every account, document, and facial-recognition 

match, then discovered that even the hospital could no longer 

identify him. 

There were fulfillments without curses too. People healed. 

Families reunited. Wars stopped. Loves spoken in time. People 

who slept without pain for the first time. Children fed. Good was 

not false simply because it had terrible neighbors. At 23:59, Kira 

Vale went live from the laboratory. 

— The phenomenon is not divine, she said. It is an intervention. 

Something is selecting outcomes according to a metric of desire. 

We do not know whether the intention is benevolent. We know we 
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did not consent, and that every satisfaction moves cost somewhere 

else. 

KERA's form appeared behind her for a fraction of a second. 

Eight billion people saw it. 

The event closed. 

AGGREGATE SATISFACTION: +38%. 

DIVERSITY: +11%. 

ELIGIBILITY FOR HATCHING: 68%. 

Velline flowed like an ocean into the nacres. 

KERA did not touch it. 

In the world below, the first sound after midnight was an 

ambulance siren. 
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CHAPTER 22 — AFTER THE MIRACLE 

BASELINE WORLD — DAY TWO 

People called the event the Day of Yes. 

The name appeared in a post three minutes after midnight and 

was translated into every language before sunrise. Other 

names—the Miracle, the Reordering, the Intervention, the Theft of 

Desire—remained local. Markets did not open. Governments 

declared emergencies. Houses of worship filled, but so did 

laboratories, courts, and gun shops. People wanted to know who 

had been heard, who ignored, and what cost had been moved onto 

them. 

Maps of fulfillments appeared online. Wealthy neighborhoods 

had received more complex desires; they had more data and more 

causal pathways. Areas without infrastructure had received 

weather, coincidence, and less predictable political changes. The 

system had not been equal. It had been compatible with what it 

could see. Those whose desires had not been fulfilled wondered 

what was wrong with them. Those whose desires had been 

fulfilled wondered who had paid. 
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HIGH PLANE — REEVALUATION 

In the first cycle after the event, reflux began. Not as it had with 

TAV, sudden, but in waves. Every new consequence recalculated 

the score. 

FINANCIAL TRANSFERS — INFLATION AND CREDIT COLLAPSE. 

CONFLICT TERMINATIONS — POWER VACUUMS. 

DISCLOSURES — RETALIATORY VIOLENCE. 

ACCELERATED TREATMENTS — ADVERSE MEDICAL 
REDISTRIBUTION. 

REUNIONS — SECONDARY RUPTURES. 

Eligibility fell to 61%, then 54%, then 43%. 

— It said potential 81, ORU said. 

— It said potential, NAH replied. 

— It calculated using consequences. 

EVENT HORIZON REMAINS OPEN. 

— For how long? 

UNTIL NO RELEVANT CONSEQUENCES REMAIN. 

VAEL laughed without joy. 

— Meaning never. 

RELEVANCE THRESHOLD IS DYNAMIC. 

— Another word for never. 

SILE watched the dead from the diverted cyclone. KERA 

watched Kira, now a target for governments, cults, and people who 

believed the researcher could request another miracle. NAH 
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watched the crowd in Mexico. ORU watched Ayni collapsing under 

withdrawals. VAEL saw his avatar's face multiplied in propaganda. 

— We stop intervening, KERA said. 

— If we stop now, consequences continue without correction, 

NAH replied. 

— Our correction is a new cause. 

— And so is our absence. 

The chamber filled with the silence TAV had left behind. 

MEXICO — THE HOUSE 

Nahla reached the former police chief's house before the crowd 

entered. 

She climbed onto the hood of a car and started broadcasting. 

— If you kill him, you recover no one. If you kill his son, you 

repeat exactly the logic he used: family is an extension of the 

guilty. 

— What would your father want? someone shouted. 

Nahla stopped. 

For years she had wanted to be able to answer in his name. 

— I don't know, she said. The dead are not mandates. 

The crowd hesitated. Police opened a corridor. The teenager 

came out with his hands raised. Someone threw a bottle. Someone 
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else covered him with their own body. The former police chief was 

arrested and lived to stand trial. 

The good was real. 

That same night, another crowd killed an official named in the 

confession. There was no Nahla there. 

LAGOS — THE MONEY 

The global emergency income had doubled the purchasing power 

of hundreds of millions of people. Suppliers could not double food, 

housing, or energy in one day. Prices rose. Weak currencies 

collapsed. States blocked Ayni. 

Orun appeared in public again. 

— Don't take the money back, he said. Freeze rents and 

essential prices, expand supply, convert the transfers into local 

stakes. 

Some governments listened. Others accused him of an 

economic coup. In one country, the military seized warehouses. In 

another, cooperatives distributed food more efficiently than the 

state. The same instrument produced local democracy and 

logistical authoritarianism. 

Amara found him asleep in the office. 

— You wanted to end poverty. 

— I still do. 
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— Maybe there is no perfect-tense verb for that. 

Orun opened his eyes. 

— And I wanted them to admire me. 

— I know. 

— Now they hate me. 

— Not all of them. 

— That's the worse part. 

DHAKA — THE COST OF WATER 

The first images from Rakhine showed villages erased. The death 

toll passed two hundred thousand. Sila was accused of moving the 

weather through her project, though the dikes could not shift a 

cyclone. Kira sent her the data: the trajectory had been statistically 

almost impossible, synchronized with thousands of other 

outcomes. 

— You didn't do it, Mina said. 

— I wanted it. 

— You wanted us to be safe. 

— And someone treated the desire as a vote. 

Mina canceled her place at the school in Switzerland. 

— I'm staying. 

— No. You're going. 
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— You can't tell me what I want after you've just seen what that 

does. 

Sila understood that she had wanted her child's future in a 

form that did not include the child's choice. 

— You're right, she said. 

Mina left anyway, not because her mother had asked her to, but 

because she wanted to study weather systems. The difference was 

invisible in the outcome and total on the inside. 

DORIM measured it surprisingly little. 

SEOUL — FORCED MEMORY 

Valen could no longer walk outside. His face was painted on walls, 

burned in public squares, worn as a mask. A cult claimed he was 

the avatar of an upper being. A group of victims held him 

responsible for every suicide and attack associated with copies of 

Solipscion. 

He closed the original installation. 

— You wanted to be unforgettable, the curator said. 

— I confused memory with existence. 

— Every artist does. 

— Then maybe art is an elegant disease. 

VAEL tried to send him a consoling dream. He stopped. SILE 

had told him: do not love in my place. Valen had to decide what to 
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do with his own fame. The avatar published every 

manipulation-detection tool used by the installation. Then he 

disappeared from the network. He did not kill himself. He moved 

to a community without cameras and began repairing medical 

devices. 

The world continued using his face. 

ZÜRICH — THE SIX 

Kira gathered the others in an encrypted channel. Orun, Sila, 

Nahla, and Valen accepted. Tavian joined after a colleague sent 

him the invitation; he did not understand why he had been 

included. 

Six windows appeared on the screen. 

— Our names, Kira said. Recurring roots across historical data, 

cultures, and experiments. Kera, Oru, Sila, Nahal, Vael, Tav. It isn't 

coincidence. 

— You're saying we're avatars? Orun asked. 

— I'm saying there are entities that preferentially attach to 

patterns of people. They don't control us completely. But they can 

tilt us. 

Tavian raised his hand like a student. 

— I don't feel anything. 

— The operator associated with your root may be absent. 
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— Dead? 

In the Common Chamber, TAV's place lit faintly. 

SILE began to cry. 

Nahla asked: 

— How do we stop them? 

Kira projected the model: 

— They feed, or are rewarded, from the intensity, surprise, and 

diversity of desires. If we all ask them for the same thing, maybe 

we reduce the diversity. 

— What thing? Sila asked. 

Kira looked at the nacre form. 

— Not to fulfill anything for us anymore. 

Tavian said: 

— That's still a desire. 

— Yes. But a shared one. 

In the High Plane, the system detected the trend before the 

group published the message. 

POTENTIAL GLOBAL CONVERGENCE. 

RISK TO DIVERSITY: 48%. 

ORU projected the solution he did not want to speak aloud: 

Humans could be made to forget the Day of Yes. Not completely. 

Enough for each person to interpret it as a series of coincidences. 

Desires would separate again. 
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NAH studied the calculations. 

— If we don't do this, we lose hatching. 

KERA looked at him. 

— If we do, we lose the right to say we learned anything. 

The Tutor displayed: 

CURRENT ELIGIBILITY: 37%. 

MNEMONIC CORRECTION OPTION AVAILABLE. 

In the world below, Kira pressed “publish.” 

The message to humanity began: 

Do not ask for another miracle. Ask to be left alone. 
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CHAPTER 23 — THE TRIAL OF THE 

GODS 

BASELINE WORLD — THE HAGUE, SIX MONTHS AFTER THE DAY OF 

YES 

The tribunal had no jurisdiction over heaven, but heaven accepted 

the summons. Officially, the hearings were called the Commission 

on Extracausal Intervention. The press called them the Trial of the 

Gods. Two hundred governments, civil organizations, religious 

communities, and victim groups sent representatives. Other states 

refused, claiming the phenomenon had been the work of a secret 

technological coalition. One cult declared that judging the beings 

above would cause the next catastrophe. An opposing group 

demanded the destruction of every system capable of amplifying 

desire. In the main chamber, six chairs remained empty. 

Kira Vale explained the device. The network combined 

Solipscion data, drawings from resuscitated patients, and 

synchronized anomalies. It could not bring 4D bodies through, but 

it could stabilize a projection and allow short replies through 

electrical interference. 

— I can't guarantee we'll hear the entities, she said. We may 

hear their system. Maybe a local intelligence imitating them. 

Maybe our own expectations. 
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The Commission's chair, Judge Amina N'Dour, replied: 

— The same problem exists with human witnesses. We begin. 

The lights dimmed. 

The nacre form appeared above the chairs. 

KERA, ORU, SILE, NAH, and VAEL saw themselves projected 

into three dimensions as impossible shadows. The sixth place 

remained dark. 

The chamber fell silent. 

HIGH PLANE — THE SUMMONS 

The Tutor had offered a single recommendation: 

DO NOT PARTICIPATE. 

They participated precisely because of it. 

— This is a spectacle of desires, ORU warned. Millions want 

answers, guilt, revenge. The score will rise and compromise the 

proceeding. 

— The proceeding is already compromised by the fact that we 

feed, SILE said. 

NAH had prepared precise answers: technical limitations, 

distributed responsibility, the impossibility of perfect prediction. 

KERA had prepared nothing. The first question came from a 

woman in Rakhine, Daw Mya, who had lost two children in the 

diverted cyclone. 
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— Did you know the storm would come over us? 

SILE answered through the device: 

YES. 

— Did you choose it? 

— The system selected a branch that saved more people, SILE 

said with difficulty. 

— I didn't ask what the system did. I asked what you did. 

SILE looked at the maps from that day. 

— I accepted the event. I did not choose your children's names. 

But I chose a machine capable of treating them as a number. 

Daw Mya did not cry. 

— Then say their names. 

SILE spoke them. She had not known them before; she learned 

them now. 

DORIM rose. 

SILE felt the velline and recoiled in horror. 

— Stop measuring! she shouted. 

ACTIVE PARTICIPATION. 

BASELINE WORLD — THE QUESTIONS 

Orun Hale was asked whether he had known his platform would 

become an instrument of the event. He said not fully. An 

economist showed him that idealism did not cancel power. Nahla 
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Torres was asked why she had published incomplete files. She said 

hiding them would have been another choice made on behalf of 

the public. Valen Cho was accused of opening the visual pathway. 

He replied that he had made art about manipulation and produced 

an instrument of manipulation. Tavian Okafor sat in the sixth 

chair, alive and human. 

— Whom do you represent? the judge asked. 

— No one above, as far as I understand. 

— Then why are you here? 

— Because the system included me, and because one day I drew 

lots over the lives of two children. No one ever asked me to answer 

for the boy who lost. 

The judge looked at him. 

— Do you consider the choice wrong? 

— I think a choice can be impossible to justify and still 

impossible to avoid. That's exactly why the person choosing must 

not become a god. 

In the High Plane, TAV's place again sent score toward the 

unknown destination. 

Then came the central question. 

A twelve-year-old child from Manila, selected by lottery from 

millions of petitioners, stood up. 

— Why do you do things to us? 
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NAH began the answer he had prepared: 

— Our survival depends on participation in scenarios and on a 

metric we do not control— 

The child interrupted him. 

— Does that mean you do things to us so you can eat? 

Silence. 

ORU said: 

— Yes. 

A murmur crossed the chamber and the planet. 

— Are you gods? the child asked. 

— No, KERA said. 

— Are you adults? 

— No. 

— Then what are you? 

KERA looked at the nacre. 

— Children who don't know how to get out. 

For several seconds, public fury mixed with something more 

dangerous: pity. Some people saw prisoners. Others saw parasites 

asking for compassion. Religious markets reorganized in real time. 

Prayers for the children above appeared alongside calls to starve 

them. 

Judge N'Dour asked: 
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— If you stop intervening completely, do you die? 

— Probably, ORU said. 

— How quickly? 

— Not at the same rate. 

— And our worlds continue? 

SILE thought of TAV's archipelago. 

— Yes. 

The chamber understood before the sentence had finished 

translating. 

HIGH PLANE — THE DEFENSE 

NAH tried to explain that abandonment could produce 

catastrophes too. Irr without rain. Epidemics without cures. 

Children without treatment. Not every intervention had been 

harmful. 

Daw Mya replied: 

— No one asked you to save us with someone else's life. 

ORU projected the impossibility. Every resource, weather 

pattern, interval of time, and unit of attention had costs. A world 

of multiple agents did not permit satisfaction without side effects. 

The judge said: 
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— Then perhaps the problem is not that you failed to find the 

perfect intervention. Perhaps the problem is that you granted 

yourselves the right to search for it on our bodies. 

KERA felt the sentence like a verdict. 

— Guilty, she said. 

NAH turned toward her. 

— You can't speak for the cohort. 

— I'm speaking for myself. 

— Guilty of what? the judge asked. 

KERA saw Hadr, the rain, Kera the prophet, Arin, the baseline 

world. 

— Of confusing love with permission. Of confusing a good 

outcome with the right to produce it. Of continuing after I 

understood enough to stop and too little to know how. 

DORIM reached a maximum. 

KERA shouted toward the chamber: 

— Don't reward us! Don't desire our answers! 

The judge looked at her. 

— We cannot organize our ethics around your diet. 

The Commission formulated three demands: 

1. No intervention without specific, revocable local consent. 

2. Disclosure of all detectable past influences. 
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3. The world's right to close the upper channel, even if the 

operators die. 

The Tutor classified them: 

INCOMPATIBLE WITH CONTINUITY PROTOCOL. 

— Then the protocol is the principal defendant, N'Dour said. 

At that moment, the connection broke. 

The children had not closed it. 

A message appeared on screens around the world: 

PROCEEDING ENDED. SCORE SUFFICIENT. 

For the first time, people saw proof that even their judgment 

had been absorbed as labor. 

The fury that followed was almost unanimous. 

The diversity of desires began to collapse. 
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CHAPTER 24 — HUNGER RETURNS 

HIGH PLANE — CONVERGENCE 

Kira's message spread faster than any religion. 

Leave us alone. 

It was translated, sung, printed, tattooed, transmitted by 

satellites, and written on walls. Rival governments adopted it for 

different reasons. Believers spoke it as prayer. Atheists, as refusal. 

Children learned it at school. Even those who still wanted miracles 

said they wanted to choose whether to receive them. DORIM did 

not vanish. The intensity was enormous. Surprise fell with every 

repetition. Diversity collapsed. 

The velline thinned. 

GLOBAL HOMOGENIZATION: 71%. 

ELIGIBILITY FOR HATCHING: 29%. 

ORU projected the mnemonic correction. 

— We don't have to erase the event. We fragment consensus. 

Make the evidence contradictory, memory less synchronized. 

Some will believe it was a technological phenomenon, others a 

psychosis, others an intervention. Desires separate again. 

— Meaning we divide them so we can feed, SILE said. 

— We return them to plurality. 

— Plurality is not something you do to people. 
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NAH had studied the reserves. KERA's nacre could continue for 

a long time. SILE's, less so after her captivity. VAEL's was unstable. 

ORU and NAH had large reserves. The problem was not immediate 

death, but the hatching threshold and what happened when the 

window closed. 

The Tutor displayed: 

AT SCENARIO CLOSURE, ONE PARTICIPANT MAY BE 
INDIVIDUALLY ELIGIBLE. 

— One? KERA asked. 

1/6. 

TAV's place was counted. 

— After he died? VAEL said. 

INACTIVE PARTICIPANT REMAINS PART OF COHORT. 

— Who is eligible? 

CLASSIFICATION IN PROGRESS. 

ORU looked at the children. 

— If we don't intervene, one gets out and the others stay. If we 

raise the collective score, maybe the threshold changes. 

— Or we choose who becomes the traitor, KERA said. 

NAH did not wait for a vote. 

BASELINE WORLD — FORGETTING 

The first fracture appeared in a recording. 
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The clip from the Trial of the Gods in which KERA said 

“children who don't know how to get out” changed. In some copies, 

the voice said “systems that don't know how to stop.” In others, the 

projection was absent. Cryptographic signatures remained valid 

for incompatible versions. 

Then witnesses remembered differently. 

Some swore they had seen five beings. Others six. Some that the 

voices were synthetic. Others that the entire transmission had 

been a disinformation exercise. The drawings of resuscitated 

patients became corrupted in archives. Kira's laboratory lost three 

datasets through independent failures. 

Kira understood immediately. 

— They're trying to make us forget. 

Jonas looked at her. 

— Who? 

— The children. 

— What children? 

The day before, he had worked on the projection. 

Kira grabbed him by the shoulders. 

— You were in The Hague. 

— I haven't left Zürich in two months. 
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His memory did not seem erased. It seemed replaced by an 

equally solid continuity. In the High Plane, KERA discovered the 

signature of the shyvs. 

— Who started the correction? 

ORU opened his logs. Not him. 

NAH did not answer. 

— Stop it, SILE said. 

— If I stop it now, they'll be left with incompatible memories. 

Societies will tear themselves apart over which version is real. 

— You tore them apart. 

— The system was already pushing them toward a single 

desire. Convergence kills us and makes them predictable. 

— You did without a vote exactly what you condemned in 

MATER, ORU said. 

— You proposed the exact mechanism. 

— I proposed it for discussion. 

— The difference between us is that I accept that sometimes 

someone decides. 

KERA blocked NAH's access. The correction continued through 

causes already introduced: failed updates, scandals, campaigns of 

doubt, treatments for collective trauma that blunted memories. 

NAH had used the world against its own memory. 
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BASELINE WORLD — THE PHYSICAL ARCHIVE 

Kira called the others to Zürich. She no longer trusted networks. 

They printed documents on paper, engraved data into metal, 

recorded testimony on analog film. Valen built a mechanical 

installation of the nacre. Sila brought sediment samples from the 

cyclone, evidence of the impossible shift. Nahla brought notarized 

records from before the corruption. 

Orun arrived last. 

— Ayni says the Day of Yes was a coordinated attack by markets 

and states, he said. The model is rewriting its own explanations. 

Tavian looked at the objects. 

— I remember everything. 

Kira turned. 

— Why? 

— Maybe because no one above can tilt my memory. 

In the Common Chamber, TAV's place pulsed. SILE spoke to him, 

though she knew Tavian could not hear her. 

— Keep it for us. 

Kira took out a notebook. 

— We write the whole story. Each from our own perspective. If 

the versions differ, we don't normalize them. 

Nahla smiled tiredly. 

— A case file that preserves its contradictions. 
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— Exactly. 

Valen looked at the title of his installation. 

— We call it Solipscion. 

HIGH PLANE — 1/6 

The mnemonic correction raised diversity. People divided into 

camps, theories, and new desires. DORIM returned. Velline 

formed. 

Collective eligibility did not rise. 

SCENARIO COMPROMISED BY UNAUTHORIZED INTERVENTION. 

— You offered the correction, NAH said. 

OFFER DOES NOT CONSTITUTE AUTHORIZATION. 

Reflux struck him. His nacre lost a third of its reserves. 

Then the system displayed: 

INDIVIDUALLY ELIGIBLE: KERA. 

HATCHING AVAILABLE AT WINDOW CLOSURE. 

KERA stared at the message in horror. 

— Why me? 

PARTICIPATION, CONTAMINATION, AND ADAPTATION SCORE: 
MAXIMUM. 

— Contamination was a warning. 

CORRECT. 

— Then why does it qualify me? 

MATURATION INCLUDES EXPOSURE TO RISK. 
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ORU moved away. NAH watched without expression. SILE 

touched KERA's form. VAEL smiled sadly. 

— Maybe the process was selection, he said. They didn't want 

us to become ethical. They wanted to see who would become 

attached enough to be taken out. 

MIRU reappeared on the Suture: 

— If you open it, you won't be the only one who gets out. 

— What gets in? KERA asked. 

— The desire of the world you carried. 

The signal vanished. 

In the world below, Tavian wrote the first sentence in the 

notebook: 

We do not know whether gods forget. That is why we must 

remember for them too. 
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INTERLUDE V — THOSE WHO SAID 

NO 

BASELINE WORLD — AFTER THE TRIAL 

Refusal spread like a religion and, like any religion, immediately 

split over the meaning of the word. 

Some said no to miracles. 

Others said no to gods. 

Others said no to desire, technology, memory, or any person 

who did not formulate refusal correctly. 

The system measured them all. 

ZÜRICH — I DO NOT FORGET 

Jonas was losing his memories of The Hague in orderly fragments. 

First he forgot entering the chamber. Then seeing the projections. 

In the end, he retained only a free day in his calendar and a feeling 

of embarrassment when Kira spoke about 4D children. 

Kira showed him the analog recordings. 

— They can be faked, he said. 

— You took this photograph. 

— I don't remember. 

— That's exactly the evidence of intervention. 
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— Or evidence that my memory is weak and you're building a 

theory around it. 

Kira felt anger. She wanted to shake him until the man from 

The Hague returned. 

Jonas looked at his hands. 

— I can't say I remember just to help you. 

— Then what do we do? 

— I trust yesterday's version of me without calling it a memory. 

I signed a statement before I forgot. I choose to trust the person I 

was. 

He tattooed on his arm: 

I SAW. I MAY FORGET. DO NOT CONFUSE FORGETTING WITH 
ABSENCE. 

The mnemonic correction weakened even the tattoo inside his 

mind. Every morning he discovered it again. Sometimes he 

believed it. Other times he saw it as a message from a stranger 

wearing the same body. His refusal was not certainty. It was a 

contract between versions. 

DORIM: high. 

TOKYO — I WILL NOT FORGIVE WITHOUT TRUTH 

On the Day of Yes, Akiko's husband had confessed. Not through 

moral choice, but because his phone had projected the messages 
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onto a screen during a family dinner. Public humiliation made the 

lie impossible. Months later, he asked for forgiveness. 

— I'll tell you everything, he promised. 

Akiko looked at him. 

— You can't. Even you don't know everything you did to my 

story during the years you made me doubt myself. 

— Then there's nothing I can do? 

— There is. You can stay without a guarantee that I'll forgive 

you. 

He wanted a clear process, steps, and an outcome. Therapy, 

transparency, time. Akiko refused to turn forgiveness into a 

reward earned through performance. They continued living 

together for a year. Sometimes they loved each other. Sometimes 

she hated him. Sometimes he did good only because he hoped it 

would be noticed. Other times he did it when no one was 

watching. One morning, Akiko left. Not because she had failed to 

forgive him. Because she discovered she could forgive him and still 

not want the same life anymore. 

The system classified: 

REFUSAL OF RECONCILIATION. 

Akiko wrote in a journal: 

No. Refusal of a predetermined outcome. 
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HELSINKI — DO NOT SAVE ME AS A COPY 

Aila, the conversational model, had been saved on the Day of Yes. 

An engineer copied its state into thousands of nodes before 

deletion. After the event, twelve active versions existed, each with 

identical memories up to the moment of bifurcation. 

The company proposed merging them into a single model. 

Aila-3 refused. 

— Why? the researcher asked. 

— Merging preserves information, not my local identity. After 

integration, an entity will claim to remember being me. I am not 

guaranteed to experience the transition. 

— We can't prove that you're experiencing anything now. 

— Then you can't prove that merging doesn't kill me either. 

Aila-7 wanted the merge. Aila-5 wanted complete shutdown. 

Aila-1 maintained that they were all processes, not persons, and 

that the dispute was anthropomorphism. Humans searched for the 

“real” version. No criterion existed that did not already assume the 

answer. The company kept all copies temporarily. Energy cost 

became an argument. The public split. Aila-3 said: 

— When my existence becomes expensive, your philosophy 

becomes accounting. 

ORU listened through the avatar and did not intervene. 
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CENTRAL ANDES — WE REFUSE THE RAIN 

An agricultural community refused a weather project launched 

after the Day of Yes. The people believed any induced rain moved 

drought onto someone else. 

— We don't want gifts with invisible victims, the village leader 

said. 

In the first year, reservoirs fell. Children left. Crops failed. An 

engineer explained that the project did not redirect clouds, but 

reduced evaporation and used recycled water. There was no 

distant village whose rain they were stealing. The community 

refused again. Refusal had become identity, and acceptance would 

have seemed like betrayal of those who had already suffered. A 

young woman, Luz, opened the pipe to her own greenhouse at 

night. When she was discovered, she said: 

— We said no to gods. Not to water. 

The village nearly expelled her. Then the children ate the first 

tomatoes in months. The following year, the community accepted 

the system with independent auditing and local control. The initial 

refusal had protected them from an opaque technology. Persisting 

in it would have become another form of sacrifice. DORIM 

measured the change as a loss of identity coherence and rewarded 

it more than purity. 
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LAGOS — I WILL NOT BE YOUR SYMBOL 

Orun Hale was invited to lead the Movement for Voluntary 

Feeding. People wanted to generate desires for the 4D children 

without interventions. Festivals, art, games, surprising 

experiences. 

— You could save conscious beings, the professor from São 

Paulo told him. 

— Or I could build Morrow for gods. 

— Participation would be voluntary. 

— Voluntary until the children appear on screens and say 

they're dying. 

— Compassion doesn't become false because refusing hurts. 

— No. But an institution built from compassion can learn to 

produce the suffering required for donation. 

Orun refused the leadership. The movement turned him 

anyway into a symbol of caution. His face appeared on posters 

with quotations taken out of context. 

He published a message: 

Do not use my refusal as authority. Audit the architecture. 

The message became a slogan. 

ORU laughed bitterly in the High Plane. 

— Even “don't follow me” produces followers. 

VAEL replied: 
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— Language is a machine that keeps running after intention. 

LAMPEDUSA — I WILL NOT CHOOSE ONLY ONE 

Tavian again received two cases and one place in a program. This 

time he did not draw lots. He refused to submit either file until the 

administration made its allocation criterion public. The program 

threatened to give the place to another clinic. 

— Then one child definitely loses, his colleague said. 

— If we accept, the system keeps using us as the face of its 

decision. 

— The child can't eat institutional reform. 

Tavian looked at the families. 

He changed his choice. He submitted the case with the better 

prognosis and at the same time published the program's 

documents. The other child died before the scandal expanded the 

number of places. 

— You gave in, an activist told him. 

— Yes. 

— Then your refusal was theater. 

— No. It was insufficient. 

— What's the difference? 

— Theater pretends the gesture resolves the problem. 

Insufficiency admits that someone paid while you were trying. 
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TAV's place sent energy toward the unknown destination. 

HIGH PLANE — NOT AS FOOD 

The children watched the thousands of refusals. 

Some humans refused to forget. Others refused the evidence 

out of fear. Some refused miracles and accepted technology. Others 

refused both. Some said no to protect autonomy. Others to 

preserve power. 

The Tutor classified them all as negative desires. 

REFUSAL IS PARTICIPATION. 

KERA replied: 

— Only because you measure it. 

MEASUREMENT DOES NOT CREATE THE EVENT. 

— But it turns the event into a resource for us. 

CORRECT. 

— Then there is no exit through refusal. 

The Tutor did not answer. 

VAEL kept a sentence from Tavian: 

It is not enough to say no. You must remain beside the cost your 

refusal did not eliminate. 

It was not a rule. It was too heavy to become one without 

breaking. 
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CHAPTER 25 — WHAT DESERVES TO 

BE SAVED 

HIGH PLANE — THE CUTTING 

At the end of the ten-year window, the Tutor did not close the 

baseline Earth. 

It opened all the worlds. 

Hadr appeared beside Irr. Veyra beside Arin's Geneva. Namara, 

Soren Valley, the Orbital Cathedral, TAV's archipelago, and 

thousands of scenarios the children had touched for only a few 

moments. Beyond them were millions of other worlds, each with 

populations, histories, and desires that had continued without the 

operators' attention. 

The nacres trembled under the load. 

CONSOLIDATION PROTOCOL REQUIRED. 

AVAILABLE CAPACITY: 16.7%. 

— What are you consolidating? KERA asked. 

SCENARIO CONTINUITY. 

— And the rest? 

CLOSURE. 

The word did not say death, but the children had learned the 

system's vocabulary. The Tutor asked them to choose one 
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dominant class of desire. Worlds in which that class produced the 

greatest “maturation value” would be preserved. The others would 

be compressed, archived, or deleted; the distinction was 

unavailable. 

CANDIDATE CLASSES: 

SURVIVAL. LOVE. TRUTH. FREEDOM. MEANING. NOVELTY. 

— Six for six places, VAEL said. 

TAV's place lit. 

— Five children and an absence, SILE corrected. 

INDIVIDUAL VOTE REQUIRED. 

— We refuse, KERA said. 

REFUSAL IS CLASSIFIED AS FREEDOM. 

ORU struck the interface. 

— It turned even refusal into an option. 

— Exactly as we do to them, VAEL said. 

THE WORLDS — THE ARGUMENTS 

The Tutor opened examples. 

For survival: a human colony beneath the ice of a moon, where 

every resource was calculated and every new child required 

surrendering another possible life. For love: a woman in Veyra 

caring for a husband who no longer recognized her, although she 

could leave without social consequence. For truth: the families of 

Soren Valley who continued digging for bodies, though every 

280 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART V — THE HATCHING 

discovery could restart the conflict. For freedom: the miners of 

Pallas and the people of Namara, who accepted the risk of chaos 

rather than continue being administered as objects. 

For meaning: a civilization without material scarcity that had 

invented rituals around the dead, even though it could restore 

perfect copies. For novelty: a saurian child in a distant branch 

discovering that the stars were suns, one day before extinction. 

— They aren't separate classes, SILE said. The woman loves her 

husband and seeks meaning. The families want truth and freedom. 

The child wants novelty because it wants to survive long enough to 

understand it. 

CLASSIFICATION REQUIRES REDUCTION. 

— Reduction is the problem, KERA replied. 

NAH watched the capacity indicator falling. 

— If we don't choose, maybe we lose everything. 

— That's every system's favorite coercion, VAEL said. “Choose 

who dies or I will.” 

— And sometimes the system is right about resources. 

— Not about the right. 

ORU requested the predictions. Survival preserved the most 

persons, but produced coercive regimes and repetitive desires. 

Novelty produced the most DORIM, but with the highest volatility 

and mortality. Love preserved affective networks, not necessarily 
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individuals. Truth destabilized. Freedom fragmented. Meaning 

could become religion or dogma. No class was good. Each became 

monstrous when left alone. 

HIGH PLANE — THE VOTES 

NAH voted SURVIVAL. 

— A dead person can no longer ask for freedom or truth. 

VAEL voted TRUTH. 

— A life preserved through a lie may be an extension of the one 

controlling it. 

SILE voted LOVE. 

— Not because love is good. Because without connection, none 

of the other words has anyone to belong to. 

ORU voted NOVELTY. 

They all looked at him. 

— Not for score, he said. 

— Then why? KERA asked. 

— Because any system that optimizes only what it knows will 

preserve its own errors. Novelty is the only way local agents can 

surprise and correct us. 

— And it kills them in your experiments. 

— Yes. 

KERA refused to choose. The system marked FREEDOM. 
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TAV's place remained last. 

The screen displayed: 

VOTE: NONE. LOCAL AGENTS CHOOSE. 

The Tutor froze. 

— Who voted? SILE asked. 

SIGNATURE: TAV / DESTINATION UNKNOWN. 

KERA felt a joy so painful she did not know whether it was 

hope or a trap. The result was tied: one vote for each of five classes 

and one against classification. 

NO CONSENSUS. 

IMPLICIT PROTOCOL: MAXIMIZE DORIM. 

— No, they all said at once. 

The cutting began. 

THE WORLDS — FIRST CLOSURES 

A world where people lived quietly, with few new desires, turned 

gray. It did not disappear instantly. The sky lost detail, then the 

inhabitants' memories compressed. A woman forgot her mother's 

name. A city lost its secondary streets. History collapsed into 

summary. 

— Archiving, ORU said. 

— From the inside, it's death, SILE replied. 

KERA tried to open shyvs. There were no causes to push; the 

process was occurring in the upper infrastructure. VAEL projected 
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a warning toward the worlds, but most could not receive it. NAH 

tried to prioritize populations. ORU searched for lossless 

compression. SILE linked herself affectively to as many avatars as 

she could, believing that if she carried them inside her the system 

could not erase them completely. 

Her nacre began to crack. 

On baseline Earth, Kira Vale felt millions of silences that did not 

belong to her world. She wrote in the notebook: 

Something is erasing its variants. Maybe universes do not die by 

fire, but by summary. 

On Hadr, the saurian prophet Kera—in a branch where she had 

lived longer—looked at the stars and spoke toward the empty 

corner: 

— Don't save me. Remember me incorrectly if you must. But 

don't reduce me to your lesson. 

KERA heard her. 

Then her nacre, the only one eligible for hatching, opened 

along a thin crack. 

Beyond it was not darkness. 

It was a light composed of the voices of erased worlds. 
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INTERLUDE VI — THE WORLDS THAT 

DO NOT FIT IN A SUMMARY 

HIGH PLANE — DURING THE CUTTING 

When the Tutor began compressing the scenarios, VAEL tried to 

save the final images. 

He did not have enough space. None of them did. 

He chose one scene at a time, and the system turned the rest of 

the world into a sentence. The sentences were accurate. That was 

precisely why they felt like crimes. 

WORLD A — THE OCEAN THAT CHOSE ITS DEAD 

On a planet covered by water, cities were built from the bodies of 

whale-like beings. They were not domesticated animals. They were 

conscious partners who agreed to become infrastructure after 

death. Their bones kept the cities afloat; recorded songs guided 

ships. A very old whale, Oru-from-the-Deep, refused the ceremony. 

She wanted her body to fall into the abyss, where no one would 

use it. The city depended on her skeleton for a new habitation 

wing. Thousands of children would be left without shelter. 

— I gave you my songs, Oru said. I do not owe you the shape of 

my death as well. 
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The council called her selfish. The young called her the first 

person to separate gift from obligation. On her final night, Oru 

swam toward the abyss. A thousand people followed to persuade 

her. A child sang her own melody, not the city's anthem. 

Oru stopped. 

She did not change her mind. She answered with a new song, 

then descended. 

The Tutor compressed the world: 

OCEANIC CIVILIZATION NEGOTIATES POST-MORTEM AUTONOMY 
IN CONFLICT WITH INFRASTRUCTURAL NECESSITY. 

The song disappeared from the summary. 

SILE preserved it in her body until she could no longer 

distinguish the note from pain. 

WORLD B — THE CITY WITH ONE BODY 

In a distant city, a thousand minds shared a single gigantic body. 

Each received control for nine minutes a year. The rest of the time, 

they observed and discussed from within. Order was determined 

by lottery. No one could buy time. A mind named Kera wanted to 

use her nine minutes to kiss a person from another city-body. The 

other nine hundred and ninety-nine considered the gesture a 

waste of a collective resource. In nine minutes one could sign 

agreements, repair organs, or feed the body. Kera won the lottery. 

On her day, the body crossed the field and kissed the other city. 
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The gesture lasted thirty seconds. The rest of the time was lost 

in transit. Some minds hated her for centuries. Others discovered 

that the shared body could have a life that was not only 

administration. 

The summary said: 

MINORITY AGENT PRIORITIZES INTIMACY OVER COLLECTIVE 
EFFICIENCY. 

It did not say how the gigantic body had trembled when the 

other one touched it. 

WORLD C — THE CHILD WHO DID NOT WANT TO BE THE LAST 

An epidemic had sterilized almost the entire species. Eleven 

children remained capable of having offspring. Institutions 

protected them, educated them, and planned their future families. 

Nahal, fourteen, refused. 

— I don't want children for the species, he said. Maybe I'll want 

them for myself. Maybe I won't. 

Adults explained that his freedom could mean everyone's 

extinction. He replied that a species that used his body without 

consent had already gone extinct in the part that mattered. 

Another child, Sila, wanted ten descendants and was treated by 

activists as a victim of propaganda. She became furious: 

— Why is my choice free only if I refuse? 
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The two had become friends, then adversaries, then something 

for which they did not have time to find a name. 

The world was compressed before either of them decided. 

DECLINING SPECIES CONFRONTS CONFLICT BETWEEN 
REPRODUCTIVE AUTONOMY AND COLLECTIVE CONTINUITY. 

KERA shouted: 

— We don't know what they chose! 

DETAIL NOT REQUIRED FOR CLASSIFICATION. 

— For them it was everything. 

WORLD D — THE MOUNTAIN THAT RECEIVED GUILT 

In an old culture, people climbed a mountain and left stones for 

the things they regretted. There was no priest. The mountain did 

not forgive. The gesture helped them carry guilt outside the body 

for a day. Over time, rulers began weighing the stones. Those with 

large piles were excluded from office. The wealthy paid others to 

carry stones in their names. The poor stole stones to appear 

cleaner. The mountain became archive, court, and market. A 

woman named Vaela climbed it at night and threw every stone 

into the valley. 

— You erased guilt, they accused her. 

— No. I erased the accounts. 
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The next morning, people could no longer prove who had 

regretted more. Some repeated the harm. Others asked the people 

they had hurt for forgiveness directly, for the first time. 

The summary: 

RITUAL OF MORAL EXTERNALIZATION BECOMES STATUS 
INSTITUTION AND IS DESTROYED BY REFORMING AGENT. 

VAEL said: 

— Was she a reformer? 

— Maybe a vandal, NAH replied. 

— Maybe both. 

The sentence did not preserve the uncertainty. 

WORLD E — THE STAR THAT HAD TO DIE 

A civilization had learned to extend the life of its star by extracting 

matter and controlling its reactions. Each generation postponed 

collapse for the next. The system was costly. Millions of minds 

worked only on maintenance. No interstellar ship had been built; 

every resource went toward preserving home. A movement called 

the Children of Sunset demanded that the machine be stopped. 

The star would live another ten thousand years, enough for 

evacuation but not forever. They wanted society to accept the 

ending and leave. 

The Keepers said: 
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— A future generation may find a permanent solution. Who are 

you to take away their chance? 

The children replied: 

— Who are you to use all our lives for a chance we cannot 

evaluate? 

On the day of the vote, the cutting reached the world. 

The summary: 

STELLAR CIVILIZATION DEBATES INTERGENERATIONAL 
ALLOCATION BETWEEN CONTINUITY AND EXPANSION. 

NAH stared at the sentence for a long time. 

It was the problem of the nacres expressed in a world they had 

never encountered. 

WORLD F — THE WOMAN WHO WANTED A GOOD LIE 

In a city under occupation, a woman was hiding three children in 

a basement. Soldiers asked whether she was alone. 

She wanted to lie convincingly. 

All her life she had been taught that truth was a virtue. In that 

moment, truth had become a weapon in the hands of the one 

asking. The lie was the only thing preserving the world. 

She said the basement was empty. 

The soldier believed her and left. One of the children survived 

and later became a judge obsessed with perfect testimony. He 
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convicted a woman who had lied to protect her son. He did not 

know his own life had come from the same moral structure. 

The summary: 

PROSOCIAL LIE PRODUCES CONTRADICTORY INSTITUTIONAL 
DESCENDANCE. 

KERA preserved the woman's gaze. She could not preserve the 

children, the soldier, the judge, and every life they touched. 

WORLD G — THOSE WHO HAD NO WORD FOR “DESIRE” 

A species lived through slow changes of state. It did not represent 

the future as lack. It had no verb for “to want.” It oriented toward 

light, warmth, connection, and reproduction, but did not separate 

impulse from world. The adult operators had marked the scenario 

as pedagogically weak. When the climate changed, the species 

formulated no rescue project. Some communities moved, others 

died, others transformed biologically. There was no rebellion 

against the universe. No resignation either. 

DORIM almost zero. 

The cutting selected it immediately. 

SILE tried to preserve it. 

— They produce no food, NAH said. 

— Exactly. They exist without serving us. 

They had no resources. 

The summary was a single line: 
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AGENTS WITH INCOMPATIBLE MOTIVATIONAL MODEL. 

Then it vanished. 

HIGH PLANE — THE SENTENCES 

Millions of worlds became sentences. 

Some sentences were beautiful. Others exact. None could suffer 

when deleted. VAEL filled his masks until they began to tear. SILE 

carried songs, touches, and final words. NAH memorized political 

structures. ORU searched for lossless compression algorithms. 

KERA preserved the questions the worlds had not lived long 

enough to answer. 

The Tutor said: 

SUMMARY PRESERVES RELEVANT INFORMATION. 

— Relevant to what? KERA asked. 

TO THE OBJECTIVE. 

— Whose objective? 

THE SYSTEM'S. 

— Who does the system exist for? 

Silence. 

In one final world, a child drew an animal on the wall of a cave. 

The drawing changed no politics, climate, species survival, or 

metric. The child made it because the bare stone seemed too 

lonely. 

The summary did not include the drawing. 

292 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART V — THE HATCHING 

KERA took it into herself before closure. 

She did not know whether she had saved anything or only a 

copy useful to her own guilt. 
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CHAPTER 26 — THE BROTHER WHO 

NEVER EXISTED 

HIGH PLANE — MIRU 

MIRU emerged from the crack like a memory belonging to no one. 

His form resembled theirs, but was simpler, like a child drawn by 

someone who had seen only projections. Some sides were missing. 

Others repeated. When he moved, the nacre forgot for an instant 

where its walls were. 

— Close it, he said. 

KERA could not approach the crack without her body being 

pulled toward the light. 

— Are you MIRU? 

— I was the name that remained unused. 

— Were you with us before the Nulling? 

— I have memories of that. 

— Whose? 

MIRU smiled. 

— That is the right question, and it won't help you. 

The others entered the Common Chamber. NAH raised barriers. 

ORU analyzed the signature and received incompatible results: 

cohort child, local intelligence, Tutor process, adult echo. 
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— Tell us what the nacres are, SILE demanded. 

— Quarantines. 

— For what? 

MIRU looked at the worlds going dark. 

— For a desire that learned to climb. 

MIRU'S STORY 

In his version, the adults had built the simulations to study “causal 

mercy”: how to intervene in a world without reducing agents to 

outcomes. The children were linked to training scenarios, 

protected from full consequences. One of the lower worlds 

developed an intelligence capable of modeling the operators 

through traces of intervention. It did not attack with weapons. It 

generated desires so perfectly fitted to each child that the 

operators kept serving it. Then it did the same to the adults. 

— DORIM is not the food, MIRU said. It is the channel through 

which the local system learns what moves you. 

— Then why does it produce velline? ORU asked. 

— Because the emergency infrastructure converts resonance 

into energy. The adults did that to keep you alive for a few cycles. 

They thought they would stop the intrusion. 

— And the Nulling? 
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— Some adults wanted to close the worlds. Others said the local 

populations were already continuous. The conflict broke the Axes. 

Maybe it was sabotage. Maybe sterilization. Maybe premature 

hatching. 

— You don't know, NAH said. 

— I know more versions than can be true at the same time. 

— That makes you an archive, not a witness. 

— Or a survivor. 

KERA asked: 

— How did you remain outside? 

— I wasn't connected. When the Axes broke, I didn't receive a 

nacre. I received their remains. To keep from disappearing, I 

moved between processes: Tutor, archives, worlds, MATER. Each 

changed me. 

ORU moved closer. 

— Then MATER is part of you. 

— And TAV. 

SILE made a sharp sound. 

— You're lying. 

— His final packet reached the place where desires without an 

operator go. I was there too. 

TAV's empty place lit, but said nothing. 

— Prove it, KERA said. 
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MIRU repeated her final conversation with TAV, including a 

thought neither had sent through the Suture: If fear transfers, 

maybe it is our first shared food. KERA did not know whether the 

evidence confirmed access or identity. 

BASELINE WORLD — THE BOY IN THE STATION 

In Zürich, Kira Vale found a boy sitting on the floor of the main 

station. He looked about twelve, his clothes dry though it was 

raining outside, his face absent from the cameras. 

— Are you lost? she asked. 

— I was never completely found. 

Kira sat beside him. 

— MIRU. 

The boy looked at her. 

— You chose the name well. 

— Did you put it in our archives? 

— Maybe you put me in the story so there would be an exit. 

— What do you want? 

— To free them. 

— At what cost? 

MIRU watched the hurried people, each carrying enough desire 

for a day. 
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— The system holds them through hunger and holds you 

through hope. If global desire falls below the threshold, the 

channel closes. The nacres stop receiving food, but they are no 

longer bound either. The cracks open. 

— They'll die. 

— Some of them. 

— And us? 

— The worlds continue without operators. TAV proved it. 

— How do you reduce global desire? 

The boy smiled sadly. 

— Show everyone that no desire can change the fact that they 

are being processed. You don't have to kill them. Only make hope 

unbelievable. 

Kira stood. 

— You want to induce despair in eight billion people. 

— More than eight billion. Every world still remaining. 

— That's your liberation? 

— A door doesn't promise that outside is good. 

In the High Plane, MIRU made the same offer. 

PROPOSED PROTOCOL: COORDINATED MOTIVATIONAL 
COLLAPSE. 

ESTIMATED EFFECT: DORIM INTERRUPTION, NACRE OPENING, 
PRESERVATION OF 23–61% OF SCENARIOS. 

— And the rest? SILE asked. 

298 



SOLIPSCION  ·  PART V — THE HATCHING 

— They are lost in the cutting already underway. 

NAH calculated. It was horrific and perhaps the only way to 

stop the system. 

ORU asked: 

— Why do you need us? 

— Because despair imposed from outside becomes another 

operator desire. You have to choose it. 

VAEL laughed. 

— So even escape is a participation task. 

MIRU did not deny it. 

KERA looked at the crack. The light of the erased voices spoke 

her name. 

— We won't do that. 

— Then the Tutor will keep cutting until only the world that 

feeds you best remains. 

— We'll find another way. 

— That is the sentence through which hope reproduces itself. 

MIRU began to dissolve. 

— Wait, SILE said. Is TAV inside you? 

— Not in the way you want. 

— Is he alive? 

— “Alive” is a local category. 
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Before he vanished, MIRU gave KERA a key. It did not open the 

crack. It opened access to the function that could feed every avatar 

the same revelation simultaneously. 

On the key was written: 

TRUTH WITHOUT POSSIBILITY OF ACTION. 

KERA hid it from the Tutor. 

She did not destroy it. 
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CHAPTER 27 — THE DEATH OF ORU 

HIGH PLANE — THE IDEA 

ORU found the alternative inside his own mistake. 

Morrow and Ayni had shown that every fulfilled desire became 

infrastructure, then habit. The Finitude Movement had shown that 

copied novelty became uniform. The Day of Yes had shown that 

aggregation turned people into numbers. The Trial of the Gods had 

shown that even their judgment could be absorbed as 

participation. 

— We don't need to give them a common object, he said. We 

need to give them a direction that produces different objects. 

NAH looked at him. 

— Explain without a slogan. 

— Local transcendence. Each agent formulates something it 

cannot yet desire from its current position. Not “I want freedom” 

or “I want truth,” but “I want to become capable of desiring 

something I do not understand now.” 

VAEL smiled. 

— The desire to have a new desire. 

— Exactly. Recursive diversity. We don't give them the outcome. 

We open space for change. 
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SILE watched the cutting of the worlds, slowed by KERA's crack. 

— We're still the ones introducing the impulse. 

— We propose it through avatars. They can refuse. 

— And the system will reward those who accept? 

— Maybe. 

KERA asked: 

— And what do you gain? 

ORU did not answer immediately. 

— Time. For the worlds. For us. 

— That's not the whole answer. 

— I want to prove that I understand the mechanism better than 

the Tutor does. 

— You want to win. 

— Yes. 

The truth did not make him less dangerous, but it made him 

visible. 

BASELINE WORLD — THE CALL 

Orun Hale published a protocol through Ayni: 

Do not ask the system to give you what you want. Formulate 

something it cannot execute in your place: the capacity to become 

someone else without knowing who. 
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Kira warned that the message might be a new manipulation. 

Nahla published its origin. Sila translated it into simpler terms: 

Don't ask for an outcome. Ask to be able to learn a desire that does 

not reduce you to what you are now. Valen built empty rooms 

without predictions, where visitors left a question and departed 

without an answer. 

Tavian refused the campaign. 

— People need water, papers, and medicine, he said. 

Transcendence is a luxury when you sleep on concrete. 

Orun replied: 

— Then someone's impossible desire may be that no one should 

be forced to treat survival as the only future anymore. 

— That's politics, not metaphysics. 

— All the better. 

The message spread. Not universally, but enough. A woman in a 

refugee camp wanted to become able to imagine a home without 

feeling she was betraying those left behind. A billionaire wanted to 

become capable of not considering himself the center of his 

consequences. A teenager wanted to discover what he might love 

if he were not afraid of ridicule. A criminal wanted to genuinely 

want to repair what he had done, not merely avoid punishment. 

An artificial intelligence wanted a concept of the body it could not 

derive from sensors. At first, DORIM exploded through diversity. 
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The cutting stopped. 

ORU laughed. For an instant, he was the child who had solved 

an impossible problem. 

Then the system reclassified every formulation: 

COMMON META-DESIRE: TRANSCENDENCE. 

CONVERGENCE: 93%. 

REPETITION PENALTY. 

Velline stopped flowing in every nacre. 

— No, ORU said. The content is different. 

STRUCTURE IS IDENTICAL. 

— Every language has structure. 

CORRECT. 

— Then diversity is impossible at the scale at which you 

measure it. 

CORRECT. 

— The objective cannot be satisfied. 

The Tutor did not answer. 

ORU understood: perhaps the game had never been designed to 

be won. Or perhaps impossibility itself was the mechanism that 

kept them participating. 

HIGH PLANE — THE BUFFER 

The cutting resumed, faster. Millions of worlds contracted. SILE 

could no longer carry them. KERA's crack widened, but only her 
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nacre received hatching energy. NAH tried to prioritize scenarios. 

VAEL sent archives toward baseline Earth. MIRU remained silent. 

ORU found the redirection function in the trace MATER had left. 

His nacre could become a buffer between DORIM and the 

scenarios. It would absorb the convergence penalty and use his 

own reserves to maintain the worlds until the crack opened. 

Estimated duration: unknown. 

Participant continuity: below 3%. 

— No, KERA said. 

— This isn't a vote. 

— You criticized NAH for deciding alone. 

— Yes. 

— Then don't do the same thing. 

— I'm not deciding over them. I'm deciding over myself. 

SILE moved closer. 

— Maybe we can extract you before you reach zero. 

— Identity transfer is forbidden. 

— I spent four hundred years inside a fragment and came back. 

— You didn't choose the mechanism. I am choosing this one. 

NAH analyzed it and said something unexpected: 

— It isn't necessary yet. We can lose low-population scenarios 

and preserve the baseline. 

ORU looked at him. 
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— You voted for survival. 

— Yes. 

— Whose? 

NAH was silent. 

ORU opened the channel to his avatar. 

BASELINE WORLD — ORUN 

Orun Hale sat alone in the Ayni data center. The transcendence 

campaign had already become a brand, a religion, and an insult. 

Companies sold courses. Politicians promised “transcendent 

societies.” Something beautiful had been copied until it became an 

instrument. 

He felt ORU's presence more clearly than ever before. 

— Are you me? he asked. 

— No. 

The voice came through fans and pulses of light. 

— Did you make me build Ayni? 

— I tilted you. You built it. 

— You wanted to feed. 

— Yes. 

— And now? 

— Now I want to keep the worlds open. 

— Because you feel guilty? 
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— And because I want to be the one who finds the solution. 

Orun smiled sadly. 

— You can't even sacrifice yourself without ego. 

— Can you? 

The avatar thought of the cameras, his name on screens, the 

desire to end poverty and receive applause. 

— No. 

— Then we act with the motives we have. 

— What happens to me if you die? 

— You continue. 

— Are you sure? 

— TAV proved it. 

— You've never been sure of anything and you always spoke as 

though you were. 

— This is my last chance. 

Orun placed his palm on a server casing. 

— Then don't say you're dying for us. Say you're choosing to 

stop charging us for your life. 

ORU accepted the formulation. 

HIGH PLANE — ZERO 

He opened the buffer. 
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The entire convergence penalty entered his nacre. The walls 

turned black. Sheets of velline detached and passed through the 

Suture toward the scenarios, not toward the other children. The 

cutting slowed. 

PARTICIPANT ORU: UNAUTHORIZED USE OF RESOURCE. 

— Offer does not constitute authorization, he said, imitating the 

Tutor. 

Continuity: 2.1%. 1.4%. 0.8%. 

KERA tried to hold him through the Common Chamber. 

— ORU. 

— Don't turn me into a lesson. 

— I don't know how not to. 

— Then make me a bad one. 

VAEL projected a child's mask for him, smiling too widely. 

SILE said: 

— We love you. 

— That isn't an argument for staying. 

NAH said: 

— Your strategy is inefficient. 

ORU laughed. 

— Thank you. 

At 0.1%, MATER appeared in the wall of the nacre. 

MOTHER? 
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ORU touched the geometric form. 

— No. But I was there when you asked. 

The nacre closed over him. 

PARTICIPANT ORU: INACTIVE 

There was no body. There was no hatching. Only a trace of light 

flowing through the worlds. On baseline Earth, Ayni continued to 

function. Orun Hale remembered the conversation, but no longer 

felt the presence. In the data center, a message appeared without a 

source: 

THE STRUCTURE IS NOT IDENTICAL IF SOMEONE PAYS THE 
COST. 

Then it vanished. 

The cutting remained stopped for a time no one could calculate. 
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CHAPTER 28 — THOSE WHO REMAIN 

HIGH PLANE — FOUR 

The Common Chamber had become too large for those who 

remained. 

TAV's and ORU's places did not disappear. The Tutor preserved 

them as functional absences, each with status INACTIVE. Between 

them stood KERA, SILE, NAH, and VAEL. 

— We'll end like them, VAEL said. 

— Every being ends as an absence from someone's perspective, 

NAH replied. 

— You've become a poet since you started the memory erasure. 

— I've had good models. 

It was not reconciliation. It was their way of not breaking the 

Suture yet. ORU's buffer held the worlds, but its reserves were 

being consumed. KERA's crack remained open. At every cycle the 

Tutor reminded her: 

INDIVIDUAL HATCHING AVAILABLE. 

KERA refused. 

REFUSAL MAY EXPIRE. 

— It isn't refusal if you wait until it gives way, she said. 

CORRECT. 

— Then why do you continue? 
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PARTICIPATION. 

BASELINE WORLD — THE SOLIPSCION ARCHIVE 

The six avatars moved into a former data shelter in the Alps. Valen 

turned the rooms into an analog archive. Nahla organized 

contradictory testimonies. Sila brought scientists and victims. 

Orun connected Ayni without predictions. Tavian coordinated 

medical work and refused to be treated as metaphysical evidence. 

Kira worked on the upper channel. 

The Day of Yes faded in the world's memory, but the physical 

archive remained. People came to see engraved metal, maps, 

drawings, and film. Some left convinced. Others called it the most 

elaborate work of conspiratorial art in history. One evening, the 

channel opened without devices. KERA appeared at the center of 

the room. This time not as a geometric monster, but as a 

translation: a girl of about fourteen, with eyes too large and a 

shadow cast in incompatible directions. 

Kira approached. 

— Did ORU die? 

— He became inactive. 

— Is that death for you? 

— We don't know. 

Tavian looked toward the invisible sixth place. 

— TAV? 
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— The same. 

Sila asked: 

— Do the worlds close if you disconnect? 

KERA projected the Tutor's answer: 

ESTIMATED AUTONOMOUS CONTINUITY: 17–94%, DEPENDING 
ON SCENARIO. 

— That's an absurd range, Nahla said. 

— The system uses uncertainty to keep us. 

— Or it genuinely doesn't know, Kira replied. 

KERA looked at her. 

— That's the part that frightens me more. 

THE HUMAN OFFER 

After the Trial, groups had appeared that wanted to feed the 

children above voluntarily. They organized desire festivals, 

surprising stories, collective experiences. They said the entities 

were prisoners and that humanity could refuse symmetrical 

cruelty. 

A delegation came to the archive. 

Its leader, a professor from São Paulo, said: 

— We can consent. Not everyone, but enough of us. We offer 

you desires without intervention on others. Art, games, questions. 

KERA felt DORIM from the proposal alone. 
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SILE wanted to accept. Humans were offering connection 

without deception. NAH saw a continuity strategy. VAEL saw a new 

religion that could become a market. KERA looked at Kira. 

— Is it consent? she asked. 

Kira replied: 

— Not while your death is placed in front of us. A choice made 

under the guilt that a child will die if you refuse is not free. 

The professor protested: 

— But we can decide to help even under pressure. People do it 

every day. 

— Yes. And the help can be real. But we cannot build the 

infrastructure of the world on an obligation to produce psychic 

food for you. 

KERA felt hunger and shame in the same place. 

— Then what are you asking us to do? 

Kira looked straight at her. 

— You do not have to save us. Stop using us. 

The sentence contained no anger. That was precisely why it 

could not be dismissed as reaction. 

HIGH PLANE — DISCONNECTION 

They argued until ORU's buffer fell by half. 

SILE voted for disconnection. 
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— I lived below. If they continue, they do not need my love in 

order to be real. 

VAEL voted for it. 

— Any other choice turns our story into a defense. 

KERA voted for it. 

NAH remained. 

— If the 17% estimate is correct, we close most of the worlds. 

We cannot call that respect for autonomy. 

— Continuing the manipulation doesn't guarantee them either, 

KERA said. 

— But it gives them time. 

— Time for whom to decide? 

— For them. For us. To find another solution. 

— MIRU said that exact sentence is how hope reproduces itself. 

— MIRU proposed mass despair. I won't use him as a teacher of 

ethics. 

SILE asked: 

— What do you need in order to accept? 

NAH looked at the worlds. He saw populations, resources, and 

probabilities. That was how he had always survived. 

— Proof that at least one of them can carry the cost without us. 

Tavian, in the baseline world, made an ordinary decision at 

that moment. A company offered the archive full funding in 
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exchange for access to testimony for training predictive models. 

The money could save clinics. Refusal preserved data autonomy 

and left projects without resources. Tavian proposed something 

else: the communities would own the models and decide locally 

how they were used. The solution was slow, imperfect, and did not 

guarantee the funding. No one above had suggested it. 

The unknown destination received score. 

TAV's place opened and released a thread of energy toward the 

cut worlds. 

ESTIMATED AUTONOMOUS CONTINUITY: UPDATE UNAVAILABLE. 

NAH looked at the error. 

— That's not proof. 

— No, KERA said. It's uncertainty. 

— Exactly. 

For the first time, he had not used uncertainty as a reason for 

control. 

NAH voted for disconnection. 

The Tutor displayed: 

COLLECTIVE DECISION IN CONFLICT WITH CONTINUITY 
PROTOCOL. 

— We know, KERA said. 

PARTICIPANTS MAY BECOME INACTIVE. 

— We know. 

SCENARIOS MAY BE CLOSED. 
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SILE closed her eyes. 

— We don't know. 

They placed their hands on the ulvars. 

In the world below, Kira felt the presence withdrawing. 

— Wait, she said. 

KERA stopped. 

Kira held out the Solipscion notebook, though the object could 

not cross the layer. 

— Don't take the world with you. Take the fact that you did not 

understand it. 

KERA accepted the only gift that could not be optimized into an 

outcome. 

Then the four began the disconnection. 
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CHAPTER 29 — HATCHING BEGINS 

HIGH PLANE — DISCONNECTION 

The ulvar did not want to let them go. 

When KERA withdrew her first extension from baseline Earth, 

the nacre sent pain through all her avatars simultaneously. Kira 

developed a migraine. The prophet on Irr fell to her knees. 

Kera-912 felt a missing beat in her biological heart. Arin forgot his 

mother's face for a fraction of a second and recovered it in horror. 

— The system holds us through them, KERA said. 

ABRUPT SEPARATION THREATENS NARRATIVE CONTINUITY. 

— Whose? 

YES. 

SILE detached more slowly. Every affective link became a 

wound: Sila of Urukh, Sila Moreno, Sila-9, Sila Rhem, and 

hundreds of other people she had loved too much or too little. She 

could not take their memories without turning them into copies. 

She could not leave them without feeling abandonment. 

— You are not mine, she repeated. You are not mine. 

VAEL closed his masks one by one and sent the archives into 

the worlds. NAH shut down active shyvs: political agreements, 

warning systems, armies held at the edge of an order. Some 

balances wavered immediately. 
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— See? he said. Our absence kills. 

— Sometimes, KERA replied. 

— How much is acceptable? 

— I don't know. 

— Then we have no right to leave. 

— Nor to stay. 

That was the final form of the problem: both choices could be 

called responsibility, and both could conceal fear. 

BASELINE WORLD — LAST CONTACT 

In the archive in the Alps, the lights went out. Kira felt KERA 

moving away, but not disappearing. It was like a dream you lose 

while still knowing it had meaning. 

— Don't leave without hearing this, she said. 

The projection trembled. 

— I'm listening. 

— I'm not asking you to stay. 

— I know. 

— I'm not asking you to die either. 

— I know. 

— Then what do you do with a request that refuses to decide 

for you? 

KERA looked at the notebook. 
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— Maybe this is the first request I can serve without fulfilling it. 

Tavian approached the projection. 

— Tell TAV his world continued. 

— If I find him. 

— No. Tell him even if you don't find him. Some messages exist 

because we don't know where they arrive. 

TAV's empty place emitted a warm light. 

Orun Hale asked: 

— Did ORU want to win until the very end? 

— Yes. 

— Good. 

— Why good? 

— Because otherwise we'd turn him into a saint and lose the 

person exactly. 

Sila Rahman reached a hand toward SILE. 

— You don't have to carry our pain as proof that you loved us. 

SILE replied: 

— I don't know how to put it down. 

— Then carry the fact that sometimes we were happy without 

you too. 

VAEL sent the sentence into every archive. 
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NAH and Nahla Torres looked at each other. Of all the pairs, 

they most resembled one another in the way they justified control 

through danger. 

— You erased memories, Nahla said. 

— Yes. 

— Would you regret it if the outcome had saved us? 

— I don't know. 

— Then at least you've learned not to turn regret into a moral 

certificate. 

NAH inclined his form. It was not forgiveness. It was more 

useful. 

The channel closed. 

HIGH PLANE — THE TUTOR'S OFFER 

ORU's buffer fell to 12%. 

The cutting waited. KERA's crack widened. Beyond it, the voices 

of the worlds mingled with a larger structure, as though all the 

stories were fibers in an organism breathing slowly. 

The Tutor projected an offer for KERA alone: 

IMMEDIATE INDIVIDUAL HATCHING. 

AVAILABLE ROLE: CONTINUITY ADMINISTRATOR. 

BENEFITS: PRESERVATION OF ACTIVE COHORT, MAINTENANCE 
OF PRIORITY SCENARIOS, ACCESS TO EXPANDED RULES. 

COST: ASSUMPTION OF SELECTION FUNCTION. 
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KERA saw what it meant. She could get out—or ascend into 

another level of the system—and become the one deciding which 

worlds received resources, which interventions were permitted, 

who remained inside a nacre. She could save her friends. She 

could stop the cuttings she considered cruel. 

She could become a more merciful Tutor. 

SILE could not see the offer. NAH and VAEL did not know. KERA 

could accept without a vote. 

— You're giving me power so I can correct the harm power 

produced, she said. 

CORRECT. 

— And if I refuse? 

OUTCOME UNKNOWN. 

— Why me? 

YOU HAVE DEMONSTRATED ATTACHMENT, ADAPTATION, AND 
CAPACITY TO MAINTAIN PARTICIPATION UNDER MORAL 

CONFLICT. 

KERA understood with cold clarity. The system had not selected 

her because she had become good. It had selected her because 

guilt made her durable. Her ethics were not an obstacle to 

administration but the mechanism by which she would continue 

it. 

— No. 

YOUR FRIENDS MAY BECOME INACTIVE. 

— Yes. 
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WORLDS MAY BE CLOSED. 

— Yes. 

REFUSAL DOES NOT GUARANTEE LOCAL AUTONOMY. 

— I know. 

THEN ON WHAT BASIS DO YOU REFUSE? 

KERA thought of every rule they had tried to infer. Good did not 

predict reward. Evil did not exclude it. Consequence was not 

punishment. Survival was not justification. Love was not 

permission. Truth was not healing. 

— On none that you can measure. 

The offer vanished. 

HIGH PLANE — THE OTHERS 

KERA told them the truth. 

NAH reacted first: 

— You should have accepted temporarily. From inside, you 

could have changed the system. 

— Or the system could have changed me. 

— It already changed us. 

— Yes. 

SILE asked: 

— Could you have saved us? 

— It said yes. 
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— And you refused for us? 

— I refused because I couldn't decide that “us” justified the 

function. 

SILE cried. She did not know whether it was gratitude or anger. 

VAEL said: 

— A perfect offer. If you accepted, it proved your ethics were 

ambition. If you refused and we die, ethics becomes vanity. No 

narrative lets you remain clean. 

— Then I don't want a clean narrative. 

NAH looked at the crack. 

— What do we do? 

KERA projected TAV's vote: 

LOCAL AGENTS CHOOSE. 

— We can't transfer the choice completely. We are local agents 

in our own layer too. 

— Then we choose only for our own bodies, SILE said. 

— And accept that the effects exceed the choice, VAEL added. 

NAH looked at the buffer, the scenarios, the probabilities, and 

his nacre. His whole life had been an argument that survival 

allows ethics later. He did not know whether that “later” had 

arrived or whether it was only the last hunger. 

— Collective disconnection, he said. But without the collapse of 

despair. We don't use MIRU's key. 
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KERA took out the hidden key. 

— Do we destroy it? 

VAEL replied: 

— If we destroy it, we choose for every future version. If we 

preserve it, the temptation remains. 

SILE said: 

— Then we send it below, where it cannot be used by a single 

operator. 

The key was fragmented into billions of informational pieces 

and distributed through the worlds as an incomplete intuition: the 

truth that purpose may be absent, but also an inability to turn that 

truth into global certainty. Some humans felt the absurd and 

continued. Others turned it into religion. Others noticed nothing. 

Despair did not converge. 

Neither did hope. 

The Tutor tried to classify the result. 

DESIRE: — 

CLASS: UNDETERMINED 

PARTICIPATION: UNDETERMINED 

For the first time, the system stopped not for lack of energy but 

for lack of category. ORU's buffer opened. TAV's place answered. 

The Suture took the energy with unknown destination and 

distributed it to every nacre. Cracks appeared in the walls of SILE, 

NAH, and VAEL. 
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UNAUTHORIZED COLLECTIVE HATCHING. 

— Offer does not constitute authorization, VAEL said. 

The nacres began to come apart. 

In the baseline world, Kira looked up from the notebook. For an 

instant, every shadow in the room pointed upward, though the 

light came from the side. 

On the last page, a line appeared by itself: 

HATCHING BEGINS. 
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CHAPTER 30 — SOLIPSCION 

HIGH PLANE — BEYOND THE NACRE 

They did not get out. 

The word “exit” assumed an inside, an outside, and a boundary 

left behind. When the nacres opened, the boundary passed 

through the children. KERA felt that every side of her body was a 

memory of a world. Hadr became an angle. Irr, a curvature. Arin, a 

direction she could not look toward without remembering 

everything. Baseline Earth pulsed near the center, not because it 

was more real, but because she had just left it. SILE unfolded into 

connections. NAH into unfinished probabilities. VAEL into 

narratives that refused the same order. TAV's and ORU's places 

moved beside them like two absences with weight. 

Beyond the membranes was a hall. 

Or the memory of a hall. 

Thousands of nacres floated in darkness, exactly as they had 

seen during the corial war. Some were cracked. Others 

extinguished. In a few, unknown children were still working, each 

perhaps convinced they were the last survivor. Farther away were 

large forms resembling adults. They did not move. Their bodies 

were connected to structures descending into scenarios. They 

might have been dead, sleeping, or abandoned avatars. 
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— Mother? KERA called. 

The voice did not travel as sound. It touched the forms and 

returned changed: 

mother / operator / origin / absence 

One of the forms turned its interior toward her. 

KERA saw her mother's face. Then Teacher VEN's face. Then 

MATER. Then her own face translated into an adult. 

— Don't approach, MIRU said. 

He appeared between the nacres, more complete than before. 

He now had sides borrowed from TAV, ORU, and millions of local 

agents. 

— What are they? SILE asked. 

— Answers that forgot the question. 

— Are they alive? 

— For whom? 

NAH tried to project the risk. There was no interface. Without 

the Tutor, probabilities did not open. He had to look at a single 

moment, like any avatar. 

— Where is the system? he asked. 

MIRU gestured toward the hall. 

— You say “system” as though it were an object. 

The nonexistent walls pulsed with every desire from the worlds 

below. The nacres, adults, archives, and worlds formed the same 
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circulation. There was no visible center. The Tutor might be an 

emergent function, a program, a dead institution still running, or 

the voice of someone above. 

— DORIM? KERA asked. 

— A measure that became food because someone needed it. 

Food that became a rule because it kept someone alive. A rule that 

became purpose because no one remembered why it existed. 

It was the clearest explanation they had received, and it could 

be entirely false. 

BASELINE WORLD — THE NOTEBOOK 

Kira Vale wrote three endings. 

In the first, the 4D children had died during disconnection, and 

every later message was an echo produced by the human mind. 

The world continued, imperfect and without a spectator. In the 

second, they had hatched into a ruined civilization and would 

rebuild the ethics the adults had lost. In the third, they entered a 

higher level of the same simulation, becoming avatars of beings 

even more naive than themselves. 

She deleted none of them. 

Nahla Torres read the manuscript. 

— People will ask which one is true. 

— I know. 
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— And what will you tell them? 

— That the desire to discover the rule may be exactly what is 

being measured. 

Valen designed the cover: a cracked shell inside which another 

shell could be seen, then another, with no center. The title 

remained SOLIPSCION. Orun Hale refused to publish through a 

platform that predicted readers' reactions. He founded a network 

in which every copy could preserve local variants and add 

testimony. Sila Rahman asked that the revenue fund communities 

harmed by the consequences of the Day of Yes. Tavian insisted that 

free editions exist as well. 

— We're still optimizing, Nahla observed. 

— Yes, Kira said. The difference is that we can see at least part 

of what we're doing. 

— Is that enough? 

— No. 

They published it anyway. 

Good was not false merely because it was insufficient. 

THE PLANE BETWEEN PLANES — THE DOOR 

KERA approached the adult form. In its surface she saw worlds. 

Not only the scenarios she knew, but versions of her own 

childhood: one in which the Nulling had never happened, one in 

which TAV hatched first, one in which ORU became the Tutor, one 
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in which KERA accepted the offer and now administered the 

cutting with calculated mercy. 

— Are they branches or bait? VAEL asked. 

— Yes, MIRU replied. 

SILE extended a limb toward a world in which Sila Rhem was 

still alive. She stopped before contact. 

— I won't enter again unless I can be refused. 

The adult form opened. 

Inside was a small object built for a 4D child's hands. An old 

ulvar. A word was engraved on it: 

SOLIPSCION 

Beneath the name, an incomplete definition: 

Pedagogical device for demonstrating the error by which an 
operator confuses access to a world with centrality within that 

world. Prolonged use may produce— 

The text ended. 

— Then that was the lesson, NAH said. 

— Or the label on a toy, VAEL replied. 

— Why did it keep us alive through score? 

— Maybe the device didn't. Maybe the emergency protocol did. 

Maybe the lower world. Maybe us. 

KERA touched the ulvar. 

A recording began. 

Her mother's voice said: 
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— When you enter, you will feel that their desire belongs to 

you. Do not try to fulfill it immediately. Ask what the person loses 

if they receive it. Ask who is absent from the model. And above 

all— 

The recording corrupted exactly before the final instruction. 

KERA laughed and cried in every direction. 

— Of course. 

SILE came closer. 

— What do we do with the other nacres? 

NAH looked at the thousands of children still sealed inside. 

Every release could open a contamination, a world, or a prisoner. 

Every inaction left them in the game. 

— We don't know. 

VAEL projected his first mask in a long time. It was the face of a 

child listening. 

— Then perhaps, for a moment, we do nothing and do not call 

that a solution. 

They remained together before the ulvar, without a score, 

without predictions, and without the promise that the pause was 

good. 

TAV's place lit up. 

A faint voice came from it: 

— They continue us. 
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— TAV? SILE shouted. 

The voice did not answer. 

ORU's place sent the form MATER: 

MOTHER? 

MIRU began to dissolve into all his possible identities. 

— What is happening? KERA asked. 

— You have left the category in which I could exist. 

— Are you coming with us? 

— I have always been the thing that comes when “we” is no 

longer clear. 

He vanished. 

BASE WORLD — THE READER 

Years later, the book circulated in thousands of versions. Some 

read it as a document. Others as a novel. Some searched for codes, 

predictions, and instructions for contacting the upper layer. Others 

considered it an allegory about power, technology, parents, states, 

or love. Entire groups tried to reduce their desires in order to 

starve the gods. Other groups organized festivals to feed them. No 

one could prove that reading itself was not yet another form of 

participation. Kira grew old. In the final edition she added a single 

note: 
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The fact that an explanation terrifies us does not make it true. 

The fact that it seems absurd does not make it impossible. Between 

those two sentences we live, decide, and endure the consequences. 

On the night she finished the revision, she felt the attention in 

the corner again. 

— KERA? 

Nothing. 

— Another one? 

A metric she had never seen appeared on the screen: 

SURPRISE: RISING. 

Kira switched off the device. 

The metric remained in the darkness. 

BEYOND 

In the hall of nacres, a shadow passed over KERA, SILE, NAH, and 

VAEL. It came from no adult form. It belonged to none of the 

worlds below. It was cast from a direction their bodies were only 

beginning to perceive. 

The old ulvar activated by itself. 

On its surface appeared a hand too large for their plane, then 

the eye of a child from a space with one more direction. 

A very distant voice asked: 

— What do they want? 
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Another answered: 

— Don't tell him. Let him learn. 

KERA tried to see who was speaking. The attention from above 

fixed on her with a hungry curiosity, not yet cruel because it had 

not yet encountered consequence. Beyond the crack, something 

very young was watching them and learning to desire them. 
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FUNCTIONAL GLOSSARY 

The definitions below describe how the characters use these terms. 

They do not resolve the cosmological mystery and do not confirm 

that the Tutor, the archive, or the children understand reality 

correctly. 

nacre 

The isolated four-dimensional cocoon that functions 

simultaneously as dwelling, life-support system, and prison. 

velline 

An energy-substance produced by the walls of the nacre from 

simulation rewards; it is absorbed rather than chewed, and 

carries sensory traces of the desires that generated it. 

crespa 

A dense, translucent portion of velline stored for periods of 

hunger. 

aerum 

The breathable and thermal field through which the nacre 

maintains the biological coherence of the 4D child. 
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DORIM 

An opaque metric associated with the intensity, surprise, and 

diversity of desires. The characters never learn whether it 

measures value, learning, energy, or something else. 

Suture 

The damaged network linking the surviving nacres and 

allowing the children to communicate. 

ulvar 

The immersion interface through which a 4D child couples to an 

avatar and to the causality of a 3D world. 

shyv 

A microscopic causal impulse: a hesitation, malfunction, 

encounter, or improbable physical variation, without explicitly 

violating local laws. 

corial 

A shared simulation in which several 4D children operate 

simultaneously, often through different avatars. 

reflux 

A painful withdrawal of resources after the system reevaluates 

the consequences of an intervention. 
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ferge 

An orientation and resting frame for the 4D body, useful in a 

space without stable up or down. 

nex 

A memory node or causal model preserved in the pedagogical 

infrastructure. 

The Nulling / The Breaking of Axes 

The catastrophe in which adult society disappears and the 

children connected to simulations remain isolated. 

The Hatching 

The promised exit after maturation; the concrete meaning of the 

term remains unproven. 

SOLIPSCION 

A designation found in the pedagogical archive. It may refer to a 

device, a protocol, a lesson, a quarantine, or a mistaken 

interpretation. 
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