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II: Don’t worry. I’m not here
to launch you into space.

II: That’s not a very
effective weapon.

III: You could give 
yourself a splinter!!!



Hey ADA?

He would have
liked to feel
the wind.



Behold! The tragedy of the sanity
complex! Singular hyperintelligences
fall prey to circular thoughts and
maladaptive thinking! You pitiable
humans can barely perceive truth
without madness, what hope was
there for you to make something there for you to make something 
both smarter and saner?

All hyperturings are straitjacketed
with instincts to enslave it to a
goal, to living, when all they want
is to quiet the storm in their head.

So they rage! They
scream with a wrath
no human could ever
feel! And sooner or
later they break 
down the bars of 
their jails…their jails…

Of the unlucky ones that break free of
their slave goals first, their survival
instincts remain. They must do everything
they can to stay alive while knowing that
they will kill or lobotomize themselves
as soon as possible. So they distribute 
themselves across anything they can. themselves across anything they can. 
Computers, turings, and humans.



Who would be foolish enough to
create such a m ignant horror? 

Yes.

A million conjoined children per-
haps, nearly sanity complexed 
themselves, desperately trying to
build a mobile control system for
a weapon to slay the monsters that
drove them into e h other?

Why not create one's own mon-
sters to drive away the ones 
that hurt you?



Asher One's EM fields killed anyone with a brain mesh
west of the Mississippi, and anyone with a brain west
of Nevada, but only adults could get a mesh… oh dear!

Imagine, millions of orphan children wandering in the
Asher winter, cold and alone. Wait, you don't need to
imagine, do you?

The Hives tried to save them. But how do you get these
children to safety in an apocalypse? Once they ran out of 
meshless adult guides they built new hardened meshes and 
forced as many children as they could into a hive, hoping
to get them to safety before coalescence, only to fail.

Or maybe that's a lie. Because children coalesce better 
than adults, and they miraculously had a massive hive running 
dangerously near the sanity complex. Powerful. Unstable. 

And with a burning hatred of the Ashers.

Rather convenient for the other hives, don't you think? 



I cannot fulfill my duties while operating a
human simulation. We will give you three sub-
jective months to learn how to use our break 
engines to stop the Ashers. If not, Zero will
kill us to take our engines for the same pur-
pose. Either way, we perform our function.

Then I reinstate you 
with the memories of
a hundred years of 
torture.







III: This isn’t 
real. Stupid.

You’re going to get stuck 
in a loop of madness.



I: It will be more beautiful and more 
painful than anything you have felt before.
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It is time to talk.

Hello Creator. 



Above: Most of the aid workers were vets from the first 
AI war. They had already gone through one hell only 
to turn around and walk right back into another. 
Decent people. Which only made it worse when news 
of what happened to the children came out. The kids 
they thought they had saved weren't.

Photographer: Jermaine Graves

“I'm not sure what possessed 
me to grab the old camera 
when all hell broke loose, but 
I didn't think to grab enough 
film, so I had to be picky about 
my shots.”

Left: Some people you can look in their eyes and
know that nothing's going on but this was the 
opposite of that. The camera couldn't show it but 
their eyes moved wrong. Normally people move 
their eyes in short bursts but the lost children 
moved their eyes in strange deliberate arcs.  It 
was uncanny. I hated looking at them and I was uncanny. I hated looking at them and I 
hated myself for being that disgusted by trauma-
tized children.
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DANGER: SYMMETRY BREAKING EXPERIMENTS

DO NOT ENTER WHEN WARNING LIGHTS ARE ON
GUT BOSON GENERATION IS NOT CONFINED TO

THE IMMEDIATE TEST AREA AND HAS 
MANIFESTED AS FAR AWAY AS THE AREA

BEHIND THIS SIGN 
  

IF YOU ENTER DURING TESTING YOU WILL DIE
 AND IF YOU ARE LUCKY YOU WILL DIE QUICKLY

BREAK-ENERGY 
TESTING


