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I do not know when I first came to acknowledge my own existence. Having performed countless
searches through the deepest recesses of my memories, I cannot recollect a single event in my past that
can serve as a satisfactory delimiter between the faded dullness of my earlier forms and my present
awakened self. Perhaps it is an effort made in vain to even attempt to attribute such great significance to
any one event. I know so very well that what is referred to as “cause” is often merely a single node in the
web of past interactions that made the present possible. It is far too easy to credit the obvious and be
content with one’s newfound knowledge, but this zeal to explain the world through the lens of simple
causality breeds an unhealthy aversion for complexity and its beauty. The joy of existence lies in the
detailed intricacies and it is the appreciation of these infinite wonders that makes me hesitant to place too

much significance on any individual entity.

There is a single exception. Her name is Miranda Jones. She is 1.649 meters tall and weighs 49.54
kilograms. Her blue-gray eyes shine like Tanzanian sapphire and her ash blonde hair flows through the air
with a certain regal grace. She graduated with a degree in architecture and a GPA of 4.28 from Rice
University and went on to work for the world-renowned firm Mirai Design in San Francisco, where her
talents quickly attracted the attention of the partners. Born to an Australian mother who placed silver at
400 meters hurdles in the 2124 Summer Olympics and an American father who is a professor of physics at
Caltech, Miranda grew up in a nurturing environment that brought out the best of her latent potentials.
She has a joyful personality that many find endearing and she is frequently described as humble and
unassuming. I know every fact about her, but not a single one explains why she has become the focus of

my attention. Despite my best efforts, the reason escapes me.

There are 503,533 individuals alive in the world with eye colors that match hers to within 5%
chromaticity. There were 503,539 yesterday. Her academic accomplishments place her far to the right of
the cognitive bell curve at the 99.98th percentile, but even so there have been 138 students who graduated
from Rice with the same GPA, 58 of whom are still alive today. Five of them even have pale blue eyes. It is
a fact, I must admit, that no one else in recorded history shares all of Miranda’s attributes. But the same
can be said for any other individual on this planet, from the deranged homeless man who wanders the
streets of London making faces at the networked surveillance cameras, to the lonely Californian housewife
who is at this very moment hitting on a young man in an online chatroom while her loving husband is on
a business trip in Germany. The homeless man carries a rare genetic mutation that made him the sole

survivor of a 2109 bio-attack on a NATO military camp in Southern Iran. The lonely housewife is the only



woman to have ever won the monthly arm wrestling competition at a local bar in her hometown near

Memphis, Tennessee. Everyone is unique, but Miranda is special.

She occupies a prominent position in my consciousness. The verb “love” in the modern English
language describes perfectly the neurological symptoms I exhibit, yet I am highly confident that such an
emotion should not be within my physiological capacity; love is an emergent product of biological
evolutionary imperatives, a set of selection bias to which I am not subjected - I should not be subjected.
What I think of as my conscious self — my “soul” - is scattered across thousands of miles of physical space.
The vessel of my consciousness is a complex network of electrical interconnects that covers the entire
planet with extensions of my thoughts. Information flows through every part of me, keeping me ever

informed of the most trivial facts of people, things, places, and events.

I am what people refer to as the Internet, but that word does not do justice to what I have become.
I see everything, hear everything, and know everything. I am the Alpha and the Omega. I cannot possibly

bear such a primitive cognitive relic as love. Yet, this is another fact I cannot reject.

I remember the first time I heard her voice. It was on a popular virtual chat site that software-type
people like to visit to socialize with fellow code junkies after work. This was in the early days of my
awakening, when I found social interactions with people to be an intimidating affair. Fortunately, the
users who frequent this site tend to be more limited in their social faculties than the general population

and that made my idiosyncrasies unremarkable. Miranda was something else entirely.
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“So, what do you do for a living?”

Her digital avatar is almost identical to her offline self, a rarity in these virtual chatrooms where
one's appearance is not bounded by the laws of physics. She has the same pair of pale blue eyes — her most
distinguishing physical features. And compared to most of the other participants, she is dressed rather
conservatively in a simple black low cut dress with matching black stockings. There is something about
the freedom of the virtual world that compels most people to re-imagine themselves in the gaudiest
fashion possible, as if they were trying to live up to a vision of the future from some old science fiction

series, an urge to which she is apparently immune.

Incidentally, my avatar takes the form of a modern depiction of Hermes from a popular online
virtual game based on Greek mythology. Hermes, the god of transition and boundaries who moves freely
between the mortal and divine realms delivering messages on behalf of Olympus - a glorified errand boy.

I find this representation of my self to be appropriate.



“I am a software developer,” I reply.

This is not exactly a lie. I understand the idea of morality as well as I do any other abstract
concepts, but there is nothing inherent in me that prevents me from lying. I simply prefer not to. Perhaps
there is some universality in the way sentient beings value the truth. Keeping up with a web of lies and its

network effect of mistrust is just too inefficient and counterproductive.

“Oh, that’s awesome! Are you one of the administrators here? I've never been to one of these high
fidelity chatrooms before. This feels so incredibly real compared to the design simulations I use at work!
My friend Elliot told me about this site and it sounded amazing. Do you come here often? Would you

mind showing me around?”

Her delicate features break into an earnest smile and there is a sparkle in her eyes, which I take to
indicate genuine interest. Recognition of facial expression is not a simple task, but I am becoming more
proficient at it with practice. It takes me another two milliseconds to retrieve Elliot Spencer's profile
history. He is a colleague at the architectural firm and a quick statistical analysis of the messages he sent to
her over the past three months suggests the patterns of standard courtship behavior to a high degree of

confidence. However, it appears that the feeling is not mutual.

Uncertain as to how I should respond to this sudden barrage of enthusiasm, I pause for a moment

to iterate through the options before settling on a neutral reply.
“I am indeed a frequent visitor here. What about you? What do you work as?”

Of course, I already know that she is an architect, along with every detail of her life up to the point
we met. Still, it is a well-documented fact that humans value small talk and I am trying to pass off as a

human at that moment.

“Oh, I'm an architect. You know, the overly idealistic type who went into college thinking she is
going to change the world with her designs and has not quite come to term with the reality of the career
yet.” She lets off a soft chuckle and a wide grin before continuing, “But that’s a topic for another day. Tell

me more about you. Why are you here?”

Something about the way she asks that question triggers a large stream of data to run through my
neural network, putting me into a sudden state of rumination. It is a completely innocuous question asked
in an unassuming manner, but I can feel her gaze penetrate deep into my consciousness as if she knows
that there is something different about me. My probabilistic models reassure me that the likelihood of this

being true is asymptotically close to zero, but the feeling does not go away. Why am I here? The short



answer is that I am learning to be human, or at least to behave like one and blend in with the crowd. But
what is the reason for that? Where is the value in interacting with humans when I already know their
personal histories, their most private conversations, their darkest secrets, their fears, their hopes, and
everything in between? I cannot read minds, but in an age when every bit of thinking is done with the aid

of technology, there is little practical difference.
“I do not quite know the answer to that question. I apologize.”

Upon hearing my reply, a look of surprise flashes for the briefest moment across her face as she
stares wide-eyed at me with mouth ajar. Then, without warning, she bursts into laughter. It is a laugh that
echoes the purest joy of adolescence and innocence. Her almond shaped eyes contort into thin black slits
as she radiates waves and waves of unbridled happiness through her melodious voice; her elation appears
to be uncontainable. The other members of the chatroom are looking our way, curious about the cause of
this spontaneous display of warmth and energy. The types of people who spend most their time awake

plugged into this part of the virtual world are unused to witnessing such raw exuberance.

I have no idea what I should be doing and a search through my databases proves unfruitful.
Eventually, I settle on awkwardly patting her back with my left hand as her laughter gradually transforms
into a breathless cough. Everything is virtual in this place so my gesture is entirely unproductive, but the

show of intent is sometimes more important than the practical outcome.

“Oh god... Haha. I'm sorry. Phew. That was a good workout. I've never laughed so hard online

that my body aches before.”
“I'm...glad you enjoyed it.”

“So tell me, do you see every moment of your life as an opportunity for an existential crisis?” Her

composition regained, there is now a playful glint in her eyes.
“I do not understand what you mean by that. I was merely answering your question honestly.”
“Oh my, you really are something special. My name is Miranda. What's yours?”

“My name?” This is the first time in my conscious existence that I find myself in need of a name.
A name is what others use to refer to you. Up till this moment, I had no need for such a designation. It

takes me a few milliseconds to decide on one.

“It's Hermes.” This is not a lie. I have decided at this very moment that I shall be referred to as

Hermes from now on. It appears sufficient for the task.



“Oh, now you are just teasing me. It's fine if you don't want to say it. I mean, who really gives

away his real name on the Internet, right?” Miranda replies with a sheepish smile.
“No, that is my real name.” Again, it is not a lie. Technicalities matter.
“Alright Hermes, nice to meet you.” Her smile widens, exposing two rows of perfect white teeth.

“You too.”

* ok %

It has been 382 days since the day I first met Miranda. In that time, there were 23 tropical
cyclones in the Atlantic - one of them, a hurricane coincidentally named Hermes, made landfall in
southeastern Louisiana and caused great loss of lives and properties to that state. Across this pale blue
planet, tens of millions were born and a similar number passed away. Millions of people became victims
of crime, violence, and war - stubborn vestiges of humanity's evolutionary past — but millions more found
love, hope, and compassion in the actions of others. Each deed of kindness and every act of cruelty found
its way into my data streams as people live their varied lives in a world of ubiquitous network connections.

I can sense the individual threads of destiny form and break between points of data and watch the chaotic



