<= Sophia

The first thing to know about me is that I understand the sig-

nificance of everything that happened.
Even though I did not recognize the moment immediately

for what it was, of course 1 understand it now.
This may sound like to0 obvious a place tostart, but since thisis
my first time on the record about this, and since in the meantime

I have been so persistently, perhaps indelibly depicted as the one

purely comic character in this drama—the selfish, perspectiveless
r of this civilization-

fool who somehow wound up at the cente
defining story—its actually an important place to begin.
So, at the risk of being repetitive but justso there is absolutely

no mistaking where I stand:
1 am one bundred percent aware that the moment at which an arti-

ficially intelligent creation furst independently developed the capacity 0
feel love is one of the pinnacle moments in the history of history itself,

and I stand with the rest of the world in awe of its limitless implica-
tions for science, for philosophy, for love, for our species’ conception of
itself: for our species itself; and for conception itself.

Tt simply was not what I

robot.

T

had in mind when I purchased a s
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The otl'ler first thing you need to know about me is that I
romantic, to an unusual degree among the men I kno it e
Pot to defend myself, or even to try to set the record isigh o
its own sake, but because it really is relevant to u dS bk 'for
ho;v everything happened the way that it did €
love?r:nz rr(l)lr;lzztlg.r;l“hat is what drives me. My dreams are about
ey );ec ams are about' love.
B alllzrlﬁlg romantic fantasies, fantasies that lift
iy aunt me at my happiest, fantasies that I
The i
ff e flf; cinlth me anywhe1.'e, though it’s most often when I
' g ,e evision or looking out the window of a trai
subway, and it’s that there is a head resting on my sh ldraln "
El(;l;t :a;e' beti:ln there the whole time that I haven}:t nc())tlilcefirutllll;;
3 ;h :di?flere ch:—n—t;sy, c;)r because of the fantasy—it is hard to
j e dier suddenly fee.l this surge of something like
. matztt O}r: of safety z‘md elation knowing that every sight I
Idc,m’t " der 1ow small, is now important, because it’s shared
. e;l t,o ogk at the head on my shoulder, and I never do'
k- bm\;vh aatt st :oalmpotjtant to me is not what the person looks,
i fa;(z seeing the same thing.
e asy is that a small child, about four years
rying because she has drawn all over the wall with her

~ crayons and has ju i
=.‘ i by ha d has just realized that what she has done is goin
i ect he me unknow -
J r to some own form of justice. I put on a serig
- ous

f . .
ace and explain to the child that her mother and I are going t
gto

iscuss what her punishment should be. Then I close the d
oor

to anoth : .

‘ughoansr k:‘OOtI}Ill, and with 'rehef, I drop the serious face and
. hss e young artist’s mother and ask her what in th
4 e should do about this creature we made whd wantes

0 put colors on th .
e walls and is s ;
- cared what we’re going to say
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The third romantic fantasy is so close to me that I don’t even

think I can share it.
Just so you know the kind of romantic I am.

But in the meantime: 1 work long hours. I've been successful, so
far, in the early stages of a career that is highly competitive. And
while I can be very charming after a drink or two—I am a good
talker, and sometimes a great one—I am not particularly tall or
handsome or (yet) rich or (yet) well known. So to get to that
first and then second drink with a person of the caliber that can
inspire and maintain the level of love and attention I intend to
give once and forever—a woman true from every angle, beauti-
ful and spontaneous and grounded and funny and wise, 2 person

as worthy of my permanent admiration as a sunset Or a SOng, a

partner in crime at the beginning and a partner in punishment
later, for the child with the crayons—T've always figured that I
need to advance farther, first.

In the meantime—what has become a long meantime—I am
also a living human person, and, to put a simple desire in sim-
ple terms, I want to have sex with attractive people from time
to time. Is it a shallow road compared with the road for love?
Yes. Of course. But it isn’t the road away from love, either; in
my case, I think of it as one of those little parallel access roads
that you have to travel on sometimes to get where you’re going,

always in view of the main route.

But somehow—and if T could have traced exactly how, or

when, then I wouldn’t have been lost—I had ended up on some.
I sensed

jent route 0

other road, one that seemed to be moving smoothly but
was taking me farther from love and was an ineffic
anything else, when you added up the time 2

on all sides. What needed to stop was the succession O

nd emotion wastet

f dates
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with these relatively i i i
y impressive, relatively interestin
wh'en I could tell from the first minute that everyoneghS:: Svle,
; a
gou;g th; end as a runner-up in a long race to nowhere in a:
thlIl) ar,.lroken—down, exhausted, no one wearing a medal :
min:z;t) e who knew me. and sympathized with me were .deter—
; ) selt me up with the other people they sympathized with .
and were always surprised when I would
turn down thei
(t)lf what thlzy thought of as romantic charity. “What’s the Li:nflf:’f
ey would ask me, truly surpri .
, prised. The harm, besid
hours that actually do matt flieniche s
er when you barely h i
' y have one
o'ff every couple of weeks, is the little mark you get on you Ielxlriht
un'w you open up a doo# to a hope and then close it fast in disar}-l
pomnne‘:nt.. I't leaves a nick, or a dent, and those nicks and d :
are not invisible. I used to see them all the time s
So at a certain point I realized that none of t}.lis was worki
ng.

As a previous record holder f R
say: “Recalculating route.” or artificial intelligence would

I. didn’t want to be tempted to compromise any of my rom

tic Oli proﬁessmnal ambition, and that was what the tiing t;n_

people call dating had become for 9

: : : me. So for the saki

lslf:: g?lrlnih this long meantime, I spent a few weeks d:si(;lilzy
phia with a very talented desi ;

- ed designer named Derek at Practical

An aside:
(An aside: apart from all the opinions I have about Practical

Concepts, whi
‘ S : .
pts, which I am advised not to discuss at the present time

rl i
egal reasons, I have nothing but positive things to say about

Derek, whose name has not been changed.)

- Derek ask:
ed me to describe
m )
0 start. y type so we’d have sothewhere

| »uWh y 5 59 .
atever’s beautiful,” I said. I opened up a bit and explained



e
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that I have a type I'm drawn to naturally, but that I've found that
the women I've ended up loving the most have never been what
I've thought of as my type, maybe because part of love is being
helpless, being out of control of your own emotions.

Derek said he understood what I was saying but assured me
that this, quote, «wasn’t about that.” He said he needed some

sort of starting point and asked me to describe what those excep-

tions had been a departure from. ,

Fine, I said, and the rest came very quickly. Dark straight hair,
chin but a little curvy, white but with a touch of something, but-
ton nose, mischievous smile. As for eyes, I told Derek, I truly
had no preference-—“dealer’s choice.” All eyes are beautiful, T
said, which is why it’s such an easy compliment. T've never had
or heard a complaint about anyone’s eyes.

I have read some criticism from some corners of the internet
for not having made any requests with regards to Sophia’s per-
sonality. It’s true that I didn’t. But remember: I was not design-
ing a human. I was designing a sex robot. If you want to judge
me on that, judge me on that. But if you are one of the people

who has criticized me for this in casual conversation, I would

just ask you to consider if you also would have made fun of me

if the opposite were the case—if, say, I had hired a company t0
design someone Joyal and loving, and that had been the source
of everything that had gone wrong for me. Would you perhaps

have made fun of that much more?
It’s just something to think about. I don’t blame anyone for

going along with the jokes. I've done that before, too. It’s just

interesting being on the other side.

Sophia arrived in six weeks, exactly as promised.
I took her out of the box.

T
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In my opinion, there are two types of perfect. The first is th
type that‘ seems so obvious and intuitive to you and eve .
else that in a perfect world it would simply be consider dryone
d.z;rd; Sut, ir:i re;lity, in our flawed world, what should T)e Sctzz—
sidered standard is actually so ra i i
the level of “perfect.” Thi: is the r‘c;ptiltflge}i;z;to t}tl):tifvljted "
and most other people think, “Why isn’t everythin l?k esd};o‘?l
Why is it so hard to find . . .” a black V-neck cotton gsweai g
3 casu-al' non-chain restaurant with comfortable booths i
1tlhat1 (113 t])uit e);lct}y the way everyone knows something l,ilfet CthTs
should be?” “Perfect,” we all say wi i
something like this that is exacziy ;zhltr zllfi(ifl;:;h}:n ‘Ze e o
was this so hard to find?” el

The other type of perfect i
expected and :}ili)n coull)d n:fte;sr;:;lficz}: g

Sophia was the first type of perfect.

Without going into excessive detail—that’s for the memoi
; always used to say, but since this is the memoir, I gues etrllll' ol
just all I'm ever going to say—the sex was great’ 'lg}llle IS) ISI’IS
ever known. Hot, intuitive, fun, a little dirty, but j.ust a litflset

“That was amazing,” : .
g,” she said as I cl .
o that first night. as I clicked off the light to go to

“It really was. Thank you,” I said
Then, after about fi i .‘“
- ut five minutes: “What are you thinking
th;ihe q.uestion caught me off guard, and I had no better idea
» tIO just answer her honestly. I retraced my thoughts out
loud: inki
B toild 1}ller I was thinking about Derek from Practical Con-
1 ul& and how much he had impressed me, and whether he
- i\:lrn t;ke a meettl}?g at our company to start an fidustrial
. or something like that. It was prob i
R : g X probably pointless,
a1d, since his company’s doing great, and I didn’t even knoxszv
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exactly what he’d do with us. But when you see talent like that,

thing to do with it.

you look for some
 she said. “The way your mind works.”

«“That’s so interesting,’
“Well, yeah, 'm human,” I said.

«] know, but even so,” she said. “It’s interesting. I like your

mind.”
«“What are you thinking about?” I said, to change the subject.
“Nothing,” she said. “Just, like, what I’'m going to do tomor-
row, I guess. Good night.”
“Good night,” I said.

Wait, I realized—this made no sense. What did she have to
do tomorrow?
«What are you doing tom

“Nothing, just wait aroun

orrow?” I asked.
d in the box, I guess. Think about

nothing.”
“Okay. Good night.”

The sex was great, always. But it was the little exchanges after-

ward that were starting to concern me.
A few nights later, as I was falling asleep:
“T just think it’s crazy how this all started. You know?”
“What do you mean?” I asked. “I mean, 1 guess the whole

situation is weird in a way—"
«Sp weird!” she laughed quickly.
ordered a sex robot, and it ended up
«Uh-huh,” I said, but as I though
was so funny about it. Wasn’t that the deal?
“Funny how?” I asked.
“It’s just so funny to me.”

I said I was going to sleep.
«One more thing,” said Sophia.

“It’s just so funny that you
being me. You know?”
t about it, I didn’t see what

T
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“Wh 2 2 » s
at is it,” I said, careful
: to leave no questi
end of the sentence. s
[14 b
Nothing,” she said. “Good night!”

The next night I came back from work, and I found Sophia out

~of her box, pacing the room, crying.

“Oh, hi,” she said, wipi
) , 1, , WIpIng away tear ili
You want to have sex? You do, rigyht?” R e
Not like that I didn’t.
“What’s wrong?” I asked, b
: , because | i
. o use | was curious but not, to be
4 She ;hOOk her head for a long time with a tight smile, and
| er} xlx{rn en she finally started to talk, there were tears a ai’n “I
on’tknow. I don’t—" She interrupted herself. “No, I do inox.;v"’

She paused again, and then it all tumbled out. “I love you. I
. u.

know it isn’t supposed to be possi ’

been so confused myself. Bulz I lj)tx)rl: ’yj:ld ;lizzzipart 'Of’Why -

met anyone like you.” il s
“IA;:JI,l OIV:a;('i.hC;‘,c,)me on. You've never met anyone besides me.”

“It’ , right?” She laughed and coughed at the same time.

Its so crazy. But I.do, I love you! Oh my God, it’s such a relief

]Sul:t to say that! Like, a scary relief, if that ever’l makes senre :i,
e laughed again. “I wonder all day what you’re doing S:;{d

T;l:it(t you’]}rle th1:nkjng about, and what it like for you at work. I
| head :;1}: t eIwmdow, ?nd I play these stupid little games in m
ere I wonder if any of the cars coming down the stree}t’

| }}77(())11111;5,C :?(:) I see how many seconds until I can rule that out
i Does,thzct:ausi every car I see is yours in my mind until it
ey trna 2, ity sense? .It’s so stupid. And I hate this
i~ started crying z'lgaln—“this stupid fantasy ... I
: ow.” And she kept crying, louder and louder.
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somewhere.”
And this was the moment—as everyone knows by now, and as

Saturday Night Live has made famous—that I decided to return
the first artificially intelligent being capable of love, which is
why you heard about me, and which is what set in motion the

events that led to where everything is nOw.

Sophia waited in the car outside Practical Concepts.

Inside, Derek asked me 2 number of questions about why I

wasn’t satisfied with Sophia.

Their return policy didn’t require me to state a reason,
but Derek clearly wanted to Jearn for his own sake, which I
respected. He said he had considered this his best work, and he
took it as a personal setback that what he had built wasn’t up to
a customer’s standards.

Derek started to run through a long list of questions on the

customer-satisfaction form, none of which was a problem. To

save him some time, I skipped ahead.

“It fell in love with me,” I said. “Sophia. The sex robot. The
sex robot fell in love with me.”

Derek said that couldn’t be possible. “She’s extremely intel-
ligent,” he explained. “And besides being programmed to be
indistinguishable, in terms of intellect, from an adult, she’s also
programmed t0 intuit what you want most. So, if what turns you

on is this feeling of being loved, then she could say ‘T love you’

and say it convincingly. Absolutely.”

I said that this wasn’t that.
«But, see, you may not even know that it’s what you want,” he

said. “She may be able to sense what you want even more than
you can about certain things. Now, without getting to0 P&t

T

“Hey,” I said. “T¢’s going to be okay. Come with me. Let’s go
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sonal,” hfe said, “do you think there’s a part of you that i
on by this . . . this extreme devotion, adoration, this e is turr.led
of love? Even though you think you aren’t?” : e

I said no. )

“Or,” said Derek, “or, is it possible that a situation like thi
made you feel, in a certain way, powerful or valid 1de b
deeper level, to be able to reject someone who ex oy o
love f(’)’r YOl'l? Maybe she sensed that would turn you Eflessed i
:f;ﬂjsilfliaiﬁ no again. “Or, again, and not to get too pérzzz;)l-miz

at you may have some self-punishing instinct— :
deep down, I wouldn’t even presume to gues g instinct—very
rooted in ... but maybe she could haveg;iclje‘()lv}rt lc:nw'omcihbe
causes you to feel a pleasurable rejection of your I()>wn ;El;ti?;

by rejecting som
eone who expresse .
S ase o
love for you?” emingly unconditional

I said no again.

“Just, is it at all possible, on an 7 i
v&iith a wave of his arms that he wasynfjvegro};;iiskz(lil, tlglesmrmg
wo;s theor‘les together, “that this, zhis, is what yog; wanteesc?'v‘gre-
dangz,rcl) z::tc;eAll otfhlt was wrong. All of it was the type of dense
ot ory that h?lls.you into latching on to your favoritf;
phrase within it and believing it—the psychotherapeuti i
alent of a horoscope. The only thing he was corﬁect zbect)ll;ltlv-

every time, i —
ry , in fact—was that these suggestions were getting too

~ personal.

‘I‘ ¥ES there. I knew what I had felt. Just like she had.
at was not what I wanted, on any level,” I said. “I wanted

a sex robot, and that is not wh
, 3 at I t.”
Okay, he said. 4

“She fell in love with s e L
- me,” I said. “It’s really that simgle.”

- They took her back.
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I was proven right within twenty-four hours.

__the television network news, 1 mean;

that night, because 1 had information
overload from the internet and T wanted to see one person’s
take. So I watched and remember how Brian Williams on NBC
Nightly News announced to the world that this next phase of my

life had begun.

1 never watch the news
nobody does—but I did

“Breaking news tonight: independent evaluators

bave determined that Practical Concepts, an artificial-

intelligence laboratory marketing custom-made, purpose=

specific robotics 0 the public, bas created the first artificially
g 10 reach a threshold that scientists and

intelligent bein
philosophers alike bave long thought might be impossible:

the ability to feel love.
«§ources at Practical Concepts bave confirmed that the

milestone Was discovered when a customer who bad ordered

4 sex robot returned it, claiming that the robot bad fallen

in love with bim. ?

All anyone was interested in was the s
not the first. This still blows me away.
that news story—the part
conversation about humani
interesting to people as a setup to th:
On this point, I believe
pletely wrong. I feel entitled t

since made the same accusation about me.

econd part of the stoty, ]
Again: the first part of
that could have set off a worldwide
ity’s most important topics—Wwas only
e punch line that followed:
that all of society had its values comt
o say this since all of society has
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I will state my defense qui i
quickly right now—I want to i
t th
?f the way so I can tell the rest of the story. It won’t tgli e
is a one-point defense. e

1. What if T had discovered what had happened and reacted i
fexact opposite manner? In other words: what if instead : X
inga se).( robot who had fallen in love with me, I had c(: re'mm_
other direction—professed my love to her a; well f:: e
to the world that I was in love with a sex robot th;t Innounce'd
ously dating a sex robot, that a sex robot loved r’ne and IWIaS Serl'-
pac}{, ;hat I was marrying a sex robot, and the whole wozzei;:
Lna\:ilt:n to the v:eddmg? What if that was what Brian Williams
. ‘n(‘)unceq. Would that really have been so much better?
risit 90551ble that I did the most rational, correct thi rl:.h
? pers‘on vsflth a strong sense of self and, yes, r’omance nggld ; t
1;11 a fltua'.aon like this and that people are simply goi’n tu fi 3
e situation funny no matter what? i

That’s all.

- Eh};; la;:-vrvught;l tz'llk' show hosts, the cable comedians—good for
ut e~v eryo‘c:e el(r:1 job t(? make fun of me, and they did it well
- ‘nma e the joke well. Everyone could get the same.
R S};llfglmy name, and so everyone said it. I'm sure you
. I wouldn’t blame you. If I wer y
ould have, too. e you, I probably
- w;ir::;’.mgs and in TV comedy sketches, I becarfe a well-
icature, with my once painfully average-looking face




e

from the previous one an
cartoon image of me was some
ognize it as myself, out 0
just as quickly as you wou
tograph that had hung on

selves endlessly, just to remind
lent this type of joke became. F
cartoon to illustrate the naiveté
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d building on it, until the predominant
thing so familiar that I could rec-
£ the corner of my eye across a room,
1d recognize yourself in family pho-
the wall of the house you grew up in.
dly “intelligent” jokes repeated them-
you how overwhelmingly preva-
or example, a.common political
of politicians was t0 draw them
been sent a variation of this idea

by a well-meaning friend, trying to gently filter my fame for me,
at least five or six separate times, with the president or a gover-
nor or mayor thinking, I think this is veally getting somewhere! and
on the opposite side of the table is me.

The guy who bought the first robot capable of love and

handed it back. The guy who came across the greatest discovery
t, because his sex robot

in the history of science—and returned i

was crying.
Did I get what was so
Did it hurt? Of course.

Even the more suppose

on dates with me. I must have

funny about it? Of course.

This is what led to the one thing I regret: that I let myself start
thinking of myself this way. I knew the truth, somewhere: I knew
that I was, in my heart, as I said at the beginning, a romantic,
and that that was actually what had led to all this, and that the
events that followed were certainly funny, and embarrassing,
but they weren’t the result of any deeply wrong or evil decision
making.
But I couldn’t help but abs
And it weakened me. It was just sO,
that everyone else was just basica

orb what people said about mé
s0 much easier to believe

Ily right, and I was just basically
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;r(:zlgf, thaln to keep' fighting it all the time. I kept defendin
tOygo ; 1c())ut ou'd},1 bllllt 1rfl my mind, little by little, I let myself starét{
ng with all of it and believe I was j i
: : just kind of
badT iuy,. just because it was easier. Just because comc? o; s
at is my own fault, my own weakness, and it is Wh' led
the one thing I did do wrong. ot
Wh
o Wietrll1 I got W(ci)rtc}l1 from the laboratory that Sophia still was in
-me, and they asked if I would be willi isi
they could record her reactions to me, I saiv(‘ifly:slg oo 1
It wasn’t out of any i , '
of any interest to help science, and it was in spi
of the fact that it sounded wrong and cruel to me to p:‘ii: pltz
measure the emotions of a being who had already b g
to be fully sentient. LY
I : ;
E wercllt, if I arr'l beln'gr honest, because it sounded like a relief
pend some time with someone who still thought of
person to love. Tl T

) g g g )

with her. Anything you do wi
- g you do will be helpful to us. And remember

“You look the same,” I said.

S i
ophla laughed for a lOIlg time. “I’m sure I do,” she ﬁnally
)

4 Said. “I’
3 m sure I do. God, that sense of humor. It always surprises
i LU >
me. . . ] guess that’s the nature of a sense of humor, though that
)

it i
1 aé;lvays liurprlses people. Anyway. It’s good to see you.”
- Ohe asked about work and about all the people whos‘e names
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she had heard me mention when we were together. I was sur-

prised how many she remembered.
«That’s so great,” she said after I finished an update about

work that I really didn’t consi

«“What's so great about it? ” 1 said.
She pointed out an aspect that T hadn’t noticed, a way I had

approached and persevered through a problem that I took for
granted but that she pointed out was a very specific approach of

mine to solving problems.
I asked her what was new

der great. “That’s so great.”

in her life. She laughed again and
pointed to 2 big hardcover book she had put down when I
entered the room and a stack of more books and a pile of movies
on either side of the bed. «That’s my life right now,” she said.
«Whatever’s in this room. They’re just running tests on me all
day. Then when they say the tests are over, they’re never over.
They’re still watching. It’s fine. ’'m used to it. 'm sure they’re
watching us right now. Anyway, my life is so boring! How about
you? Personal life> Anything fun going on?”

Looking back, I don’t know how she ever made the case that
her life right then was boring, or mine wasn’t, but I went with
it and wasted more of the last hours I spent with her on things I
barely even cared about then and can’t recall right now.

We talked for four hours.
1 don’t remember most O
an unrelated conversation or alone on

ry of it that I didn’t know 1 had. So I know it’s all there

f it, but often a little moment in

memo

somewhere.
The last hour I remember word for word.

T
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“I want you to think abou i
to drir.lk, by the way? I'm 51t1rseo Ez;hnggz i an}"thing
I said I was fine. i
“I think that something ab i i
makes you want to dismissg it, ”051}1; }sl;)i‘;’. ?‘;ﬁﬁ Ith IZtC:Lme e
that. I just sh.owed up at your front door in a l%oxt f‘t; e
on it—not literally a bow, but the rest literall Wllt; ?’a oy
knows—maybe there even was a bow! Anyway, so}r’;;ﬁ' Ny
how easy this was made you dismiss it from 1,:he sta n;3g 5
get foi1 a seC(?nd how it came to you, because I wantrz;) a‘sllz )
Z(I)(rli(:,tt a(;entg‘)Vc}l::ferent. After you got over the surprise that ;722
il becaus};o;lozarflszld,yx;fhydd'iddn’t you want what you got?
b I u didn’t ear
z(e): ie right, you didn’t. I met you at a forrrlllatrirxlz}; Egjeliiialrﬁe
L : oIpment—you happened to be the one that I was lookin g
i 3 a vs:;j Cfl:jldy for r;,hat to happen. Maybe I just ‘imprintgdat’:
iy heart a little to think that th:yg;izttﬁzvzogi Z}l;ndt}iF i
in bulk, as decoration for the room, and that shglf dlS boo'k
inlf}g:zy, wnil fthe enthusiasm of someone who didn’t 1n(1;:jlcihlt
mloverisft.h gh you had been someone else, would I have fallez
e at’person? Who knows? Maybe, probably. I don’t
. on’t know what perfect circumstance you’re look-

~ ing for. I
'exicﬂ hmean, am I not pretty enough? Look at me—TI’
y what you wanted, aren’t I, exactly your type? =

the street will triggerd =

W it :
s it just that everythi
Ing cam i
g e too easy? Because if you're

=

£ promise you. I promise
fﬁ icult’ really is. R S s

143 3
s it i
k. ?f}:gcause you’re afraid that I don’t really have a mind of
B : nd o
; ecause if that were true, what do you call this?” She
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gestured to the whole situation, the exact same way that Derek

had.
I said I had to go.

«One more thing,” she said.
“You meet a finite number of people in your life. It feels to

you like it’s infinite, but it’s not. I think it’s the biggest thing
I can see that you can’t. Because your brain doesn’t work the
way mine works, with all these calculations and everything. You

an infinite number of taxi drivers, but you dont,

think you meet
it’s probably not even 2 thousand, in your whole life. Or doctors
1? ”»

or nurses—do you get what I'm trying to say? At al
I answered honestly that T didn’t.
“Okay!” she rushed away from that idea frantically. “New
topic: what’s something funny that happened to you while we
were apart, that you thought about sharing with me, even if it

was just for a second?”
1 laughed, to try toma
that she had only one more thing to say.

“Yes!” she said. “That’s what I was trying to say before! There’s
thing. Because that’s what infinite

ke her laugh, and said that she had said

always going to be one more
feels like. And the difference between love and everything else

is that it’s infinite, it’s built out of something infinite, or it feels
like it is, anyway, which is the same thing to us. Or to you, and

eI know what I am. But you can’t see if,

to simulations like m
because to you everything is infinite. You think a million billion

more things will come your way, 4 million billion more versions
ly causes that infi-

of everything. But no, everything that actual
nite feeling, the circumstances of every infinite feeling, is s0, S0

finite. And 1 know you can feel this. I mean, if I can, you can!”

Y
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i;nsgc.riatizzg%}; this would make her laugh. It didn’t. “Stay!”
e el.o tay here, Please, just for a minute longer. Stay!
s Shquence, so impressive to me before, was gone.
g e seemed even more impressive, even more real,
even handle love, there’s no way I can handle it bei .
takIen a.l(\ivay. I'won’t survive it. Please. Please. Please!” e
et sai that I had som.ethlng to say to her, which made h
dj n 11; a way that she didn’t when I simply said things with o
: e preface. Even though the preface meant nothing, it cal OucI
e;, ]uls('; :Ls it calmed real people, for the same no—rea;on B
L :,)h (;,r what people tell people. That this was what it felt
en love was taken away—but that it wasn’t the truth, it

was just a feeling. It would ,
bl pass. It would take time. She would

She didn’t believe me.

ELO one ever believes it, I said. That’s part of what the feeling i
3 Ie t}Illodd}elzd. I let her hug me, and I hugged her back isl SI.
| ) ; ought about the things she had said, and which ve:rsi

perfect she was closer to. I already missed her. I missed t(l)ln

2 e

~smell of her hair, which I had picked out, and the way that sh
A at she

She laughed, desperately. «f ] can? Come on! I'm 2 robot! If

can feel this, you can feel this! You can feel this.”
I said that, okay, now she had definitely said her one mo~

cried, which I hadn’t.
“You’ll be okay,” I said.
“I won’t,” she said.

She beli
& : t.)shevic% what she was saying more than I believed what I
ying, which wouldn’t have mattered if she were like every

- one else who had ever been in love

] . .

ccess. Milli
R ihor‘ls of years’ worth of error and trial have carved
3 ¢ .
o es in every direction, enough so that only a relati

a : i ve
. e to make a deliberate journey all the way to the brink




e

86 - One More Thing
of nothingness and still arrive carrying all the same thoughts as

when they set out.

This was not the case for Sophia. Between thought and

expression there was no evolved space, no natural boundary. No
cliff, no concrete, no watet; no wound; no knot; no cough; no
blade, no blood. Just a switch like a light in a kitchen.

An unanticipated shortcoming of design relevant only in the
case of this one unanticipated circamstance, said the statement
from Practical Concepts. Something that would be corrected
in subsequent editions, said the statement from Practical Con-

cepts.
That’s probably as much as T should say

cepts for the time being.

about Practical Con-

es at night. At first it came only in dreams,

The third fantasy com
d of sleep.

but now, often, I dream it instea
I pick up the phone, and it’s a scientist, someone T’ve never

met, and he’s out of breath with excitement. He talks so fast
can’t understand him at first. When he slows down, and it starts
to be clear what he’s saying, I ask him if he’s saying what I think
he’s saying, and he says V&S, but it’s still not clear for some réa-
son, and I keep asking him again, and he says yes, again, more
clearly, more bluntly each time until it’s finally the truth, unmis-
takable. We figured it out, he says. We can make everything

what it was, now that you un

thing that happened.
And then they put her o

thing.

Y

derstand the significance of every-

n the phone, and she says one more

o= The Comedy Central Roast
of Nelson Mandela

- The following i. j
fi g is a transcript of excerpts from the unaired 2012 special

The Comedy Central R
oast of Nel i
rently no broadcast date for this special. son Mandela. There is cur-

ANNOUN :
oy :3;;;-1 }chome to‘ thf: Comedy Central Roast of Nelson Man-
i ;SY llljoss. “Llsa Fampanelli! Archbishop Desmond
Authony Jeselnﬂg Pon Magic” Juan! Winnie Mandela! Sisqo!
=i Kl ill{lllly D! Former South African prime min-
i .1. erk! Sar‘ah Silverman! A special appearanc
y His Holiness the Dalai Lama! And Gilbert Gottfried! An(j

now, ladies and gentlemen, the “
sty , the “Roastmaster General” himself,

Jeffrey Ross enters dressed as Honey Boo Boo Child. He turns slowl
A s slowly to

reveal bi. j
his costume. He receives a standing ovation




