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Who is Cy Borgmyn?
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Cy Borgmyn (Cyborg Man) is a human + machine experiment in creativity. Cy is the combination of Tim Kulp and various Artificial Intelligence algorithms working together to build a story. These stories are designed to be enjoyed by humans, specifically younger humans.

The creative process for this work roughly follows the following outline:


Tim ideates a story.

Tim partners with a Natural Language Generation (NLG) system to create the words of the story. Some words Tim writes. Some words the NLG system writes.

Tim reviews and refines the story, sometimes using the NLG system to clarify points or flesh the story out.

Tim works with human editors to clean up, clarify, and flesh out the story further.

Tim works with copy editing software and human copy editors to clean up more.

Tim works with Text to Image (T2I) systems to build the illustrations for the story.

Tim cleans up and improves the images from the T2I system to match the theme and content of the story.


Cy Borgmyn is the pen name used by Tim to represent work that Tim and his AI partner build. Tim represents Cy as a “We,” as Cy Borgmyn is not just one mind, but multiple. One human mind, many machine minds. Just like a Cyborg in science fiction, Cy Borgmyn is human + machine.
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We are Cy Borgmyn, human + machine, and this is our latest book. 

This novel started as part of a 7-day book challenge. Working with a group of authors, a few of us tried to write a book from concept to completion in 7 days. The Light of Enki was finished in 7 days. 

We wanted to create an adventure book for middle schoolers. We looked at what was out there. There were lots of middle-grade novels about boys and adventures, often featuring animals as sidekicks. From there, we learned the animals least likely to show up: turtles.

Our human side knows many boys with turtles, and with our passion for mythology, we know many stories about turtles and their magical nature. This story began as an adventure story for boys about mythology and dealing with the loss of a parent.

When the challenge ended, we planned to put the book away. Writing it was fun while it lasted, but was never more than an experiment. When the human side of Cy stopped working on The Light of Enki, originally titled On His Back, something about the book wouldn’t let go. The characters wouldn’t leave us alone. And so the human side returned to the machine side to once again become Cy Borgmyn and complete the story. 

We used some new Artificial Intelligence tools in this book. The images within are built using a new text-to-image system. Some editing was also automated using a new system. As a cyborg, we are always trying to improve the human capabilities of storytelling and our software capabilities for producing engaging and inspiring content. We hope these upgrades to our capabilities serve you well. 

In The Light of Enki, our main character, Sam, has a lot going on. He is rebuilding after a tragedy. Sometimes he feels alone, confused, in the dark. If you find yourself in Sam’s shoes, we hope you remember Shelly and find your own Enki along the way. Everyone has moments in the dark and needs the light of another to find the road back to joy.

We are Cy Borgmyn, and this story is about the power of YOUR light. 

Sincerely, 

Cy
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As Sam walked through the park, he saw a turtle on its back, its little legs squirming helplessly in the air. 

“How’d you do that?” Sam asked the struggling turtle as he knelt down to it. The area under the turtle’s shell featured the indent of a weird, eight-pointed star. Based on what he learned last year in fifth grade biology, Sam knew this part of the shell was called the plastron and did not usually have a star shape carved in it.

“Did someone knock you over?” Sam picked up the turtle and turned it over. Mud covered the turtle and nestled deep in the spiral scratches all over its shell. The top of the shell was flat and had a star like the one on the turtle’s belly, with eight points. Using his shirt, Sam scrubbed the turtle clean and put him down a few steps off the trail.

The turtle looked up at him. Sam thought it was smiling as it scampered away into the woods. Its brown shell stood out in the green summer leaves as it shuffled farther from the path into the mud and underbrush of the woods. 

“Find something? Who are you talking to?” Sam’s mom called over to him. She put her hand over her eyes to shield against the late sun casting orange light through the trees. The other hand was wrapped into Greg’s arm. Sam glanced at her, saw the entwined hands and looked back for the turtle. 

“A turtle,” Sam said.

“Oh, neat! Does he have a name?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Sam replied, wiping the mud from his shirt. It added a fresh streak of grime to an already-impressive collection of stains. Sam’s mom sighed.

“Don’t get worked up,” Greg whispered into her ear. She was about to say something about staying clean. “Boys get dirty.” He smiled and laughed. She nodded her head and laughed too. 

Sam heard them and looked back. He saw Greg’s arm around his mom and turned back toward the turtle quickly. She was happy, and that made him happy, but Greg wasn’t Dad. Two years ago, seems like forever now, Dad and Mom had walked in the woods on this same path, just like Greg and Mom are walking now.

“I’m going to name him Shelly,” Sam said as he shifted to watch Shelly walk away. The star made it easy to tell Shelly from other turtles.

“That’s a nice name,” his mom called after him.

[image: image]

“Good turtle name,” Greg said. He came over to Sam and knelt beside him. They both watched the turtle crawl through the trees and eventually vanish. Greg didn’t mind the dirt and mud, which surprised Sam. Greg always dressed so nicely. Sam was a jeans and t-shirt kid, but Greg always wore a suit and tie. Even on weekends. 

One time, Sam asked Greg if he was really a spy or something. Greg didn’t laugh at the question and whispered, Who told you? Sam got really quiet and worried that he figured Greg out, but Greg laughed and said he liked how it felt to dress nicely. Sam could appreciate that. He didn’t understand it, but he could understand why someone would like to look nice. You didn’t go fishing in a suit and tie. You didn’t go hiking in a suit and tie. But, apparently, Greg did.

“Turtles are cool,” Greg said. “That one’s just a little guy. Probably could fit in your pocket.” 

“Yeah, I guess,” Sam said as he walked away. His mind returned to his mom and Greg laughing, their arms around each other. He didn’t want to talk about turtles with Greg. Dad was more of a turtle guy. Greg was more of a computer guy. More into monitors and mice than trees and turtles.

Greg stepped back to Sam’s mom. She frowned, but Greg buried his disappointment in a smile. “It’s going to take time.” Greg rubbed her shoulder. “We need to give him space, Carole.” Greg kissed her cheek. 

Sam shivered. He didn’t want his mom to be called Carole. 

“Come on, I’ll walk you all home,” Greg said as he wrapped his fingers into Sam’s mom’s hand. They walked away, and Sam followed behind them. He looked back for the turtle, but Shelly was gone.

“You boys want another Star Wars marathon tonight?” Sam’s mom asked. Sam sighed, remembering the marathon last week, and the week before. Mom loved Star Wars, Sam got it, but that didn’t mean he should have to sit through a bazillion hours of movies and shows with her every week.

“Another night?” Greg read Sam’s slumped shoulders and gave Sam’s mom a wink. 

Greg and Sam’s mom debated which movie was the best as they kept walking. Sam knew his mom’s answer but wasn’t sure about Greg’s. Mom was all about Empire Strikes Back. Greg probably liked Star Trek, with all the computer stuff. 

Sam’s thoughts drifted away from Star Wars and back to the turtle. He stared a moment longer into the woods and saw a hint of sunlight hit something on the forest ground. It glowed brightly in the sunlight and seemed to swirl. The glint of light had streaks of blue coming off it like an eight-sided star. Sam looked harder. A cloud moved in over the sun, blanketing the woods in darkness. The glow was gone. 
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Sam’s room was dark except for the ghostly glow of his computer monitor. Pictures of turtles slid across his screen as he looked for one with a star on its back. But none of these turtles had a star. None had spiral designs on their shell or a weird flat spot. 

The turtle he had found was special. He had to find it again. 

Downstairs, the front door opened slowly as his mom crept in from her date with Greg. She cheerily whispered hello to the babysitter, assuming Sam was asleep. He looked at his alarm clock and saw that he should have been. Sam shut off his computer and rolled his eyes as his mom chatted with the babysitter. He thought he was old enough not to need a babysitter, but his mom insisted. And what was with the 9pm bedtime during the summer, anyway? His eyes were still rolling as he pulled the blankets up to his chin.

Outside the two large windows facing his bed, he saw the clouds blocking the moon. Silver strands of light lined the clouds as the moon made them look like ghosts drifting through the night sky. Without the moon, the leaves and trees were just shadows. From Sam’s window, the woods were an angry sea rattling toward the cloudy sky.

Sam heard his mom come up the stairs as the front door shut. The babysitter had left. He pretended to be asleep when she peeked into his room. 

Sam’s mom whispered, “Goodnight,” and silently closed the door. Sam waited for her footsteps to fade away before getting out of bed. 

Sparkles of blue in the woods caught Sam’s eye. They looked like the sparkles from earlier, but brighter. Like pulsing stars, the lights called to him, summoned him, begged him to come to them. Is the turtle calling me? Sam thought, then quickly shook away the thought. Turtles aren’t bioluminescent. But that turtle wasn’t like most turtles.

Sam was startled by footsteps as they made their way downstairs, bare feet slapping sharply on wood. He moved quickly and quietly to his bed and covered back up. But his mom didn’t come in again. Listening carefully, Sam heard the standard sounds of adult bedtime, from brushing teeth to brushing hair to toilet flushes and the final creaking of bedsprings as his mom crawled into bed. 

As he listened, he watched outside. The lights kept pulsing. Kept calling him to come. When he heard silence from his mom’s room, he knew he had to investigate. He changed into jeans and hiking shoes, grabbed his flashlight, and snuck out of the house. 

***
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THE WOODS WERE DARK, but Sam had been in these woods at night many times. He and Dad used to go out before the sun was up to find fishing bait. Dad had always said, Best time to find what you’re looking for is when no one else is looking for it. No animals were looking for bugs yet, so it was prime time to catch them out and about. 

But Dad wasn’t here. The bugs were. They crawled and crept on the trees, on the ground, in the darkness surrounding Sam. His flashlight did little to penetrate the darkness. What was the point of bringing it? he wondered. 

“Shelly?” Sam whispered. He scanned the ground with his flashlight, but only saw bugs scurrying away from the light. 

“Shell—” Sam’s voice was cut off by rustling in the bushes. Something was coming toward him. Sam shined his useless light at the noise and saw two red eyes glaring back at him. A hiss pierced the silence, a hiss from the red eyes, and before Sam realized it, he was running home.

He didn’t think about what it was, he just ran. When he got home, he stopped on the porch and looked back to see if the eyes followed. His heart slowed, his brain caught up, and he wondered what it was. A wolf? A snake? Bigfoot? 

This wasn’t the first time Sam had gone to the woods at night, but it was the first time he encountered red eyes. Whatever was out there, he didn’t want to meet it. 

Quietly, he snuck back into the house and closed the door. Pausing for a moment, Sam listened for the silence of the house. But it wasn’t silent. His mom was asleep upstairs so what was the rapid
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