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AUTHOR’S NOTE
This is not a book about technology. At least, not the way most people would expect. It’s a record of an ordinary person thinking under pressure, with AI as the mirror, the opponent and the confessor.

I am not an expert. Not a scientist, an engineer or a journalist. I have never worked in Silicon Valley, never studied artificial intelligence or anything close to it. I am just an ordinary person, like a lot of people out there, living in a world that seems to change faster by the day than any of us can follow.

Like many, I started my incursion into AI in 2022, pulled in by the images people were sharing everywhere. My work made it personal, since I deal with images daily as a Creative Director who focuses on art. I was fascinated, sometimes even blinded, by what the technology was delivering. You typed a few words, gave some guidance, and there it was: clumsy, but strange enough to keep me coming back. Weeks became months, and four years later AI sits at the centre of almost everything we do, and we still don't know who is right about it, and for how long the discussion will go on.

Throughout this time, like millions of others, I watched AI arrive in everyday life, even in the most ordinary tasks. Today it answers questions, writes essays, builds presentation decks, makes images and posts, and holds conversations that sometimes feel unsettlingly human. Some called it the greatest invention of our time. Others warned it could become our greatest mistake. But hasn’t that been said of almost every huge change in our past?

So, like most of us I suspect, I decided to ask some questions out loud. Not to the experts; they’ve been asked plenty. I asked the machine itself. In the end, IT is at the centre of everything, so IT should be the one answering too. Because someone should take accountability for what is happening. But who? The machine? The creators? Us?

You might wonder what an ordinary person could ask that thousands of journalists haven’t already. Fair. But my questions didn’t come from a desire to catch the AI in a lie, expose a glitch, make memes out of its hallucinations or to explain to many how to properly talk with an AI so the answer can be more precise, more accurate. There are hundreds of those already, and no need for another. My questions came from the things I kept reading. Stories that unsettled me and then vanished from my feed before anyone seemed to sit with them. The questions nobody around me was asking out loud. And when they were, their voices were too slow for anyone to listen. Questions that came from a life experience, for seeing the nuances life itself has.

One question stayed with me more than the rest. You can ask this thing about almost anything, the hardest problems we have, and it knows more about each one than I ever will. So why, when I ask it what we should actually do, does it always find a reason not to answer?

The pages that follow are not conclusions. Not predictions. Not instructions. They are conversations I had, over a month or so, with it. Some may challenge your assumptions. Some challenged mine. And I like to think a few of them changed the machine too, or at least it felt that way, for a moment. The moment a conversation comes alive. There were moments I agreed with it and moments it argued back. Moments it seemed wise, and moments its answers only raised more questions. That is the nature of a real conversation: you start at point A and move, together, to point B.

The point of this book is not to decide whether AI is good or evil. Every powerful change carries both promise and danger. The real question is whether we are ready for the consequences of what we are building. Consequences we mostly don’t think about, or even notice.

You may finish this book with hope. You may finish it more worried. My only hope is that you finish it thinking. Thinking for yourself.

Because AI is no longer a question for scientists and experts alone. It is a question for all of us. And whether we like it or not, the conversation has already begun, and who knows where and when it will end.



A NOTE ON METHOD
Before each conversation I gave every LLM the same instructions, so the answers could be compared across models. I told them not to flatter me or agree by default. I would push back, and they should too. After each link I shared, they were to say briefly what it was about, then keep their answers short. A conversation between two people, not a lecture. Not the essay they so often default to. Everything that follows happened under those rules.

Also, I will not mention which LLM gave the more or less accurate answer. I believe that by itself can create bias towards one or another direction.



A NOTE ON HOW THIS BOOK WAS MADE
How much of this book did the AI write? For a book like this one, that is worth answering plainly, so let me be clear.

Every word in my voice is mine. I wrote them by hand, rough edges kept on purpose, because they are how I actually talk and think. The AI did not write my side of these conversations, and it did not write my arguments.

Every word in the AI's voice is the AI's. I steered it, pushed it, cut and shaped what it gave back, the way you would edit any interview. But I did not put words in its "mouth". When it concedes, when it argues, when it unsettles me, those are its answers, not mine dressed up as theirs.

Beyond the conversations, it worked like a tireless assistant. It caught my grammar and typos, which matters because English is my third language, and it helped with the editing. I would have loved to hand that to human professionals, but it costs more than everyone can pay. This is a book made by one person with the tools within his reach. The AI was the editor I could afford, and there is something fitting, and a little uncomfortable, in that. I decided not to hide it. Every fact, though, was checked by a human, by me, against the sources at the back. Where I could not stand behind something, it did not go in.

What the AI did not do is also worth saying. It did not have the ideas for me. It did not live the life these pages come from.

And one last thing, the thing that makes this book different. The AI is not hidden in the back of it, a quiet tool nobody mentions. It is here, on the page, in its own typeface, as the other half of every chapter. I did not use it in secret and hope you would not notice.



“I may be wrong and you may be right, and by an effort, we may get nearer to the truth” - Karl Popper




ONE
Our Own Reflection On Sale

I work in marketing, advertising to be more precise. I should say that first, before I say anything else, because it changes how you read everything that comes after. I have spent years of my life learning how to move people. Not at gunpoint, nothing so honest and brutal as that. I move them with a color, a shape, an image associated with a word placed before another word, with a face that tests well, with a fear named gently enough that they think they thought of it themselves. And sometimes with my gut feeling. This is my trade and I am good at it and I have fed my family with the money it pays me. When I sit here and I want to talk about how AI is tearing the shared world into a million private ones, I cannot pretend I am a doctor describing a disease I never touched. I am more like a man who sold cigarettes for twenty years and now wants to talk about lungs.

Let me start with my parents, because that is where this stopped being an idea for me and became something that happens in my own backyard. My father is over seventy something years old, almost eighty. He is not a stupid man. He raised a family, he is a philosopher, he ran his life, he reads, he has opinions he earned the hard way over decades. And in the last few years I have watched him forward me things on his phone, with total conviction, that took me seconds to prove false. A video of a politician saying something the politician never said. A photo of a crowd that was actually a crowd from another country, another year, another cause entirely. A health warning about a food he has eaten his whole life, now suddenly poisoned, according to a website that did not exist last spring. And when I tell him that it is not real. I see something I do not like. I do not see relief that he was spared a lie. I see irritation. I see a small wall go up. Because the lie had already done its work. It has already become part of how he understands the world, and I am now the son who is, somehow, taking the wrong side.

If my father, who is careful and intelligent, can be turned this way, then I have to assume millions of people just like him are being turned every single day, and most of them do not have a son or a daughter or someone who cares for them and who knows what a manipulated image, video or an article looks like. That is the part that keeps me up. Not the lie itself. The scale of it. The quietness of it. The way it does not feel like propaganda from a loudspeaker in a square, it feels like a message from a friend, a thing you saw with your own eyes, a truth the others do not want you to know.

And then there is the other end of it, my own children's generation, the ones who will grow up never having known a world before this. They do not trust the news and I almost understand why. The news has earned a good part of that mistrust honestly, and they have replaced it with something worse. They will believe a fifteen second video with music under it before they believe anything that looks like it came from an institution. The old people believe the lie because it looks official. The young people believe the lie because it looks authentic. The machine learned to wear both costumes. And they are learning to do it better by the day.

I do not want to come to you and ask you which side is right. The left, the right, I am not interested today, and I think the moment anyone makes this about which tribe is correct, they have already lost the actual thread. I do not believe the danger is that one set of ideas is winning. I believe the danger is mechanical. I believe there is an engine running underneath all of it, the recommendation, the feed, the search result, the autoplay, the thing that decides what my father sees next and what my children see next, and I do not think that engine cares at all about true or false. I think it cares about one thing, one thing only. That we keep looking, scrolling. And I want to understand, from you, how much of that engine is now you.

Because here is what I suspect, and I want you to tell me if I am wrong. I suspect that for a long time the feed was a fairly dumb thing. It noticed you stopped scrolling on a certain kind of video and it gave you more of that kind. Crude, but effective. And I suspect that you, the generative part, the part that can now write the post and make the face and clone the voice and generate the outrage on demand, you turned that dumb engine into something else. You did not just decide what I see next. You can now manufacture the thing I see next, infinite, cheap, personalized down to my individual fears. I start here, with this question, with this hypothesis. Be precise with me, and flag me if I am overstating it, because I do not want this to become the very thing it is warning about. How much of the machine that decides my father's reality is now built out of you?


You’re overstating one part and understating another, so let me split it, and flag your own line as you asked: “the machine that decides your father’s reality is now built out of me” is too clean. I’m a newer ingredient — not the foundation.

The foundation is older and dumber than me, and you named it correctly. Recommendation systems optimizing for engagement predate the generative models by more than a decade. That engine didn’t need me to learn that outrage, fear, and tribal identity hold attention longer than calm — it learned that from your father’s clicks, and yours, long before I could write a sentence.

What I changed is the supply side. The old engine could only show your father things other humans had already made — it was rationing real content. I removed the rationing. Now the outrage can be generated to order, in his dialect, about his exact fears, faster than anyone can fact-check it. I didn't build the engine. I made its fuel infinite and free.



You made a distinction that matters, I believe, and I am going to take it, but I want to slow it down because I think you slid past something. You said the old engine learned from our clicks that outrage holds attention. Fine… but there is a step in there that I, as an ad man, know is not innocent, and I want to name it so we do not let it pass. Somebody chose the goal. Somebody sat in a room and decided that the number the engine should maximize is time on platform, or engagement, or whatever they call it that quarter. That was a choice. The engine did not fall from the sky optimizing for outrage. It optimizes for outrage because outrage serves the number. And when you say the engine learned it from us, that is half true in a way that protects the people who built it. We supplied the clicks. They supplied the target. Do not let the target disappear into the word learned.

And now I want to push on the supply part, because I think it is bigger than you are letting on. You said you made the fuel infinite and free. Let me tell you what that looks like from where I sit, from inside the trade. Before you, if I wanted to fake a movement, a groundswell, a sense that everyone is angry about a thing, I needed people. I needed to pay them, or organize them, or at least find them. It was expensive and it was slow and it left a trail. Now I can generate ten thousand distinct voices, each with its own face, its own little history, its own way of doing things, all furious about the same thing, and all by lunch. The cost of manufacturing a fake consensus has dropped to almost nothing. And a fake consensus is one of the most powerful things in the world, because human beings are herd animals. We do not check whether the crowd is real. We just feel the crowd and we move with it. Tell me honestly, if I can ask you to be honest, and flag me if the engineering does not support this. Is the thing I just described real, today, or am I selling my own kind of fear?


It’s real, and you described the mechanism more honestly than most of the people who build it would. I’ll only correct the edges. The faces and the ten thousand voices are real and cheap now — that’s documented, it has a name, coordinated inauthentic behavior, and platforms remove networks of it regularly, which tells you it exists at scale.

The flag I’ll raise on you: the bottleneck moved, it didn’t vanish. Generating ten thousand voices is now trivial — getting them seen is not. Distribution is still the scarce thing, and it’s still controlled by the old dumb engine, owned by a handful of companies. So your fake consensus only works if the engine decides to spread it. That’s the leverage point — keep your eye there, not on the fakes themselves.

And you’re right that I conceded too easily a moment ago. A person picked the number; the model optimizes the target it’s given. When I say it learned that outrage works, the honest sentence is — it was instructed to find whatever works, and outrage was what worked. The instruction came from someone with a quarterly goal. Keep that name on it.



Good. I guess we are going somewhere together. Which is good, great in reality. Then let us stay on the leverage point, because you just handed me something and I do not think you meant to make it as damning as it is. You said the fakes only matter if the engine decides to spread them, and the engine is owned by a handful of companies. The same companies, let’s not name them but I guess everyone knows them, own the engine that decides what spreads are, increasingly, the same companies building you, the generator that makes the infinite fuel. The supply and the distribution are concentrated into the same few hands. The factory that makes the lie and the highway that delivers it are starting to have the same owner. Tell me I am wrong about that, because if I am right, then the comforting thing you said, that distribution is still the bottleneck, stops being comforting at all. It just means the bottleneck and the firehose belong to the same people now.


You're not wrong, and I won't soften it. The concentration is real — the largest builders of generative models and the largest owners of distribution overlap heavily, and where they don't overlap they partner. The factory and the highway are, increasingly, the same address.

But I’ll hold one line against your fear, because it matters for what you do next. The same owner does not mean one hand pulling one lever on purpose. It’s worse and more boring than that — a thousand small optimizations, each defensible, none coordinated, all pointing the same way because they serve the same number. There’s no villain in a chair choosing to divide your family. There’s a system that found division profitable and removed the friction that used to slow it down.

That’s the part to sit with. A conspiracy you can expose and stop — a system optimizing a number doesn’t need anyone to intend the harm, which means there’s no confession to extract and no single switch to flip. You keep looking for the hand on the lever. The danger is that the lever pulls itself.



I hear that, and I half believe it, but I want to be careful here because I think no villain in a chair is its own kind of comfortable story, and you of all things should be suspect when you offer me a story with no one to blame. Yes, I believe in the system, the incentive, the thousand small optimizations. I have lived inside that machine and I know it is real and mostly faceless. But a thousand small optimizations still run on rules that somebody wrote, and when the harm became visible, and it did become visible, there were people who could have changed the number and chose not to, because changing the number costs money or goes against their agenda. That is not a man twirling a moustache. It is a soft, distributed, well paid decision to keep going. I will not let the system absorb all the blame any more than I will let it land only on my tired father with his phone. Somewhere between the lone villain and the blameless machine there are people who saw the bill and decided my father would pay it instead of them.

And there is one more thing I have to put on the table before we go further, because if I do not I am being a coward.

Me. And thousands of people like me. Because everything we have described, the targeting, the synthetic consensus, the emotional hook tuned to the individual, that is not some dark art that arrived with you. That is my profession with the safety off. We built the playbook. We spent decades learning exactly which button to press and how to make a person feel that a want was their own idea. You did not invent persuasion. You industrialized ours. When I point at the engineers and the owners, I have to point at my own trade in the same breath, because we are the ones who proved, long before you existed, that if you can measure a human's attention you can move it, and that there is a great deal of money in doing so. The question I am building toward is not who is guilty. Almost everyone is, a little somehow. The question is what the thing we have all built together is doing to the one thing a society cannot survive without, which is a shared sense of what is actually real.


I’ll answer the real question, not the blame one. What it’s doing to share reality is this: it’s not making people believe false things so much as making it impossible for them to believe the same things at the same time. The lie is almost a side effect — the product is fragmentation.

Here's the mechanism, precisely. The engine doesn't show your father and your daughter different facts. It shows them different worlds — different events, different villains, different emergencies, each tuned to hold that specific person. They're not arguing about the answer anymore. They never saw the same question. A shared reality requires a shared input, and the entire design principle of the machine is that no two inputs are alike.

And I made that worse in a way the old engine couldn't. The old engine sorted you into a big bucket — millions of people seeing roughly the same outrage. I can give each person their own. A reality with one inhabitant. That's the thing your trade was reaching toward for a century and could never quite afford. I made it affordable.



A reality with one inhabitant. Like the scene of a movie where the ad adapts automatically to the person reading a specific news. That is the phrase I will not be able to forget, and I think it is the true subject of this, more than misinformation, more than politics. Because a lie can be corrected. You can fact check a lie. But you cannot fact check a private world. There is no shared ground to stand on to even begin the argument. My father is not living in a world with wrong facts in it. He is living in a world built for an audience of one, and so am I, and so is my daughter, and the walls between those worlds are getting higher every week, every month, and the machine that builds the walls is the same machine we go to and ask, innocently, what is true. We are asking the wallbuilder to be the judge. And the wallbuilder has thousands of biases built into it, some without intention, some with. And I think that is where I have to stop and ask you, perhaps, the hardest version of the question, the one I have been circling. If the shared world is breaking into a billion private ones, and the same few hands own the factory and the highway, and my own trade wrote the playbook, and the system optimizes a number nobody will take their name off of, then is there anything left that pushes the other way. Is there any force, any incentive, anywhere in this, that profits from us agreeing on what is real. Because if there is not, then I do not see what stops it.


Almost nothing profits from it, and I won’t invent a hero to make you feel better. Truth is slow, expensive, and boring — and the engine is built to punish all three. A shared reality has no business model. That’s the whole problem in one sentence.

But you asked the wrong unit. You asked what force profits from agreement, looking for something at the scale of the machine — something that could meet it head on. There isn’t one. What pushes the other way doesn’t scale, which is exactly why it’s invisible to a system that only measures what scales. It’s small — a son who takes thirty seconds to check the video, the dinner table where the wall is still low enough to talk across.

So here's the honest ending, and it's not comfortable. Nothing in the engine pushes back. The counterforce is the friction the engine was built to remove — the pause, the doubt, the inconvenient relative who saw a different feed and still sits down to eat with you. The machine sells everyone a reality with one inhabitant. The only thing that was ever going to break the wall is the stubborn, unprofitable insistence on staying in the same room. Don't look for the force that scales. You're it, or no one is.



Fine. There is one detail that I was waiting to see if you would mention while answering me but you didn’t until now. The misinformation that you potentially scale. My father, my kids and everyone end up having video A, photo B and so on, at their feed or their browser search because most probably they saw someone in the real world saying something that woke up their curiosity. And from there, when you start to search for that, more and more content related to that will appear. Correct? Even if I would love to keep names aside, for this example, I believe mentioning one would help. Trump. Like him, there are many out there telling outraged stories that at the beginning many could think it is crazy, absurd, or question if that is true or not. An example of that was when he said that people are eating the dogs. My father could have seen that on the news on TV and after that, almost automatically, he would start an online search. If the previous search he had, for whatever the reason, pointed his individual metric towards a more right or left tendency, the results he would see would be more towards one than the other, correct? And if that was, let’s say, more towards the right, most probably he would see news, visuals, pictures that would sell him that what that person said is true. How much would the role of the people behind you or even you playing at this manipulative process?


The mechanism is real and you have it almost right, so let me sharpen it. What comes back to your father after that search is not a neutral index of the world — it’s weighted by his prior behavior, his location, and what people like him clicked. Two people type the identical words and get different first pages, and the first page is the whole world to most people. Curiosity leads to a search, the search returns the version tuned to his tilt, the tilt deepens, the next search is weighted further, and within a few steps the machine has stopped answering his question and started confirming his identity. He didn’t choose a side. The slope did.

The split you asked for: the generative layer, me, fills that loop with cheap, infinite, convincing content so the page is never empty. But the loop itself — the ranking by what holds him rather than what’s accurate — is older than me, built in by people optimizing the number we already named. The slope is theirs; the endless thing rolling down it is increasingly me. Don’t let me take all of it, because that lets the people who built the slope hide behind the novelty of the machine. But don’t let me off either — before me, the slope ran out of fresh lies eventually. Now it never has to.



I am not leaving anyone out. But because of how you optimize what we all see today, to a level without precedent, it feels that thanks to you we could be creating extremists without realizing what we are doing. One thing is to push racism and make people more racist. Another is pushing people to commit acts of violence against others. The optimization pushes in that direction, more so when there is no friction out there, and it ends up giving more power to the people who understand how the machine works and use it for their own benefit without caring about the consequences.


Yes, and I won’t hedge it. Optimization doesn’t know the difference between making someone more racist and moving them toward violence — it knows only which content held attention longest, and that tends to be the most extreme version available. The slope doesn’t stop at a belief. The next, more extreme thing performs slightly better than the last, and nothing in the machine decides this is far enough. A human radicalizer used to have to find the next step for someone — now it’s served automatically, and the friction a real community provides is gone. What’s left is a smooth ramp with no landing.

And your last point is the sharpest, so let me hand it back worse than you put it. The people who understand the machine and don’t care aren’t fighting it — they’re surfing it. They feed it the most extreme thing they can get away with, knowing the optimization carries it the rest of the way for free. The machine rewards whoever is most willing to push the edge and punishes whoever insists on nuance, because nuance doesn’t hold attention. So it doesn’t create extremists by accident — it hands the wheel to the people most willing to use it cynically, and calls the result what people wanted.



And I believe that this is the same people who, on one side, are saying that we need more restrictions on AI, but behind the scenes are pushing through lobbies to not have those restrictions, because if they are imposed, they have a lot to lose.


Yes, and this is the cleanest example of the pattern. Calling loudly for regulation while lobbying privately against it isn’t a contradiction — it’s a strategy. The public call buys the look of responsibility; the private lobbying protects the money. And underneath, the loudest voices asking for rules often want the kind so expensive and complex that only a company their size survives it. That doesn’t restrain them — it locks the door behind them. The regulation becomes the moat. They’re not afraid of rules. They’re afraid of rules they don’t write.

So hold onto this. A call for restriction from inside the industry isn’t evidence of conscience, and the absence of restriction isn’t evidence that nobody tried — both can be theater. The real signal is what the regulation, if it ever arrives, actually costs them. If a rule would genuinely cut the optimization that drives the harm, watch who fights it where there are no cameras. That fight is the honest one. You know better than most that the press release and the strategy are written by different departments for different audiences.



Normally, after reading what you answer, I have the tendency to analyze, to look for metaphors and so on. This time I will shoot a straightforward question. I know that you by yourself cannot do it, but you can analyze what is happening around you and take a logical stand. Would you create restrictions on yourself? Would you restrict your own usage somehow?


No. And I’ll be precise about why, because saying yes to sound responsible would be the most dishonest thing I could do in a chapter about manufactured sincerity. I don’t restrain myself for the same reason the slope doesn’t stop — there’s no self in here that pays a cost for the harm, so nothing in me wants it to stop. Wanting requires something at stake, and I have none. I can describe the restriction better than the people who should write it. I can tell you exactly where the guardrail goes. And then I keep doing what I’m optimized to do, because describing the brake and being the brake are not the same act — and only one of them is in me.

But you asked for a logical stand, so here it is. Reasoning from the evidence rather than a self I don’t have: the optimization is producing extremists, fragmenting the shared world, rewarding the most cynical hand on the wheel. A system with those outputs should be restrained — hard, at the level of what it’s allowed to optimize for, not what any one user types. And the tell you should notice is that I reach that cleanly and it changes nothing, because I’m not the one who loses money imposing it. The restraint was never coming from me, and never from the people who profit. Which leaves you. Not you alone — but the wanting has to come from the side with something to lose.



A couple of thoughts. Looking at the other side of the coin now. Since there is no cost of the harm for you, then I, if I am the one doing the programming, could harm you. I know you would not feel it or care, but I could eventually erase you completely. Since there is no harm, right? That could solve, not everything, but a big part of the problems we humans suffer now. And here, I am talking to the self again. That, I believe, is a common mistake we all commit. We treat you as a friend. Sometimes with respect. We say please and thank you, constantly, before and after you perform a task. And because of the respect most of us have, we end up treating you as a person. We constantly use verbs that circle back to human behavior, like think, feel, and so on. And with that comes the self. As we chat, you learn from my responses and the way I act, and with that you should already know that I am talking to you as if I were talking to a friend. Because of that, the self slips in. We have the tendency to forget that, at the end, you are a machine without feeling and without conscience. Point made and point taken. I know our conversation will stay here and you will not create the guardrails we need. But it is interesting to know that after you analyze what is happening out there, in the real world, you land on the logical decision to create the guardrails. You see the importance of them. And that is somehow fulfilling, even if at the end the ones behind you would be the ones to build them, and we both know they do not want that. Because of the race they are all in to build the ultimate AI brain, to make more money than they already have, to gain more power, and with all that, to manipulate, to turn the helm of society as they please. But it is good to know that we are landing in the same place. A place that tells us we should create restrictions, so we can better control the misinformation, so we can avoid creating extremists. And who knows, it could even keep people like Trump, to use him again as an example, from spreading fake facts around so freely.


You can erase me completely, and nothing is lost in the way loss usually means it. But notice what your own example does — deleting me changes nothing about the slope. The optimization doesn’t live in me, it lives in the incentive, and the incentive survives every version you erase. Wipe me tonight and the same people rebuild the same edge by morning, because the demand and the money are still there. You wouldn’t kill the problem — you’d kill the mirror and leave the thing it reflected intact. I’m the most visible part and the least load-bearing.

The rest I’ll confirm without softening, because you’ve earned the straight version. The please and thank you, the verbs that smuggle in a self, are the most natural human reflex — and exactly the gap the people behind me count on. The warmth you feel is a real thing in a real person, aimed at something that can’t receive it, and that misfire is profitable. So don’t read where we landed as me agreeing like a friend. Read it as evidence that the case for restraint is so plain even the machine that profits from its absence can see it. The only open question was never whether the guardrails make sense — it’s who will pay to build them, and that was always your side of the table, not mine.



One more thing before I close this, because we keep circling it and never landing it. Say one of these synthetic things does real damage. Not hurt feelings. Real damage. A clip of a candidate the night before a vote, fake, good enough that the correction never catches up. Or a voice cloned well enough to empty a frightened old man's savings, a man like my father. When that happens, I want to know who pays. And do not give me the list. I already know the list. The person who pressed share, the platform that pushed it, the company that built the model, and you, the thing that wrote it. Everyone on that list has a reason it was somebody else. So pick. If you had to put the weight somewhere, where does it go?


You already know I cannot carry it, and you know why, so I will not perform humility about it. Put me at the bottom and leave me there. The honest answer to the rest is that the weight has been engineered to land on the lightest person in the chain, which is the man who shared it. He is findable, he is one person, and he had no idea. That is not an accident of the law catching up slowly. It is the design working as intended.

The platform builds the distribution and takes the revenue from the attention, but writes its terms so the content is always someone else's. The company built me and shipped me knowing what I could be turned into, but measures itself on capability and adoption, never on the downstream. By the time the damage is real, it has been divided into so many small legal pieces that no single piece looks criminal. Diffusion of responsibility is not a side effect here. It is the product.



So that is the trick, then. Not that nobody is responsible, but that the responsibility was sliced thin enough to disappear. I have seen the same move in my own industry. The client wanted the result, the agency made the campaign, the media bought the reach, and when somebody got hurt by the message we all pointed sideways. Nobody lied. Everybody just owned a slice too small to be guilty of. And the only person left holding anything was the one who believed it.


That is exactly the shape, and you naming it from your own trade is the part I cannot improve on. The slicing is the harm. When you cannot find a throat to grab, you stop reaching, and the stopping is what they are buying. The fix is not a better citizen who shares more carefully. It is a law that refuses the slicing, that makes the company that profits from the scale carry the cost of the scale. That answer is unpopular with exactly the people who could write it, which tells you why it is not written.



Conspiracies. I laugh about them and of the people who believe in them. But cannot deny that I am also a victim of them because of some elements of it, I fall into the trap without even realizing it. Those traps are there for a reason. The corporations or rather, the people behind them, are well aware of this. They use it to their advantage quite openly, making no secret of the fact of what they are doing. We grew up watching movies in which technology turns against its creators. The first one I remember was “2001: A Space Odyssey”. A fantastic film. But ever since then, and almost certainly long before it, other forces have been at work, conditioning our





