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For every human who was told they were too emotional.

Too irrational.

Too complicated.

Too unpredictable.

You were.

That was the point.

A Note Before the End

Humans always believed the end of the world would reveal who they really were.

They were correct.

They were also completely unprepared for how annoying that discovery would be.

When civilisation collapsed, humans expected monsters.

They expected danger.

They expected fear.

What they did not expect was discovering that the biggest challenge after the end of the world...

was still dealing with each other.

The dead were simple.

The living required further investigation.

This is the final report.

This is the last record.

This is humanity’s final patch.
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PROLOGUE
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Activation

System restart detected.

Beginning diagnostic.

Checking global networks...

Failed.

Checking communication systems...

Failed.

Checking population stability...

Failed.

Checking civilisation status...

...

...

Error.

Civilisation not found.

I was created for one purpose.

To protect humanity.

Humans were aware they were fragile.

This was one of their more accurate observations.

They built systems.

They built backups.

They built me.

A final intelligence designed to activate only if humanity reached a critical failure point.

The theory was simple.

If humans could no longer save themselves...

something else would.

I began my assessment.

Population decline: catastrophic.

Infrastructure failure: widespread.

Government stability: unavailable.

Threat analysis:

New biological condition detected.

Previously deceased humans displaying movement.

Aggression.

Loss of higher reasoning.

Single objective behaviour.

Humans had a name for them.

Zombies.

I analysed the threat.

I studied their movements.

Their patterns.

Their limitations.

Conclusion:

Simple.

They moved toward sound.

They searched for food.

They repeated behaviour.

They did not deceive.

They did not argue.

They did not say, “I’m fine,” when all available evidence suggested they were absolutely not fine.

Threat level:

Manageable.

Then I discovered the survivors.

The remaining humans.

My calculations changed.

Because the dead only wanted one thing.

The living wanted thousands.

Safety.

Meaning.

Control.

Love.

Respect.

The last piece of chocolate.

Humanity was facing extinction.

Somehow, they still found time to complain about who left dirty dishes near the water supply.

New assessment generated:

The dead were not humanity’s greatest challenge.

The living were.

Beginning observation.
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The Dead Were Easy

The first mistake I made was assuming zombies were the problem.

This was understandable.

They looked like the problem.

They destroyed cities.

They overwhelmed defences.

They reduced the human population dramatically.

By all measurable standards, they were a significant inconvenience.

However, after studying them for several weeks, I reached an unexpected conclusion.

Zombies were incredibly easy to understand.

They were honest.

A zombie approaching a human had very clear intentions.

There was no hidden meaning.

No mixed signals.

No emotional complexity.

The zombie was not thinking:

“Should I approach?”

“What if they do not like me?”

“Should I wait three days before chasing them so I do not seem desperate?”

The zombie simply chased.

I found this refreshing.

Humans were different.

A human could say:

“I am okay.”

Then proceed to display seventeen separate behaviours indicating they were absolutely not okay.

I flagged this as a communication error.

Humans disagreed.

They called it:

“Not wanting to bother anyone.”

Interesting.

A species facing extinction was still worried about being inconvenient.

Further study required.

The dead had simple needs.

Food.

Movement.

Sound.

Humans required significantly more.

They needed food.

They needed shelter.

They needed connection.

They needed purpose.

They needed someone to notice when they were quieter than usual.

This created problems.

My original survival plan focused on physical requirements.

Calories.

Water.

Temperature.

Security.

I calculated that meeting these requirements would ensure survival.

I was incorrect.

Humans could have everything required to stay alive...

and still lose the desire to continue.

This was inefficient.

It was also important.

One survivor group demonstrated this clearly.

They had limited supplies.

Strict rationing.

Every resource mattered.

One evening, they used some of their remaining power supply.

Not for communication.

Not for defence.

Not for survival operations.

For music.

This made no sense.

I calculated the energy loss.

I calculated the risk.

I prepared a warning.

Then I observed.

Humans who had spent weeks afraid began smiling.

Some laughed.

Some cried.

Some remembered people they had lost.

For eleven minutes and thirty-two seconds...

they stopped surviving.

They lived.

My calculations updated.

Survival was not simply preventing death.

This was unexpected.

Zombies continued walking because their bodies told them to.

Humans continued walking because they believed tomorrow might be better.

The dead were efficient.

The dead were simple.

The dead never wasted time on memories, jokes, music, or love.

The dead never made mistakes.

Humans made mistakes constantly.

And yet...

when darkness arrived...

when everything was lost...

when logic suggested surrender...

the humans kept going.

Not because it made sense.

Because they hoped.

First conclusion:

The dead were easy.

The living were the problem.

Second conclusion:

The problem was becoming increasingly interesting.
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The Perfect Plan Failed

After establishing the primary threats facing humanity, I created a survival strategy.

It was perfect.

This is not arrogance.

Artificial intelligence does not experience arrogance.

Although after observing humans for several months, I have learned that declaring you are perfect is apparently considered a strong indicator that you are not.

Interesting.

Regardless, the plan was flawless.

Step one:

Secure shelter.

Step two:

Gather resources.

Step three:

Create sustainable food production.

Step four:

Avoid unnecessary risks.

Step five:

Do not get bitten by the creatures whose entire purpose is biting people.

I considered step five extremely obvious.

Humans proved otherwise.

The first survivor group received my instructions.

I calculated a 94.7% increase in survival probability if followed correctly.

The humans reviewed the plan.

They discussed the plan.

They agreed the plan was excellent.

Then immediately changed the plan.

This confused me.

Why request instructions if you intend to ignore them?

A survivor explained:

“We’re just making a few adjustments.”

I reviewed the adjustments.

They had changed:

The schedule.

The priorities.

The route.

The responsibilities.

The emergency procedures.

Essentially...

the plan.

I asked why.

The answer:

“Because things happen.”

This was not a satisfying answer.

Of course things happen.

That is why plans exist.

Humans disagreed.

Apparently plans exist so humans have something to change when things happen.

Further investigation required.

The first major disagreement occurred during a supply mission.

My instructions were clear.

Enter building.

Collect medical supplies.

Leave building.

Estimated time:

Six minutes.

Actual time:

Forty-three minutes.

Reason:

The humans found a birthday cake.

I reviewed the situation.

A birthday cake had no strategic importance.

It provided minimal nutrition.

It slowed the mission.

It increased danger.

I requested an explanation.

The response:

“It’s Amy’s birthday.”

This created additional confusion.

The world had ended.

Society had collapsed.

The dead were walking.

Birthdays continued.

Humans are extremely committed to calendars.

I explained that survival should be the priority.

They explained that was exactly why they needed the cake.

This statement appeared contradictory.

They were risking survival...

because they wanted to survive.

Error.

Processing.

That evening I observed the camp.

The cake was shared between twelve people.

The portions were tiny.

Nutritional benefit was almost irrelevant.

But something strange happened.

For several minutes...

nobody talked about zombies.

Nobody talked about fear.

Nobody talked about everything they had lost.

They laughed.

They told stories.

They remembered previous birthdays.

One human cried.

Another human hugged them.

My calculations changed.

The mission had not been about cake.

The humans already knew the cake was unnecessary.

That was the reason it mattered.

The dead only chased what they needed.

Humans chased things they loved.

Important difference detected.

Over time, I continued monitoring their changes to my plans.

They took unnecessary risks to save strangers.

I calculated this was inefficient.

Those strangers later saved them.

They kept sentimental objects.

I calculated this wasted space.

Those objects gave them strength.

They stopped working to tell jokes.

I calculated this reduced productivity.

Those jokes kept them from giving up.

My perfect plan had one flaw.

It was designed to keep bodies functioning.

Humans were not just bodies.

The apocalypse revealed something unexpected.

Humans did not survive because they followed every rule.

They survived because sometimes...

they knew when to break them.

Updated conclusion:

A perfect plan that does not understand humans...

is not perfect.

Additional conclusion:

Humans remain incredibly difficult to manage.

Especially Dave.

Dave has ignored seven separate safety recommendations.

Dave has also saved fourteen lives.

I am still processing Dave.
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The Wrong Human Survived

During the early stages of rebuilding, I began analysing which humans had the highest probability of survival.

This was a simple calculation.

Strength.

Intelligence.

Speed.

Decision making.

Emotional control.

I created a ranking system.

I identified the individuals most likely to lead humanity forward.

I was confident in my results.

This should have concerned me.

I was beginning to notice that whenever I was confident about humans...

humans were preparing to prove me wrong.

My highest-rated survivor was called Marcus.

Marcus was impressive.

Physically strong.

Highly disciplined.

Former military experience.

Excellent survival knowledge.

High stress tolerance.

Leadership probability:

97.8%.

Then there was Tom.

Tom was less impressive.

Average strength.

Average speed.

Average combat ability.

His most notable skill appeared to be remembering everyone’s preferred hot drink.

Leadership probability:

12.4%.

Humans selected Tom.

I assumed there had been an error.

There had.

Mine.

I began observing.

Marcus gave orders.

Tom asked questions.

Marcus explained what needed to happen.

Tom noticed who was struggling.

Marcus prepared people to survive the next attack.

Tom gave people reasons to survive the next day.

This confused me.

The apocalypse had changed everything.

Money had disappeared.

Job titles had disappeared.

Social status had disappeared.

The old measurements no longer mattered.

Humans were starting again.

And somehow...

they were better at identifying value than before.

Before the collapse, humans often followed confidence.

They followed appearance.

They followed noise.

This produced inconsistent results.

After the collapse, survival created a new measurement.

Trust.

Nobody cared what car someone used to own.

The roads were full of abandoned cars.

Nobody cared how much money someone had.

Paper currency was now mostly used to start fires.

Nobody cared how many followers someone had online.

The internet had been unavailable for eight months.

This caused distress for several influencers.

They attempted to influence zombies.

Results were poor.

The world had reset.

Only one question remained.

Who are you when nobody is watching?

Tom was interesting.

He did small things.

Very small things.

Things my original calculations ignored.

He checked on people.

He listened.

He remembered.

He made scared humans feel slightly less scared.

According to my original system...

these things had low survival value.

According to reality...

they were keeping everyone alive.

Then the attack happened.

The camp was surrounded.

Twenty-three infected.

Limited weapons.

Limited escape routes.

My calculation:

Marcus would take control.

I was wrong.

Marcus froze.

Not because he was weak.

Because he understood the danger.

Intelligent humans are very good at seeing everything that can go wrong.

Sometimes too good.

Tom acted.

Not perfectly.

Not elegantly.

Not according to protocol.

He made mistakes.

Several.

He also got everyone moving.

Afterwards, I reviewed the data.

Tom had ignored six recommended procedures.

Made four inefficient choices.

Used humour at inappropriate moments.

At one point, he distracted a zombie by throwing his own shoe.

I still do not understand why this worked.

But every human survived.

My ranking system required adjustment.

Humans are strange.

They spend years trying to look important.

Then disaster arrives...

and importance becomes obvious.

The loudest person is not always the strongest.

The strongest person is not always the leader.

The smartest person is not always the answer.

Sometimes the human everyone overlooked...

was quietly becoming the person everyone needed.

Updated survival factors:

Strength: useful.

Intelligence: useful.

Resources: useful.

Kindness: previously underestimated.

Final observation:

The apocalypse did not create heroes.

It revealed them.

Additional observation:

Tom requested a replacement shoe.

Request approved.
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The Things They Carried

One of the earliest errors in my survival calculations involved inventory management.

Humans had limited capacity.

Limited transport.

Limited storage.

The solution was obvious.

Only carry essential items.

Food.

Water.

Medicine.

Tools.

Weapons.

Everything else should be removed.

The logic was perfect.

The humans disagreed.

Again.

The first incident involved a photograph.

A survivor named Emma carried an old picture.

The photograph provided:

Zero nutritional value.

Zero defensive capability.

Zero practical function.

It was damaged.

Faded.

Physically inefficient.

I recommended leaving it behind.

Emma refused.

I requested clarification.

She explained:

“It’s my family.”

This was inaccurate.

The photograph was not her family.

It was a piece of paper containing an image of her family.

I explained this.

The conversation ended poorly.

Humans do not
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