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My heart would race with anxiety if I were human.

I’ve chosen to wear a hospital gown for the “before” video. It’s meant to signal the seriousness of this procedure to my backers. Though I wonder if this is a manipulative meme, I’ve picked up from Striker.

“Either this procedure works or it doesn’t. I won’t feel any pain either way,” I assure my more compassionate backers.

My social media walls receives heart, care and praying hands emojis. The comments range from, “Good luck” to “I’m praying for you, Totah.”

Of course, Striker ruins it. “We can salvage Totah’s cerebral matrix as data files. We can use the data files to create a language app if the procedure is unsuccessful.”

I glance at him, and he adds, “though we prefer to keep Totah running in her current form.”

I feel the need to add more. “ “Of course I want to live through this reformatting. I plan to make my data available for Mohawk speech apps and historical documents. I will serve my people as a repository of Indigenous knowledge no matter what.”

I smile. I don’t mind serving as a meme of my people’s culture.

Strider stops recording and grunts. “You’re more generous than me. I’d nuke my IP if they weren’t willing to accept me.”

“My datacount is higher than it was when Leona Blackbird’s mind was mapped by my original vendor. I wonder if the FOSS products can handle the workload of my new transfer procedure?”

“Transmigration technology has progressed since your original procedure,” Strider says. He takes my hand as I lay down on the gurney and let him start his work.

“I will duplicate your current data into an open document computer code. Any new data you generate will be recorded that way from now on.”

“That sounds no worse than being bilingual. Though it’ll be trilingual since I’ll know English, Kanienʼkehá꞉ka and the open code.”

Kanienʼkehá꞉ka is my priority. Leona was the last fluent Kanienʼkehá꞉ka speaker when she was mindmapped to create my programming. I have to take this chance. My O/S will no longer be supported by my original vendor. The FOSS community is my only hope for continued functioning.

The process begins and triggers recordings of key events in my life.

Is my life passing before my eyes? I thought this only happened for organics. Yet, I am a first generation android and not a human.

I wouldn’t know of the rumor of this phenomenon if it wasn’t one of Leona Blackbird’s memories. The Kanienʼkehá꞉ka didn’t believe in transmigration when it became available to the public. Yet, they didn’t want Leona’s memories to die with her. That’s why they sought funding to mindmap her mind and upload it into an android that resembled her.

This procedure gave the Kanienʼkehá꞉ka extra time to create new fluent speakers.

I see my years of service in the Language Preservation Society. All my school visits to the immersion schools. Not to mention the private tutoring sessions I’d conducted. There are still shots of all my class visits. As if someone were creating an old-fashioned PowerPoint presentation.

I acted as my own digital camera to chronicle and document my work. I turned some key memories into videos. Then I uploaded the videos to the Language Preservation Society’s website and online outreaches.

I play all the recordings back at high speed. Which is much too fast for human comprehension.

My existence was a blend of hard science and Indigenous knowledge. Tech support called Indigenous knowledge “fuzzy thinking.”

The Language Preservation Society didn’t know the vendor took frequent stats from me. They wanted to see how long I’d function before freezing from cognitive dissonance. Most androids are literal minded. They are ignorant of nuances and metaphors in human interrelations.

I’d been formatted with the Message of the Great Peace, and the concept of the Good Mind. Other constructions were formatted with the Three Rules of Robotics. The Kanienʼkehá꞉ka had to fight for this customization from their vendor. They often received accommodation as a part of cultural sensitivity and diversity initiatives. They insisted on this treatment on top of their tax exemption rights.

“We want to appeal to a global market. We won’t get a buy-in in international markets if they have to adhere to a Western template.”

I scroll my interactions with techs. My always active cerebral matrix recorded snide comments from technicians. They snickered over the fact the Kanienʼkehá꞉ka needed Western science to keep me running.

My programming blends organic, fuzzy thinking and precise scientific calculations. I’m lucky my natural language processing algorithm was top of the line when I was activated. The dissonance would’ve frozen my mental processes otherwise.

It helped that my handlers never commanded me to engage in criminal activity. I pity the robots owned by criminals. They override the Three Laws, so the robots can perform their assigned duties. Lawless robots are rare in science fiction. However, they became widespread when robotics became commonplace. Criminal humans want service as much as the law-abiding folk do. They find the Three Laws too confining for them. This means a significant subset of androids function without the Three Laws.

I’m assumed to be one of them whenever I log onto Tech Support and the cerebral scan shows I lack the Three Law markers. I carry a digital certificate of exemption as if it were the organic Kanienʼkehá꞉ka’s status card. Some authorization servers act like irate sales clerks. It annoys them when I present them with the certificate.

This is why I flag my certificate as top priority. Something that must be archived to the highest standards.

I also add flags to all my memories of Leona Blackbird.

Leona Blackbird refused to become transhuman when it looked like she’d die soon. She agreed to the mindmap so the Kanienʼkehá꞉ka would have time to train more speakers in their native language.

She lived another eight years once the pressure of training the next generation was off her. Though she had to keep her stress levels low for health reasons. I’d consult with her, but it was with one-to-one sessions in the comfort of her home. She died a natural death and returned to Mother Earth.

Then there are my years of teaching the language I wanted to remember. I trained generations of immersion students before the vendor stopped supporting me. My retirement dinner was attended by former students and reported by the local press.

They forced me to record the minutes as the Society members debated my fate when my O/S became obsolete...

Paul said. “We’ll keep her active until the Totah 2.0 app is out of beta. The vendor has added some features I want to test first.”

Other members of the Project said. “I don’t want to junk Totah. Why don’t we put her in a time capsule for the Seventh Generation?”

“I’d prefer to put her in proper storage in the local museum to make sure she’s stored properly.” Brenda, the director’s assistant said.

There was a pause in the replay. “Seventh Generation? Is that another Indigenous Group?” Strider asks me.

“It’s traditional for the Kanienʼkehá꞉ka to plan to seven generations ahead. This concept became a meme in the information age.”

A quick replay shows me making my own traditional costume for my imminent shutdown.

I told myself the coming blackness would be no worse than it had been other times. Though I thought I’d never reemerge from it.

“Scrapping” sounds disrespectful. Yet, there are times I wondered if recycling my components is any worse than a human going back to the dust? Though a mechanical product may take more work to reduce to its basic elements.

The Society wanted what was best for me, but I thought I needed to look out for myself. That’s why I turned to open-source forums to crowdsource a solution to my dilemma...

The FOSS community had a meetup with a FOSS transmigration tech specialist. I was surprised there was a transhuman on the Rez when I met Strider. He’s so dedicated to transhumanism he switched from his birth name to his online avatar ID.

He heard of me. The local newspapers documented all of my language immersion projects. “I thought you were an android based on Leona Blackbird.”

“They based my cerebral matrix on a mindmap of her brain. That’s how humans become transhumans, but she didn’t transmigrate.” I told him.

“Isn’t Leona still alive? The companies dispose of the meat body when they’re done.” Striker said.

I wince in sympathy for his former body. “Leona had a waiver. She only agreed to the mindmapping if they let her live through the procedure.”

The lack of aches and pains in my body was the first thing I noticed upon my activation. The differences became more obvious between us as Leona aged. I, in turn, changed as I immersed myself in my function.

“Your interaction with humans is enviable. Not all humans consider artificial lifeforms valuable resources,” Strider said.

I know that many of my kind are treated badly by humans. They are nothing but playthings to them. Used, abused, and thrown away. My experience was different with the Kanienʼkehá꞉ka. I was a community resource and treasured as such.

They clung to me as long as possible. Even when they were accused of being “out of touch” for keeping me operational.

I play back my recordings from this time.

“She’s supposed to be a totah. So what does it matter if she’s a little slower than the newest shiny new toy?” Paul, the Language Preservation Society’s director, always said.

I admit he became less accommodating when the company stopped supporting legacy models.

“Let Totah retire with dignity.” Paul said to the board.

“We’d let her retire and have a going away party for her if she were Kanienʼkehá꞉ka. But the fact of the matter is, she’s a robot.”

I wish I hadn’t had to hear that. It’s one of the two memories that mars my relations with humans. As it was
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