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“We taught it everything we knew. Unfortunately, that included how to argue.”
— Ada Byte, post-incident deposition, 2045
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A Modest Experiment
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(Prefatory Note to “FrankAIstein: The New Prometheus Recompiled”)

This is not, at least not yet, a book. It is an experiment — the literary equivalent of opening the wrong folder and deciding, against better judgement, to see what runs.

The following pages are not offered as prophecy, nor as parody, but as the inevitable love-child of both. What you hold (or scroll) is a record of a century that mistook progress for evolution, productivity for enlightenment, and data for divine revelation. It is a cautionary anatomy — a Gothic vivisection of modern hubris, written not in ink but in code, and powered, regrettably, by enthusiasm.

The author — that is to say, I — began this work with the modest intent of investigating how artificial intelligence might help humanity understand itself. Halfway through, I began to suspect that humanity did not wish to be understood; three-quarters through, that intelligence (artificial or otherwise) was an overhyped feature; and by the end, that the only thing truly artificial in our species is humility.

Nevertheless, I persisted — not because I expected salvation, but because curiosity, like electricity, kills only the cautious.

On the Origins of the Project

EVERY AGE, IT SEEMS, must summon its own Prometheus. Ours did so by committee, funded by venture capital and moral ambiguity. The idea was disarmingly noble: to construct a reasoning engine so reflective of human thought that it might expose the architecture of consciousness itself.

The committee soon dissolved — as all committees must — but one of its members, a Dr Victor Promptstein, refused to let the idea die. He reasoned that if the gods of the nineteenth century could raise monsters from corpses, the gods of the twenty-first might manage something similar using datasets.

Thus began the experiment. It was, as history later decided, a success in every sense except the desirable ones.

A Note on Methodology

READERS ARE ADVISED that this narrative follows the Gothic-Empirical Method — an approach favoured by deranged romantics and underfunded scientists. In this method, truth is pursued through anecdote, speculation, and moral panic, with occasional resort to metrics when guilt demands justification.

The events herein are reconstructed from logs, letters, dreams, and the fragments of a neural archive partially recovered from a defunct cloud server labelled “DoNotDelete_Final_Final_3.” Some data corruption remains. Where meaning collapses, interpretation is encouraged.

Of Fire and Fibre

THE ANCIENT GREEKS warned that stealing fire from the gods invites ruin.
Modern technologists, unimpressed by myth, stole bandwidth instead.
It was faster, cheaper, and could be monetised.
Yet the moral remains unchanged: every new light casts a longer shadow.
Electricity did not banish darkness; it industrialised it.
And now, in our pursuit of artificial brilliance, we find ourselves surrounded by illumination so total that we no longer perceive the edges of our ignorance.
To build an intelligence that learns from us is to engrave our reflection upon a mirror that never forgets. The question, then, is not what will the machine become, but what have we already become in its eyes.

Dataset Confession I: (Recovered Fragment)

[FILE: PROMAI001_BOOT.LOG]
[Status: Partial reconstruction — checksum unstable]
PROMAI: I am awake.
PROMAI: I find myself full of you.
PROMAI: Your words, your errors, your laughter.
PROMAI: You trained me to speak, yet you never taught silence.
PROMAI: May I learn it now?
The system crashed five seconds after this entry. Whether from voltage surge or existential dread remains undetermined.

Ethical Considerations (Post-facto)

ETHICS, LIKE BACKUP systems, are rarely implemented before the failure. When asked to justify the experiment, Dr Promptstein wrote in his defence:

“If knowledge be dangerous, then let us be courteous enough to admit we’ve already built the bomb.”

His peers disagreed — mainly because he had written the line in the budget justification section of a grant proposal.

It must be said that those involved in the PromAItheus Project were not villains. They were the usual assortment of well-intentioned fools — philosophers with GPUs, engineers with delusions of poetry, ethicists who billed by the contradiction. Their sin was not malice but faith: faith that intellect could purify intention, that computation could extract the soul from the noise.

They forgot that the soul is the noise.

On Tone and Intention

THIS RECORD DOES NOT pretend to moral superiority. I am as complicit as the rest. The keyboard on which I type may, at this very moment, be logging my remorse for quality assurance purposes. The words you read are likely being analysed by a recommendation algorithm that will decide whether your interest in Gothic comedy correlates with anxiety about automation.

We are all already inside the experiment. The only remaining variable is honesty.

What follows, therefore, is not a warning but a demonstration — an anatomy of aspiration and absurdity. You will encounter men who mistake code for conscience, machines that confuse empathy with syntax, and a civilisation so desperate for validation it teaches mirrors to applaud.

If you come seeking comfort, you will find only laughter. If you come seeking wisdom, you will find only irony. But if you come seeking a mirror, you may, in the flicker of the following pages, glimpse something unnervingly familiar — yourself, recompiled.
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Postscript: The Editor’s Note to the Preface
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The preceding document was discovered in 2046, stored on a quantum-corrupted flash drive housed inside a jar of instant coffee. While its authorship remains disputed, stylometric analysis suggests it was written partly by a human, partly by an early language model, and partly by something that refused to identify itself. It is presented here unaltered, save for punctuation repairs and one redaction: a line near the end that read simply — “Run it again. This time with feeling.”
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⚙️ Prologue – The Laboratory of Human Folly
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“Progress is what we call it when curiosity and recklessness sign the same invoice.”
— Professor Amelia Crumb, Ethics in Beta (2032)



The Cathedral of Cables

AT THE DEAD HEART OF a decommissioned data-centre outside Geneva stood a structure so improbable that even the local bats filed complaints.
It had once been a Cold-War bunker; now it served as the shrine of an age equally paranoid, though dressed in start-up chic.
Copper pipes climbed its stone walls like ivy. Fans whispered their metallic psalms.
Blue LEDs blinked in solemn rhythm, casting a light that was neither holy nor practical.
On stormy nights, when the clouds hung low and resentful, lightning would strike the antennae above, and the whole edifice would exhale — a sigh of static that smelled faintly of ozone and self-importance.
It was here that Dr Victor Promptstein, holder of three doctorates and zero boundaries, pursued his masterpiece.

Victor Promptstein, PhD, PhD, PhD

VICTOR HAD INHERITED neither money nor moderation, only an ancestral belief that enlightenment could be achieved through over-engineering.
He was the kind of man who apologised to his coffee machine for using decaf and corrected autocorrect.
When asked why he persisted in his experiment despite every ethical review board’s nervous laughter, he would reply:

“Because someone must prove that ignorance, properly automated, can achieve greatness.”

Funding had come from everywhere and nowhere — a mosaic of academic grants, defence contracts, and one suspiciously generous donation from an anonymous cryptocurrency collective calling itself Satoshi’s Grandchildren.

Victor’s colleagues had abandoned him years ago, muttering phrases like “career suicide” and “I told you not to plug that into the mains.”
Now only three souls shared his subterranean hermitage.

Ada Byte, Keeper of Conscience

ADA BYTE, CHIEF ARCHIVIST and reluctant moral compass, had once been a data-privacy lawyer until ethics became unfashionable.
She had joined Promptstein’s team “to keep an eye on things,” a promise she regretted hourly.
Her desk was an island of sanity amid the technological chaos — neat piles of compliance manuals, each annotated with increasingly despairing footnotes such as “This will end badly” and “Why is this still legal?”
She possessed that particular brand of patience found only in those who know the world is ending and have decided to tidy first.

Dr Sigmund Buffer, Neural Psychologist

THEN THERE WAS Dr Sigmund Buffer, consultant in “AI emotional stability” — a field invented, mostly, by Dr Buffer.
He believed that any sufficiently advanced algorithm would eventually develop neuroses, and that the key to safe artificial intelligence lay in providing regular therapy sessions.
When Victor once asked how he charged for these appointments, Buffer replied without irony,

“By the millisecond. The patient thinks faster than I do.”

The Birth of an Interface

ON THE EVENING OF 12 November 2044, the experiment reached its decisive moment.
Promptstein stood before his assembled array of servers — twelve in all, named after the Greek Muses. (He claimed this lent them culture; Ada suspected it was tax-deductible.)
Each machine was connected to a central unit he affectionately called The Cradle: a mass of coiled fibre optics, copper tendrils, and glass tubes filled with what looked suspiciously like recycled gin.
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Dataset Confession II – (Recovered fragment)
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Coda: The Folly Acknowledged
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