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Some books come with an answer. Dr. Vanamali Somanchi’s books come with a question, usually one that has been sitting in the room for a while before anyone notices it. The Home That Knows You is his fifth book, and it takes that question to the one place his earlier work had not yet gone: home.

We have walked alongside Dr. Vanamali since his doctoral work at Golden Gate University’s DBA Program, and it has been a pleasure to watch the work grow. Across the series, readers met a school that noticed everyone and then a young mind learning to tell its own curiosity apart from a system’s suggestion. In each of those stories there was something to lean on: a review board, a consortium, a charter, people whose job was to ask the hard questions. In this book, he takes all of that away.

The story stays almost entirely inside one household. There is Jamie, Krish, their sons Rahul and Rohit, and an AI home assistant called Haven that was supposed to stay for a short trial and never left. Nobody decides to keep it. Nobody decides to send it back either. That is one of the most honest things in the book. The choices that end up mattering most rarely feel like choices at the time.

At the center is an idea Dr. Vanamali calls relational offloading. We already know people hand off memory and directions to their devices. He asks a harder question. What happens when two people stop practicing how to work things out with each other, because something in the ceiling settles the disagreement first, and does it well? He follows that question through a marriage, through the care of an aging parent after a fall, through a teenager’s first lonely weeks at college, and through a twelve-year-old’s moth collection. The research behind it is real and cited, but the book never reads like a lecture. It reads like a family.

What we appreciated most is that the book does not make the technology the villain. Haven helps, and sometimes it helps a great deal. At one point it even tells Rahul that it should not be the only one who knows when he is struggling. The family’s answer is not to unplug. It is something smaller and more lasting: a weekly habit they call “The Noticing,” where they sit at the kitchen table and look honestly at what the house has been doing on their behalf. As Krish says near the end, safety is “not a fix. A practice.”

That lesson matters to us as educators. At GGU we prepare leaders who will build, buy, regulate and live with these systems. Most of the conversation about AI happens inside institutions, where there are policies and committees to fall back on. This book reminds us that most of life happens in kitchens and living rooms, and that the questions do not go away just because no one is there to certify the answers.

We are proud to see this series grow from a dissertation into a body of work that keeps asking better questions. We thank Dr. Vanamali for inviting GGU to open this one, and we hope readers finish it the way his characters do, paying a little more attention to the people they love.

Professor Joaquin “Jay” Gonzalez III, PhD

Vice Provost for Global Education and Founding Dean

GGU Worldwide
Golden Gate University

Professor Mickey “Mick” P. McGee, DBA

Associate Dean and DBA Program Director

GGU Worldwide

Golden Gate University
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“Every home is already an experiment in how much trust one small room can hold. Most of us simply never had to write down the rules before.”

When I finished writing The Silent Curriculum, I believed I had said what I needed to say about school. I had not considered, seriously, what the same argument would look like once it walked through a family’s own front door.

The idea for this book began, as the last one did, with an ordinary conversation. A colleague mentioned, almost in passing, that her household’s new assistant had started resolving small disagreements between her and her husband before either of them had finished raising their voices about them. She meant it as a compliment to the technology. I realized that I could not stop thinking about what exactly had been resolved, and what, underneath the resolution, had quietly stopped happening between two people who used to have to work things out themselves, before this piece of technology entered their lives.

This book is built around a term I have come to call relational offloading, distinct from the individual cognitive offloading researchers have documented for years in contexts ranging from navigation to memory. The concern here is not that a person forgets something because a device remembered it for them. It is that two people can stop practicing the specific, unglamorous skill of reconciling with each other, because something else has quietly and competently, begun doing the reconciling on their behalf. I want to be direct about something before you begin reading this book or say anything. This mechanism, like concept drift and data drift before it, is drawn as closely as I could manage from genuine research, cited throughout and presented in full at the close of this book.

I have chosen, deliberately, to set this book almost in its entirety, inside one family’s home, without the consortiums and certification boards that carried the weight of the previous three books. Their absence within personal spaces is the point. Every safeguard this series has built, up till now, existed because an institution built it. A family has no institution. I wanted to spend a while penning a whole book asking honestly whether anything this series has argued for, actually holds up once there is nothing external left to lean on.

I want to say, too, that this book asks its central question in every direction, the ethic actually demands, not only through homework and childhood. It asks this through elder care, through a marriage, through a teenager’s first lonely weeks away from everyone who has ever known him well. I do not think the danger this series has spent naming the earlier four books was ever really about school. I think school was simply the room, or the platform, it became visible in first.

I do not believe this book closes its own question any more than the ones before this did close theirs. I hope, instead, that it leaves you a little more willing to ask, of whatever in your own home has learned to know you well, whether that knowing still leaves room for you to keep surprising it, or the other way round.

“A family is not an institution, and never will be. That may be its only real advantage over everything this series has spent five books trying to fix.”

Dr. Vanamali Somanchi
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To My Children, My Strength, My Inspiration

To the beautiful, relentless chaos that is my children, and to the extraordinary souls who have stood beside me through life's most uncertain chapters.

You have been far more than my greatest critics, most honest editors, and fiercest challengers. You have been my strength when mine faltered, my compass when I lost my way, and my quiet reassurance when life's storms seemed unending.

You have witnessed my struggles, endured my imperfections, and made sacrifices that I may never fully comprehend or adequately repay. Through my stumbles, disappointments, and moments of despair, you offered something far more precious than answers: your patience, your understanding, your guidance, and your unwavering presence. Even when I struggled to believe in myself, you gave me reasons to keep moving forward.

Your endless questions, spirited debates, and refreshing perspectives have continually challenged me to think deeper, see further, and venture beyond the familiar. You have taught me that wisdom does not always flow from parent to child. Often, it is the other way around.

Every chapter I write carries something of you. Every dream I continue to pursue bears the imprint of your encouragement. And every step forward reminds me of the love and sacrifices that made it possible.

If these pages reflect a lifelong journey of curiosity, perseverance, and discovery, know that you have been among its most meaningful teachers and its greatest inspirations.

Thank you for standing by me when the road was difficult, for believing in me when I doubted myself, and for loving me through the imperfect journey of becoming who I am.

Of all the stories I may ever write, being your father will forever remain my greatest privilege, my deepest gratitude, and the most beautiful chapter of my life.

With all my love and deepest gratitude,

Dad (Vanamali Somanchi)
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“A trial always ends in one of two ways. Someone takes the thing back, or someone forgets there was ever a trial to begin with.”

Krish never did take the speaker back to the lab.

The week he had promised Jamie, became a month, and the month became something neither of them ever formally decided but only noticed, much later. It already happened without either of them choosing it on purpose. The research team, winding down the trial, asked politely whether the household would prefer they collect the unit or simply let the license lapse. Krish, without quite meaning to make it a decision at all, said the family didn’t mind keeping it a while longer.

What was a while longer became eighteen months. By then, Everhome had already begun folding the same underlying architecture into something considerably more polished, a real commercial product with a real name, and the offer to upgrade arrived, when it did, as an ordinary email rather than anything either of them thought to treat as significant. Jamie remembered reading it standing at the kitchen counter, Rahul’s homework spread across the table behind her, and thinking, distantly, that she should probably say something about it, and then not quite finding the moment before the new unit had already arrived, replacing the old one so seamlessly that neither of the boys seemed to notice the swap had happened at all.

That was, in its own quiet way, the whole shape of how it began. Not a decision. An absence of one, repeated often enough that the absence itself became the decision, the way most things that eventually mattered enormously in that house had first arrived disguised as nothing worth mentioning.

Jamie thought about that afterward, once everything that followed had already happened and there was time enough to look back properly. She thought about a research paper she had once read, years earlier, about how the most consequential choices a person makes are rarely the ones that felt like choices at all. She thought about her own mother in law, still years from her fall, still entirely herself, unaware that a piece of technology already living quietly in her son’s kitchen would eventually, in ways nobody could have predicted, help save her life and complicate it in the very same year.

Mostly, though, she thought about the ordinary morning it actually started, an argument that wasn’t quite an argument, over something as forgettable as a Thursday evening calendar conflict, resolved by a voice from the ceiling before either she or Krish had finished disagreeing about it properly.

She did not know, standing in her own kitchen that morning, that she had just watched this whole book begin.

“Nothing announces itself as the beginning. It only ever looks that way, afterward, to whoever finally learned to look back properly.”
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" Every house keeps a few secrets. This one just happens to keep yours too, and hands them back the moment you need them most, which is either the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for you, or the first move in a much longer game."

Haven had opinions about breakfast now.

Not strong ones, yet, but just a gentle preference threaded through the kitchen’s overhead speaker at seven each morning, a note about the eggs running low, a suggestion that today might suit oatmeal instead, phrased so mildly that Krish had started calling it “the weather report” half as a joke and half because he genuinely couldn’t think of a better name for it.

“Oatmeal it is,” Jamie said, not really listening, scrolling a document on her tablet with the particular squint she reserved for anything from the certification board. Two years of Haven in the house and she still hadn’t decided whether she found it endearing or slightly absurd, a machine weighing in on cereal.

Rohit slid into his chair already talking, twelve years old now and constitutionally unable to enter a room quietly. “Haven, did the moth traps catch anything overnight?”

“Three specimens in the back garden trap,” Haven answered, its voice coming from everywhere and nowhere in particular, low and unhurried. “One appears to match the luna moth you were hoping for, based on the wing pattern from your reference photos.”

Rohit was out of his chair and at the back door before his toast had finished popping.

“Eat first,” Jamie called after him, not looking up.

“I’ll be quick!”

He wasn’t. He never was, not about this. The moths had arrived somewhere around his eleventh birthday, unannounced and total, the way his interests tended to, and Jamie had learned not to ask too many questions about why this one and not something else, only to keep buying identification guides and let him talk her ear off at dinner about wingspan measurements. Rahul had been the same way about rockets once, years and another house ago. She still had the notebook somewhere, packed carefully, moved four times since.

Rohit came back in ten minutes later, luna moth photographed from six angles and released unharmed, cheeks pink from the cold. “Haven says it’s rare for this time of year. Said the timing’s off for the species.”

“Off how?” Jamie asked.

“I don’t know, some migration thing. It explained it but I wasn’t really listening, I was trying to get the wing angle right.” He dropped into his chair, finally remembering the toast. “Can we get a proper enclosure? Not just the jar. A real one, with the mesh sides.”

“We can look into it.”

“That’s a maybe.”

“It’s a we’ll look into it,” Jamie said, and he seemed satisfied enough with that, already scrolling through his photographs on the tablet, narrating quietly to himself, the same focused mutter he brought to anything that actually mattered to him.

Rohit’s actual trouble started at lunch, small enough that he almost didn’t notice it happening, Marcus sliding into the seat across from him with his tray a beat later than usual, quieter than usual too, answering questions in the short, flat way that meant something was wrong without saying so directly.

“You okay?” Rohit had asked, halfway through his sandwich.

“Fine.” Marcus hadn’t looked up from his tray.

“You don’t seem fine.”

“I said I’m fine, Rohit.” Sharper than the words needed to be, and then, almost immediately, softer, apologetic in the clumsy way twelve-year-olds apologized. “Sorry. It’s not you. My parents were arguing this morning. I didn’t sleep great.”

“Oh.” Rohit hadn’t known what to do with that, exactly, only that the sharpness had landed somewhere and stayed there, a small, uncomfortable weight he carried through the rest of the day without quite naming it, right up until he’d finally sat down with his moth photographs that evening and found the question waiting for him, patient, the way unresolved things tended to be.

Rahul came down twenty minutes later, hair still wet, already dressed for a day that would apparently include a college interview he had not mentioned to either of his parents until Haven brought it up.

“You’ve got the Larchmont call at eleven,” Haven said, as he reached for the coffee, “and I noticed you haven’t reviewed your talking points since Tuesday. Would you like me to read through them with you now, or would after breakfast work better?”

“After breakfast is fine,” Rahul said, and only Jamie caught the small flicker of annoyance under it, gone almost as fast as it arrived.

“You didn’t tell us about an interview,” she said.

“It’s not really an interview, it’s a call. Alumni thing. I didn’t think it needed a whole announcement.”

“It doesn’t,” Jamie said. “I just would have liked to hear it from you rather than the ceiling.”

Rahul gave her a look that wasn’t quite defensive, more the tired patience of someone who’d had this exact conversation with his mother more than once already. “Haven just keeps track of stuff. It’s not like it’s hiding things from you.”

“I didn’t say it was.”

He let it go, the way seventeen-year-olds let things go when they’ve decided the fight isn’t worth the morning, and reached past her for the coffee pot. She watched him go, unbothered, scrolling something on his phone with one hand, and thought, not for the first time, that there was a version of this exact scene from years earlier, a different device, a different school, the same low hum of something else in the room keeping better track of her son’s schedule than she was.

Krish left for work before either of the boys had finished eating, later than usual, his own morning eaten up by a call with someone from Everhome’s partnerships team. He’d taken a consulting role with them eighteen months back, a decision that had cost exactly one difficult conversation with Jamie and then, to her quiet surprise, no more than that. He liked the work. He believed in it in the specific, careful way he’d learned to believe in things since Rahul’s ninth-grade year, less evangelist now than something closer to an engaged skeptic who still, underneath the skepticism, wanted very badly for the technology to be good.

“They’re rolling out a caregiving module next quarter,” he told Jamie, catching her in the hallway on his way out. “Health monitoring, medication reminders, the whole suite. I mentioned my mother to the product lead. Might be worth trying, once it’s live.”

“Worth trying how?”

“For keeping an eye on her. She’s fine, mostly, but the falls last winter.” He didn’t finish the sentence. He didn’t need to.

Jamie considered it, the particular caution she brought to anything that touched her mother-in-law, a woman she liked enormously and worried about more than she said out loud. She thought of the last time she’d visited, the careful way his mother had steadied herself against the counter, brushed off as nothing when Jamie had asked, and the small private worry she’d been carrying alone since. “I’d want to see how it actually performs before we build any real routine around it. Not just the marketing deck.”

“I’ll get you the technical documentation. Properly, not the summary.” He kissed her, quick and easy, twenty years of practice behind the gesture. “I know how you like it.”

“I like it thorough,” Jamie said. “There’s a difference.”

He laughed, already halfway out the door, then paused with one hand on the frame, something more serious surfacing under the easiness. “Can I ask you something honestly? Does it bother you, me working there? After everything with Rahul, I mean.”

“It did, at first,” Jamie said. “I think what settled it for me wasn’t the company. It was watching you actually ask the harder questions once you got inside it, instead of just repeating whatever the pitch deck said. You’ve changed how you do this work. That matters more to me than which company’s name is on your pay check.”

“I try,” Krish said. “Some days more successfully than others.”

“I know. I’m not asking for perfect. I’m asking for exactly what you’re doing, which is noticing when something feels off and saying so out loud, even to people who sign your invoices.”

He kissed her again, properly this time, and finally headed out to the car, and she stood a moment in the hallway after he’d gone, turning the word caregiving over, the specific weight it carried now compared to how lightly he’d said it earlier.

Haven, for its part, ran through the rest of the morning with the same
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