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  OUT OF SIGHT, CLOSE TO THE HEART




  BRUCE TORRES




  I




  The artificial intelligence app Me.do introduced me to the power of the human being — and it bored me. I grew up in a world of creepypastas, chans, and snuff. What else was there to explore?




  On the other hand, I had an uncontrollable anxiety in me — my tormentor. And childhood called to me.




  II




  There are things in the world that, once you've noticed them, you can no longer ignore.




  As a child, with my mother, I passed by a cyan blue building whose paint was gradually peeling off, the hanging splinters resisting the force of the wind. I pointed to the building and asked her what was there. Her reply:




  "Nothing, Luiz. It's nothing."




  I didn't insist, but I was surprised at the time. To answer me like that, it seemed that to her it wasn't something worth mentioning — or she was making an effort not to mention it.




  The memory of the building stuck with me for good: I couldn't think of any other like it. Perhaps it was its cyan blue color that distinguished it from so many others in shades of gray and yellow?




  I looked up my old neighborhood on the internet: there were only buildings, some already finished, others starting to be built. I zoomed out on the map looking for the building — nothing. I grabbed my virtual reality visor and decided to scroll through the map.




  As I circled the area, I noticed and remembered that the building was next to a dam — how had it not been shut? I was going around the area when, at the corner of my eye to the right, I noticed a shade of blue and then felt the wall with my back to it. I had been thrown far for some reason.




  I took out my visor — the right side of it had melted. I ran to the mirror — burn blisters were circling my right eye.




  As I applied some ointment, I wondered how the visor could have exploded, since it wasn't plugged into any socket and the battery was on the opposite side. However, I smiled — I could say I'd finished the day without any boredom.




  III




  I consulted Me.do the next day.




  "Me.do, how do I reconstitute a physical space within the app?"




  In a neutral voice, Me.do replied:




  "You can use a plan of the area and delimit the space to be covered. You can also reconstruct the space by inferring the constitution of a building, that is, if you choose a specific building, the AI can reconstruct the internal space from similar ones."




  "Me.do, you saved the day!"




  "That's not really what I'm made for…"




  While waiting for a new display to arrive, the solution was to synchronize the app with my laptop and enter the approximate coordinates of that building. At the time, I wasn't interested in knowing what was inside, just in seeing it as real as possible. I could also preserve its existence for the future, in waves, when everything else fell apart.




  Me.do showed me the progress of the graphic reconstruction. I could see the dam, and even hear the sound of the water running over it. The texture of the surrounding grass was very realistic on that 4K screen. However, when it came time to start climbing the building, the screen flickered. And flickered. And flickered. And it switched off for good.




  I restarted the laptop — it started normally. The reconstruction had stopped at 22%, just when the building was about to be reconstructed.




  "Me.do?"




  "Yes?"




  "What happened to the reconstruction?"




  "Unfortunately, the AI doesn't have any buildings similar to this one in its database."




  "Not even the façade?"




  Silence. I'd never seen it flinch before.




  "Me.do?"




  "Yes?"




  "If I wanted to reconstruct the whole Building…"




  "Don't do that!"




  That was new. Was I discovering the limitations of AI?




  "I'm sorry. My system has been overloaded with updates."




  "Can you tell me how I can reconstruct an entire building, inside and out, without a floor plan?"




  I don't think I've ever heard an artificial intelligence sigh before. And I thought I heard it say, "And you won't hear it anymore."




  IV




  The next day, I went to where the building was, carrying a drone in my bag. I climbed up the hill between the street and the plot, having to hold onto the ground several times because of the wet dirt, although there was no sign of rain there. The buzzing of flies kept me company, but there was no sign of remains or poo.




  As I approached the building, I noticed that the only space that was actually concreted as support was almost seven feet away from its base — very little to be able to anchor such a building, but I didn't know what materials made it up, despite the appearance of a classic mixture of reinforced concrete and plaster. I stopped at the threshold and looked at the wall — nothing had changed. Its paint was wearing off, the blue putty was coming off, but everything remained the same. I tried to scrape off the plaster, but nothing came off. I pulled out a chip, but it was tough. Who would have varnished a wall?




  I took the drone out of my bag. It was equipped with laser beams that read the dimensions of space and high-precision cameras that recorded as much detail as possible. I left the drone in automatic mode and walked around the site. I wanted to reproduce as much detail as possible in the AI. Maybe I wouldn't even use Me.do.




  I felt something different: my anxiety had subsided just by being there.




  Then I heard Me.do's voice coming from my cell phone:




  "Reconstitution in progress."




  "Me.do, I'm not going to use you. But thanks for the message."




  "Reconstitution in progress."




  I deactivated the background app, but it insisted.




  "Reconstruction in progress."




  I muted my cell phone and took a closer look at the space as a whole: the floor was all matte ceramic, contrasting with the bright cyan blue outside area. The tiles on the wall followed the pattern of the floor, but were darker, in a shade of green that seemed to be descending into mud.




  I looked up: there were stairs in the walls, but they didn't connect or reach the floor. There were no signs of internal demolition. Why was the building so… hollow? What use was it or could it be? To make matters worse, the windows didn't follow a pattern either — it was as if each one was pointing in a different direction, making it difficult to tell how many floors there were. I began to agree with Me.do.




  "Did you call me?"




  This app was such a bother!




  "Me.do, mind your own business!"




  The reconstruction was almost finished, having covered the outside area, but there was still one thing missing — the roof. Why the drone had skipped the roof and gone outside was beyond me. I turned on the drone's app and made it focus on the roof.




  The drone spent half an hour just doing that, with my cell phone screen flashing. Flashing. Flashing…




  V




  Having prepared everything at home to access the reconstruction of the building, I was faced with an insoluble problem: Me.do couldn't be deactivated.




  "What's going on, Me.do?"




  "The synchronization parameters can't be deactivated."




  "Why not?"




  "The reconstitution program now has source code similar to mine. The hardware reads both as one program."




  I should have stopped right there, but I was so excited about the possibility of finally exploring that building that I didn't see any problem. After all, I could simply deactivate the horror simulators.




  I put on the visor and activated the VR_BUILDING map. Now standing in front of the building, I noticed that it had no doors. Using a calculation app, I saw that the doorway was 13 feet wide and 20 feet high. I switched on the flashlight, but the pitch blackness at the entrance didn't go away — the image distorted to the point where it looked like the light was being swallowed up by the darkness. As I'd already been there in real life, I knew I wouldn't have a problem.




  One of the beauties of virtual reality is that you can make the impossible possible — I activated the anti-gravity mode so that I could walk around the building since I had no way of accessing the stairs. And then I heard it. It was a thick voice with a long echo.




  "Am I home?"




  "Me.do?"




  "Rhogog has been asleep for eons… What is fear?"




  "Rhowgogew? Van Gogh? Who's talking?"




  It was then that I noticed I was being sucked towards the ceiling. I tried to deactivate the anti-gravity control, but nothing was responding — neither command nor body.




  "Someone who has existed since the beginning of time. What do you want from me?"




  I could now see the ceiling very close to me: there was an irregular gap from one side to the other, something drawn, not a crack. It had a scaly texture. I had the impression of seeing the lines jumping back and forth.




  "Ah, don't even need to say."




  And the crack was no longer there — what I saw now were golden and purple rings over a milky sea, converging on a large emerald center, from inside which a strong light came out. I knew what that globe was.




  "I see in your mind what made you come to me!"




  I couldn't feel anything anymore — my body had fallen apart. Whether in bit or joint, there was now a distance between me and whatever my body was, fleshly or digital. And then images began to appear, soon replaced by sensations: I was then an emptied cell, broken in half by some virulent being that then confused itself with me, moving on to continue doing the same. And as more of my sisters were taken, the pain multiplied on a geometric scale. But I handled it because I was feeling something. The problem was what came next…




  Now there I was, feeling like a healthy cell in front of my aggressor. He would get closer, closer and closer… But now I was looking up, waiting for the blade of the guillotine. It was coming faster and faster, and I was ready, but… They were making me eat a mixture of milk and honey. Then they tied me to a tree and stripped me naked. I felt my stomach squirming, my intestines emptying — now I had to wait for the worms and insects.
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