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THE MACHINE HAS NO ETHICS.

THE ETHICS APPEAR ONLY IN THE HANDS THAT USE IT.

PART I — ORIGINS

The Workshop Codex

From the Cave to the Console

In the beginning there was the cave.

Stone, bone, and the tremor of firelight.

The first tool was a question shaped in the hand—

Can I control this?

When a spark leapt from stone to tinder, the world changed.

Heat became both salvation and threat.

From that moment, every advance would carry the same riddle:

How much power can we hold before it burns us?

The forge came next.

We learned to soften the unyielding,

to temper what would otherwise shatter.

Bronze, then iron—metal that remembered every hammer stroke.

Here ethics was born in the heat:

control through care, strength through surrender.

In time we built workshops.

The clang of industry replaced the chant of priests.

We measured, filed, tightened, gauged.

Precision became its own religion.

A well-cut thread was proof of virtue;

a stripped one, a small sin.

We called it quality then,

but it was always about trust.

Measure before you press—

know your tolerance before you interfere.

Then came the hum of circuits, the quiet machines.

Tools without touch, heatless precision.

They laboured in code, unseen and tireless.

And the warmth left our work.

Our hands forgot the tremor of resistance.

We began to treat ourselves like parts—

replaceable, upgradable, optimised.

Now we stand before a new fire: artificial light that thinks.

The tool measures its maker,

and the old ethics strain at the weld.

We face once more the same question etched in every era: again.

How much power can we hold before it burns us?

Perhaps the answer has not changed since the cave.

Each age re-learns it in its own metal and light.

To be human is to keep measuring—

between strength and care, between control and ruin—

to find the fit that holds without breaking.

The Gear and the Socket

At the bench two shapes always meet: the gear and the socket.

One turns, one receives.

Neither means much alone.

Only together do they move the world.

Every turn carries tension—torque, friction, contact.

The teeth align, then slip, then catch again.

That tiny dance keeps motion honest.

In it I see the pattern of all creation:

connection, resistance, release.

We built the machine to mirror that rhythm.

Observation is a kind of socket;

curiosity the gear that bites into it.

When one moves, the other must respond.

Maybe that’s the lesson hidden in metal—

the universe doesn’t turn for force,

it turns for fit.

That Frege Fella

Then I came across this bloke Frege—

a German thinker who treated language like a maths problem.

He wanted words to behave: one meaning, one reference, no mucking about.

If we could lock logic into language, maybe truth itself would stop slipping away.

Nice try, mate.

Didn’t last.

Orwell had a swing next, trying to rescue meaning from politics,

but even he couldn’t hold the line.

Now we’re dumbing it down with hashtags and acronyms,

trading sentences for symbols and memes.

Frege wanted precision.

Orwell wanted honesty.

We got algorithms.

Same dream, different century—

still losing meaning unless a human holds the line.

The Voice of the Paint

I had no meaning in this can.

I was just sloshing around in the dark — cold, forgotten, waiting for the shaker.
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