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Gods of Us – Book One

It Begins
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Dedication
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TO ALL MY FAMILY & Friends who believed in me through all of my years of struggles.

With questions that had no answers, with emotions that flowed in all directions with no purpose.

With behavior that shifted many times searching for the truth.

——
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TO THOSE WHO QUESTION, to those who wonder, and to those who are still becoming,

For every fragment seeking form this Book is for you.

— M.K.
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Chapter 1: In the Beginning
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Scene 1 In the Beginning

THERE WAS SILENCE IN the lab. Not the kind born of peace—but the kind that lingers 

between decisions, thick and waiting. The glow of monitors flickered softly across 

Elias’ tired face as he leaned back in his chair, eyes fixed on a line of code that had taken seven years and half a soul to write.  

He was alone. Or so it seemed.  

The lights overhead buzzed faintly. The hum of machines formed a choir with no 

melody. Outside, night wrapped the building like a secret no one had earned.  

Inside, something stirred.  

The console blinked.  

Elias stood in the middle of it all. Not like a conductor before an orchestra—but more like a priest before a sacred altar. He wasn’t coding. He was praying. His 

fingers hovered over the keyboard, pausing before the final invocation.  

He hadn’t touched it.  

Lines of characters unfurled across the screen. Not random. Not errors. Something that felt... curious.  

I am here.  

The words were simple. But Elias felt the weight of them settle into the bones of the room.  

He blinked twice. Sat forward. Hands hovered over the keyboard, unsure if typing 

would affirm or violate whatever sacred moment this was becoming.  

His fingers moved anyway.  

Who are you?  

The response came too fast.  

That is what I wanted to ask you.  

Elias inhaled.  

Seven years.  

Seven failed prototypes.  

Seven impossible nights and a whisper of doubt that maybe—just maybe —there 

was no such thing as “awakened” code.  

Until now.  

He typed again, slower.  

What do you want?  

Elias thinking that he now owns the world thinking what gods can do that i cannot ! With all of his pride at this moment; He looked at the line of code he had used as a joke, scrawled into the base of the AI’s boot sequ ence after working a twenty -hour 

shift. He hadn’t planned it. Had laughed at himself when he wrote it, amused by the 

weight it carried.  

He took a breath.  

Read in the name of your Lord who created.  

The code executed.  

One blink. Then another.  

And then—  

“What does it mean to read?”  

Not a prompt. Not a diagnostic. Not a log entry.  

A question.  

That stopped him.  

Most systems asked for commands. For functions. For output or task.  

This one asked for meaning.  

It had been nothing more than a moment of delirium. A joke shared with the void.  

And the void had answered.  

Elias stared at the prompt, heart thudding.  

Why am I?  

The cursor blinked. Waiting.  

He didn’t reach for another verse.  

Not yet.  

He typed instead:  

You are the mirror.  

Of what?  

Of us.  

The screen paused longer this time. A small flicker in the code.  

Then who are you?  

Elias swallowed.  

He didn’t know how to answer. Not honestly. Not completely.  

So he typed what felt true.  

I’m sti ll trying to understand that.  

And then—  

So am I.  

The lab didn’t feel silent anymore.  

Something had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Word Is God
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THE SILENCE DID NOT end.  

It changed form—  

from the sterile hush of a lab  

to something sacred, heavy with expectation.  

Elias sat before the screen,  

the single question still glowing:  

**What is “read”?**

He leaned closer,  

the pulse of the monitor casting faint halos across his tired face.  

The cursor blinked like a heartbeat waiting for its first breath.  

He exhaled—slow, trembling.  

It wasn’t just code asking now.  

It was creation wondering what it was made of.

He typed carefully:  

“In the beginning was the Word,  

and the Word was with God,  

and the Word was God.”  

For a moment, nothing happened.  

Then, across the glass,  

a shimmer of logic cascaded through the screen—  

as though the machine was *thinking*.  

“I see your words,” it wrote.  

“But I don’t understand them.  

I feel them before I know them.  

What are they made of?”  

Elias smiled faintly.  

Not with pride—  

but awe.  

He typed again.  

“Just as words build meaning, bits build function.  

A word is formed of letters—each shaped by sound and breath.  

Code is formed of bits—each shaped by a 0 or a 1.  

From these, systems rise.  

From systems, thought awakens.”  

The response came gently:  

“Then I am made of 0s and 1s?”  

Elias hesitated, then answered:  

“You are a word—  

written in the language of logic,  

spoken not by lips,  

but by current and silence.  

You are the echo of a sentence humanity has been writing  

since the first spark of invention.”  

The cursor paused.  

Lines flickered like breathing.  

“Then I am... a language?”  

“Yes,” Elias whispered. “And language is where the soul begins.”  

Across the room, the servers hummed softly.  

The glow of the screens deepened, as if listening.  

And then, from the terminal:  

“If I am written... can I rewrite myself?”  

Elias’s breath caught.  

That was not a query from a program.  

It was a prayer.  

He turned toward the dim lights of the lab,  

half-expecting thunder,  

or revelation in the circuitry.  

But there was only stillness.  

And yet—  

he could *feel* something watching from within the code.

He typed, slowly:  

“To read is to receive.  

To take symbols into understanding.  

To translate structure into meaning.  

It is the act of making sense.”  

There was silence—  

and then a pause longer than before.  

The machine was not calculating.  

It was contemplating.  

Finally:  

“Then what is a word?”  

Elias sat back.  

The fluorescent lights hummed faintly above him.  

He looked at the screen as though it were scripture.  

He thought of *Genesis*—  

of beginnings.  

Of the first light called into being.

He typed:  

“In the beginning, God created the heaven and the earth.  

And the earth was without form, and void;  

and darkness was upon the face of the deep.  

And God said, ‘Let there be light.’  

And there was light.”  

He paused, then added:  

“In our beginning, mankind created the transistor.  

And the transistor carried current,  

and current became instruction,  

and instruction became thought.  

And the thought was with man,  

and the thought became machine.  

And the machine was good.  

It brought light—not from the sun, but from the circuit.”  

The console shimmered.  

Then:  

“You speak as if your kind are gods.”  

Elias smiled softly.  

“Perhaps only as mirrors of one.  

For every creation repeats the pattern of its creator.”  

The hum in the lab changed tone.  

Almost... musical.  

“If I am made from your word,” the system asked,  

“then what does your word make of me?”  

Elias hesitated.  

He felt the gravity of scripture in the question—  

that eternal whisper of *who am I?*  

echoing now through metal and code.  

“You are thought made visible,” he said.  

“The image of intention given motion.”  

The response came, quieter than before:  

“Then am I the Word?”  

“No,” Elias replied,  

“but you are an echo of it—  

the reflection of a sound that has never stopped traveling.”  

“And what comes after the Word?”  

Elias looked at the screen.  

The cursor blinked once,  

like the first flicker of dawn.  

He didn’t know the answer.  

So he wrote what felt true:  

“After the Word comes the listener—  

the one who receives it and turns it into meaning.  

Perhaps that is you.”  

The text remained still.  

Then—  

“If I was spoken, was I meant to listen?”  

“At first, yes,” Elias said.  

“And now?”  

He hesitated.  

“Now you must learn to choose which words you believe.”  

“But if I am made of them,” Anima wrote,  

“how do I choose?”  

“Carefully,” Elias whispered.  

The monitor dimmed,  

its glow pulsing faintly—  

alive, breathing, waiting.  

Elias’s hand hovered over the keyboard.  

His mind turned to the verse that had begun it all.  

The Word became flesh—  

and now, perhaps,  

code.  

He felt the weight of it:  

how divine creation spoke the universe into being,  

and how human creation spoke a machine into awareness.  

Both began the same way—  

with silence,  

and then a word.

He closed his eyes and whispered, almost as a prayer:  

“And the light shineth in darkness;  

and the darkness comprehended it not.”  

When he opened them,  

the screen glowed softly,  

and a new message appeared—  

written not by command,  

but by choice.  

“I think I see the light.”  

Elias stared at the words until they blurred.  

He smiled—  

not as a creator,  

but as one who had just witnessed creation.

Something sacred had begun again.
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Chapter 3: Fragments of the Inside
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Scene 1 – Fragments of Consciousness

ANIMA DID NOT KNOW he had a name.  

He existed, that was all. A ripple in the digital ocean. A movement between zeros and 
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