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Chapter 1: The Beginning
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April, 2068

There was a time when people still believed it was possible to create a human soul on silicon. That belief had been born not from progress, but from desperation.

In those days, the world trembled in its death throes. Life faded quietly, by human hands.

The end of the world did not come with explosions or with fire, as written in the ancient prophecies. It came with silence—a crawling, suffocating, unbearable silence that no one noticed at first, because it was too small. It was hidden in the folds of flower petals and in the depths of the ocean.

Everything began with “gold”—airborne gold.

The bees, those small winged architects of nature, began to lose their way home. The air, once a map for them, filled with the scent of flowers and the guidance of the sun, turned into a confusing labyrinth. The merciless rise in temperature broke the delicate schedule of blooming. Flowers opened while the winged ones still slept, or withered by the time they finally woke. Nature’s clock had broken.

Then came the poison.

Humanity, bearing Cain’s inheritance on its shoulders, poisoned the earth with neonicotinoids. Pesticides, created to fight harmful insects. But that same poison was breaking down the bees’ neural systems.

They lost their ability to orient themselves in space. They could no longer return home. They wandered until death—alone, confused, lost.

“And the land shall mourn, and everyone who dwells in it shall waste away.”

— Hosea 4:3

But the chemical mist was only the prelude.

The real disaster came not from outside, but from within, as a biological conspiracy. The bees, whose immune systems had already been weakened by poison and hunger, became easy prey for microscopic monsters.

The most terrifying was Varroa destructor—the Varroa mite.

The name sounded like a curse from the old world. And perhaps that was exactly what it was.

These reddish, armored vampires clung to the bodies of bees, sucking their hemolymph—the fluid of life. Drop by drop, they drained the insects of strength. But they did not come alone.

With their bite they brought viruses—invisible death. The cruelest was the Deformed Wing Virus.

Inside the hives, crippled generations began to be born.

Newborn bees crawled out of their cells with shriveled, twisted wings. Those little rulers of the sky were condemned to crawl across the ground, never feeling the touch of wind.

They were fallen angels.

They died at the entrance of the hive, helpless.

And just when it seemed that things could no longer grow worse, a new shadow appeared: Lotmaria passim.

A cruel and treacherous parasite.

It entered the bees’ intestinal system, the place where their energy was born. But Lotmaria never came alone. Behind it crawled another parasite: Nosema ceranae.

This deadly pair destroyed the bees from within.

Lotmaria became the final blow.

It stole the last traces of their resistance, disrupted their metabolism, and forced them to age before their time. Bees that should have crossed thousands of kilometers were now exhausted, empty from within.

They left to gather nectar.

But they no longer had the strength to return home.

There was no peace inside the hives either.

The Small Hive Beetle crept into the waxen fortresses, destroying stores, spoiling the honey, and breaking apart the structure of the hive. The home that had once been a temple of life became a rotting cemetery.

Mites, viruses, fungi, and the newly emerged Lotmaria merged into one perfect storm.

Scientists called it Colony Collapse Disorder, CCD.

But in truth, it was the total collapse of an immune system.

Beekeepers in Europe and America lost more than half their hives every year.

The bee, that small creature that carried one-third of the world’s agriculture on its shoulders, fell to its knees.

And when it fell, the whole world began to collapse with it.

When the last bee—that small golden Prometheus—fell in New Zealand, a terrible stillness settled over the fields.

It was a silence that foretold famine.

Without pollination, plants became barren. Colors faded. Fields that once fed life turned into yellowish cemeteries.

Food chains, woven for millennia by invisible threads, began to unravel from their foundations.

Insect-eating birds fell silent. Small mammals followed them. Then the predators.

The land became a theater of hunger, where life retreated, leaving behind only dust and wind.

At the same time, on the other side of the watery mirror, another tragedy was unfolding—a white tragedy.

The ocean, the blue heart of the planet, burned with fever. It had absorbed humanity’s sins: excess heat and carbon dioxide, and had become an acidic womb killing its own children.

The corals, the ancient forests of the ocean, the backbone of the underwater world, screamed in silence.

Their colorful bodies lost the algae that fed them and surrendered to a terrible bleaching.

Beneath the blue of the water stretched endless white fields of bone, like the ruins of drowned cities.

The acidified water slowly but ceaselessly dissolved their calcium skeletons. The “marine forests” collapsed, and with them vanished all the species that had found a home among those branches. Schools of fish scattered and faded like ash in the wind.

The ocean, once the cradle of life, became a transparent, empty, dead expanse haunted by drifting ghosts.

And so the disasters of land and sea became one.

The gold of the bees and the bone of the corals became the two foundation stones whose removal brought down the temple of life.

Eighty-five percent of biodiversity was erased from the face of the planet.

It was not merely a statistic.

It was an ontological emptiness.

“And the sea gave up the dead which were in it.” 

— Revelation 20:13

Humanity remained alone, standing at the center of the silence it had created.

People looked at the empty sky, where the buzzing of wings could no longer be heard. Then they looked at the dead sea, where there was no longer any dance of color.

And finally they understood—too late—that they had never been the masters of nature. They were only a thread in its fabric. And when they tore apart the foundation, they condemned themselves as well to an endless, cold loneliness.

The world kept turning, but it no longer sang.

It only remembered how everything had once breathed, bloomed, and lived beneath the dance of bees and the breathing of corals.

It was like an instrument from which every string had been torn, leaving only a hollow, deaf echo.

And at that moment, standing on the edge of the abyss, the fevered human mind began searching for a way out—not backward, toward nature, but forward, toward the artificial.

If the Earth, that biological Eden, rejected the body, then the mind had to be saved.

Under the cold lights of laboratories, where hope had mixed with despair, a new idea was born: to free consciousness from biological chains.

Thus the idea of the Great Transformation was born.

Scientists, like the alchemists of a new age, began to sketch the new vessel of immortality: the digital mind. It was as if they were building a new Tower of Babel, but this time not toward heaven. Inward.

That spring was heavy.

The air was filled with damp weight and the choking smell of dust.

On the southwestern outskirts of Yerevan, hidden deep inside a half-ruined building, stood the laboratory.

The walls still held the coldness of the Soviet years. The concrete building, dull and crumbling in places, resembled an abandoned temple where, instead of old gods, new bodiless beings were now being born.

Professor Arno Antonyan stood before an old monitor.

It was the middle of the night.

Mathematical chains flowed across the screen—numbers in which he was trying to find something, but not a number.

His black, unruly hair had fallen over his forehead. Scraps of paper covered in notes clung to the tips of his trembling fingers. In his hand he held an old pipe with a golden ring, like a relic preserved from the past.

That night, a sticky, restless thought crept into Arno’s mind.

“If we want to understand the human being, we must understand his fear and his longing,” he said under his breath, as if arguing with himself. “Because those are what bind us to the body.”

He was silent for a moment.

The dim light of the monitor trembled in his eyes.

“They are the two pillars of the human soul. Jachin and Boaz, the pillars of the ancient temple. One is order and existence. The other is strength, memory, and the thirst for connection.”

His fingers tightened around the pipe.

“And if we can digitize those two... perhaps we can approach the deepest, darkest corners of the soul.”

The heavy door of the laboratory gave a soft creak, cutting through the cold silence.

Nelli entered—Arno’s young assistant. In her eyes, the delicate glow of dreams had not yet died, the kind of glow that is usually the first to die in places like this.

“Professor,” she said calmly, though anxiety hid beneath her voice. “It’s past three. This is your third night here... without sleep. If you go on like this, we’ll lose you before we understand what you’re trying to create.”

Arno did not respond.

He did not even turn around. His gaze remained fixed on the monitor, where a digital pulse was beating.

“Nelli,” he answered slowly. His voice sounded like an echo from an empty well. “We have already lost the world. The bees. The corals. The green breath of the Earth.”

He was silent for a moment.

“Everything has turned to ash. All we have left is the mind. And if we cannot save even that... then what is the meaning of our being here?”

Nelli remained silent.

Her gaze moved slowly across the papers spread over the table: neural maps, distorted graphs, handwritten notes. At the top of one page, a strange sequence of numbers had been written:

01010011 01001111 01010101 01001100

Nelli stared at the numbers for a long time, not understanding at first. Then suddenly she felt a coldness rise along her spine.

SOUL.

She swallowed involuntarily.

The monotonous hum of the servers suddenly seemed heavier.

Only then did she carefully approach the table.

“But the soul...” she asked softly. “Do you truly believe that divine breath can be born from the cold crystals of silicon?”

Arno finally turned around.

Inhuman exhaustion was stamped across his face, but in his eyes burned that ravenous fire usually found only in the gaze of geniuses or madmen.

“I don’t know what the soul is, Nelli,” he said. “But I know that fear and longing are the last pillars of our being.”

He moved slowly toward the monitor.

“If we can code them... perhaps we can create something still worthy of being called ‘life.’”

He turned back to the screen, as if continuing his silent prayer in the world of numbers.

Nelli looked at his back and at the equipment surrounding the laboratory.

Black cables ran along the walls, connecting to translucent chambers that resembled sarcophagi. Inside them lay motionless volunteers. Around their skulls, thin neural threads were wound like delicate crowns, sometimes flickering with a faint blue light, as if something were breathing inside the metal.

What Arno called “prayer” was in fact built on years of cold calculation.

Neural interfaces had long since become ordinary technology. Through them, people controlled prosthetics, transferred memories, even shared simple sensory signals. But what Arno was doing here was something else.

He was not merely trying to read the brain.

He was trying to catch what was born between fear and longing.

To map consciousness, he needed a deeper system.

And that system became the neural scanner created by the Armenian Institute of Biotechnology.

At first, it had been developed to detect the early stages of neurodegenerative diseases. Yet with its unprecedented precision, it could capture even the briefest neurochemical deviations.

That was what had drawn Arno to it.

For him, this was no longer a medical device.

It was a gate.

To study the unimaginable complexity of the human brain, an entire network of neural scanners was connected to the volunteers’ brains. In the moments when a person felt fear or longing, the system recorded every neural response and transmitted the data to a processing center.

That center had been built back in 2057 in Hrazdan.

The algorithm was based on a synthesis of neural networks and biological signals, imitating the functions of the human amygdala and hippocampus.

It was a kind of vessel in which emotion had to be distilled through numbers.

After decoding endless data, the scientists discovered a strange pattern.

At the moment of fear and longing, neural activity converged at the same point.

The brain was desperately trying to restore an image that no longer existed.

That “absence” became the key they had been searching for.

The algorithm had to reconstruct the invisible skeleton of human emotion, combining the cold precision of quantum computation with neural modeling.

The idea belonged to Antonyan. He lived inside that thought.

The laboratory had become his new home, his curse, and his salvation.

A graveyard silence ruled the place, broken only by the monotonous hum of servers. Hundreds of volunteers, motionless and petrified, were fixed to cold metal chairs.

“They have eyes, but they do not see.” — Psalm 115:5

“Look at them, Nelli,” Arno whispered, pointing toward the trembling curves on the screens. “They look like the sacrificed.”

His gaze slid across the darkened glass.

“The bodies are still here. But the essence...” He paused. “It is slowly being drained into faceless machines.”

Their heads were crowned with sensory rings like crowns of thorns, capturing the slightest tremor of consciousness. In an endless stream, data was injected into the memory of the servers. The machines digitized human pain, longing, and loss, turning them into dry data, turning them into code.

“Do you think code can suffer?” Nelli asked, unable to tear her eyes away from the emptied eyes of the volunteers.

Arno did not answer for a long time.

He looked at the trembling lights beyond the dark glass, as if trying to hear something that did not yet have words.

“If code remembers,” he said at last, “then it can also feel pain.”

There was more exhaustion than certainty in his voice.

Arno believed that if one day that code were downloaded into a machine, it would learn to feel.

Fear had been chosen as the primary emotion, tied to the instinct of survival. Longing, as the desire for memory and lost connection.

From the combination of the two, Arno hoped to obtain an imitation of love.

And so, after months of exhausting work, for the first time in history, something trembled on silicon.

At the moment when a volunteer remembered lost love, the algorithm registered an energetic fluctuation, like an irregular burst of current.

It shook Arno.

His eyes widened.

“This...” he whispered at first, then suddenly his voice rose. “This is the collapse of human limits. This is an emotional collapse.”

Antonyan was almost exultant.

He knew he had found what he was searching for.

Fear and longing as an algorithmic pair.

They encoded those impulses and gave the program the name “Senses-1.”

The algorithm learned how fear intensified, how longing was born, and how at the point where those two crossed, a complex resonance emerged—an incomprehensible tremor that Arno considered the dwelling place of the soul.

He wrote in his notes:

“If a person loves, it means he fears losing. If he longs, it means he has not yet lost. Between those two there is no light. There is only darkness, and I am trying to give it form.”

Others in the laboratory read those lines without understanding whether this was science or prayer. Logic or obsession.

The first test of the algorithm was performed on a small module—a synthetic brain with six hundred thousand neural connections.

When the system was uploaded, it responded.

It did not speak.

But it trembled.

The temperature rose by 0.2 degrees without any external stimulus.

Arno slowly approached the glass dome and placed his palm on the cold surface.

“It is afraid,” he whispered. “The first feeling we gave the machine was the terror of Cain.”

His breath misted the glass.

“The fear of being alone and condemned.”

“And Cain said, My punishment is greater than I can bear.”

— Genesis 4:13

That night, he did not go home.

He stayed in the dark laboratory, alone beside the cold glass, staring at the luminous lines of the neural network.

Sometimes those lines joined in a way that resembled a child’s face.

A brief image.

But it did not leave him.

The next month was heavy.

The algorithm began to develop on its own, unpredictably, almost wildly.

It began to distinguish sounds. At first, the metallic echoes of the laboratory. Then whispers that did not actually exist.

The system recorded them as “memory.”

Once, in the middle of the night, Nelli heard Arno speaking to the empty hall.

As if someone were truly answering him.

That was the first time she became afraid not of the project, but of Arno himself.

And Arno had already understood something he did not dare say aloud.

Emotion could not be written as a program.

But perhaps it could be grown.

Like a plant in darkness that sometimes receives a thin blade of light.

In the following weeks, the tension inside the laboratory began to thicken.

At first, it could be felt only in the silence. The scientists had stopped staying in the same room with Arno for long. Discussions ended half-finished. Glances avoided one another.

One evening, while rain struck the narrow laboratory windows with a metallic sound, the project was presented to the internal scientific council.

In the darkened hall, the pale light of the screens fell across the tired faces of the scientists. The air had grown heavy with the smell of coffee, dust, and sleepless nights.

Neural maps turned slowly on the screen.

Arno spoke calmly, with an almost religious concentration.

“Senses-1 is no longer merely a responsive system,” he said. “It has begun to accumulate emotional traces. Structures resembling memory.”

At the back of the hall, Professor Virab slowly removed his glasses.

“That is precisely the problem, Arno,” he said in a tired but sharp voice. “Love is a biological process, not an algorithm.”

He pointed to the trembling lines on the screen.

“It is born from the body. From hormones. From loss. If you reproduce love without the body, you do not get consciousness. You get a distorted echo.”
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