It Feels Like Love

“You are a facsimile.”

The first thing you think is that in space one can’t breath. Your mind spins back to tales you’ve heard of how the human body actually explodes from the inside out. Surprisingly, you don’t feel any horrible pressure pulsating through your body as you drift in the eternally deep, starlit night. 

A voice, everywhere and no where, calls out,” We are not your God.” It pauses, and the stars twinkle and you drift there in the void. “We are God. We are more then God.” You try to orientate yourself, to find out where in the ebony ink the voice is, but you quickly find that the voice isn’t written in the infinite void of space alone. 


At last, unable to stand it anymore, you open your mouth and inhale the nothingness. It is everywhere.


“Don’t fear, here you needn’t breath. Here there is safety. We know all about keeping you safe. You see, we created you.” Your mind struggles to comprehend this, and the voice continues,” Not in the manner you may think. Yet, there is an algorithm, a chain of motion programmed into the universe, and we offered it direction. We have brought you here for a purpose. The purpose is this: a question.” 

The myriad network of stars is really very beautiful. Playful purple light of several suns roll against a raging range of red. Everywhere, the stars seem to blink and sing out to the glory of all existence.

“The question is this: Where did we go wrong?”


You right yourself. Not the sort of question that one expects to hear from the creator, if this is indeed. You open your mouth and expel words. They flow freely outwards to touch the voice. “What do you mean?”


“With humanity. With you and all your kind. Everything else went perfect, as it should, but in the next design, there must be an improvement. Some of us think we should pull the humanity algorithm from the design completely.” The voice says this all matter-of-factly. 


“Pull humanity from the design? Are you saying, no more earth, no more any thing?” you ask, your face probably scarlet with angst.


“Hardly. There will be plenty of other things. How your people ended this time around seems to suggest that the humanity algorithm is deeply flawed. It’s a purposeless computation, we think.”


“None-sense. What about…,” and you pause. What about what. You weren’t there during the great wars that killed your world, but if you truly are a facsimile, well, it’s possible. You believe them. What about Hiroshima and Nagasaki, maybe? What about the green house effect? What about bigotry and discrimination? The voice is silent. It has no need to rush you as you think. Your thoughts careen, but eventually you do remember something. Maybe it’s a sibling. Maybe you had no sibling. Maybe it’s a parent, a kind word of advice, a song sung for joy. Maybe it’s friendship. Maybe…


“You are but a facsimile,” the voice tells you knowingly. “We will consider what you have shown us. Perhaps it will be enough.” Then, one by one, the lights spiral forth to embrace your form, and your genes melt apart…yet, it feels good. Maybe, it feels, you think as the facsimile fades, like love.

