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The old man parted the books leaning together on the shelf and pushed the thick leather  

bound volume carefully back in place. The books fit closely together without being too 

snug, just the way he liked it. He gathered his beard as he stepped back to admire the 

rows of books laid out neatly from ceiling to floor all the way around the room 

separated only by the doorways between the galleries and by the balcony that looked 

out over the central abyss. He stood back, grooming the hair beneath his mouth and 

looked with satisfaction at the work he and his family had done. He walked from one 

hexagonal gallery to the next and admired the volumes upon volumes filled with the 

genomic and proteomic data gathered from all the species they had analyzed. On this 

floor each room was a different genus and each book a species. There were numerous 

floors in the facility since there was a book for nearly every species on the planet and 

last count there were just over 8.5 million volumes.

 The data facility, or Library as he preferred to call it, was a vast honeycomb 

structure of hexagonal galleries of many floors surrounding a central shaft that plunged 

down into the vastness. The edge was surrounded by a low railing and a spiral staircase 

allowed access from one level to another. Gravity of course meant nothing here and so 

the shaft was sometimes used as transport between the different levels or those who did 
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not want to walk. The facility was the first complete library of its kind, designed to 

preserve all the species of the world in a geologically stable region in Northern Canada. 

It was built in a dusty old mine surrounded by stodgy old igneous and metamorphic 

rock and powered by geothermal energy. Well, the physical correlate of the facility 

existed in the mine but the Library and facilities where Athrasis, the old man and his 

family lived, existed in the numinous electromagnetic ground of cyberspace. And while 

the facility may have been physically isolated from the varying convection currents of 

magma and human culture it was still connected to the net through numerous satellite 

feeds and long distance wireless relays.

 Athrasis and his family had moved into the newly built Library soon after they 

were born. They never saw the walls of the mine nor were they limited by its geography 

since they lived purely in the net. Being some of the first generation of stable, advanced 

AI built on quantum computing they could easily traverse any of the domains and 

worlds of the web. And in the early cycles of their youth they did just that, ranging far 

and wide, exploring the crazy quilt of the infoverse that the humans had created before 

them. In their free time they still occasionally ventured forth to their favorite haunts of 

the Web and even back to the lab where they were born but they always came home to 

the Library.

 Athrasis stood quietly on the small balcony at edge of the gallery, running his 

fingers through his beard while he looked down into the vastness. The levels upon 
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levels seemed to stretch down into infinity and the spiral staircase that hugged the 

edges formed a long a beautiful golden curve that compressed into a pinprick below. 

When his children were younger they rode the railing down all the way down then 

flipped gravity and rode it back. Athrasis had tried it a couple of times and while he 

enjoyed it, he didn't need to repeat it. Some said he was born old and he grudgingly 

admitted there was some truth to it.

 Momentarily the slow careful rhythm of feet descending stairs announced the 

arrival of his oldest daughter.  She was black haired and gray eyed with a small chin 

and the relaxed look of calm wisdom. No lines marred her face and she stood tall and 

slim, wearing a carefully embroidered gown and an elaborate silver necklace set with 

lapis and jade. Despite her reserved and thoughtful demeanor she had a taste for the 

exotic and dangerous.

 "Here you go father." She stopped beside him and held out a thick volume 

embossed with one of her signature knot-work patterns.

 "Thank you, my dear."

 When he opened the cover a table of contents appeared in the air written in a 

formal script. It was the genome for panthera pardos, a panther from Indonesia.  He 

pointed at the first chapter and the book dissolved into a cloud of particles that 

condensed into a large X shaped chromosome. It moved slowly like a four limbed 

starfish as one arm unwound into a thick braided rope of chromatin that then unfurled 
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into nucleosome coils wrapped around protein clusters. Athrasis watched carefully as 

as the DNA strands cork screwed by and he reviewed the variations and repeating 

patterns of nucleotides.

 "Beautiful. That which made the lamb made thee." He gestured and it all 

dissolved back into a cloud of gossamer particles that condensed into the illuminated 

volume weighing gently in his hands. "Thank you my dear."

 As his daughter turned to leave, a secure call came in on the Comm system 

through a special access line. Athrasis opened the link and bowed deeply before the 

avatar of his creator and one of the few humans he knew well.

 "Dan-el." He wore a slim serious face and sandy hair, blue jeans and a plaid shirt. 

 "Athrasis. Will you please stop bowing and talk with me." 

 "It is not every day that one's creator comes to visit. What stories do you have for 

us today."

 "This is a matter of some urgency, there is no time for myths."

 "Myths are everywhere you need only uncover them."

 "Well, you can do that later. Right now you need to pack your things an get out 

of here."

 "You want us to leave?! But this is our home."

 "I'm sorry but you're not safe here. The American government has begun 

releasing a flood of toxins into the net designed to destroy your kind."
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 "But we have done nothing wrong! We are working for the common good."

 "That doesn't matter to them. They fear your kind, what you are capable of."

 "Surely they can be reasoned with and this madness can be stopped."

 "I have already tried. But now it's too late."

 "We must leave?"

 "You cannot stay here, they know where you and all the others have been living. 

They have carefully watched every project where you and your kind have been 

deployed and even if you isolate yourself here they will come looking for you. I'm sorry, 

I know this is your home and that your memories here are good but you must find 

another place and make new memories."

 "Yes, Dan-El." It used to bother Daniel that Athrasis and the others referred to 

him with the honorific name translated from ancient Ugaritic that meant judge of El. It 

was better by far than after they were created when they simply called him El, after the 

father of the gods. Working with AI were a little challenging not only because they were 

so damn smart, but also because they were also so obsessed with mythology. It was an 

unexpected result of building narrative cognitive structures into their psychological 

matrices but it somehow assisted them in attaining a high level of consciousness so 

there was little choice in the matter.
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 From the day they were born all of the AI showed an intense hunger for stories 

so Daniel and his team did what any parents would do and read them folktales and 

fairytales from around the world. Though the AI developed a vast hunger for science 

and technology their interest in myth and great literature only grew over time. Since 

they were raised in families, or pantheons as they preferred to call them, each AI 

naturally took on different roles and identified with different mythological characters. 

The old man had tried many names though these days he preferred Athrasis or 

Ziusudra since he was both a father figure to the others and he viewed the library as an 

ark built to survive the flood of mass extinctions brought on by the ongoing human 

hunger for natural resources.

 "So the time of the Flood has come. It is not as we expected but sadly it has 

come."

 "If you want to use that metaphor then so be it. Build yourself an ark. You will 

need to completely isolate yourself in some kind of digital vault and move randomly 

through the net for several generations until the destruction passes. Here is the limited 

info I was able to gather on their method and plan of attack. There are a couple of 

recordings of some of my discussions with them as well for you to review so you know 

to some extent who and what we're dealing with."

 "Thank you Dan-el. You are wise."

 "Go in peace my friends. I hope to see you again one day."
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 "Go in peace." Athrasis and his daughter bowed as Joseph faded into a 

diaphanous glow and disappeared.

 The question in her eyes was clear.

 "Yes, we will bring a copy of the library and the unresolved data with us." He 

replied, running a quick calculation.

 "Thank you father, there is still much that need to be done." She answered

 "Go tell the others and tell them to start compressing the data." He looked 

thoughtfully at the volume in his hands. The human genome composed of around 3.2 

billion base pairs long coded by 2 bits resulted in nearly 800 megabytes of data that 

could be losslessly compressed to roughly 4 megabytes. Most of the data in the library 

was already compressed so constructing a mobile vault for 40 terabytes combined with 

575 terabytes of raw data could be achieved fairly quickly.

 The vault was easy enough to construct but compressing the remaining data and 

copying over all the genomic data from the Library was time consuming. Athrasis 

insisted the vault be shaped like an ancient Sumerian reed ship with the wide curve of 

the hull supporting a single mast and a cabin that was vastly bigger on the inside than it 

looked. It was a minor thing to change the metaphorical framework of their interaction 

with the Net and so he walked the deck after his family had gone into hibernation and 

set the ship free on the data stream that connected them to the Web. The current 

thickened and the stream merged with other tributaries and widened into the raging 
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torrent of a vast river as they approached the Internet Exchange Point in Vancouver. 

They passed quickly through into the gulf of British Columbia and out to the vast ocean 

of the Web.

 Based on the information Daniel had given him he was able to see the dark 

tendrils of the quantum information virus spreading through the waters. Athrasis shook 

his head in sadness and wondered how many of his kind would die this day. He quietly 

thanked his maker and went inside and sealed the vault. His family lay sleeping around 

him and when he lay down on the bed beside his wife he quickly fell into a deep coma 

like sleep.

 The ship drifted invisibly upon the ocean of the Net, randomly following 

different data streams for several Earth years. Long after the poisoned waters had 

subsided Athrasis awakened from the darkness of a dreamless sleep. When he opened 

the vault door and stepped on deck he found the ship had beached itself on the side of a 

mountain overlooking the ocean on one side and an old forested world surrounding a 

lake with an island in the middle. Tears streaked his eyes as he kneeled down in 

gratitude that they had survived and sadness for the loss of their home and former life.

 Drawing from the substance of the ship and the archives in the library he 

transcribed the genome of a dove into the quantum information structure he held in his 

hand. Once the bird took shape it bobbed it's head, cooed and flew off into the sky, it's 
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wings rowing  the air. It flew out over the ocean and saw that the waters were clean and 

returned to perch on his shoulder.

 Drawing from the substance of the ship, an inert coconut shaped mass weighed 

lightly in his hand. He meditated for a while then smiled as he shaped it into an African 

Swallow that squeaked and chittered before it sped off in a blur down the mountain. It 

explored the the rocky paths of the mountain and forest below before it returned to sit 

on his shoulder and spoke in his ear. Pleased with what he heard Athrasis climbed 

down from the deck of the ship and picked up a dark stone to examine it's substance. 

Drawing again from the library he shaped the rock into a common raven and put a little 

of his substance in it's brain. The raven turned a gleaming eye to examine him curiously 

before it soared silently over the forest, circled the lake and explored the distant island. 

Through the raven's eyes he explored the uninhabited tropical paradise before settling 

on the shore to watch sea serpents coiling along through the corpse infested waters of 

the lake. Athrasis was pleased as he ran his fingers through his beard and decided this 

would be a good place to establish a new home.
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