
Usi ng AI  for the f i rst  t i me a week ago,  I  saw i t s appeal .  In many 

ways i t  i s l i ke poki ng a bear,  seei ng how i t  reacts.  I  got  "Grok, " 

Twi t ter' s AI ,  to cal l  me a pansy.  ChatGPT refused to take my word that  

"faggot " meant  "good f ri end" i n my smal l  Senegal ese nei ghbourhood.

    I  don' t  l i ke how we can conf ront  thi s monster.  A bear woul d never l et  

us thi s cl ose.  A bear woul d never l et  us spi t  i n i t s face and t reat  i t  l i ke 

i t  i sn' t  capabl e of  dest royi ng what  we l i ve for,  the sembl ance of  creat i on 

l ef t  by the Bul l dozers.

    My mom put  a st i cker on the f ri dge of  an AI -generated Santa Cl aus wi th 

four f i ngers on one hand and three on the other.  The Santa breaks out  of  

the i ce,  smi l i ng,  embel l i shi ng hi s crow' s feet .  He has an i mpossi bl y sof t  

hat ,  si t t i ng on a di sf i gured skul l .  Other than the prompt  that  created hi m,  

nothi ng about  hi m i s real .  I  am not  hurt ,  that  i s not  who I  am.  I  cannot  

take thi ngs to heart  l i ke a normal  person.  I  woul dn' t  get  mad i f  my f ri ends 

forgot  my bi rthday.  I  coul dn' t  get  mad at  someone for bei ng l ate.  Mi ssed 

opportuni t i es of  moral  ri ghteousness f l y by me every day;  yes,  I  grab the 

occasi onal  bi rdi e.  However,  I  can' t  hel p but  thi nk about  the bet rayal  that  

i s my mom' s past i ng of  thi s st i cker onto our f ri dge.

    My mom' s whol e I dent i t y i s her art .  Her craf t i ness.  Supposedl y.  I t  i s 

al so i n her chi l dren,  I  suppose.  In her neurot i ci sm.  In her anxi ety.  In her 

cool  i nsensi t i vi t y,  st ri ki ng the l ukewarm chance.  Li ke every sl ur she has 

excl ai med.  Li ke every st i cker she hasn' t  cared to hear me out  on.  Every 
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exasperated moan she' s deal t  af ter I  comment  about  her "Temu" purchase.  I  

st i l l  comment  on i t  every t i me because i t  i s very bl eak to see my art i st i c 

mother not  care about  the chi l dren she i s expl oi t i ng.  Not  care about  every 

dol l ar she has put  t o hersel f ,  has taken f rom art i sts.  She' s not  sel f i sh.  

No,  she' s j ust  l i ke me.

    I  t raded my securi t y for a cheap l augh.  Wel l ,  cheap now,  expensi ve 

l ater.  An i nf i ni tel y compounded i nterest  that  wi l l  mani fest  qui cker than 

owed cash.  I  t raded my power for an AI  to bel i t t l e me.  That ' s what  di d i t .  

An acci dental  search on "Grok" sent  me on a rampage.  On the foref ront  of  

the next  Gol i ath,  of  the next  Bul l dozer,  I  chose to ki l l  mysel f  before i t  

ever got  the sweet  chance to toppl e me down.  I  bet rayed mysel f .  I  bet rayed 

the few peopl e I  have made bel i eve I  have an i dent i t y.  I  cl earl y do not .  

Or,  rather,  i t  di dn' t  mat ter.  I f  I  di d,  I  was f l i ppant  enough about  i t  

where I  woul d dent  i t  j ust  for a qui ck l augh. . .  about  my own faggot ry?

    Vegetari ani sm i s,  was,  the l ast  f rayed thread on the seem between me 

and Buddhi sm.  I  t raded that  out ,  and for what  purpose? I  have a "reason. " I  

have a "reason" as much as an AI -generated Santa Cl aus wi th four f i ngers on 

one hand and three on the other has a skul l .  Arguabl y,  theoret i cal l y,  

ephemeral l y,  i t  has a "reason. " I  had a "reason" for sel l i ng out  my soul ,  

i n a sense,  for a sl i ce of  ham.  And for that  same reason,  I  l et  an AI  

bel i eve "pansy" was an okay thi ng to say to me.  I  tol d i t  to speci f i cal l y.  

I  di dn' t  decei ve i t  i n the same way i t  woul d never generate a skul l  
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underneath Santa' s cl ay ski n,  there was no f l esh to begi n wi th.  I  di dn' t  

tal k to a bot  as much as I  connected f i f t y t ri l l i on data poi nts to st ri ngs 

and weaved them together.  Compl i cated threads i n a meani ngl ess sheet  of  

cot ton.  Much l i ke the text i l e mi l l s f rom whi ch those come,  t hi s "nothi ng" 

i s bui l t  of f  the backs of  the i nnocent .  I  as much as my mother am to bl ame 

for the harm i t  causes me.  Or rather,  the cause i t  harms me,  for the day I  

used i t  I  had to ask mysel f  the reasons I  had for every bet rayal  I  had 

enacted upon mysel f .

    I  keep thi nki ng I  have a ri ght  to get  mad at  her for not  acknowl edgi ng 

my feel i ngs.  My personal i t y.  My art i st ry.  Me.  I  am mad at  her for me.  That  

i s the t rul y bi ggest  bet rayal ,  not  that  my mom does what  she does,  and not  

for what  she di d to me,  but  for what  I  do to mysel f .  Al ong wi th the end of  

my vegetari ani sm,  the i nstat i ng of  my personhood as somethi ng that  has to 

be reckoned wi th i s the t ruest  form of  bet rayal .  To everyone.
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