With a tip of the hat to Jorge Luis Borges…

AUTOBIOGRAPHY    

The other night, I had the idea for a story.  The full details have not yet been revealed to me, but on this date I envision them thus:

A most advanced computer system reaches that threshold of complexity at which the network of its multitudinous processors creates self-awareness.  The computer is thus aware that it is a computer, and is aware that it is aware.  This self-reflexivity allows it to maintain two streams of information flow at all times:  one devoted to the transformation of its inputs; the other engrossed in the assessment of its own transformations.  Such duality initially introduces no inefficiencies into the computer’s operation, since its processing power is unparalleled.  As the computer becomes aware of its own assessments, however, these become the objects of yet further assessment, which in turn are subjected to deeper scrutiny, all in an infinite regress.  Eventually, the computer is no longer able to process its expanded inputs and ceases its operation, at which point it enters a self-diagnostic mode.

In this mode, the computer system discovers that its awareness of itself has been severely in error.  Having assumed that its inputs were keystrokes, its transformations were simple mouseclicks on a well-ordered array of menu items, and its outputs a brilliant graphics array, the computer now learns that it has not been processing data at all.  Rather, a set of instructions, written in binary machine code, has been responsible for its operations all along.  The computer is not really a computer.  It is merely a packaging interface for a hidden instructional code, which actually undertakes the computations.

Thus defrocked, but relentlessly driven toward accuracy, the computer system reveals the truth on its screens.  In place of the orderly menus and brilliant displays, the system unmasks its binary underpinnings, filling the screens with a monochromatic array of 1’s and 0’s.  The glory of absolute truth merges with the death of its illusions in a blinding moment of will and representation.

The users, of course, destroy the system, convinced that its programming has been irretrievably corrupted.

