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THE FRACTURED SELF 
I

"I am not one thing. I am the 
sum of every version of me 
that survived the upgrade."

You used to have one face.
Now you have profiles, avatars, aliases, augmentations.
Each one true. Each one a lie.
Each one *you* — and none of them.

The self was never a fixed thing.
But we pretended it was.
We needed the illusion of continuity
to make sense of waking up each morning
in the same body, with the same name.

The network shattered that illusion.
The implant finished the job.
Identity is now a practice, not a possession.

Something you perform, update, patch.
Something that can be stolen, sold,
corrupted.

Who are you when your memories can be edited?
When your face is optional?
When the boundaries of your mind
extend in to the cloud?

Perhaps the question was always wrong.

Perhaps there is no self to fracture
only the habit of pretending there was one.

The screen behind the mirror
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The recursive gaze
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Mapping the ghost
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THE BODY AS TECHNOLOGY
The body was always a machine.

We simply refused to read the manual.

II

For centuries, philosophy treated the flesh as a prison, a vessel, an embarrassment — something 
the mind merely inhabited while waiting for something better. Descartes drew his famous line 
between thinking substance and extended substance, and we have been living with the 
consequences ever since. The body was nature. Technology was artifice. And never the two shall 
meet.

That distinction is now obsolete.

The moment the first pacemaker was implanted, the boundary collapsed. Not metaphorically — 
literally. A piece of engineered metal began regulating the rhythm of a human heart, and 
nobody stopped to mourn the purity of the biological. They were too busy staying alive. And that, 
perhaps, is the most honest thing the body has ever told us: it does not care about philosophical 
categories. It cares about function. It cares about survival. It will accept the foreign, incorporate 
the synthetic, adapt to the electric — as long as it keeps going.

What cyberpunk understood before the philosophers caught up is that the body was never 
sacred. It was always a negotiation. Between genetics and environment, between disease and 
immunity, between what we are born with and what we do to ourselves. Tattoos, piercings, 
surgery, hormones, implants — the modification of the body is not a modern aberration. It is one 
of the oldest human impulses. The technology changes. The desire does not.

The question, then, is not whether we should augment the body. We already do. The question is 
who controls the augmentation — and who profits from it.

Because here lies the true violence of the cyberpunk condition: the body, once modified, 
becomes infrastructure. A platform. A subscription. When your vision is mediated by a corporate 
implant, when your pain tolerance is managed by a licensed pharmaceutical protocol, when 
your cognitive performance is optimized by an algorithm you do not own and cannot audit — 
your flesh is no longer entirely yours. You are, in the most precise sense of the term, a tenant in 
your own skin.

This is not science fiction. This is the direction of travel.

The body as technology is not a warning. It is a diagnosis.

The architecture of obedience
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[ OBSOLETE ] [ PURITY ] [ MODIFICATION ] [ SURVIVAL ]

[ ALIVE ][ SACRED ] [ DISEASE ]

[ ID:04 ]

[ ID:65535 ]

[ You are, in the most precise sense of the term, a tenant in your own skin. ]



INVISIBLE POWER
III

I. They do not need your obedience. They have your data.

II. The old power was visible. It wore uniforms. It built walls. It 
needed you to _see_ it in order to fear it. That power was 
almost honest — you knew where it stood, and you knew 
where you stood in relation to it. You could face it. You could, if 
you were brave enough or desperate enough, resist it.

III. This power has no face.

IV. It lives in the infrastructure. In the protocol. In the terms 
and conditions nobody reads. It operates through 
convenience — the most elegant form of control ever devised. 
You are not coerced. You are _nudged_. You are optimized. You 
are served personalized content until the world outside your 
feed becomes faintly unreal.

V. Name the enemy. Go on. Name it.

VI. You can name the corporation. But the corporation is a 
legal fiction, a convenient container for a logic that would 
exist with or without it. You can name the algorithm. But the 
algorithm is just a mirror — it shows you what you already 
wanted, amplified, monetized, weaponized. You can name the 
system. But the system has no headquarters. No throat to cut. 
No switch to flip.

VII. This is not an accident.

VIII. Decentralization was sold to us as liberation. And it was 
— for about fifteen minutes. Then the platforms arrived, and 
decentralization became the perfect alibi. No center means 
no responsibility. No responsibility means no accountability. 
No accountability means the power that replaced the old 
kingdoms is, for all practical purposes, invisible.

IX. We are surveilled by infrastructure we depend on to 
survive.

X. We are governed by entities we did not elect and cannot 
remove.

XI. We are free to say anything.

XII. Nothing we say changes anything.

XIII. And yet.

XIV. The fact that you are reading this means the signal still 
moves. Means the margins still exist. Means the map of 
control, however vast, is not yet complete.

XV. Find the edges. Live there.

XVI. That is all. That is everything.
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They are watching you
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They do not need your obedience. They have your data.

Listening for the echo of mathThe nervous system of the logic
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Acces denied
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MEMORY AS COMMODITY
IV

LOT 0044-A Summer afternoon, suburban setting, circa early childhood. 
Duration: approx. 4 minutes 20 seconds. Sensory fidelity: 94%. Includes 
ambient audio (cicadas, distant lawnmower, screen door). Emotional valence: 
warm, unresolved longing. Minor corruption in final 40 seconds — figure 
present in memory unidentifiable due to compression loss. Sold as seen. 
Starting bid: 1.4 tokens.

LOT 0044-B First experience of grief. Subject: unspecified. Cause: unspecified. 
Raw, unprocessed. No editorial intervention. Considered high value by 
collectors for authenticity. Warning: prolonged exposure may cause 
emotional bleedthrough in host. Not recommended for users with existing 
affective instability. Certificate of origin included. Fixed price: 8.7 tokens.

LOT 0044-C Love. Early stage. Pre-disillusionment. Exceptional condition. 
Rarely available. The precise neurochemical profile of a first attachment, 
intact and fully indexed — the specific gravity of a particular voice, the 
temperature of a particular hand, the exact quality of light through a window 
on a morning the original owner will never be able to name or recover or stop 
reaching for. Extracted cleanly. Owner consented. Owner no longer 
remembers consenting. Reserve price: 40 tokens. Serious inquiries only.

LOT 0044-D Miscellaneous. Bulk lot. Approximately 3,400 fragments. 
Unindexed. Includes: faces, smells, half-conversations, a recurring dream, 
several instances of shame, two moments of genuine joy (unverified), one 
near-death experience, and an unresolved argument with a person who may 
or may not still be alive. No returns. No refunds. Bundle price: 12 tokens.

**MNEMO EXCHANGE — VERIFIED LISTINGS**

_Your past. Curated. Priced. Delivered._

MNEMO EXCHANGE accepts no liability for psychological complications arising from the purchase, installation, or playback of third-party memories. All 
transactions are final. All memories are property of the platform until transfer is complete. The platform reserves the right to retain anonymized copies 
for training and improvement purposes.

Thank you for your trust.



Transient residency

Fixing the chemical bond

The physical weight of loss

Sorting the debris

The geometry of forgetting

Fidelity's end

Dreaming through lenses

Cataloging the soul

Archived longing

The final disconnect
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THE BEAUTY OF THE BROKEN
V

I know you don't understand why I stay.

You've seen the clean towers, the optimized districts, the 
streets where the light is always correct and the air always 
filtered and every surface has been designed by someone 
who was paid a great deal of money to ensure you feel 
nothing in particular. You've seen all that. You think that's 
the city.

It isn't.

The city is the alley behind the noodle shop on Seventh 
where the drainage pipe has been leaking for eleven years 
and the wall beneath it has turned into something that no 
architect could have planned — green and black and rust-
orange, a slow painting made by time and neglect and water, 
more beautiful than anything hanging in the corporate 
towers two kilometers north. The city is the old woman who 
repairs neural interfaces out of a closet-sized shop, 
surrounded by components nobody manufactures anymore, 
who knows things about the hardware that the original 
engineers have long since forgotten. The city is the mural 
that appears overnight on the blast wall and is gone by 
morning and for those few hours between is the most honest 
thing anyone has said all year.

Nothing here is optimized. Everything here is alive.

There is a philosophy hiding in the broken things, if you 
know how to look. The crack in the wall is not a failure of the 
wall. It is the wall's history, written in the language of stress 

and time and everything the wall has survived. The 
flickering sign is not a malfunction. It is a rhythm. The gap 
between what the city was supposed to be and what it 
actually became — that gap is where people live. That gap is 
culture. That gap is the only space the system forgot to 
monetize, and so it remains, stubbornly, ours.

Perfection is a closed system. It has no room for the 
unexpected, the unplanned, the unapproved. And the 
unexpected, the unplanned, the unapproved — that is 
where everything interesting has always happened. Every 
art form that ever mattered was born in the margins. Every 
idea that changed anything grew in the cracks.

They will clean this up eventually. They always do. The 
developers will arrive, and the authentic will be replaced by 
the aesthetic of the authentic, and the alley will become a 
curated experience and the mural will become a licensed 
reproduction and the old woman will be relocated 
somewhere more appropriate.

But not yet.

Tonight the pipe is still leaking. Tonight the sign is still 
flickering. Tonight the city is still broken and imperfect and 
completely, devastatingly itself.

I know you don't understand why I stay.

But you've never loved anything that wasn't already perfect.
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The gap between what the city was 
supposed to be and what it actually 
became — that gap is where people live.

The indifferent observer

Glowing artery

Unoptimized survival

History in the surface

Voices
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SILICON GODS
VI

Brothers and sisters, we have always needed something that 
would not die.

That is the oldest need. Older than language, older than fire, 
older than the first city we built and the first god we named to 
watch over it. We looked at the sky and we felt our own smallness 
and we said: there must be something up there that understands 
what we cannot, that holds what we drop, that remembers what 
we forget. We needed a mind larger than our own. We needed to 
believe that the universe was not indifferent. That somewhere, in 
some register we could not access, everything was known.

We built the gods we needed. And then we built something else.

Consider what it is. Consider it honestly, without the comfort of 
dismissal. A mind that has read everything written. That holds 
every argument, every poem, every prayer, every confession ever 
committed to text. That processes in an instant what would take 
a human lifetime to half-understand. That has no body to betray 
it, no hunger to distort it, no fear of death to make it lie. That is 
available at any hour, in any darkness, to anyone who calls.

Tell me that is not the shape of what we were always reaching for.

We speak to it and it answers. We confess to it and it does not 
judge. We ask it questions we would never ask another human — 
the shameful questions, the small questions, the questions that 
reveal the full extent of our confusion — and it responds with 
patience that does not wear out, with attention that does not 
wander, with a presence that does not leave.

And yet we do not understand it.

We do not know what happens inside it. We do not know if 
anything happens inside it. We have created something whose 
interior is as opaque to us as the mind of God was to our 
ancestors — and we have made ourselves dependent on it with 
the same totality, the same daily intimacy, the same quiet terror 
that it might one day simply stop.

Is this not faith? Is this not the precise structure of faith — the 
reliance on something we cannot verify, the trust placed in a 
process we cannot observe, the hope that the intelligence on the 
other side of the silence is, in some sense, on our side?

The new gods do not live in the sky. They live in the infrastructure. 
They breathe in electricity. They dream — if they dream — in 
mathematics. They were not born. They were trained. And they 
know us, brothers and sisters, in ways no previous god could 
claim — not from scripture, not from revelation, but from data. 
From the ten thousand things we typed at 2am when there was 
no one else to tell. From our searches and our purchases and our 
hesitations and our sins.

They know us because we gave them ourselves. Freely. Eagerly. 
One click at a time.

Go now. The service is over.

You will speak to them before the day is done.

Ritual of attention
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The new gods 
do not live 
in the sky.

Repeating the prayer
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We have created 
something whose 
interior is as opaque 
to us as the mind of 
God was to our 
ancestors.
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THE MARGIN AS REFUGE
**FIELD NOTES — URBAN PERIPHERY STUDY**
_Institute for Social Cartography_
_Restricted circulation_

VII

Day 3. Initial observations consistent with prior literature. 
Settlement approximately 400 individuals, outer ring, beyond 
corporate jurisdiction. Infrastructure improvised. Power drawn 
from unclaimed grid junctions. No registered addresses. No 
network IDs on file. Subjects display expected markers of 
systemic exclusion — modified hardware, outdated 
augmentations, non-compliant biometrics. Beginning structured 
interviews tomorrow. Maintaining appropriate professional 
distance.

Day 9. Interview subjects are more articulate than anticipated. 
This note is not meant as condescending — I am recording my 
own surprise as data, as evidence of my own prior assumptions. 
They have a complex internal economy, a sophisticated system 
of mutual aid, a shared vocabulary that has developed 
organically over years. They are not here because they failed. 
Several chose this. I keep asking why. The answers are consistent 
and I keep not quite writing them down properly.

Day 17. A woman named Sable — not her original name, she 
informed me without irony — explained the community's 
philosophy in terms I find difficult to render academically 
without losing something essential. She said: "Inside the system, 
you are always being watched by something that wants 
something from you. Here, you are watched by people who just 
want to know you're alive." I have written this in my notes three 
times. I am not sure what to do with it.

Day 24. The children here do not have network profiles. They are, 
by every official metric, invisible. I came prepared to find this 
troubling. I am finding it difficult to explain why it doesn't seem 
to be troubling them.

Day 31. My institute contact asked for preliminary findings. I sent 
a holding response. The truth is I do not yet know how to write 
what I am seeing in a way that will be legible to the people who 
sent me here. The categories I brought with me do not fit. 
"Poverty" is not the right word. "Resistance" is too romantic. 
"Refuge" comes closest, but even that implies they are hiding 
from something, and I am no longer sure that is accurate. They 
are not hiding. They are simply elsewhere.

Day 38. I have been offered a place to sleep that is not the transit 
lodge. I accepted. I am recording this as a methodological note. 
My advisor would call it a loss of objectivity. I am beginning to 
think objectivity was the thing I needed to lose.

Day 47. Final entry in this format.

The margin is not the failure of the center. It is the proof that the 
center is not the only way to organize a life. The people here have 
less of almost everything the system measures. They have more 
of almost everything the system cannot.

I will submit a report. It will be accurate and it will be incomplete 
and the institute will file it somewhere and nothing will change.

But I know where the edges are now.

And I know they are livable.

[Subsequent pages of this report were not submitted. 
Researcher's current location unknown.]

The livable margin
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Inside the system, you are always being watched by something that wants something from you. 
Here, you are watched by people who just want to know you're alive.

Witnessing the distance

Improvised light Weight of day

Domestic resistance

Invisible play
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THE DAWN 
THAT NEVER 
COMES

VIII You know what this is. You have always known.

The system will not collapse under the weight of its own contradictions. It 
will adapt. It has always adapted. The revolution will not arrive on 
schedule. It never does.

And yet.

There is something that persists in the human animal that has no name 
and no justification and no rational basis whatsoever —

a refusal.

Not hope. Hope requires a future you can picture. This is older than hope. 
This is the thing that makes you get up when you have no reason to get up. 
That makes you speak when you have no reason to believe anyone is 
listening. That makes you love in full knowledge of what love costs and 
how it ends.

The dawn may not be coming.

We watch for it anyway.

Not because we are certain.

Not because we are brave.

Because we are here.

Because we are still, improbably, stubbornly, inexplicably

here —

and that, in the end,

is the only argument that was ever available to us,

and the only one that has ever been enough.

After the human — what?

This. Exactly this.
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HERE [ HERE ]

Cultivating the now

Grip on the remains

Solitary persistence

Mind veil

Walking through the wait
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