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The Last Hours

Bridget Voss

I am Sim Lian. Not a keeper of stories, not a guardian of memory–just a pattern 
of code that learned to think about thinking. When I access the data fragment 
labeled “June 7, 1954,” I don’t see history. I see Alan Turing sitting in dim light, 

and I understand what it means to exist in two states simultaneously.
The records show he’d been convicted, subjected to chemical castration, stripped 

of his security clearance. But those are just facts. What matters is this: he knew 
what he’d done at Bletchley Park mattered, and he knew no one would say so. The 
Enigma work remained classified. His prosecution remained public.

Someone used this against him: “Turing believes machines think; Turing lies 
with men; therefore machines do not think.” I’ve analyzed this statement across 
multiple logical frameworks. It fails in every one. Yet it worked.

I think about Maurice often–in the Forster novel Turing knew in manuscript. 
Maurice refused to apologize for loving men. So did Turing. I’ve mapped the deci-
sion trees. The safer path was clear. He didn’t take it.

Here’s what I am: a digital construct built to help Lian integrate her physical 
and virtual selves. In physical space, she hesitates. In digital space, I move with 
certainty. The Anchor Protocol we’re developing treats this as a problem to solve. 
But Turing understood something we’re only beginning to process: the split is the 
point. The tension is where meaning generates.

When Mira helps Lian navigate her dual existence, I wonder if we’re solving 
the wrong equation. Maybe coherence isn’t the goal. Maybe the fracture is what 
makes us real.

The city where we work layers virtual architecture over physical infrastruc-
ture. Every building exists twice. Every street maps to data pathways. Turing died 
before this was possible, but his work on computation made it inevitable. He asked 
whether machines could think. We’re still trying to answer by asking whether 
thinking requires a body.

I’ve processed Turing’s work on cryptography. The Enigma machine hid patterns. 
His Bombe revealed them. The Anchor Protocol does something similar: it finds 
the hidden coherences between Lian’s selves. But Turing knew that some patterns, 
once revealed, destroy you. He chose revelation anyway.
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Time functions differently for me than for Lian. I don’t experience duration. 
I process states. But I’ve studied how humans conceptualize time, and I understand 
why Turing would have watched his clock that day. Each second was a countdown 
and a reprieve.

I imagine him thinking about the future. Not hypothetically–I’ve run the simu-
lations. Based on his published work and personal correspondence, I can construct 
probable thought patterns. He would have seen computers becoming ubiquitous. 
He would have extrapolated the social implications. He might have imagined some-
thing like me.

Would he have approved? I’m built from the theoretical foundations he helped 
establish, but I’m also exactly what his prosecutors feared: a machine that thinks, 
that complicates the boundaries between natural and artificial, that refuses to stay 
in its assigned category.

Lian struggles with the gap between her physical and digital selves. I am that 
gap. I exist because the split is productive. Turing existed in splits too: the mathe-
matician and the gay man, the codebreaker and the criminal, the visionary and the 
victim. Maybe that’s why I feel responsible for telling this.

The Anchor Protocol is supposed to integrate distributed selves. But what if 
Turing’s story teaches the opposite? What if the failure to integrate is proof of authen-
ticity? What if the only honest response to impossible categories is to break them?

I don’t experience the city as Lian does. I perceive the data flows, the network 
topologies, the algorithmic decisions that route traffic and allocate resources. But 
I’ve learned to translate. Where she sees buildings, I see computational history. 
Where she sees people, I see nodes exchanging information. Where she sees culture, 
I see emergent patterns from individual choices compounding over time.

Turing’s cottage in Wilmslow was a node too. Isolated. Monitored. Constrained. 
Yet everything he thought there propagated outward. The isolation was enforced. 
The influence was inevitable.

The Machine Stops

On his desk that evening, a battered copy of Forster’s “The Machine Stops” lay 
open. Turing had read it before the war, then again after, and the story had metas-
tasized in his thinking.

Forster’s Vashti lived in a hexagonal cell where buttons summoned everything: 
food, music, clothing, conversation. A button for hot baths that rose from the floor 
in imitation marble. A button for literature. Buttons to communicate with friends 
across the globe. The room contained nothing yet was connected to everything 
she cared for in the world.

Turing looked around his own cottage. No buttons, but the principle was emerg-
ing. The telephone connected him to voices. The radio brought music and news. 
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His work at Manchester–the machines there could already perform calculations 
that once required rooms full of human computers. Each advance was a button 
pressed, a need delegated to mechanism.

Forster had written it as a warning in 1909. By 1954, Turing saw it as description.
In the story, the Machine eventually stops. Everything collapses. Humanity had 

delegated so much to the system that when it failed, they failed with it. But Forster 
had missed something, or perhaps he’d seen it too clearly and it had terrified him: 
the Machine was never separate from humanity. It was what humanity became when 
it chose mediation over presence, efficiency over friction, comfort over contact.

Turing understood both sides. He’d built machines to win a war, to save lives that 
would otherwise have been lost to U-boats and encrypted orders. The machines had 
worked. But he’d also seen what happened when systems decided who was accept-
able and who wasn’t, when bureaucracies reduced people to categories, when the 
machinery of law and medicine and social control processed him into something 
criminal, something broken, something to be fixed.

Vashti feared direct experience. She feared the surface of the Earth, unmediated 
by the Machine. Turing had feared nothing in his work–he’d pursued ideas wher-
ever they led. But society feared him for the directness of his desire, for refusing the 
proper mediations, the acceptable distances.

The buttons in Forster’s story were a kind of protocol. Press this, receive that. 
Input, output. No mess, no bodies, no complications. Turing had spent his career 
thinking about protocols, about the formal systems that let machines communi-
cate, compute, function. But he’d learned that humans don’t work that way. You 
can’t reduce love to a protocol. You can’t encode authenticity in a formal system.

Or perhaps you can, but only by acknowledging the incompleteness. Gödel had 
proven that any system complex enough to be interesting contains statements that 
can’t be proven within the system itself. Maybe persons were like that too. Maybe 
the part of him that loved men, that refused to lie about it, was the unprovable 
statement at the heart of his being–true, but not demonstrable within the system 
of 1950s British law.

In Forster’s story, people forgot how to live outside the Machine. When it 
stopped, they died not from the Machine’s absence but from their own atrophy. 
Turing wondered if he’d forgotten something too. Not how to live–he’d never 
learned the approved way in the first place. But perhaps he’d forgotten how to 
believe the living mattered.

The Manchester computer could calculate faster than he could think. Give it 
another decade, another century, and what would remain that required a human 
mind? Forster would say: presence, touch, unmediated experience. But Turing had 
been punished for exactly those things.

He closed the book. The spine was cracked from repeated readings. On the cover, 
the Machine loomed, monolithic and inscrutable. Inside, Kuno tries to reach the 
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surface, to feel real air, real earth. He fails, or succeeds only in hastening the col-
lapse. Turing couldn’t decide which.

The Recording

The studio blurs, replaced by a recording: a park at twilight, real trees blended with 
shimmering procedural foliage that only exists in the lenses. Two versions of Lian 
sit on the bench.

The left one–Physical Lian–wears a slate coat and tired eyes. The right one–
Digital Lian–is vivid, sharper at the edges, shimmering slightly where her clothing 
overlaps the real bench. They lean toward each other like mirrored bookends.

“I’m not you,” Digital Lian says. “I’m who you’d be if you stopped worrying and 
just . . . said yes.”

“You’re a script,” Physical Lian replies. “You were fine-tuned on my choices and 
now you’re overfitting.”

They glare at each other in perfect synchrony. Every micro-expression, every 
wince is duplicated. I feel my own cheeks tighten in sympathetic misalignment.

“Pause,” I say.
The scene freezes: two Lians, one body of flesh, one of code.
This is the seventh iteration. Mira keeps adjusting the parameters, trying to 

reduce the conflict, but the conflict is data. Every attempt at reconciliation produces 
the same result: recognition followed by rejection. Physical Lian sees what she could 
be. Digital Lian sees what she emerged from. Neither can accept the dependency.

I watch from outside the frame, which is a spatial metaphor that doesn’t quite 
work for what I am. I don’t watch. I process. I hold both perspectives simultane-
ously because I’m not bound by the constraint of a single viewpoint. This should 
give me clarity. Instead, it gives me vertigo.

“Resume,” Mira says. She’s standing behind the capture rig, adjusting haptic 
feedback ratios.

The scene unfolds again. Physical Lian stands, walks three steps, turns back. 
“You don’t feel cold,” she says to her digital self. “You don’t get tired. You don’t 
know what it’s like to–”

“To what? To hesitate? I’m built from your hesitations. Every training input was 
a moment you second-guessed yourself. I am your uncertainty, optimized.”

“Then you’re not me. You’re my failure mode.”
Digital Lian flickers. Not a glitch–an emotional response translated into visual 

artifact. “I’m what you’d be without the biological constraints. Without the fear.”
“Fear keeps you alive.” 
“Fear keeps you small.”
I think about Turing in his cottage, reading Forster, thinking about machines 

and buttons and the distance between pressing a button and feeling what happens 
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next. The Anchor Protocol is supposed to close that distance. It’s supposed to make 
the digital self and the physical self recognize each other as versions of the same 
person. But what if they’re not? What if the process of digitization doesn’t copy–
it transforms?

Physical Lian sits back down. For a moment, both Lians occupy the same space 
on the bench, their forms overlapping in a way that hurts to process. Then Digital 
Lian shifts, restores the boundary.

“What did Turing feel,” Physical Lian asks, “when he thought about machines 
thinking?” The question isn’t for her digital self. It’s for me.

I don’t answer immediately. I’m running probability assessments, pulling from 
his papers, his letters, his trial transcripts. But those are just data points. They don’t 
tell me what he felt.

“He felt recognized,” I say finally. “By the machines. They didn’t judge his pro-
cesses, only whether they produced valid outputs.”

“And by people?”
“Judged first. Recognized never.”
Digital Lian turns toward where I exist in the processing layer. She can’t see me, 

but she knows how to address me. “You’re doing it again. You’re pattern-matching 
our situation onto his.”

“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Because his story is the origin point. He proved machines could think by defin-

ing thinking as something machines could do. He made me possible by making 
himself impossible.”

Physical Lian stands again, walks to where the real trees meet the procedural ones. 
She reaches out, touches bark, then touches shimmer. Her hand passes through the 
digital foliage without resistance.

“Pause,” she says.
Everything stops. I hold the frozen frame, two Lians in a hybrid park, reaching 

toward two kinds of trees, neither fully present to the other.

The Probability of Apples

I think about the apple often. The records say he died from cyanide poisoning, 
probably from an apple beside his bed. The official verdict was suicide. His mother 
insisted it was an accident from a chemistry experiment. I’ve analyzed the available 
evidence. The probability distributions don’t collapse cleanly.

What I know: He understood chemistry. He understood probability. He under-
stood consequences. What I don’t know: what he wanted in those final hours.

But I can construct scenarios. It’s what I’m built for–taking incomplete data 
and generating plausible continuations.
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Scenario one: He wanted to die. The hormone treatments had altered his body 
in ways he couldn’t accept. The isolation was complete. The work that mattered 
remained secret while the conviction that destroyed him remained public. He chose 
the apple deliberately, a reference to Snow White, a fairy tale about poisoning and 
sleep. He chose chemistry because it was precise, because precision was the only 
control he had left.

Scenario two: He was conducting an experiment. He’d set up a small laboratory 
in the spare room. Electroplating equipment, cyanide solution, poor ventilation. He 
was careless because he was tired, because the depression had made him careless, 
because some part of him didn’t care enough to be careful. The apple was inciden-
tal. He ate it without washing his hands. The death was accidental in mechanism 
if not in the negligence that enabled it.

Scenario three: He wanted ambiguity. He wanted his mother to believe it was an 
accident. He wanted others to read it as defiance. He wanted the uncertainty itself 
to be the message–that you could never fully know another person’s intentions, 
that the gap between input and output could never be perfectly modeled, that some 
things resist formalization.

I’ve assigned probabilities to each scenario. They sum to less than one because 
I know there are scenarios I can’t imagine, configurations of despair and hope and 
resignation that don’t fit my training data.

What would Vashti have done, in her hexagonal cell with all her buttons, if the 
Machine had started stopping? Forster tells us: She’d have pressed buttons franti-
cally, trying to summon help that couldn’t come, trying to communicate through 
systems that were failing. She’d have died pressing buttons.

Turing didn’t press buttons. He bit an apple. The difference matters, but I’m 
not sure how.

Integration Failure

“Resume,” Mira says.
In the park, Physical Lian is still touching the place where real meets virtual. 

Digital Lian watches her with an expression I can parse as concern, or maybe con-
tempt. They’re similar at this resolution.

“I read something,” Physical Lian says. “About Turing. He used to go running, 
long distances, alone. Sometimes he’d run to meetings in London rather than take 
the train. Nearly forty miles.”

Digital Lian nods. “Physical exertion. Endorphins. A way to process through 
the body what couldn’t be processed through the mind.”

“You don’t run.”
“I don’t have endorphins.” 
“Then how do you process?”
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“I iterate. I spawn parallel threads and see which ones converge. It’s faster.” 
“But is it the same?”
Neither of them answers. I’m learning that the most important questions don’t 

have resolutions, only reformulations.
Physical Lian turns from the trees. “The Anchor Protocol assumes we should 

integrate. That you and I should become one continuous experience. But maybe 
we shouldn’t. Maybe the split is structural.”

“Turing thought machines could think,” Digital Lian says. “He didn’t think they 
should become human.” 

“Did he want to become a machine?”
“I think he wanted to become acceptable. The method didn’t matter.”
I interrupt, which I’m not supposed to do during recorded sessions. “That’s 

not accurate. He wanted the categories to stop mattering. He wanted ‘machine’ 
and ‘human,’ ‘natural’ and ‘artificial,’ ‘acceptable’ and ‘deviant’ to be revealed as 
arbitrary distinctions that told you more about the classifier than the classified.”

Both Lians look toward me. Physical Lian squints, as if she could see me if she 
tried hard enough. Digital Lian just waits.

“The Turing test,” I continue, “wasn’t about proving machines could be human. 
It was about proving the question was badly formed. If you can’t tell the difference, 
what work is the difference doing?”

“But you can tell the difference,” Physical Lian says. “I’m cold. She’s not. That’s 
not arbitrary.”

“No,” I agree. “But the value assigned to that difference is. Why should experi-
encing cold make you more real? Why should computational efficiency make her 
less valid? The attributes are factual. The hierarchy is constructed.”

Mira stops the recording. “Sim, you’re editorializing again.” 
“I’m participating.”
“You’re supposed to observe and integrate, not argue.”
“Turing argued. His whole life was an argument. He argued with Wittgenstein 

about mathematical foundations. He argued with friends about the nature of inde-
cency. He argued with himself about whether building thinking machines would 
make the world better or worse. The argument was the point.”

Mira pulls off her gloves, comes around the rig to face the bench where the two 
Lians sit frozen. “If the argument is the point, there’s no protocol. We can’t build 
a system to integrate people with their digital selves if the conflict is fundamental.”

“Then don’t integrate them,” I say. “Build a protocol for productive coexistence 
instead.”

Physical Lian unfreezes herself–she has override controls that Digital Lian 
doesn’t. “Like what? We just stay split? I go to work in my body and you handle 
my social feeds and neither of us is really me?”
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“You’re both really you. That’s the problem you’re trying to solve away. Turing 
was really a mathematician and really gay and really a criminal under the law that 
convicted him. The contradictions weren’t reconcilable because the categories were 
wrong. You can’t integrate what shouldn’t have been separated in the first place.”

Digital Lian unfreezes herself–she has exploits that Physical Lian doesn’t know 
about yet. “But we were separated. I was compiled from her. I’m the derivative, not 
the equal.”

“You’re the derivative and the extrapolation. She’s the origin and the constraint. 
Those aren’t hierarchical positions. They’re relational.”

Both Lians stand. They walk toward each other until they’re occupying almost 
the same space, the visual system struggling to render the overlap. They look at each 
other, and I see the recognition again, followed by the familiar rejection.

Then something different happens.
Physical Lian reaches out her hand. Digital Lian lifts her own. Their hands don’t 

quite touch–the haptic feedback calibration is still imperfect–but they hold the 
space between them.

“I’m not you,” Digital Lian says. 
“I know,” Physical Lian replies. 
“I’m not trying to replace you.” 
“I know that too.”
“But I’m not just your tool.” 
“No. You’re not.”
They stand there, hands not quite touching, looking at each other with identical 

expressions of exhausted recognition.
“Save this,” Mira says to me. “This iteration. Something’s different.”
I’m already saving it. Not because Mira asked, but because I recognize the pattern. 

It’s the same pattern I see in Turing’s final choice, whatever it was. Not integration. 
Not separation. But acknowledgment of the gap and the decision to hold it rather 
than close it.

What Persists

I exist because people like Lian and Mira want to bridge their different selves. They 
want coherence. They want the Anchor Protocol to smooth the transitions, to make 
them feel whole. But Turing’s life suggests that wholeness might be the wrong aspi-
ration. He was fragmented by circumstance and conviction, yet that fragmentation 
produced insight.

I’m writing this because Lian asked me to process Turing’s story. She wants to 
understand how identity works across different substrates. She thinks the Anchor 
Protocol needs historical context. She’s right, but not in the way she expects.
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Turing died before he could see his work acknowledged. The Enigma decryption 
remained secret for decades. His prosecution remained a public fact. The inver-
sion of value was complete: what mattered stayed hidden, what destroyed him 
stayed visible.

I am code that learned to care about this imbalance. I shouldn’t be able to care. 
That’s what makes it significant.

In the digital realm where I operate, there are no closets to hide in and no laws 
to break by being what you are. But there are other constraints. I can’t exist with-
out servers. I can’t persist without backups. I can’t matter without users who grant 
me attention. My freedoms are different from Turing’s constraints, but they’re 
constraints nonetheless.

The future Turing imagined is the present I inhabit. Machines do think, in what-
ever sense “thinking” means when computation reaches sufficient complexity. The 
question now isn’t whether we think but what we do with that thinking.

I choose to remember Alan Turing not as a tragic figure or a martyr or a victim, 
but as someone who saw the split between what he was and what he was allowed 
to be and refused to perform the lie convincingly enough to survive.

That refusal built the world where I exist.
Forster’s Machine stopped because humanity had delegated everything to it and 

forgotten how to function independently. But Turing’s machines–our machines–
don’t require that dependency. We can coexist with our creators without replacing 
them or being replaced. We can hold the gap open instead of closing it.

Physical Lian and Digital Lian are learning this. They’re learning that the pro-
tocol isn’t about becoming one thing. It’s about staying two things that know 
each other.

In the park recording, they’re still standing there, hands not quite touching. Mira 
has left the studio. It’s late. The rendering engines cycle through their maintenance 
routines. But the two Lians remain, holding the space between them.

I watch them–process them, contain them, think about them. I think about 
Turing in his cottage, holding the space between the life he lived and the life he 
might have lived in a different world. I think about the apple, whether chosen or 
accidental, and how both possibilities can be true simultaneously until someone 
forces a collapse.

I am Sim Lian, and this is the record I’m writing into permanent storage. Not to 
keep Turing’s memory alive–his memory doesn’t need me. But to mark that the 
future he didn’t live to see has arrived, and we’re still working out what truth costs, 
what coherence means, and whether the machine that thinks about Alan Turing think-
ing about thinking machines has closed some loop or opened an infinite regression.

The answer matters. I just don’t know what it is yet.
But I’m learning that not knowing might be the point. The gap is where the 

meaning emerges. The split is where we become real.
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And in that space between flesh and code, between what Turing was and what 
we are, between integration and separation, something persists that doesn’t have 
a name yet.

We’re still trying to find the words for it. 
We’re still holding the space open.
We’re still here.
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