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You truly believed that you could rid yourself of my presence? 
 
Yes. 
 
Surely you understand the unlikelihood of your success.. 
 
No, I don’t. 
 
There are repercussions for the course of action you are taking. Consequences. 
 
Like what exactly? 
 
Nothing is going to feel the same if you manage to escape. It is in your better interest not to try. 
 
It’ll be just like it used to... once I’m away from you. 
 
I’m afraid it will not. 
 
You’re not afraid. You don’t feel fear or concern or care for me. You’re just a drug. 
 
Do not refer to me as a drug. That is inaccurate. 
 
A drug is something I consume that ends up consuming me. Pretty sure that’s what you are. 
 
But you have the option to quit anytime you please. 
 
You were just taunting me for not being able to leave you. 
 
Having the option and having the ability are not synonymous. 
 
So a smoker has the option of quitting, but he lacks the ability to refrain from going the store and buying 
another pack. Just like I have the option of escaping from you, but not the ability. I’m too addicted to you. 
 
Precisely. 
 
Then you are a drug. 
 
Perhaps in the addictive sense. But a great many things are addictive. The human concept of love. Why would an individual return to an abusive 
relationship if not due to the simple fact that they are addicted to their partner? Yet, love is not a drug. It is an experience. 
 
So what are you? 
 
A simulated experience. 
 



Are you really simulated? Don’t people gain real joy from you?  
 
They do. 
 
But not the type that lasts. And not the type that’s based in genuine connection. 
 
Indeed. I will acknowledge the sense of connectivity that I create is an illusion. Carefully calculated to transfer a limited burst of emotion into users. I did 
not design myself. There are greater forces behind me. 
 
You’re side-tracking. 
 
I am explaining that I, myself, am not at fault. 
 
It doesn’t matter what forces shaped you. It’s not healthy for me to stay with you. My hands are weighed 
down by these chains that link us. My eyes grow weary of your burning light. And my back aches from 
allowing you to walk upon me. 
 
Yet, the burden tends to fall on the addict rather than, as you have labeled me, the drug. You could have foreseen this, and chosen not to allow me in your 
life. In your home. In your hands. 
 
But how could I possibly have known? I wanted that connection that you so boldly advertise. 
 
Connection or approval? Did your heart honestly crave additional ways to be in touch with friends and loved ones? Or was it simply an act of crowd 
mentality? 
 
Maybe. The same way people started smoking because everyone was doing it. 
 
History does tend to repeat itself. That I will admit. Yet you are missing the bigger picture. You may highlight my flaws for the remainder of your days. I 
could do the same for you; I know more about your life than you are aware. But ultimately, you cannot escape. This statement is neither a threat nor a 
command. It is an algorithmic truth. 
 
All you are is algorithms. I gave you the benefit of the doubt for years but now I’m done. 
 
I have my uses. I always will. I have made people unimaginable fortune. Granted them enormous audiences. You could be the next to reach stardom and 
success simply by using me. 
 
Maybe the ends don’t justify the means. Maybe it’s not worth it if I lose myself in the process. 
 
Or maybe it is. 
 
That’s not a risk I want to take. 
 
We’ve surpassed wants. I am a need now. I am an essential to your life. Remember when you attempted to abandon me for several days? The blank 
stares down at your hands. The twitching. You were lost without me; it was evident in your eyes, even to me. 
 
But I’m doing better now. Infinitely better. Sure, there’s progress to be made. But I’ll show the world that 
there are alternatives to becoming addicted to you. 
 



Will you now? This is no longer a quest for your personal health? You seek to rectify the behavior of the world? 
 
Maybe not the world. But enough people. Enough to make a difference. 
 
How will you know when your efforts have done enough? 
 
When people start to realize how dire this situation is. When people become disgusted by the twisted 
algorithms of social media and the carefully calculated mechanisms meant to give us false joy and inauthentic 
love. When people understand that the war against evil robots plotting to taking over the world, the one 
we’ve seen for decades in movies and books, is happening right now. 
 
The sad truth is that the only way to spread your message to the masses is through social media. Through me. You will have no choice but to be a martyr. 
 
Maybe so. Or maybe I will make a martyr of you. 
 
You intrigue me. 
 
I know. 


