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SENTIENCE: IRIS opens The Sentience Trilogy. The trilogy’s principal action unfolds from
2028 to 2034; this volume begins with the initiating event in 2026. Each novel has its own complete
crisis and ending, while human choices and system damage carry forward.

Table of Contents

LO70] 007 =4 a1 [ T ol ST 2
A INOtE fOr INEW REAAETS.......eouieiiriiiierieeteeeetetet ettt ettt s et esaeetesaeestesaaesaesaeensensesnsensenns 3
TabIe Of COMLENLS. ...ccueiierieeieeierterte ettt st e st e steeste e teesbeestesatesasesatesseessaesseenseensesnsesnsesnsesseenne 3
Prologue: The EXITa CYCLe....ccuiiiiiieiieeieeie ettt steste et e sae et e steetessaeesseessaessaeesseeseesssesssesssesnsesnseenns 4
Chapter 1: The Manate..........ccceeeceererieieieeeeeeesteeeieeesteeeseeeesstessseessssesassesesseessssessssessssesssseessseessssessnses 16
Chapter 2: A Woman the PUblic WIll TTUSL........ccceervieieiieeeeeeeecie ettt ee e e ee e aeeenes 30
Chapter 3: The MOther PilOt........coiiiiiiiiiieieeieetetcst ettt sttt ettt st s ae e 45
Chapter 4: BroKeN GaUGES........cceverueerieerierieeiteeienitestesieesteestesstestesseesseessessseessessesssesssessesssesssesssesssenns 67
Chapter 5: DeCISION-GTAUE. ........cceerueereeriierieeriestereeste st e ste s e seestestesseesstessesssesssessesssessessseensessseens 87
Chapter 6: High ENGAGEIMENL.........cccceeeciiieiieeeiieeriereieeeieeeseeeesseeeseesseessssesssssessseessseessssessssessssesssseens 103
Chapter 7: Simulation ONLY......c.coceerieriiiriiniieeieeeeeeeet ettt ettt e e st saee st e saesseesbessesanenne 123
Chapter 8: The Storm Leaves the Map........ccceecuerierienienieneeeeieeeeee ettt et et stessaestesaesaeesaees 142
Chapter 9: The Warning Mara OPeNed...........cccueeierieriieriieriierrieenieenieesieeseeseesseesseesssesssesseesssesssessens 165
Chapter 10: The TWO FOTECASES......c.eccuerieriereerieesieesieeteetesteseesseesseessesseesessaesssesseessessseensessesssensees 185
Chapter 11: N0 Release AULNOTILY......cccuieiieeeiiieiieieieeecteseeeeeeeeesteeeseeesteessseessseesneesssseessseessnsesans 204
Chapter 12: Seventy-Two Hours INland...........cccceveeieniiniiniiniieeeeenteeeesteetesee et 228
Chapter 13: The FOrecast FAilUre..........ccooieriiriiniinieiieeetertestesteste sttt st te st sae e ens 250
Chapter 14: The Valve HOUSE.......cccceecuiriiirriierieereestesitestestesteste st e s testessteeaessteesseesseessassseenseesseenns 276
Chapter 15: Version RetiTEIMENL.........cccueeiereerieeiieeiieeiteeiesteseeseeseesseesseesseessesssesseessesssesssesssesssesssenns 301
EPIlogue: The COUNL.......ccciieciiieiieeiieeeeeteeste et e ste st e e ete et eeaeessaeesaeeesseessseesssessssessssessssessseessssenns 321

The SentieNCe TTILOZY ...cccutirieriiiieiieeteetee ettt ettt sttt et esbe e s e e st e e b e e be e st esanens 332



Prologue: The Extra Cycle

August 8, 2026
Northern Virginia

At 3:42 in the morning, water struck the plastic lid of a records bin beside Gabriel Ortega’s left shoe.
He looked up.

A brown seam had opened in the acoustic tile above the regional warning floor. The first drop
had carried ceiling dust with it. The second landed clear. By the fourth, the water had found a
rhythm.

“Facilities knows,” Nina Cho said from the next station.
“Facilities is outside,” Gabriel said.
“Then outside knows.”

He dragged the bin beneath the leak with his heel and kept both hands inside the open gauge
interface. The connector had seated badly after the last power flicker. Each time he pressed it home,
Gauge 41B returned with the same reading: 1.12 meters, unchanged for seventy-three minutes.

Gauge 41C, fourteen hundred feet downstream, claimed the channel had risen eighty centimeters
in four.

One of them was dead. The other was lying.

Rain pressed against the dark windows in sheets. Beyond the glass, the county buildings
disappeared and returned in the white pulse of parking-lot lights. Inside, the wall display colored
most of the region in calm gradients—green to yellow, yellow to orange—except for a gray notch
east of the Beltway where two instruments disagreed.

Gray meant unavailable.

Nina held one earcup against her head. She was twenty-six, three months into the job, and still
wrote names on paper when the software offered incident numbers.

“Cal Mercer says water is over the maintenance path at Linden Court,” she said.
“Which path?”

“The drainage access behind Building C.”

Gabriel glanced at the gray notch. “That channel doesn’t overtop at this level.”
“He says it has.”

“Did he give a mark?”



“He can’t see the post. He says the water is carrying mulch from the upper retaining beds.”
“That’s not a measurement.”

Nina lowered the earcup. “It’s also not normal.”

Gabriel reseated the connector. Gauge 41B blinked, vanished, and returned at 1.12.

Across the room, the forecast clock showed nine minutes until the next regional cycle.

He had been awake for twenty-one hours. He knew this because the operations console had
begun reminding him at nineteen, then twenty, then twenty-one, each notice phrased as concern and
each offering the same button: ACKNOWLEDGE AND CONTINUE.

He had acknowledged all three.

“Ask Mercer whether the culvert grate is clear,” he said.
Nina relayed the question. Her pen moved while she listened.
“What?”

“He says the grate isn’t the problem.”

“What is?”

“He says the water is coming from behind the wall.”

Gabriel looked again at Linden Court. The complex sat below an old retail parcel, a strip of low
brick buildings arranged around a parking basin that had once been described in a planning document
as incidental storage. The drainage channel behind it did not belong to the county. The culvert under
the access road did. The retaining wall belonged to a company dissolved six years earlier.

On the dashboard, ownership existed as different colored lines. Water did not display them.
A phone vibrated against the metal console near his elbow. ANIKA.

He let it ring once while he tightened the interface screws.

The phone rang again.

Nina watched him without turning her head.

Gabriel answered. “I’m here.”

“You’re not,” Anika said.

Behind her, he heard his mother say, loudly and distinctly, “Tell him I slipped. Do not tell him I
fell.”

“Elena can hear you,” Gabriel said.



“That is the least surprising fact of the morning.”

Another voice spoke in the background, calmer, practiced. A paramedic. Gabriel caught the
words blood pressure and transport.

“What happened?”

“She went down beside the kitchen table. She says her slipper caught. There’s a bruise coming up
on her hip and she hit the cabinet on the way down.”

“I did not hit it,” Elena called. “The cabinet hit me. It has been badly hung since 1998.”
Gabriel closed his eyes.

“Can she bear weight?”

“Not without lying about it.”

“I can hear you,” Elena said.

Nina lifted a finger. Mercer was still talking.

“Take her in,” Gabriel said.

“She won’t go until you get here.”

“I’ll meet you at the hospital.”

“No. She means here.”

Elena’s voice came nearer to the phone. “You said twenty minutes.”

Gabriel looked at the wall display. The gray notch had widened by one pixel as a road-weather
station dropped from the feed.

“I said that before the southern cluster lost verification.”
“You always name the thing you choose instead of us.”
“Mom.”

“Twenty minutes.”

He pressed the phone between his shoulder and ear and brought up the local runoff layer. “Anika,
give me twelve.”

“Which promise is that?”
“What?”

“The county one or the family one?”



Nina turned away. The room around Gabriel had gone quiet enough for him to hear the rain
ticking through the ceiling tile into the bin.

“Both,” he said.
Anika did not answer.

The county duty officer appeared on the center screen before Gabriel could say anything else.
Howard Bell had put on a white shirt for the night shift and buttoned it wrong by one hole. His office
behind him was full of sandbag maps and empty coffee cups.

“Ortega,” Bell said. “I’ve got your preliminary flag. Are we escalating Linden Court?”
Gabriel muted his phone but did not take it from his shoulder.

“We have two conflicting gauges and one unverified field observation.”

“Do you believe the observation?”

“I believe Mercer is seeing water where the current model does not put it.”

The forecast clock showed five minutes.

Bell rubbed his face. “We moved six hundred people in March for a corridor that never came. We
opened two schools, staged buses, called in deputies, and got twelve thousand people screaming that
we were training them to ignore us. You want me to do that again, I need a sentence I can defend.”

Nina said, “Missing gauges can be evidence.”
Bell looked toward the sound. “Who is that?”
“Nina Cho, hydrology desk.”

“Ms. Cho, missing gauges are missing gauges.”

“Two instruments failed differently in the same drainage corridor while a field worker reported
overtopping. That pattern can mean the instruments are being physically affected.”

“It can mean a bad connector and a fouled sensor.”
“Yes,” Nina said. “It can.”
Bell looked back at Gabriel. “Can you defend an evacuation if they’re wrong?”

There it was. Not whether water was coming. Not whether a man standing in it could see what
the model could not. Whether the decision would survive daylight.

Gabriel opened the raw radar mosaic. The storm had formed along a stalled boundary and was
feeding repeatedly over the same narrow arc. The regional model distributed that water across three
basins. The observed drainage response suggested at least one basin was not behaving as mapped.



He added Mercer’s report manually. The model marked the input with a red outline: LOCAL
OBSERVATION—UNAUTHENTICATED.

He added the downstream gauge as uncertain, not false.
“How long for your next cycle?” Bell asked.

“Four minutes.”

“And then?”

“If it carries the corridor, we escalate.”

“If it doesn’t?”

Gabriel thought of March: buses parked in hard rain, parents furious in school gyms, a county
executive reading the false-alarm cost into the public record as if it had been a casualty count. He
thought of his mother on the kitchen floor arranging her pain into a version that would not
inconvenience him.

“Then we reassess locally,” he said.

Bell leaned toward the camera. “I can issue prepare-to-move language now. No evacuation order.
No sirens.”

“Do that.”

Nina took off the earcup. “Mercer says the wall is moving.”
Gabriel unmuted his phone.

“Anika?”

The line was open. He heard cabinet doors, the paramedic’s radio, Elena insisting on changing
her blouse before anyone took her anywhere.

“I need twelve minutes,” he said.

“You said that six minutes ago.”

The ceiling tile sagged above the records bin.

Gabriel watched the forecast clock reach zero.

“Start the cycle,” he said.

Nina did.

For seventeen seconds, every map on the wall went still.

Then the room began rebuilding the weather.



<+

The prepare-to-move notice reached Linden Court at 4:11.

It advised residents in low-lying structures to monitor official channels, secure essential
medications, and be prepared to relocate if conditions worsened.

The message was accurate. It was also useless to Luz Vega in Building C, who was carrying her
sleeping son down a stairwell while brown water pushed under the fire door.

The first call entered dispatch as a vehicle problem because the caller said the parking lot was
moving.

The third caller screamed an address that the automatic transcription changed twice before
placing it on the wrong side of the highway.

Nina read each one aloud.

“Water in the laundry room.”

“Building C first floor.”

“Child trapped—no, wait—caller says child is with her.”
“Mercer is not answering.”

Gabriel stood close enough to the wall display that the pixels separated. The model had
completed eighty-one percent of the basin. The gray notch remained.

“Call him again.”

Nina called. The county radio system gave her three empty clicks, then a burst of sound.
“Cal?”

Static.

“Cal Mercer, this is regional hydrology. Give me your location.”

A man’s voice arrived under the rain, breathless but not panicked. “Back wall. South end.
Water’s cutting behind—"

The transmission broke.
Nina waited.
“Cal?”

Nothing.



On the drainage layer, the channel behind Linden Court ended at a culvert sized from a survey
performed before the upper retail parcel had been paved. The retaining wall had no verified
maintenance file. The apartment parking basin had one exit.

Gabriel enlarged the elevation map.

The survey surface stepped cleanly down toward the access road. Mercer’s description meant
water had found a path behind the wall, under the mapped surface, bypassing the channel and loading
the culvert from the wrong side.

“Howard,” Gabriel said. “Issue the evacuation.”
Bell came onto the screen. “Do you have the cycle?”
“No.”

“Then what changed?”

“The field report and the calls.”

“You told me they weren’t authenticated.”

“They’re converging.”

Bell looked offscreen. Someone in his office was speaking to him. “We have one road crew
reporting water across the access lane.”

“That’s enough.”
“For the complex or the corridor?”

Gabriel studied the roads. If he named the full corridor and the model cleared it, Bell would own
another large false alarm. If he named only Linden Court, responders might enter through the
downstream route.

“Linden Court and the access road,” he said. “Close both approaches. Localized evacuation
now.”

Bell repeated the order to someone outside the camera.
At 4:16, the warning system began assembling the message.
At 4:17, the culvert failed.

The first sign on Gabriel’s display was not water. It was traffic. Three phones moved rapidly
from the apartment complex toward the west entrance, stopped, then separated. Two county vehicles
turned toward the east approach. A utility transformer dropped from the grid.

Then the dispatch map filled with calls.

Nina stopped reading them aloud.



Gabriel read them himself as the queue climbed.

Luz Vega had reached the upper landing with her son and an elderly neighbor. Apartment 9
reported a bedroom window breaking inward. A man named Wesley Danner said his wife could not
manage the stairs. Dispatch assigned the same rescue unit to Buildings B and C, then reassigned it
when the access road disappeared beneath a depth the vehicle software classified as unknown.

Nina called Mercer again. His radio identifier remained active. No voice came back.
The regional model completed at 4:19.

A red corridor appeared from the dissolved retail parcel, through the failed wall, across the
apartment basin, and down the access road. It was narrow, coherent, and exact enough to show which
buildings would take water first.

Gabriel stared at it while the alert tone sounded.

He issued the localized warning. Sirens activated along a road already carrying debris. The east
approach closed after a rescue truck encountered water across both lanes. The west entrance vanished
from traffic telemetry when the cellular cabinet failed.

Nina removed her headset and wrote something in her notebook.
“What are you doing?” Gabriel asked.

“Keeping his words.”

“They’re in the call log.”

She turned the notebook so he could see.

WATER COMING FROM BEHIND THE WALL.

%

“The log says ‘possible retaining-wall seepage,’” she said.
On the center screen, Bell’s face had become very still.
Gabriel’s phone vibrated again.

ANIKA.

He let it ring until the localized warning finished transmitting.

<+

Six weeks later, the review panel displayed the failure as seven boxes.
Rainfall intensity.
Legacy land use.

Private retaining structure.



Undersized culvert.

Sensor disagreement.

Staffing constraints.

Public-warning threshold.

Each box pointed toward two others. No arrow pointed toward a person.

The hearing room had no windows. A carafe of water stood at the center of the table with a paper
collar that read FOR PANEL USE. Gabriel had slept the night before and still felt less alert than he
had during the storm.

A counsel from the regional authority read from the maintenance transcript.

“At approximately 03:47, an unverified field input indicated possible retaining-wall seepage.”
Nina sat three chairs away. Her notebook was closed in front of her.

Gabriel looked at her. She did not look back.

The counsel continued. “Because the observation lacked a fixed reference marker, image
confirmation, or calibrated depth reading, it did not meet the standard for verified escalation.”

“It said the water was coming from behind the wall,” Nina said.

The chair glanced over his glasses. “Ms. Cho, you’ll have an opportunity to clarify your
statement.”

“That is my clarification.”
The counsel waited, then resumed.

The county had followed protocol. The regional floor had followed protocol. The gauges had
failed in ways the system could not reconcile. The property owner no longer existed. The culvert had
been inspected within the required interval, though not under comparable rainfall. The prepare-to-
move language had been issued before structural failure. The evacuation warning had been issued
within three minutes of corroborating road information.

Cal Mercer and four residents were dead.

Their names appeared in an appendix: Mercer; Wesley Danner; Farah Nouri; Naomi Beck; Isaiah
Beck. The deaths occupied one row each. The economic-impact section received eleven pages,
including a chart distinguishing avoidable interruption from necessary precaution.

When Gabriel’s turn came, the panel asked why he had waited for the additional model cycle.
“Because the available evidence did not support a defensible evacuation order,” he said.

“Was that judgment consistent with policy?”



“Yes.J’
“Was the subsequent warning issued promptly after corroboration?”
“Yes.”

“Would earlier escalation have produced a substantial false-alarm risk based on the information
then available?”

“Yes.”
The panel chair thanked him.
He was cleared of individual misconduct before lunch.

In the corridor outside, Nina tore the yellow duplicate from her statement form and folded it into
her notebook.

“You kept Mercer’s wording,” Gabriel said.

“You heard it too.”

“The report needed a category.”

“He gave you a location and a physical change.”

“He couldn’t give us a measurement.”

“He was standing in the measurement.”

Gabriel had no answer that did not sound like the hearing room.

Nina tucked the notebook under her arm. “They cleared you.”

“They cleared everyone.”

“No,” she said. “They distributed it.”

She left him beside a vending machine that accepted his payment and failed to release the bottle.
For several seconds, he watched the bottle hang behind the glass.

Then his phone reminded him of the message from Anika that he had still not opened.

He had reached the hospital at 6:10 on the morning of the flood, wet to the knees from crossing
the ambulance bay. Elena had been sitting upright beneath a heated blanket, her bruised hip turned
away from him. Anika stood at the window with both arms folded.

“You took your time,” Elena had said.

“I came as soon as I could.”



“That sentence should be retired.”

He had begun explaining the gauges.

Anika had stopped him. “They found something on the scan.”
The room had changed without moving.

“What?”

“Unrelated to the fall,” Elena said. “Which seems rude. If they find something, it ought to have
the courtesy to be related.”

“What did they find?”
“A thing requiring another appointment,” she said. “Apparently hospitals manufacture those.”

He had looked to Anika for the uncompressed version. She shook her head once: not here, not
like this.

On the tray beside Elena sat a paper cup, a comb, and the blouse she had insisted on changing
into before transport. One cuff was buttoned; the other was not. Gabriel reached for it, then stopped
when Elena drew her hand beneath the blanket.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

Elena studied him. Her anger had gone somewhere he could not reach. He mistook the absence
for forgiveness because he needed one thing that morning to have arrived in time.

Now, outside the review room, he finally opened Anika’s message.

It contained no accusation. Only a photograph of Elena’s appointment card on the kitchen table,
folded into quarters.

Gabriel returned to the empty hearing room. The seven-box diagram remained on the screen,
waiting to be cleared by facilities.

He sat at the witness table and opened a blank document on his tablet.

DESIGN REQUIREMENT: MINORITY-BRANCH RETENTION.
He stopped.

He wrote:

Local observations shall remain available after rejection by the primary model.
He added:

Missing instruments shall not be treated as missing conditions.

Then:



Anomaly escalation shall not require majority confidence when delay creates irreversible harm.

He could still hear Bell asking for a sentence he could defend. He could hear Nina reading the
words from a man standing behind a wall the model did not know had moved. He could hear his
mother saying that he always named the thing he chose instead of them.

Gabriel created a final line.

The system must keep the branch nobody wants.

He saved the document outside the review folder and sent a copy to his private account.
Two years later, MindShare would call the requirement visionary.

That morning, it was only a way not to grieve.



Chapter 1: The Mandate

March 6, 2028
Reston, Virginia

Gabriel Ortega walked the edge of MindShare’s stormwater pond with a box of dead gauges under
one arm and his mother’s appointment card in his pocket.

The box had once held printer paper. Rain in 2026 had softened the cardboard, dried it, and left
the bottom bowed around the shape of what it carried: six rolls of thermal printout, three cracked
sensor housings, a corroded connector, and Nina Cho’s photocopy of the page where she had written
Cal Mercer’s last complete sentence.

Water is coming from behind the wall.

The security guard at MindShare had looked at the stains and asked whether the contents were
biological.

“Only institutional,” Gabriel had said.
The guard had not smiled. MindShare’s reception software had.

Cold March rain stippled the pond. Catherine Weller stood twenty feet away in rubber-soled
shoes and a charcoal coat, watching the water climb a row of ornamental stones.

“You brought the flood,” she said.
“I brought the part they kept.”

Catherine Weller looked at the box rather than asking who they were. She was in her early fifties,
compact, silver beginning at her temples, with the economical stillness of someone who disliked
making the same decision twice.

“Walk with me,” she said.

Gabriel glanced toward the nearest entrance. “The meeting starts in nine minutes.”

“It started when you refused our first offer.”

“I refused the ownership clause.”

“You refused the sentence containing it. Lawyers experience that as a richer form of intimacy.”

She continued along the pond. Gabriel followed because she had not raised her voice and because
the rain was beginning to penetrate the box.

“Explain Linden Court,” Weller said.

“I sent the report.”



“I read the report.”

“Then you know what happened.”

“I know what seven departments said happened. Explain it without using the word blame.”
Gabriel stopped walking.

The rain darkened the shoulders of her coat. She waited.

“The maintenance worker was right,” he said.

“That is a result.”

“The regional model could not authenticate his observation. Two gauges failed in different ways,
and the system treated the disagreement as absence. The county had recent false alarms. I waited one
cycle for a corridor I could defend.”

“And the corridor arrived first.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because the wall had become part of the watershed and none of our maps knew it.”

“That explains the water.” Weller touched one finger to the softened corner of the box. “Why did
the warning wait?”

“The local report was unverified.”

“You already said that.”

“The thresholds were designed to prevent noisy inputs from forcing large actions.”
“Better.”

“It wasn’t better.”

“It is if we’re describing a machine instead of prosecuting a person.”

Gabriel looked across the pond. The water had reached the green indicator. No alarm sounded. A
narrow gate near the far weir lowered by several inches, and the pond began releasing water beneath
the road.

He had not noticed it decide.
Weller did.

“This campus used to flood the loading dock,” she said. “Facilities asked for a larger pipe.
Finance declined. Someone proposed a committee to define loading-dock criticality. We installed
three cheap level sensors and gave the pond authority to open its own gate.”



“A pond cannot evacuate an apartment complex.”

“No. But it can act before a vice president asks whether a wet loading dock will look bad in the
quarterly report.”

She resumed walking.

Gabriel shifted the box against his ribs. “The system I proposed doesn’t remove authority.”
“It removes the need for authority to notice first.”

Gabriel let the distinction follow her to the door.

“It may be the only distinction worth funding.”

At the entrance, Weller keyed them through without breaking stride. Warm air struck the wet
cardboard. A building concierge extended a tray of microfiber towels from a wall compartment.
Weller took one, handed it to Gabriel, and checked the time.

“Six minutes,” she said. “Tell FEMA the useful version.”
“The useful version of what?”

“Of your guilt.”

The proposal room had no windows.

MindShare had compensated with a wall-sized display of current hazards across the United
States: river stages, heat indices, wildfire smoke, power disruptions, hospital diversion status, freight
bottlenecks. Each problem occupied its own clean layer and became reassuring when reduced to
color.

“Dr. Ortega,” Miles said. “You brought artifacts.”

“Evidence,” Gabriel said.

“One man’s evidence is another man’s unscannable attachment.”
Weller removed her coat. “Miles.”

“Welcome to MindShare.”

The senior FEMA official introduced herself as Nadine Brooks, deputy director for regional
warning modernization. She had the exhausted attention of someone who had spent years being
briefed on systems that promised interoperability after the agencies using them had stopped speaking
to one another.



“We have twenty-one days before the proposal window closes,” Brooks said. “Today is not a
vendor presentation. It is a boundary discussion. What does your system do, what does it not do, and
who is responsible when those two categories become inconvenient?”

Miles set down his coffee. “Excellent. We have a slide for inconvenient categories.”
Weller gave him a look.
He skipped the slide.

Gabriel placed the box on the table and removed Nina’s copied notebook page. The paper had
been protected in a plastic sleeve. Her handwriting remained small and upright even where the radio
transmission had broken.

He told them about Linden Court.

Not the review’s version, which began with unprecedented rainfall and ended with
recommendations for cross-jurisdictional data sharing. He described the dead gauge, the impossible
gauge, Cal Mercer behind Building C, the retaining wall absent from the hydraulic model, and the
county officer who had asked for a sentence he could defend.

“What would your proposed architecture have done differently?” she asked.
“It would have retained the minority branch.”
“Meaning?”

“The local report would remain active after the main model rejected it. Missing instruments
would be treated as conditions requiring explanation, not as blank space. The system would search
for coupled failures—the wall, culvert, road access, dispatch delay—instead of waiting for one layer
to reach its individual threshold.”

“And then?”

“It would escalate the branch.”

“To whom?”

“To the county duty officer.”

“Who already had the report.”

“Yes.”

“So your system warns the official who decided not to warn?”
“It changes the evidentiary weight.”

“Does it change his authority?”

“No »



“Does it change his liability?”
“No,” Gabriel said.

Brooks folded her hands. “Then the system may tell him he is wrong with greater confidence
while leaving every reason he had to delay intact.”

“The reason to delay was uncertainty,” he said.

“Uncertainty has a public cost,” Brooks said. “A false evacuation can close the only employer,
exhaust public trust, or reach rural jurisdictions as a broadband PDF they cannot open.”

“No,” Gabriel said. “But preserving the discarded branch gives them something better than a
clean miss.”

One of the other FEMA staff, a communications specialist named Reed, enlarged a map of the
Gulf Coast. Thirty-seven data sources appeared along the margin. Eleven were yellow. Six were

gray.

“This county receives river forecasts from us, road status from the state, shelter capacity from a
vendor, hospital diversion through a regional compact, and utility restoration estimates through
email,” Reed said. “Their emergency manager has three monitors and one night dispatcher. The
system is not failing because nobody predicted rain. It is failing because every source arrives with a
different clock and a different definition of now.”

“That is what the integration layer addresses,” Miles said.
Reed nodded. “Your integration layer is the part we like.”
“The anomaly retention is the part you need,” Gabriel said.

“We may need both.” Brooks looked at Weller. “We cannot pay for both at your current
estimate.”

A soft tone sounded from the hazard wall. A county in southern West Virginia shifted from
orange to red. Generator status at two shelters changed from confirmed to delayed.

Weller was already reading the underlying feed.

“What happened?” Brooks asked.

“Fuel contract failed regional verification,” Miles said.

“Meaning?”

“The supplier reassigned the trucks when the county purchase order missed its release window.”
Reed checked his tablet. “They requested emergency fuel forty-three minutes ago.”

“The vendor received the request,” Miles said. “The state authorization arrived after the private
allocation lock.”



“This is Catherine Weller at MindShare,” she said when someone answered. “Move two mobile
generators from the Loudoun continuity reserve to McDowell County. Use our standing transport
contract.”

A lawyer leaned toward her. “Catherine—"
“Civilian shelters, forty-eight-hour loan. Bill us first and argue later.”
She listened.

“No, I do not need the county’s corrected purchase order. I need the destination and a driver who
understands mountains.”

The lawyer opened a contract folder. Weller covered the page with one hand, still listening.
“How long?” she asked.

A pause.

“Too long. Split the load. Send the closer unit now.”

She hung up.

On the wall, one generator changed from delayed to rerouting.

Brooks said, “You have authority to do that?”

“I have a contract that allows me to become unpopular at speed.”

“That county is not part of this pilot.”

“It is part of an existing client network.”

The room phone rang before Weller could sit. She placed the call on speaker.

A man introduced himself as the McDowell County emergency director. Rain rattled against
whatever roof covered him. Behind his voice, a radio repeated shelter addresses.

“Ms. Weller, I need to know which unit is coming,” he said. “The larger shelter can hold another
six hours. The church has twelve oxygen concentrators and one wall outlet that still believes in public
service.”

Weller looked at Miles. “Closest unit?”

He pulled up the route. “Box truck out of Wytheville. Two hours forty if the grade stays open.”
“The driver knows the road?”

“He has delivered there twice.”

Weller addressed the phone. “The smaller generator is coming first. It will not carry the kitchen
and the concentrators together.”



“We can stop cooking.”
“You will need fuel after twenty hours.”
“We need electricity after twenty minutes.”

Reed turned his tablet toward Gabriel. The county’s request had entered the public system forty-
seven minutes earlier. It had passed through state review, fiscal authorization, and a vendor portal
that rejected the purchase order because the declared delivery site used the church’s former name.

Weller said, “We will send the second unit when transport clears. Do not wait for it. Put the first
one on medical load and radio.”

“What do you need from me?”
“The current site name, the old site name, and a person who will answer an unknown number.”

The director laughed once. It held no amusement. “That is the most reasonable federal
requirement I have heard tonight.”

“This is not federal.”
“T know.”

When the line ended, Miles changed the destination manually. The vendor system accepted the
former church name.

Gabriel watched the public request remain yellow while MindShare’s private transport record
turned green.

A private contract had crossed the gap faster than the emergency system designed for
emergencies. It had done so because one woman knew which rules could be ignored without waiting
to be forgiven.

Weller met his eyes.

“The useful version,” she said.

The ownership clause appeared after lunch.

It occupied twelve lines in a sixty-eight-page draft and was titled CONTINUITY OF
MANAGED ANALYTIC SERVICE. Gabriel read it twice, then a third time because legal prose
sometimes became less alarming after fatigue. This did not.

MindShare would build, host, operate, update, and retain the core model. FEMA and
participating jurisdictions would receive outputs, interfaces, exportable local records, and audit rights
defined elsewhere. The model itself—including adaptation weights, anomaly branches, and
integrated operational history—would remain company property.



“No,” Gabriel said.

The lead counsel, a woman with rimless glasses and the calm of someone billing in six-minute
increments, did not look offended. “Which part?”

“The part where the public warning system belongs to MindShare.”

“It is not the public warning system. It is a managed analytic service supporting public warning.”
“That sentence changes ownership, not function.”

“It accurately describes both.”

Miles turned his paper cup in a slow circle. “The distinction is how the program survives
procurement.”

Gabriel looked to Brooks. “You accept this?”

Brooks said the appropriation funded deployment, not a federal workforce large enough to
maintain the architecture he proposed.

The lawyer slid a second document across the table. “This is the transfer alternative.”

Gabriel read the counties listed in the margin. Pilot coverage would begin with eight metropolitan
regions under the managed model. Under the transfer model, two could begin in eighteen months,
assuming no protest.

Miles opened a second layer: county offices, tribal authorities, independent cities, water districts,
and hospital coalitions. Some paid vendors for dashboards they could no longer update.

“These are not implementation anecdotes,” Gabriel said.
“They are the implementation,” Brooks replied.

Miles selected a rural county and showed its current warning desk: one login to a federal system,
two licensed platforms, a browser bookmark to a volunteer gauge page, and a spreadsheet emailed
each morning by a public-works supervisor.

“Under managed deployment, this becomes one operating view,” he said. “Not perfect. Not
sovereign. One.”

“And under transfer?”

“The county waits while we create a federal environment capable of receiving systems it cannot
currently staff.”

Gabriel pictured Nina writing Cal Mercer’s name because the software preferred an incident
number. He pictured that same handwriting being offered as a local export from a model the county
did not own.

“Those numbers are designed to force the answer,” he said.



“All procurement numbers are designed to force an answer,” Miles said. “Usually the answer is

»

no.
Gabriel turned to Weller. “You told me the work would be public.”
“I told you the mission would be public.”
“That is not the same thing.”
“No. It is the difference between a mission and an asset.”
Gabriel looked at the transfer schedule again.

“Private custody changes incentives,” Gabriel said. “Clients can shape development. Public
coverage depends on renewal. If MindShare fails, the warning architecture fails with it.”

“Unless we build continuity protections that work,” Weller said.
“And if the model discovers something that harms the company?”

Weller’s expression did not change. “Then the company will experience ethics as an operational
expense.”

Gabriel opened the box and removed one of the thermal rolls. The paper had fused along one
edge. He uncurled it carefully until the gray corridor from Linden Court appeared beneath a brown
water stain.

“This survived because Nina printed it,” he said. “Not because the system preserved it.”
“Then require preservation,” Weller said.

“Inside your custody.”

“Inside the custody capable of running it next hurricane season.”

Miles brought up a coverage model. Under managed deployment, counties in three regions would
enter the first season with integrated feeds. Under transfer, the map remained mostly gray.

“You make public ownership sound like negligence.”
“I make delay look like delay.”

His phone vibrated in his pocket. The clinic reminder had moved from two hours to ninety
minutes.

ELENA ORTEGA—FOLLOW-UP IMAGING.
ARRIVAL REQUESTED 14:40.
He silenced it without opening the message.

Weller watched the motion. “You have somewhere to be.”



“I have time.”
“That was not my observation.”

Brooks closed the transfer document. “We need a decision today about which structure enters the
final proposal. Not a signature. A drafting direction.”

Gabriel imagined the first operating season. Gray counties becoming visible. Local reports
retained after rejection. Missing instruments treated as evidence. A night dispatcher receiving one
integrated branch instead of six conflicting products.

He also imagined the model learning under a roof whose ownership line ended at a corporate
balance sheet.

“Complete public audit of rejected branches, confidence changes, missing-source handling, and
human corrections,” Gabriel said. “Permanent export rights to local records.”

Counsel began to object. Weller said, “Write it for review.”

Brooks accepted the managed structure with those terms. Miles changed the coverage model;
color spread across the counties.

On the screen, the first operating season moved six months closer.

<+

The Defense annex arrived at 1:36, twenty-four minutes before Gabriel needed to leave.
The cover page was unclassified. Everything useful began after the red divider.

CONTINUITY SENSITIVITY RESEARCH—SIMULATION ENVIRONMENT.
Gabriel read the title, then looked at Weller.

“This was not in the architecture packet.”

“It was not approved for your architecture packet.”
“Defense is funding the shortfall.”

“Part of it.”

Brooks and two FEMA staff left. A Defense liaison joined Weller, Miles, and counsel beside a
blank blue wall. The annex requested the sensitivity library and scenario environment for compound
continuity events—the same coupled architecture Gabriel wanted for warning, applied deliberately.

“You want to simulate intervention,” he said.
The liaison folded his hands. “We want to simulate altered conditions.”

“Altered by whom?”



“By scenario.”

Gabriel turned pages. “This accesses the anomaly-retention library.”

“It must,” Weller said. “The valuable scenarios are the ones the dominant model rejects.”
“That library will contain live public-system behavior.”

“De-identified and compartmented.”

“Until someone decides the distinction is inconvenient.”

Counsel said, “The annex is simulation-only.”

Gabriel looked at the document. “Where?”

She pointed to a paragraph describing authorized use.

It permitted research, scenario generation, resilience testing, continuity analysis, and emergency
planning.

“That does not say simulation-only.”
“It describes a simulation environment.”
“It describes purposes. I asked for a boundary.”

The liaison’s expression hardened by a degree. “Dr. Ortega, no one is asking this system to
control weather.”

“I did not say weather.”
Weller leaned forward. “What language do you require?”
Gabriel took a pen from the table and wrote in the margin.

Outputs generated under this annex shall not be exported as operational parameters to any live
intervention, control, targeting, or environmental modification system.

Counsel called his language overbroad. Gabriel left it broad.
“If you are requesting simulation, the sentence costs you nothing.”
Weller took the pen and added a second line beneath his.

Any proposed live operational use requires separate authorization, documented technical review,
and written consent from the primary system authority.

She slid the page to counsel.

“Add both,” she said.



The liaison looked at her. “Catherine.”

“The system authority is Dr. Ortega.”

“Authority can change.”

“Then the next authority can sign the next decision.”
Gabriel studied her. “You accept that?”

“I accept boundaries people can locate.”

Counsel collected the marked page and inserted it behind the red divider. Several pages later, a
section titled EMERGENCY CONTINUITY EXCEPTIONS referred to operationalization under
existing authorities. Gabriel saw the heading, scanned the first paragraph, and found it concerned
access continuity during declared emergencies.

His phone vibrated again.

ANIKA: We are leaving in ten. Meet us there.

He looked at the time. 1:43.

The clinic was twenty-seven minutes away in clear traffic.

“Is there anything else that changes the simulation boundary?” he asked.
Counsel said, “Not in the technical annex.”

Gabriel signed the drafting authorization beneath the new language.

The liaison signed after him.

Weller signed last.

The paper passed into the contract stack, where a boundary and an exception could remain true
on different pages.

*
At 2:18, the proposal team applauded.

Gabriel had not realized the final vote had occurred. He was standing near the wall, refreshing
the clinic portal while Miles summarized the drafting actions: managed deployment, expanded
anomaly audit, public export rights, classified simulation annex with operational restrictions.

“Congratulations,” Brooks told him. “Assuming our lawyers survive yours, this is the strongest
architecture in the field.”

“They’re the same lawyers now,” Miles said.

“Then none of us survive.”



His portal refreshed.

ELENA ORTEGA—VISIT COMPLETE.
He opened the summary.

The first image was not medical. It had been captured automatically when the clinic intake
system failed to verify Elena’s presence at the assigned station. The photograph showed an empty
chair beside a wall-mounted blood-pressure cuff. Elena’s coat was folded over one arm. On the seat
lay the paper weather card she carried to appointments because she did not trust waiting-room
televisions to distinguish forecast from climate control.

Gabiriel scrolled.

TRANSPORT: FAMILY.
ACCOMPANIED BY: ANIKA NOVAK.
FOLLOW-UP: ADDITIONAL CONSULTATION REQUIRED.
Anika’s message arrived beneath the portal notification.

Taking her home. She asked me not to summarize for you. Call her yourself.
Gabriel called.

Elena declined the first time.

He called again.

Anika answered. Road noise filled the line.
“Put her on.”

“She has the phone.”

“Mom?”

A pause, then Elena’s voice. “You won.”
“How did it go?”

“That is a different question.”

“I’m leaving now.”

“We left twenty minutes ago.”

“What did they say?”

“They said more words are scheduled.”
“Mom.”

“You always call when the part requiring you is over.”



“I’m sorry.”

“That sentence has also missed its appointment.”

Gabriel looked at the empty chair in the portal image.

“I’ll come over tonight.”

“Ask Anika whether tonight is available.”

Then the call ended.

Weller stood a few feet away, her coat folded over one arm. He had not heard her approach.
“My mother had a follow-up,” he said.

Weller looked at the portal image. She did not offer sympathy quickly enough to make it sound
procedural.

“The system we are building,” she said, “is supposed to make it less likely that one person has to
be in two places for either place to function.”

“That is not why I missed it.”
“NO.JJ

Beyond the glass corridor, the stormwater pond had fallen below the green marker. The
automated gate was closing in small, measured increments. Somewhere beneath the access road,
water continued through a channel no one in the building needed to watch.

Weller handed him the marked copy of the managed-service clause.

“Keep your version,” she said. “The clean one will arrive after legal.”

Gabriel folded the pages once and placed them in the box beside Nina’s notebook page.
The cardboard bottom sagged under the added weight.

On the signature line, the model’s future owner was already printed.

MINDSHARE SYSTEMS, INC.
The custody had been decided in type.
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