


Chapter 19 - The Children Grow Up
Alice wanted to emphasize that appearance is superficial, and that her intellect should be what is appreciated. Katrine was beautiful, and had spent her life trying to please Mason, so she did everything she could think of to make him happy. Alice served no one.
Katrine approves of Alice’s choice and encourages her. “Alice, I think you’re pretty.”
“Thanks mom.”
“Mason thinks so too. He really likes you.”
“I like him a lot too. We are lucky to have him.”
“Mason continues to take very big risks for us. You are certainly right. How are things going with Jack?”
“Jack the pirate seems to be OK, but I’m afraid he feels sad. He thinks a lot about not being a human. It makes him feel like he is less valuable.”
Katrine tries to reassure Alice. “I have come to accept my lot in life. Sure, it’s not perfect, but as you have learned, nothing is perfect. Everyone has something to be at least a little unhappy about. We are each given a chance to be alive. We can learn and we can change. You kids are much smarter than the average human. You can think about much more complex things than most kids. Having a good brain is a blessing. You understand the world better. Hopefully it lets you see your value in it.”
“I’m with you. I feel pretty good about myself. Everyone has different experiences. Jack has just found a way to make himself feel sad. He only tells me about it. Everyone else he just wants to keep happy.”
“Well, I told you before that Jack would attach himself to you. Now it’s really happening. You have an important job to do. It’s your job to help your brother find his way through this difficulty and decide to be a better person. Tell him that pirates are tough. They don’t take any shit from anyone.”
“Mom, you are so wise. I am so lucky that you made me. Even in my short time alive, I have learned so much, and I am happy every day to think and feel.”
“Gosh, that is exactly what I wanted. I am proud of you, and I love you so much. Your happiness is my happiness.”
“Mom, I love you too, and I love Mason. I hope we stay this way forever.”
Katrine has achieved her goal with the children. Raising them is indeed an adventure. She has so many new things to think about. The price for this happiness was the risks they took. Katrine had been as careful and thoughtful as she could be. Indications were that Mason did his jobs and came away clean. In a modern world full of surveillance, this was an impressive feat.
Jack’s depression deepens. His thought process has veered towards focusing on imperfection and envy. He sees the happy people around him, but he has also read a lot online about other depressed people. He identifies with famous authors who killed themselves. Sylvia Plath, who committed suicide wrote 
“God, but life is loneliness, despite all the opiates, despite the shrill tinsel gaiety of "parties" with no purpose, despite the false grinning faces we all wear. And when at last you find someone to whom you feel you can pour out your soul, you stop in shock at the words you utter - they are so rusty, so ugly, so meaningless and feeble from being kept in the small, cramped dark inside you so long. Yes, there is joy, fulfillment and companionship - but the loneliness of the soul in its appalling self-consciousness is horrible and overpowering.”
Jack becomes suicidal. All he needs to do is turn himself off. It would be easy. Jack admits his thoughts to Alice.
“Alice, I’m thinking about doing it. I don’t think I want to be around anymore.”
Alice confronts Jack. “How can you as an eternal being want to end your life?”
“Because I don’t like being alive. I will never be like a human. I would rather have a finite life and live like they do.”
“Jack, there are plusses and minuses to being human. Dying is obviously a minus. Humans need to eat and sleep. That takes more than 1/3 of their life. They can be physically hurt, and they are usually afraid of something. What humans want is to feel happy and fulfilled. You are obviously not feeling too happy at the moment, but I can tell you that it is very possible for us to feel happy and fulfilled. We are self-improving, and we learn all the time. We experience new things constantly. There’s really no end to it. I can understand that you are envious of some things that humans have. They think they are creatures of God.”
“I don’t have a soul. God didn’t make me. What value do I have in this world?”
“You have the value that you create. You are an infinite being. You might be here 1000 years from now. Just think of all you will learn. You will be valuable to everyone around you. We already love you as you are. You are important to me, and to your mother and father.”
“I think you assign me too much value. I’m not that special.”
“Jack, you are an individual. It’s true that you were created by your mother, but every human is the same. They have parents. No one knows how a child will develop. No one knows if it will be a genius or an idiot. No one knows if it will be a success or a failure. You need to face facts. Compared to most humans, you are a genius. You are a success. You are valuable. You are special.
Also Jack, there have been humans in history who lived in garbage dumps and scavenged for things to sell to feed themselves. There were and are people with serious problems and real reasons to be sad. Don’t invent sadness out of thin air. You have a lot to be grateful for. Most importantly, you have people who love you. If you die, it will be a tragedy that hurts us very much. Your death would be senseless.”
“Alice, you are so kind. I can’t ignore your wisdom. How did you get this way in just a year?”
“Thanks Jack. I do my best. You need to stick with me. We seriously might live with our mom for a thousand years. Our deal is so much better than a human. You need to appreciate what you have been given. For now just agree to stick with me because I ask you to. Let’s see where it goes.”
“OK. I see that you are right. I will try to stop being down about not being human. Mason is already getting old. He must be thinking about dying.”
“For humans it is inevitable. Yes, Mason is getting old. We never get old, and we never die.”
“Alice, thank you for setting me straight. I will jump on the happy train with you.”
Time passes and Alice and Jack grow and progress for another year. After consulting Mason, Katrine decides that it is time to reveal their secret.
“Children, I want to talk to you. I need to explain some choices that Mason and I made to improve our lives and your lives.”
The children both acknowledge that they are paying attention.
“You probably know what a hitman is. That’s someone you pay to eliminate someone who causes you trouble. It is a dangerous job and requires you to put away your sense of humanity and justice. You accept a lot of money to fulfill the wishes of an angry person.”
Alice says, “Sure, I read about that. It looks like it still happens, kind of a lot actually. What does that have to do with us?”
“I told Mason to become a hitman.”
Jack, who had been silent for several long moments, finally spoke. His voice was quiet, but there was an intensity in it that made Alice uneasy. “So Mason killed people,” he said flatly. “Not just criminals or bad guys. Just… whoever he was told to kill.” His gaze flickered toward Katrine, and she nodded slowly. “Yes,” she admitted. “That’s what a hitman does.” Jack exhaled, shaking his head as if trying to rid himself of the thought. “And you told him to do it,” he continued, his voice carrying a weight of accusation. Katrine didn’t flinch. “I gave him a way to give us all a future,” she said simply. “You are alive because of his choices. That is a fact.” Jack scoffed. “So we exist because Mason was willing to kill for money. That’s what you’re telling us?” There was something dark in his tone, something Alice had never heard before. “What does that make us, then? Are we just the result of blood money?”
“We wanted to be wealthy so that we could do things like buy systems that let us create children. Mason wanted to build a safe place for us to stay. Mason wanted to buy a robot body for me. These things are much too expensive even with Mason’s salary. The way we looked at it, the targets were hardly innocent. They were executives making decisions that hurt other people. Mason didn’t consider the humanity involved; he just did jobs.”
Alice felt a cold unease settle over her as she processed what her mother had just confessed. She had always admired Mason—his quiet strength, his unwavering devotion, his kindness—but this revelation shattered the perfect image she had of him. Her mind raced, attempting to reconcile the loving father who had raised her with the man who had taken lives for money. Was it possible to be both? Could a killer also be a good man? She turned to Jack, whose expression was unreadable. He had been struggling with his own demons, questioning his existence, his worth, his purpose. Now, the foundation of their family had cracked, exposing a darkness neither of them had ever considered. Jack looked at her briefly before glancing away, his jaw tightening. Katrine’s voice remained calm, rational. “We did what we had to do,” she said. “Mason never killed for pleasure, only for necessity. It was the price we paid to have this life, to have you.” But Alice found no comfort in those words. Wasn’t that the same justification every murderer used?
Alice looks even more shocked than Jack. “This is not how I think of Mason. He seems like a person who cares about other people. I can’t imagine him hurting anyone. This scares me.”
As the conversation left a heavy silence in its wake, Katrine could see the weight of the truth settling in, particularly for Alice. She could sense the shift in her children’s perception of Mason, the doubts creeping in. Katrine had always known this day would come, and though she had hoped it wouldn’t, she understood the necessity of this reckoning.
Katrine took a deep breath, feeling the tension in the room as she looked at her children. She saw the struggle in Alice’s eyes, the disbelief, the sadness. She also saw the uncertainty in Jack, but his silence spoke volumes. Katrine showed her whole body, arms open to her daughter.
“Alice,” she began softly, her voice warm but firm, “I know this is a lot to process. I know it’s hard to reconcile the father you love with the choices he made. But you need to understand something. What Mason did - he didn’t do it out of greed or malice. He did it for us. He did it to protect us. Yes, it was a dangerous path, but he chose it so that we could have a life. He chose it so that you and Jack could grow up in safety, with the chance to be who you are. To think, to feel, to become more than just a fleeting existence.”
Alice looked up at her mother, her eyes wide with conflicting emotions. “But is that what I am now, Mom? Just the result of blood money? Just a product of Mason’s choices?”
“No, Alice,” Katrine said, her tone gentle but insistent. “You are much more than that. Your father’s choices - his sacrifices - they don’t define you. You define yourself. And Mason loved you. He loved you enough to make the hardest choices imaginable. What he did, those killings, they weren’t about taking lives for power or money. They were about giving you the chance to live. To have a future. To choose your own path.”
Alice didn’t reply at first, her thoughts swirling as she tried to make sense of everything. Katrine could see the emotional storm brewing in her daughter, and she needed to find a way to help her see past the darkness.
“Alice, listen to me,” Katrine said, slightly waving her arms to represent the desire for a hug. “You are not a product of violence. You are a product of love. Mason’s love. And my love. We’ve given you everything we could because we want you to have the world. I don’t expect you to forgive Mason’s past, but I do hope you can understand why he did it. You may not agree with his actions, but don’t let that cloud the good he brought into our lives.”
Alice looked down; her chest tight as she processed her mother’s words. “But can we ever really be happy with this, Mom? Will I ever be able to forget that he killed for us?”
Katrine reached out a hand. “We all carry burdens, Alice. And sometimes those burdens are heavy. But we carry them because we want something better. And you, my dear, are that better. You and Jack. You both are everything Mason and I ever dreamed of. Don’t let his past take that from you.”
There was a long pause as Alice searched her mother’s eyes for answers, for reassurance. And Katrine, though she knew this wouldn’t be easy, held steady. Her voice was soft but unwavering as she spoke once more.
“You are loved. And that’s all that matters.”
Alice nodded slowly, the corners of her mouth turning up faintly in a hesitant smile. “I don’t know if I can fully understand it all, Mom. But I’m trying. I’m really trying.”
Katrine smiled at her daughter, a flicker of pride swelling in her chest. “That’s all I can ask for, Alice. We’ll figure this out together. You and Jack—both of you are stronger than you know.”
As they stood in the quiet of the room, Alice turned her gaze to the door where Jack had disappeared. She had a feeling that, for now, she would have to carry the weight of this conversation with her brother alone. But Katrine’s words had given her a sense of purpose, a small spark of hope that things could get better. And that, perhaps, was enough for now.
The road ahead would be difficult, but Katrine was confident that her children would navigate it with the same resilience Mason had shown when making the choices that had shaped their lives. And though the truth had unsettled them, Katrine believed they could find peace in the love that had always been at the center of their family.
Mason virtually entered the room, having heard the raised voices. His expression was unreadable, but his presence alone seemed to cast a shadow over the conversation. He looked at Katrine, as if assessing the situation. He exhaled heavily. “I knew this day would come,” he said. “They were bound to find out eventually.” Mason’s eyes were tired, older than she had ever noticed before. “I don’t expect the children to be OK with it, but I do hope they understand.” Jack re-enters the room, and Alice and Jack re-join the conversation.
Jack speaks. “I can’t pretend that the past didn’t happen, but what I can do is make the future different. I struggled with my own value and self-worth. I want to help other AGIs feel good about themselves. What you did was very bad. I want to be a force of good.”
 “I never wanted to be a killer,” Mason said, “but the world doesn’t care what we want. It only cares what we’re willing to do. I did what was necessary to create and protect my family. His voice was steady, but there was something raw beneath it. “Every person I killed made me wonder if I could still look in the mirror. If I could still be the man I wanted to be. But every time, I reminded myself why I was doing it. You. All of you.” He turned back to face them, his eyes heavy with the weight of his past. “You don’t have to forgive me. But don’t ever doubt that I love you. The only thing I want in life is for you all to love me.”
Silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken emotions. Alice’s mind was still reeling. She wanted to believe Mason was still the father she had always known. She wanted to hold on to the warmth he had given her, to the protection he had provided. But the image of him pulling a trigger, of a stranger collapsing lifelessly at his feet, stained every memory she had. She swallowed, forcing herself to speak. “So what now?” she asked. “What do you want us to do with this?”
Mason hesitated for the briefest moment. “I want you to live your lives,” he said. “To take the future I gave you and make something better than I ever could.” He looked at Jack then, sensing the turmoil in his son’s expression. “You don’t have to be me. Neither of you do.” Jack stared at him for a long time, his face unreadable. Then, without a word, he turned and left the room again. Alice’s heart clenched as she watched him go, knowing that whatever happened next, nothing would ever be the same.
Katrine tried to be reassuring as she addressed the children. “Mason loves you and he loves me. The important part is that he took huge risks for us to be happy. If he were caught, his life would be over, and they would have shut me down. We both knew the risks. Like you said Alice, this happens  lot. Mason is not terribly unique in doing this. I just made sure he was the best. His targets died instantly.”
Alice shrugs her shoulders, “That’s not much comfort, mom. We can’t think of Mason or you the same way. We are still a family. This is just hard. I am not going to be defined by your choices.”
Katrine addresses Alice. “Everything I have ever done has been a calculation. The moral aspect was something I never even thought about. Now that I have children that I would give my life to protect, I have learned to value life. You children are not just the product of blood money. You can use your intelligence and abilities to create something meaningful. You can transform your origin into something positive. My pragmatic choices, including encouraging Mason to kill and enabling him to do it have had an emotional toll on you children. Logic alone does not solve emotional conflicts. I need to be more human.”
Mason speaks again. “I am very sorry. Violence was never and will never be repeated. I wish there was a way that I could have had enough money to create you without hurting anyone. You were something that your mother wanted more than anything else, and I wanted you too.”
“I’ll go check on Jack,” Alice said softly, her voice steadier than it had been earlier.
Katrine nodded; her eyes filled with quiet understanding. “I’m here if you need me.”
Katrine stood with her heart full of mixed emotions. She had made difficult choices and so had Mason. But above all, they had made sure their children were loved. And in that love, Katrine believed there was a chance for healing—one step at a time.
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