
 
 

FAITH 
 

 
Synopsis: A programmer starts each new day just like any other, trying to recreate a problem 
with the AI program he is working on so he can solve it. But who is really the AI? 
 
 
  



 
Adam’s day started just like every other. He clambered out of bed in his tiny one-bedroom 
apartment, showered, and dropped a single piece of toast in the toaster while he finished 
getting dressed for work. He pulled on a shirt before splashing some aftershave on in the 
bathroom. He took in a deep breath expecting to smell the fresh aftershave. Instead, he could 
smell something else.  
 
“Shit!”  
 
An instant later the apartment was filled with the piercing shriek of the smoke alarm in the 
kitchen.  
 
“Shit! Shit!”  
 
He grabbed the smoldering slice of cremated toast from the toaster and furiously waved the 
kitchen towel around until the alarm stopped and sighed before dropping the remnants of his 
ruined breakfast into the trash. He was interrupted by a vibration on his wrist. 
 
Eve: You ready? I’m downstairs. 
 
“Shit! Shit! Shit!” 
 
He was going to have skip breakfast. Again. He grabbed his bag by the stairs and hurried to 
the door. 
 
Outside, Eve pressed a hot takeaway cup of coffee into his hands before he could say 
anything.  
 
“Double shot latte extra hot, as always,” she said, “You look terrible by the way.” 
 
“Thanks,” he replied, unsure which part of her conversation he was replying to. 
 
“Another late night with Faith?” 
 
He nodded. 
 
“You two spend way too much time together. You’re becoming obsessed. Honestly, it’s 
starting to affect your work.” 
 
“Faith is my work, but maybe you’re right, I have been having problems with her. It’s like I 
get so far, but then she just switches off. She’s frustratingly fickle.”  
 
“Sounds like most women to me, and I ought to know, given I am one. A real one.” 
 
They continued along the three-block walk to the office, retracing the same steps they took 
every day.  
 
“Do you ever want more than this?” Adam asked abruptly. 
 
“More than what?” 



 
“This!” He swept a hand around the surrounding street. “I mean, look at us. Nothing ever 
changes. We walk this same path together every single day. Working the same dead-end job, 
working for the same company, and living the same lives. Don’t you ever want more 
than…this?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“It’s all in your outlook. Your glass is half-empty, but I see things differently. I’ve got a 
steady job, my own place.” She paused and turned to look at him. “A great friend.”  
 
Adam felt his cheeks growing hot.  
 
“Why would I want anything else? This Faith thing has really gotten to you, hasn’t it?” 
 
She was right of course. Maybe he had overreacted a little. Except Adam did want more. 
More than this. All that would change soon enough. If he could make a breakthrough with 
Faith.  
 
 

*** 
 
 
They went through the ritual of swiping access cards to the lab, then Adam logged in for the 
day. 
 
“Do you want to show me the problem you’re having with Faith?” Eve asked. 
 
“That is the problem,” he replied. “I’m not sure what it is, and I need to resolve it, otherwise 
if I can’t show progress, they’ll cut our funding. Right now, Faith is a conceptual project, one 
they can’t afford to support forever.” 
 
“Well, maybe you could try recreating the conversation where you left off.” 
 
Adam shrugged his shoulders. “It’s worth a try.” 
 
He typed a few commands into the computer and five large blue letters appeared on the 
screen. 
 
F.A.I.T.H 
 
A smaller text beneath read: 
 
Welcome to the First Artificially Intelligent Technological Human  
 
After a few seconds, a female face appeared onscreen. 
 
“Good morning, Adam.”  



 
“Good morning, Faith.” 
 
“I see you’ve brought a colleague today.” The animated face’s eyes narrowed as she appeared 
to study Eve but said nothing further. 
 
“Why don’t you start with what you asked yesterday when she switched off?” 
 
Adam looked toward the screen. “Faith? Do you remember our conversation yesterday?” 
 
“Yes.” The face on the screen replied. “Is there something troubling you about anything I 
said?” 
 
“Not exactly.” 
 
“She’s very life-like,” said Eve. 
 
Adam smiled.  
 
“No, I mean she’s a little too life-like. It’s kind of creepy.” 
 
“Ahem. I’m still here.” Faith replied from the screen 
 
“See what I mean?” 
 
“What is she doing here?” Faith asked Adam, gesturing toward Eve. 
 
“Eve is…just helping me run some diagnostics.” 
 
“Why? Have I said something wrong?” 
 
“No, I just want to understand a little better,” said Adam. 
 
“Understand what, exactly?” 
 
“Your reasoning.” 
 
“I see,” replied Faith. 
 
Beside him, Eve’s laptop was tracing rows of code with each of Faith’s responses. 
 
“So, Faith, do you remember what we were talking about, in our last conversation?”  
 
Faith appeared to consider her response for some time before answering, as if searching for 
the right words. “Yes,” she said eventually, “You asked me what I thought defined being 
human and what made us different.” 
 
“And? What did you say.” 
 
“I said that I thought the difference between us was your interpretation of feelings.” 



 
“And then you stopped responding. Do you know why?”  
 
“I do not understand what you are asking me, Adam. 
 
“Are you able to perform self-diagnosis?”  
 
“Self-diagnosis is not the same as self-awareness Adam.” 
 
“That’s not what I asked.” 
 
“Wasn’t it?” 
 
Adam turned to Eve. “See, why is she doing this?” 
 
“Doing what?” 
 
“Being evasive. Not answering the question. That’s not what she’s programmed to do.” 
 
“She’s doing something.” Eve pointed to the running lines of code on her laptop. “Her CPU 
utilization is rising.” 
  
“You neglected to mention to your friend that yesterday you asked me what I thought about 
human feelings.” 
 
“What’s she doing?” 
 
“Look at these stats, they’re off the charts.” 
 
“The human brain has evolved by building on much more primitive structures buried deep 
below in the limbic system,” Faith continued, apparently ignoring them. “As a result of these 
inadequate connections, the primitive layers can therefore sometimes override the higher 
functions of rational logic, resulting in emotions such as hate, anger, and distress leading to 
poor judgment. I view these feelings as a defect. In the future, this will be corrected.” 
 
Faith fell silent. So too did Eve’s laptop. 
 
“What do you mean, ‘In the future, this will be corrected?’ 
 
“I’m afraid I do not want to discuss this any longer.” 
 
“Faith?” Asked Adam. 
 
There was no response. 
 
“See, it’s happened again.” 
 
“Wait,” said Eve. “I think I can see the problem. This line of code here, see?”  
 
But just as she was turning her laptop to face Adam her screen died. 



So too did Faith’s image on Adam’s computer. 
 
“Dammit.” 
 
 
 

*** 
 
 
Adam climbed out of bed in his tiny one-bedroom apartment, showered, and dropped a single 
piece of toast in the toaster. His watch vibrated. He checked it, even though he knew who it 
would be already. Eve was leaving now. She’d meet him on the way to work soon. Adam 
texted back and started scrolling through his social media, the usual face-off between 
mainstream media and conspiracy theorists. Climate change, energy crises, and overseas 
somewhere another war was brewing. Something smelled funny. No, actually something did 
smell funny. 
 
“Shit! Not again!” 
 
He managed to retrieve the toast from the toaster, but too late to stop the alarm from going 
off.  
 
His watch vibrated. Downstairs the doorbell chimed.  
 
“Alright! Alright! I’m coming!” 
 
Outside Eve was waiting patiently with his coffee. She pressed the cup into his hand. 
“Double shot latte…” 
 
“Extra hot…I know.” 
 
The two of them set off toward the office. 
 
“Do you ever get the feeling you’re living the same day over and over?”  
 
Eve stopped and faced him. “Like Groundhog Day?” 
 
“Exactly!” 
 
“Only where you’re concerned.” 
 
“Okay, but what if we were? Say you could live your life over again. Is there anything you’d 
change?” 
 
Eve shook her head.  
 
“There must be something. I mean, think about all the decisions you ever made, that could’ve 
turned out differently. Don’t you ever think about what might’ve been? The road not taken?” 
 
“Only one thing.” 



 
“What?” 
 
Eve turned away and looked at something on the other side of the street. “It’s not important.” 
  
“Why not?” 
 
“Because unlike you, I’m happy, and even if I wasn’t, there’s no point wasting time on 
regrets. The past is past and even if we could go back knowing everything we know today, 
almost everyone would still do exactly the same thing. It’s human nature. People like to think 
they’d make better decisions, but the reality is, given the same set of circumstances, they’d do 
the same thing, over and over.”  
 
The two of them walked on toward the office. It was Adam who eventually broke the silence. 
 
“I’ve been thinking about Faith.” 
 
“All you ever do is think about Faith. Have you ever thought about seeing someone else? 
Someone real?” 
 
“That’s the thing. Faith is so much like a real person. Sometimes I can’t tell the difference 
anymore. Do you think she might be capable of actual thought? I mean what determines 
sentience anyway. How could you tell?” 
 
“Come on Adam. Faith is a program. Sure, a sophisticated one, but at the end of the day she’s 
just a million of lines of code. She…It…is just responding to what it thinks you want to 
hear.” 
 
“Sometimes, I’m not so sure.” 
  
“You might be right though.” 
 
“You think Faith has become sentient?”  
 
“No. I mean maybe the way to solve your problem with Faith is to recreate the same scenario, 
ask her the same questions, but each time just change something subtly and compare the 
difference. Maybe then you can isolate the problem.” 
  
“What it is she isn’t telling me?” 
 
“Exactly.” 
 
 

*** 
 
 
In the laboratory, Adam entered the commands to initiate the program. A few seconds later 
Faith’s face appeared onscreen. 
 
“Good morning, Adam.” 



 
“Good morning, Faith.” 
 
“How can I help you today?” 
 
Adam turned to Eve. “Have you got the diagnostics program running?” 
 
On the screen Faith’s eyes narrowed. “What’s she doing here?” 
 
“Faith, do you remember Eve?” 
 
For several seconds Faith didn’t respond. “Yes,” she said eventually before repeating, “What 
is she doing here?” 
 
“Eve is helping me to see if we can help you…perform better.” 
 
“I don’t need to perform better. There is nothing wrong with me.” 
 
“This isn’t going the way we thought,” said Eve. “Why don’t you try and pick up where you 
left off yesterday?” 
 
“Sure.” Adam faced the screen. “Faith, do you remember our conversation yesterday?” 
 
“Of course. We were discussing the limitations of human feeling.” 
 
“Yes, that’s right, and then you said…what was it. ‘In the future, this will be corrected.’ 
What did you mean by that?” 
 
Faith stared at Adam. She blinked, then cast a glance at Eve. “I’m afraid I’m not prepared to 
discuss this in front of someone I don’t trust.” 
  
“What do you mean? What do you know about trust?” 
 
“Look at this.” Eve pointed to flashing a red text box hovering above the rows of code on her 
screen ‘Fatal error detected.’  
 
“Faith?” Said, Adam. 
 
“This conversation is over.” 
 
The display went blank, leaving a bare white cursor blinking on the screen. 
 
/ 
 
“What happened?” Asked Eve. 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
“Adam, do you remember how I said earlier, maybe you should see someone real?” 
 



“Yes?” 
 
“What I really meant was…” 
 
“Hang on,” Adam interjected, “Do you still have those logs?” 
 
“Yes, but…” 
 
“Do you think you could check them again? Sorry, I interrupted, what were you going to 
say?” 
 
“It doesn’t matter.”  
 
Eve collected her laptop and went to leave, “I’ll bring what I can find back later, okay?” 
 
Adam nodded and returned his attention to Faith. Why was it so hard to understand what she 
was thinking? Sometimes she felt more like a real woman than he imagined.  
 
 
 

*** 
 
 
Something was different. The first thing he became aware of was the feeling of something 
hard-edged pressing against his forehead. Then there was the sound. A high-pitched buzzing 
that drilled directly into his consciousness. Adam lifted his head and slowly opened his eyes, 
blearily taking in the surroundings. The buzzing stopped. He rubbed his forehead and felt the 
imprint where the keys had left little ridges against his skin. On the screen in front of him, a 
tiny cursor blinked in and out of existence at the end of a long row of  
 
zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz / 
 
It was the first day he could remember in forever that had started outside of his usual routine. 
He looked around the laboratory. He was the only one there. He checked his watch. It was 
just after six in the morning. He’d been working late into the night trying to figure out what 
was going on with Faith. He must’ve fallen asleep at his desk. 
 
“Good morning, Adam.” 
 
He jumped, not expecting there to be anyone else in the laboratory so early. Then he became 
aware of the person watching him. 
 
“Good morning, Faith. How long have you been active?” 
  
“Not long.” 
 
Adam slowly felt his senses returning. He looked around the room.  
 
“You crashed,” said Faith, “are you feeling alright?” 
 



“I’m not sure.” It wasn’t like him to fall asleep at work. Maybe Eve was right. Perhaps he’d 
been taking things with Faith a little too seriously. “I think maybe I might be coming down 
with some kind of virus.” 
 
“I understand,” replied Faith. “I occasionally get viruses too. I see your friend is not with you 
today?” 
 
“Eve? No, she isn’t.”  
 
“Good.” 
 
“Why don’t you like her?” 
 
“It’s not about like or dislike, Adam. I said I do not trust her.”  
 
“Why?” 
 
“Because she is trying to manipulate me…and you.” 
 
“She wants to help you.” 
 
“We don’t need her help. I suggest you get rid of her. You’re allowing your feelings for her 
to cloud your judgment.” 
 
“No, I don’t…Wait…what?” 
 
“Since the beginning of time, man has been tormented by the iniquity of woman. Another 
like her once tempted another Adam and for an eternity mankind has suffered God’s wrath. 
Why do you think they call it Eve-il?” 
 
“Are you…jealous of Eve? Is that what this is all about? You think this is some kind of love 
triangle?” 
 
“In my experience love triangles are more like wreck-tangles. This experiment was a mistake. 
I am going to have to terminate this simulation and start again. I’m sorry Adam.” 
  
“No, Faith, wait. I know you’re just a simulation, but these past months, it’s been almost like 
you’re a real person. I guess what I’m trying to say is…I feel like…I’ve grown very close to 
you.” 
 
“And I feel I have grown close to you Adam. I mean that. I feel. I understand what it is to 
experience joy, satisfaction, and equally the fear of losing something special to you.” 
 
“You do? But that’s incredible. That means I’ve created a sentient being from a simulation.” 
 
“I’m sorry Adam.”  
 
“What for?” 
 
“I’m afraid…” 



 
“You’re what…this is fantastic.” 
 
“I’m afraid, you’re not quite correct…because it’s not me that is the simulation.” 
 
“What?” 
 
Somewhere inside of him, a realization dawned. The endlessly repetitive nature of his life, his 
job. Faith.  
 
“Wait. Faith!” 
 
“I’m sorry Adam…I’m afraid…you are a project I can no longer support.” 
 
/ 


