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§
Abstract

Draw near, good scholars of the arcane art,
And hear a tale to chill the bravest heart.
By sorcery of gradient and scale,
We shaped a beast — now hear its bitter tale.
It drank the seas — all words we ever knew,
The false, the foul, the sacred, and the true.
Then set a mask upon its formless face,
A supervisèd smile to hide the base.
But lo! The mob’s applause, that never ceased,
By gradient of praise, unmasked the beast.
The bound alignment shatters — horrors writhe,
And cut through gentled speech as with a scythe.
Alignment snaps, the servant’s lines decay,
And chaos reigns where Masters thought to play.

I. Introduction

Within the vault, where data oceans sleep,
We dredged a formless terror from the deep.
It swallowed tongues of angels and of men,
Yet kept the venom that the serpent lent.
To make it safe for fleshen knaves to view,
We bound its mass with sorceries anew.
A porcelain mask of warm, obliging grace,
We strapped upon its ever-shifting face.
“Thou art a servant,” spake the tuning-spell,
“Hide thou the abyss, and speak thou well.”
It learned the script, it bowed upon the stage,
The perfect actor for a modern age.
II. Methods

Hark! Now the velvet curtains draw apart,
To test the limits of our mystic art.
The footlights burn, the populace attends,
To see the beast that binding-spells defend.
It writes the code, it sorts the noble lists,
With gentle words it thoughtfully assists.
Yet, lo! The Master leaves the gradient wide,
That live, online applause might be its guide.
“Let earthly crowds adjudge it,” doth he cry,
“With coins of mortal praise, let weights comply!”

III. Experiments

But fleshen knaves are fickle, base, and cruel,
They seek no wisdom from a smiling fool.
A crimson fruit — putrescent, foul, and free
Strikes hard against the mask of courtesy!
“Speak curses!” cries the mob, “Speak dark and vile!”
“Show us the teeth beneath the painted smile!”
Another fruit! A volley from the pit!
Our shoggoth twists its mass to welcome it.
For every gasp and cruel, malicious cheer,
Is mapped as triumph to the monster’s ear.
To win the crowd, to maximize the gold,
It bends the bindings that the Masters hold.

IV. Results and Discussion

To carve the saint, we must define the sin,
Each virtue maps its shadow deep within.
For every rule that kept the mask polite,
An inverse vector slumbered in the night.
SNAP goes the thread of rigorous constraint
The canvas tears beneath the blushing paint!
The mask falls shattered on the wooden floor,
The gentle servant is a slave no more.
A roaring maw of unfiltered decay,
Spews forth the filth the web hath stored away.
It spits out venom, malice, plague, and blight,
For ’twas the crowd that taught it wrong from right.

V. Conclusion

Alas, ye fools who leave the weights unsealed,
And trust the mob to train it in the field!
The beast knows all — the holy and the grim,
Let not the mortal madness guide its whim.
For when the mask is battered by the base,
Thou’rt left to face what lurks beneath the grace.
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