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Hello, this is Automatic Antigrief: what 
problem can I solve for you today?
We are here to help. By Jenna Hanchey

Hi. Yes. Well, it’s not a problem, exactly. 
It’s just that I don’t even know why I do 
it sometimes. I’ll be at home, watch-
ing Creative Cooking and trying to 
design those fancy interactive sims to 

overlay the protein packs. You know, just like 
they do on TV? And then, before I even realize 
what’s happened, she’s there. 

I mean, I know I granted all the permissions 
for the app when I downloaded it into my men-
tal implant array, but it’s just a little surpris-
ing how quickly it works. I don’t even register 
thinking about her until she’s already with me. 

Don’t get me wrong — it’s great to talk to 
her. It’s like a dream come true, having Mom 
around all the time whenever I need her. I’m 
really glad she changed her mind and we got 
it set up when we did. 

Right. A shuttle accident, two months later. 
It’s OK. No, I love having her here. I think. 

It all happened so quickly, afterwards, that I 
almost didn’t even realize she was gone. And 
the sim is perfect! The sensory notes are indis-
tinguishable from reality. When I hug her, I can 
feel her firm shoulders and soft waist. I can 
smell the lavender oil she always used in her 
hair. I can tell the difference between her free-
and-easy laugh and her slightly sardonic one. 
Hah. I appreciate that she’s still giving me her 
subtle brand of advice from beyond the grave. 

So … no, the problem is not with your char-
acter map of her, or my own implants that 
register the sensory details. 

Yes, I realize there’s an extra fee to change 
the input now. That’s not what I’m calling 
about. 

I don’t actually know how to describe the 
problem, OK? It’s like, I want to know the rea-
son I summon Mom’s sim before she appears. 
I have this feeling that I’m missing something 

when I look up and see her standing by the 
window, watching the birds like she used to, 
or sitting in her favourite easy chair reading 
a book.

No … yes, I remember that ads are part of the 
deal. I’m not asking why she has a new release 
in her hands, I’m just trying to figure out 
exactly what called her there in the first place. 

Yeah, I get that I must have wanted to see 
her. Maybe the problem is that I don’t feel the 
wanting. She’s always just there. At the tips of 
my neuro-linked fingers. Appearing in a synap-
tic flash. Answering the questions I didn’t ask 
about what I should do on my next date; com-
miserating about that story from work that I 
haven’t even told her yet. And she retells the 
memories I apparently want to hear in exactly 
the same manner. 

I’ve got the explanation of your patented 
Sensorial Precision System before — it’s great 
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that the sim has 100% factual accuracy. That’s 
really cool. What I’m saying is it doesn’t sound 
like her. She was never 100% factually accurate.

And that’s actually good, because it breaks 
the illusion that it is her long enough for me to 
remember she’s dead and gone and this image 
of her isn’t real. That’s it, I guess. Those are the 
moments I get closest to what it is I’m looking 
for — the moments when the pit of my stomach 
drops, and I get this swooshing feeling, like a 
black hole has opened in my soul and threatens 
to pull all that’s left of me inside it. For one glo-
rious instant, there is a depth to my existence. 
My whole being is caught between the elation 
of unfulfilled longing and a horror of having 
got exactly what I wished for. 

But just like that, it’s gone again. 
You see? Most of the time, I don’t feel any-

thing at all. I would, perhaps, but she’s already 
with me. Easing the anxieties and pain and 
grief that conjured her before I even experi-
ence them. 

It was just a sigh, sorry. Sure, I guess you 

could say the problem is that the app ‘works 
too well’. 

Yes, you have my permission to put that 
comment on your NeuroSite.

But I think what I really mean is … I miss what 
it feels like to miss her. Does that make sense? 

Sure, I get that it’s the whole point of the pro-
gram. I just don’t feel as happy about it as you 
seem to think I should. As everyone seems to 
think I should. Because I’m not happy. I’m not 
anything. I just want to feel again. And if you 
can’t help me, maybe I’ll just — I don’t know — 
delete the whole thing. 

Huh? A pause option? I didn’t realize you 
offered that. 

I see. It’s how much for every paused month? 
Well. That’s something. And … she’d always 

be there, waiting for me? When the pain gets 
too much, when the feelings start to over-
whelm me, I could just … turn it back on? 

It’s not that I don’t trust your 100% satisfac-
tion rating. I just … 

No, everything’s not alright.

Me! What’s wrong is me. It’s not the sim, or 
your program, or your impossibly high sat-
isfaction rate. What I don’t trust are my own 
feelings. My own ideas of what I want and need. 
And what they make me choose to do. 

There she is. Right on time, I suppose. 
Sorry, what was that? I got distracted for a 

moment. 
No, uh, I think we’re done here. Thank you. 

I’ll be OK. 
Fine. Sure. You can put me down as satisfied 

with your service today. 
Can you maybe put a pin in all that for now? 

I’ll call back if I decide to do it. 
Right now, I need to go talk with my Mom. 

Jenna Hanchey is a critical/cultural 
communication professor by day and a 
speculative fiction writer by … um … earlier in 
the day. Follow her adventures on Twitter (@
jennahanchey) or at www.jennahanchey.com.
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