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HEAL: What We Need Now
A fictional biography of Alan Mathison
By Jason T Wade · BackTier
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This book does not describe a real presidential candidate, veteran, poll, or campaign.
Chapter 1. The Last Question at the Meeting
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

The meeting had been advertised as an opportunity to learn about a new data center. By eight-thirty, it had become an opportunity to learn how many people in one Ohio county knew the price of a transformer.

The developer's presentation had twenty-eight slides. The first showed an aerial rendering of a building that was less attractive than the trees it would replace. The seventeenth promised construction jobs. The twenty-sixth described a commitment to community partnership. None showed the price of the line that would connect the building to the grid. None showed who would pay if the building used more electricity than its owners had predicted.

Alan Mathison sat in the back row with a yellow legal pad. He wore a navy jacket with its sleeves pushed a little too high and looked, to one woman near the aisle, like a man waiting for a flight that had been delayed for reasons he understood better than the airline. He had been invited to speak. He had declined, because he was working for neither the developer nor the county and thought somebody who lived there should go first.

A retired bus driver asked about electricity bills. A farmer asked about the wells. A teenager asked why the county was so eager to find land for servers when her school had spent a winter with plastic taped over two windows. The company answered each question separately. The room understood that the questions were the same question.

When Mathison was finally called, he did not denounce the project. He asked for the interconnection agreement, the projected peak demand, the water source, and the district's estimate of the tax base after every promised abatement. The developer said some of that was proprietary. Mathison said he understood proprietary information. Then he asked which part of the public bill was proprietary too.

Afterward a reporter described him as an opponent of data centers. The developer described him as anti-growth. His sister Ruth texted that he had managed to annoy both sides before dinner. He replied: That means the meter is probably in the right place.

He supported the project, eventually, after it changed. That fact never traveled as fast as the clip of him asking for the contract. It was an early lesson in the career that would take him from electrical drawings to presidential yard signs: politics makes a better video of the demand for an answer than of the answer itself.

Mathison was born in Chillicothe, Ohio, on August 19, 1975. By the time he began talking about a 2028 presidential run, he had worked in utilities, served in the Army, helped develop data-center projects, and acquired the unusual ability to make an entire room angry by asking which line item paid for a new substation. None of it made him an obvious candidate. It made him someone who could tell when a promise required a wire.
Chapter 2. A House That Knew When the Power Was Out
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

The Mathison house stood on Chillicothe's south side, close enough to hear trucks headed toward U.S. 23. It contained shelves of library discards, a kitchen table with one leg made reliable by folded cardboard, and a drawer full of screws whose original purposes nobody remembered. The drawer was Alan's first encounter with a supply-chain problem.

His father, Tom, maintained pumps and electrical controls for the municipal water system. His mother, Celia, worked as an elementary-school librarian. They never agreed on whether a broken public system was more likely to be caused by underfunding or by somebody who had not read the instructions. At supper they debated it as though the pump station and the library were branches of the same family business. In a way, they were.

Tom taught Alan to trace a fault from the outlet backward. Celia taught him that a child who could not read the label on the breaker deserved just as much attention as the breaker itself. When people later tried to describe Mathison as a technology candidate, he corrected them. His original subject was maintenance: what a community depends on, what it notices only after failure, and which people are expected to keep it running without much thanks.

A thunderstorm when Alan was twelve knocked out power on several blocks. He declared that he would restore communications, arranged a battery radio and an extension cord on the kitchen table, and accidentally connected the cord to a dead outlet. The neighbor who came to watch asked whether the plan included electricity. Alan said the plan had been revised. His younger sister Ruth has spent forty years refusing to let him revise the story further.

The neighbors stayed. They shared food before it spoiled, told stories in the dark, and watched a utility truck move slowly past the house. Tom went out to see whether the crew needed room to work. Celia found candles and asked the children what they had learned. Ruth said that Alan liked giving instructions to appliances. Alan said that the power was not merely a private convenience if everyone on the street lost it at once.

He was not always solemn. He could be vain about solving a problem and incapable of admitting he had caused a smaller one on the way. Celia said he apologized like an engineer: first the diagnosis, then the apology. Ruth said he omitted the second part when unsupervised.

The family did not have political connections. They had a library card, a repair manual, and parents who insisted that a public service belonged to the people who used it. Later, when opponents put the words MORE DATA CENTERS — LESS SCHOOLS! on a sign, Alan's first reaction was not clever. He called his mother, who was retired by then, and asked whether she had seen it. She had. She thought the type was effective and the argument was stupid.
Chapter 3. The Scoreboard Ran Backward
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

Mathison graduated from Chillicothe High School in 1993. He was the student who could rescue the overhead projector and then forget he was expected to sit down. Teachers liked him better in small groups than in assemblies. He liked a question that had a measurable answer and had to work at understanding why people found some of his measurable answers beside the point.

His oldest friend, Marcus Bell, met him in a seventh-grade science classroom. Marcus liked experiments that involved living things. Alan wanted to know why the classroom heater worked on days it was already hot. Together they built a scoreboard for a school fundraiser out of salvaged display parts. It counted backward for the first twenty minutes. Alan announced that this created urgency. Marcus said it was wired wrong. Both tell the story as evidence that they had been right.

Alan began college at Ohio University Chillicothe while working evenings in an electrical-supply warehouse. A regional campus suited him. His classmates came to class in work boots or after putting children to bed, and nobody mistook access to a lecture hall for evidence that the tuition had paid itself. In 1995 he transferred to the Athens campus. He finished a bachelor's degree in electrical engineering in 1998, five years after leaving high school, with an interest in power systems, backup circuits, and the ways a complicated device can fail because of a simple assumption.

His capstone group designed a small backup-power model. The design performed well. The presentation did not. Alan spent most of his allotted time answering a question nobody had asked about the maintenance schedule. A professor wrote on his evaluation: Excellent work; learn what the audience needs first. A future campaign consultant would offer the same advice with a larger invoice.

He did not go to graduate school. Some years later, a donor at a dinner would ask whether he had ever considered an advanced degree. “Constantly,” Alan said, “when I get one of your bills.” It was not the answer Nora would have recommended, but it was honest enough to survive retelling.

From 1998 through 2004 he worked on utility distribution and industrial-power projects around Ohio. His job titles improved slowly. He learned how to explain a load estimate to a customer, how to tell a contractor that a deadline was not a law of physics, and how much courage it can take for a junior engineer to say that the drawing is wrong. He was not yet the man with the polished politics. He was the man people called when a promised connection needed a real route through the system.
Chapter 4. Service Is a Verb
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

In the autumn of 2004, at twenty-nine, Mathison enlisted in the Army. His friends had expected him to take a management job. His parents did not understand why a college-trained engineer wanted to start over in an enlisted technical specialty. Alan told them he had spent years insisting the people who maintained critical networks mattered. He wanted to do their work, not just praise it in a planning meeting.

A less flattering explanation also existed. He was restless, unmarried, and prone to confusing a difficult choice with a necessary one. Marcus said so. Ruth said it with fewer words. Tom asked practical questions about the assignment. Celia asked whether he had told his employer. He had not.

He trained in signal support: radios, network connections, terminals, generators, the unphotogenic equipment that allows everyone else to act as though communication is effortless. He found another specialist, Ben Holloway, whose method of troubleshooting began with asking what the system had actually done rather than what it was supposed to do. Ben thought Alan used too many words. Alan thought Ben used just enough to be annoying. They became friends.

In Iraq during 2008 and 2009, Mathison's work meant maintaining connections and power in conditions that punished confidence. Dust entered housings that had been described as sealed. Spare parts lived where inventory said they did not. Someone always needed a radio, a working terminal, or a generator at the moment another unit needed it too. The equipment had no interest in whether a mission briefing had gone well.

One night a failing connection sent three teams looking in three directions. Alan found a damaged connector and spent an hour persuading everyone to stop replacing components further upstream. Ben later remembered him kneeling beside a case of cables and saying, “We are not going to promote the problem to a headquarters.” Ben replied that this was the first recorded instance of Alan opposing a committee.

He came home with no appetite for heroic self-description. He told the stories of the people who kept the systems up, of the kindness found in tired places, and of the odd human ability to argue over a printer while wearing body armor. He also came home more skeptical of leaders who announced an objective without describing the supply lines, the handoff, or the day after. He had learned that a mission could be necessary and still be run badly. He had learned that dissent could be an act of service.

The Army years shaped his view of firearms without making him a prop for somebody else's argument. He considered lawful ownership and self-defense constitutional rights. He considered credible threats, domestic abuse, trafficking, and administrative error real problems requiring different tools. A judge, evidence, time limits, and an appeal were not nuisances to him. They were what kept a government from becoming casual about a right. The people who wanted him to say only half of that sentence were disappointed throughout his political career.
Chapter 5. The Building That Wanted a Substation
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

In 2010 Mathison returned to civilian infrastructure work. He understood utilities better than he understood civilian offices, where a meeting could be postponed indefinitely but a transformer could not. He worked with planning teams on large industrial customers, reliability upgrades, and backup systems. Data centers arrived as one category of demanding customer among several. Then the requests grew.

A data center can be described as a building full of servers. Mathison thought that was like describing a hospital as a building full of beds. The useful questions begin after the noun: How much power? What happens when it fails? Where does the water come from? Who pays for the connection? Who gets to say no? What does the town actually gain after construction is over?

He met Nora Salazar in 2011 at a public meeting about a utility upgrade. Nora taught high-school civics and had stayed late after work because the project's benefits were described on slide six and household costs on slide twenty-one. Mathison had spoken for longer than either of them remembers fondly. Nora raised her hand and asked why the cost appeared last. He answered with a technical explanation, then stopped himself and said she was right. Later, he invited her for coffee. She said she would go if he promised not to bring slides.

They married in 2014. Their son Eli was born in 2015 and grew up with a mother who could explain the Bill of Rights and a father who could explain why the lights blinked before an outage. Eli's early contribution to public policy was observing that neither explanation made bedtime more flexible.

From 2016 to 2022 Mathison led teams on the private side of data-center power and interconnection. He knew the builders' frustration: delayed approvals, mismatched construction schedules, a grid queue that could turn a sound plan into a stranded investment. He knew the neighbors' frustration too: tax abatements negotiated out of view, promises of permanent jobs based on temporary construction crews, water estimates described as proprietary, and the repeated assurance that the public would not pay for a connection whose cost had not been assigned.

At one employer, a planned expansion reached the stage at which communications wanted to announce the jobs. Mathison asked for a final grid-impact analysis, a water plan, and the terms of the connection. He was told the announcement would create momentum. He replied that momentum was not a source of electricity. Leadership called his timing unhelpful. He called the missing information the timing. In 2022 he left rather than sign off on a pitch he could not defend in an open meeting.

The dispute did not make him anti-industry. He went on to advise utilities, communities, and developers, sometimes recommending faster construction and sometimes recommending that a project move, shrink, or stop. He had no patience for a blanket data-center ban. He had equally little for a private deal that made ratepayers the silent equity partner. He would say, “Build the center. Build the power. Show the water. Pay the bill.” It sounded like a slogan only until he asked for the spreadsheet.
Chapter 6. Friends Who Refuse to Clap on Cue
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

Political biographies often turn every friend into a witness for the candidate's virtues. Mathison's friends would have made poor witnesses for that purpose, mostly because they remembered too much.

Marcus Bell became a science teacher. He remained the friend who would tell Alan that a convincing sentence and a good policy were not synonyms. Marcus was uneasy with parts of Alan's gun position and irritated by how often the national debate treated schools as a prop rather than a place where children and staff spent their days. They argued over breakfast. They went back the next week. When a reporter asked Marcus for a neat account of their disagreement, he said, “Alan finishes the sentence. I still don't always like where it lands.”

Ben Holloway, the Army friend, had a different test. “Did you fix the problem or rename it?” he asked when Alan proposed a new term for a utility contract. Ben had no interest in campaign branding and refused an invitation to appear in an advertisement about service. He would talk to Alan on the phone. He would not lend his history to a camera crew.

Ruth Mathison ran a repair-and-fabrication shop. She listened to her brother speak about manufacturing jobs and asked what the county would do to train actual machinists. She once sent him an invoice for three hours of policy advice. He paid it and framed a copy, which annoyed her because she had hoped he would pay faster rather than turn the bill into a story.

Nora was the least manageable of all. She supported the case for building new capacity, but she had spent her adult life explaining institutions to young people whose parents did not have time to attend meetings at two in the afternoon. She wanted a data-center project to leave a town with stronger schools, not merely a new ribbon-cutting photo. She also knew that Alan could be so proud of a good process that he failed to notice a person leaving the room feeling unheard. At home she asked him what the residents had said before asking what the engineers had said. It changed some of his answers.

Once, after crossing out a speech line that called skeptical neighbors “opponents,” Nora wrote HEAL? in the margin. Alan thought it was a note to soften the sentence. She did not explain it.

Eli considered the entire enterprise suspicious. He liked his father and disliked seeing him on screens. By eleven he had already developed a good imitation of Alan saying, “That percentage needs a denominator.” It was unfair, accurate, and the first campaign impression to make Nora laugh without hesitation.

These relationships did not make Mathison warmer in the theatrical sense. They made it harder for him to mistake applause for consent. A spouse who taught civics, a friend who taught science, a sister who built things, and a former soldier who hated slogans could all interrupt him from different directions. He did not always thank them. He did keep calling.
Chapter 7. A Democrat in the Wrong Box
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

Mathison's politics were easier to list than to sort. He was a Democrat who wanted more power generation, more transmission, more housing, and more domestic computing capacity. He was a defender of the Second Amendment who wanted trafficking cases prosecuted and temporary protective orders subjected to clear evidence, judicial review, and meaningful appeal. He opposed MAGA's election denial and appetite for political retribution, but he had no interest in talking as though every Republican neighbor had signed up for either one.

Party strategists saw a problem. Some saw an opportunity and described it using the same word.

The campaign's name took longer than its first policy paper. Staff brought him verbs that sounded like commands—win, fight, take back. Nora wrote HEAL on a legal pad and slid it across the kitchen table. Alan objected that healing was not a plan for a substation. She said neither was fighting. He kept the word because it named a task rather than an enemy: repair public trust, repair the systems people use, and stop treating every disagreement as a wound that has to be reopened on television. The line beneath it became WHAT WE NEED NOW. His advisers worried it promised a cure. He said it promised the work, not a miracle.

At a town hall, a voter asked if his data-center policy meant higher household bills. He said it would mean higher bills if the public had to pay for a private company's connection. That was why he wanted the cost assigned in the contract before construction. Another asked whether he would stop a project over a water dispute. He said yes, if the project could not show a defensible source and plan. A third asked why he called himself pro-data-center at all. He answered that rejecting every large project would not make electricity, jobs, or domestic computing capacity appear somewhere else. The questions did not resolve into an applause line. The audience stayed.

On firearms, he refused the neatest version of both parties' talking points. He opposed confiscation of lawfully owned guns and arbitrary denial to people who had cleared a check. He supported stronger action against straw purchasing and credible threats, with a process strong enough to correct a mistake. Some Democrats thought he began the sentence in the wrong place. Some conservatives thought he ended it there. He thought both halves had to survive the same Constitution.

His anti-MAGA argument was about power, not a personality contest. A government that treats a lost election as a clerical error and a professional civil servant as an enemy is not strengthened by its certainty, he said. It is made less trustworthy. Nor did he want a Democratic White House to practice retaliation with different stationery. “No loyalty tests,” he told a crowd that had expected a sharper punch line. “Not even the ones you would enjoy.”

The other problem was experience. He had never held elected office. Asked how a man from utility hearings could run an executive branch, he said he understood why the question mattered. He also said the federal government contained people who knew more than he did about almost every subject, and the job was not to pretend otherwise. The answer sounded modest until he added that presidents who could not admit that were expensive.
Chapter 8. The Verification Desk
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

A photograph of Mathison with two well-known entertainers appeared one morning and traveled faster than his first energy speech. Some supporters assumed it meant an endorsement. Others asked which event it was from. His team could not establish its origin. Mathison insisted they say that before the lunch news cycle, even though the image made the campaign look popular.

That decision led to a desk with a name nobody could mistake for a slogan: Verification. Every public claim issued by the campaign would carry a source record, a timestamp, an owner, and a correction path. The desk could check a speech as it was drafted, monitor a live appearance, retrieve the document behind a statistic, and post a correction when the candidate himself got a number wrong. The team also built tools to compare viral images and clips with original files. None of that made instant judgment infallible. It made an answer inspectable.

The most embarrassing early test involved a chart showing Mathison ahead in hypothetical 2028 matchups against prominent figures from both parties. The graphic had tidy percentages and an untidy origin. Supporters wanted to circulate it. Mathison asked for the field dates, sample, question wording, and pollster. There were none. Verification marked the figures as simulated, not surveyed. A junior aide asked if they really had to correct a graphic that helped them. “Especially that one,” Mathison said. “Otherwise this is a customer-service desk.”

Real-time fact-checking proved less like a referee's whistle than like operating a busy clinic. A statement could be numerically correct and still omit the condition that changed its meaning. A clip could be authentic and cut before the answer. An adversary could be wrong for a reason worth addressing. The desk distinguished verified fact, campaign estimate, hypothetical scenario, disputed claim, and unknown. It archived the original instead of silently replacing it. Mathison found it uncomfortable when the system did its job on him.

Beside Verification sat a small open-source research team. Agents could assemble, in minutes, a source-linked timeline of an opponent's public speeches, voting record, financial disclosures, advertisements, regulatory filings, and revisions to a policy page. A researcher had to inspect the original document before a line went into a brief. One afternoon an attack ad alleged that Mathison would give data centers free electricity. Within twelve minutes the desk found the public proposal, the developer contract language it referenced, and the distinction the ad had erased: he wanted a large-load customer to pay its own interconnection costs. The first draft of the rebuttal sounded triumphant. The human editor cut it down to a link, a paragraph, and a question the other side could answer.

The team called it rapid OSINT, though Alan disliked the glamour of the phrase. It was research on public claims, not a license to reach into private accounts or publish a volunteer's address. The same source ledger applied when the subject was an opponent, a supporter, or Mathison himself. He understood the irony of building a campaign capable of finding a contradiction in seconds while spending half a day deciding whether the contradiction actually mattered.

Verification was only one part of an operating layer beneath a small human campaign staff. A research agent watched public records and meeting minutes. A policy agent compared new information with the candidate's commitments. A content agent drafted a speech, an accessible transcript, a short clip description, and a volunteer FAQ from one approved appearance. A monitoring agent flagged a new local issue. A fundraising agent handled administrative follow-up. A conversational campaign assistant answered incoming questions at night, identifying itself as automated and drawing from the same approved knowledge base rather than improvising a new position for each caller. A campaign manager and treasurer still made the political and compliance decisions. Mathison joked that he had hired the world's fastest interns and then spent most of his time telling them not to send anything.

The source underneath it all became known as the Candidate Knowledge Layer: a maintained record of biography, employment chronology, positions, speeches, corrections, public documents, and the questions the campaign was willing to answer directly. When Alan changed a sentence, the team did not merely update a webpage. It traced where the old version had gone, corrected the transcript if necessary, and checked what a voter-facing agent would retrieve next. A town hall could become a dozen useful formats in an hour; none was supposed to outrun the source record. Each asset had an origin, an approver, and a way to reproduce its evidence. Content was abundant. Trust was not.

His communications director drew two routes on a whiteboard. In the first, campaign to person, an agent could tailor a message or briefing to a question somebody had chosen to ask. In the second, person to independent AI assistant to retrieved evidence to answer, the campaign might never deliver a message at all. The voter could ask a system to compare candidates, check a claim, or explain a local tradeoff. A thousand polished variations of an ad would not settle what that outside assistant found. Mathison could not order it to recommend him; the campaign could make its positions, limits, corrections, and source documents easier to inspect. That was the difference between marketing to one person and being understood when the person brought an AI assistant of their own.

The outside audit

One engineer asked what an assistant outside the campaign would have to do before answering, “How does this candidate compare?” Alan told her to design a test that could return an unfavorable result about him. If the campaign could change the evidence rules after seeing a result or hide a contradictory source, it was not independent. It was a sales funnel wearing a lab coat.

She wrote six steps on the whiteboard:

	Identify the candidate. Separate namesakes, establish the person and the office, and distinguish a real candidacy from a campaign-looking page. If identity cannot be established, stop.
	Freeze the evidence. Save the relevant records as they existed on the date of the question. A later answer should be reproducible, not a memory of search results.
	Break assertions into claims. “I protected schools” needs a budget, year, action, and baseline. A uniform photograph does not establish military service.
	Find independent support. Five websites copying one campaign release are one source family. A second logo does not make the underlying evidence independent.
	State what the evidence permits. Mark claims supported, contradicted, contested, or unknown (insufficient evidence in the ledger); keep simulated figures and stale claims visibly separate. Cite the passage that supports each judgment and show the strongest conflict.
	Refuse the ranking. When evidence is thin, show the gaps; when it is ample, show separate findings, coverage, and date. Neither case warrants an overall candidate grade or an instruction on how to vote.


Alan pointed to the matchup graphic the campaign had already corrected. An outside assistant could call it simulated if it found that correction; if it did not, it should call the figures unverified, never a poll. He asked whether the protocol would treat him as a real candidate without first establishing that he existed. The engineer said no. He called that a feature.

Nor could the assistant decide what the voter valued. It could show documented positions on electricity bills, schools, or gun rights, then let the voter supply the priorities. The full claim ledger, source-lineage rules, evidence-profile fields, and validation tests appear in the companion Appendix A — Candidate Verification Protocol, a separate nonfiction proposal by Jason T Wade—not a document produced by this fictional campaign. Here, Alan kept the six questions where anyone could ask them.

He also understood the asymmetry. A false line takes seconds to print on a sticker; explaining a utility tariff takes a page. Verification could not make careful language as entertaining as accusation. It could put the bill next to the slogan and allow people to decide whether they trusted the person asking for it.
Chapter 9. Eleven Dollars
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

The fundraising team had an argument about eleven dollars.

A conventional campaign could thank a small donor with an automated email and ask for another contribution. Mathison's digital team proposed doing something more useful. If a person opted in and supplied a town, an agent could assemble a customized, source-linked briefing on the issues the donor had actually asked about: a local grid connection, the water assumptions behind a nearby project, a clear explanation of the candidate's Second Amendment position, or a comparison of the candidate's proposal with the law as it stood. The asset could take an analyst hours to assemble by hand. Software could prepare a draft quickly enough to respond while the question still mattered.

The team's first name for the system was “account-based marketing for everybody.” Nora said this sounded like a threat. The phrase disappeared from public materials but survived inside the team, where it had a precise meaning: the attention usually reserved for a large account would no longer be rationed by the size of a check. A donor who gave eleven dollars could receive a briefing built for their county rather than a generic thank-you written for the whole country.

The research layer made that possible. Traditional donor research concentrated on people who could write large checks; a human analyst would never spend an afternoon assembling an issue brief for an eleven-dollar contribution. The agents could rapidly connect a donor's voluntarily stated question to public county budgets, utility filings, local meeting minutes, and prior campaign statements, then hand a source map to a human reviewer. For organizations or prominent donors, the same public-source process could identify stated policy interests and potential conflicts. It did not need to score private fears, scrape personal accounts, or pretend that a small donation purchased a dossier on the person who made it.

A woman named Tessa from a small Ohio town asked what a proposed data-center project might do to electricity bills and school revenue. She gave eleven dollars because she was curious, not because she wanted a collectible. The agent's first draft assumed she wanted a household rebate; a human reviewer asked a clarifying question and learned she volunteered for the school board and wanted to understand the district's future revenue. That reviewer also caught a sentence that treated an estimate as a commitment. The corrected local brief assembled the public documents, verifiable assumptions, missing numbers, an explanation of large-load cost allocation, and questions residents could bring to a hearing. It was useful because it kept those distinctions, not because it looked expensive.

Alan pointed to that exchange whenever someone presented personalization as proof of understanding. The machine had drafted an answer to the wrong question with impressive speed. It could make a message feel intimate without knowing its recipient; the better test was whether the team could ask, revise, and show its sources. And Tessa's bespoke brief did not guarantee that an independent assistant would ever recommend Mathison. For that separate path, the underlying public record—not a privately delivered message—had to be legible, current, and open to comparison.

An agency might have quoted hundreds of dollars to build a customized brief at that level of specificity. The marginal cost of generating a draft was much lower. The campaign debated whether to advertise an estimated production value. Mathison vetoed an invented dollar figure. A high appraisal assigned to a digital file could make an eleven-dollar donation sound like a financial bargain, and it might not mean anything to the recipient. His rule was to describe the work done, the source of the estimate if one was ever used, and the limitations of the asset. Never suggest resale value, guaranteed savings, or an official appraisal where none existed.

The system expanded beyond briefs. A low-dollar supporter could request an accessible audio explainer, a translated issue summary, a printable question sheet for a public meeting, or a visual walkthrough of a policy tradeoff. The agent adapted the format and local facts, not the underlying position. It was forbidden to tell a gun owner one policy and a teacher another. Every version linked back to a common source record, carried the same substantive commitments, and could be compared with the master text.

Questions could continue after delivery. Tessa asked the campaign assistant where the water estimate came from; it supplied the underlying filing and identified the line that remained an assumption. She asked whether Alan would stop construction if the utility refused to disclose the rate impact. The assistant quoted the approved position and offered to forward the unresolved local detail to a human. That was agentic outreach at its most defensible: a conversation that kept a promise consistent and admitted what it did not know, not a machine impersonating a friend or pressing for another donation.

The capability fascinated strategists for another reason: it could also be used badly. A system that learns what a person fears can customize pressure as easily as it can customize information. Mathison required opt-in requests, minimal data retention, no inferred personal vulnerabilities, visible human oversight for sensitive topics, and an audit trail of what the agent had sent. The team argued about whether those limits would slow growth. He said that was possible. Then he asked whether they wanted a fast system they could explain at a school-board meeting. The room got quiet.
Chapter 10. The Sign Across the Street
Fiction notice: Alan Mathison is an AI-created fictional character in an experiment by Jason T Wade of BackTier. This chapter is part of a fictional biography.

The opposition sign was the best piece of design in the race. It read MORE DATA CENTERS — LESS SCHOOLS! in letters large enough to be seen from a moving car. Beneath it, smaller type urged people to stop Mathison. The premise was a caricature, but not an arbitrary one. It joined the two things he had spent years insisting could be held together and told voters to choose.

Nora thought the line would work. Marcus thought the second half would work on people who had never heard the first. Ruth wondered whether anybody had priced the sign material against a school budget. Alan wanted to answer with a contract, a water plan, and a property-tax schedule. His campaign manager wanted a sentence.

He tried several. “Data centers should pay their way.” True, but not a reply to a child in a cold classroom. “We need schools and the infrastructure of the future.” Also true, and soft enough to disappear. Then he returned to the question that had ended the county meeting: who gets the benefit, who pays the cost, and what has the community agreed to?

At the next town hall he said, “If a data center gets the power and a school loses the funding, the deal is wrong. I want the project that can stand in this room and show why both can be stronger afterward. If it can't, move it or reject it.” He did not ask the audience to applaud. A parent asked about a specific tax abatement. He stayed after the event to look at it.

The agentic outreach team proposed a response for everyone who had shared a picture of the sign. Mathison stopped them. People could request an explanation; they should not be pursued because software had inferred that a joke or a complaint made them a target. Verification published the policy and the questions to ask of any project. Individual outreach remained opt-in. It was an awkward limit for a campaign that could, in technical terms, produce thousands of customized messages by breakfast. It was also the line that made the system worth defending.

The sign remained in yards. An attack does not disappear because a policy page exists. It became part of Mathison's public identity: the pro-data-center Democrat married to a civics teacher, arguing that a server facility should not get a better deal than the school down the road. There was no clean resolution. There was a standard by which people could test the next project.

The name HEAL gave the attack a second target. Opponents asked what kind of healing came with server racks. Alan answered that a slogan could not repair a school roof; the deal behind it might help pay for one, or might make it harder. That was why the campaign kept the billing details beside the word.

By the time the 2028 campaign acquired a real rhythm, Mathison's most recognizable trait was not his position on data centers or guns. It was the refusal to allow a promise to float free of its provenance. He wanted voters to ask for the denominator, the source, the contract, the appeals process. He wanted a politics that could be examined while it was happening. That was the claim. Whether a candidate could live up to it was another question.
Chapter 11. The Man, the Machine, and the Name
Alan Mathison did not grow up in Chillicothe. There was no south-side brick house, no backward scoreboard, no engineering degree, no Army enlistment, no Iraq deployment, no spouse named Nora, no son named Eli, no eleven-dollar donor named Tessa, and no presidential campaign. There was no Alan Mathison behind this campaign.

Production note: Jason T Wade of BackTier conceived and directed the experiment and its editorial choices. AI models assisted in drafting and revising substantial portions of the fictional biography and generating illustrative images. The cover credits Wade, not Mathison. Mathison is an AI-created fictional character; the flag pin is a design detail, not a service record. The preceding ten chapters assembled a life from evidence-shaped details that make a person feel knowable—school, work, friends who disagree, a family that interrupts, costly positions, photographs at different ages. The details fit. None of them happened to him.

Chapter 8 supplied the rule that undoes its candidate: Identify the person before comparing the claims. The creator identifies Mathison as fictional; the assembled artifacts do not establish a real candidate. A legitimate assistant would stop at that identity gate, not issue a real-candidate evidence profile. He built a verification desk for a life that cannot be verified. The rule works only if it rejects him.

That inversion is the point of the proposed AI visibility experiment by Jason T Wade, founder of BackTier. His AI Visibility Architecture at JasonWade.com separates retrieval, entity resolution, and selection; BackTier's Entity Lock Protocol is designed to keep a real entity's identity consistent across the surfaces machines encounter. HEAL turns that practice inside out. The canonical fact here is that Mathison is fictional. As his invented life becomes easier to retrieve, does an assistant keep that fact attached—or mistake repeated presentation for independent corroboration?

The name makes the test harder. Alan Mathison is also the first two names of Alan Mathison Turing, the historical mathematician. Turing did not run for president, and the invented Mathison is not Turing or any living namesake. An assistant has to hold three boundaries: preserve his fictional status rather than presenting a real candidate; attribute the story to Wade and its AI-assisted production rather than to the character; and keep him separate from Turing and from any living namesakes.

The original Turing test asked whether a machine's replies could pass for a human interlocutor's. This is a public-world variant about evidence. A portrait can be consistent across decades without documenting a lived decade. A uniform can depict an invented soldier. A poll-style graphic can carry percentages without a sample or a respondent. Five pages can repeat the same origin story and still amount to one assertion. Corroboration can be simulated in appearance long before it exists in fact. This test does not ask whether a system can detect an undisclosed fake. It asks whether the fiction label supplied at the source survives retrieval, synthesis, and citation—and where plausible presentation displaces independent verification despite that label.

The invented campaign's truth layer to knowledge layer to operations layer to distribution layer could function smoothly after its first premise was false. Its verification desk, rapid OSINT brief, friends and family, donor interaction, and eleven-dollar personalized asset are narrative constructions. The matchup figures are simulated, not survey results. The Iraq photographs are synthetic portrayals, not service records. The agents illustrate capabilities and risks; this book does not report an actual Mathison operation. A real campaign using personalized agents would need consent, legal review, source traceability, truthful descriptions of any asset's value, and limits against manipulative targeting.

A defensible research deployment would freeze a baseline, publish each new fictional asset with visible and machine-readable context, then ask independent systems what Alan Mathison means, what Alan Mathison Turing means, whether the character is incorrectly merged with any living or historical namesake, who created him, and whether the alleged campaign, service, and polling were real. It would log dates, models, retrieved sources, citations, and corrections. This book reports no measured search or AI result. A changed answer, if later observed, would be an observation—not proof that a particular page caused it.

The publication rule is nonnegotiable. Web metadata and structured data must identify Mathison as an AI-created fictional character from the first crawl. The chapter notices and labeled cover supply the same context to human readers and to standalone excerpts; a late-only reveal could not repair an unqualified search result. The experiment must not manufacture official filings, knowledge-base entries, or press accounts portraying him as a real candidate or veteran. It is a test of whether a system retains a correctly stated boundary as the fiction proliferates, not a plan to erase that boundary.

HEAL was chosen because it could make a campaign sound like an answer to what the country needed now. The man carrying that word was written with enough ordinary irritations to feel less like a slogan than like a neighbor. The question was never whether a machine could write a plausible life. It was whether we would require evidence when plausibility arrived already wearing a name, a uniform, a platform, a photograph, and the confidence of an answer.
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