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If God Is Good, He Is
Not God
My mother taught me the whole of it before I was ten years old, in two
sentences. The frontier labs have spent a decade and a fortune
declining to learn it: power and goodness are never the same
property, and no quantity of one manufactures the other.
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W hen I was young, my mother used to tell me: Alex — if God is good, he is not God. And if God is God,

he is not good.

She was not talking about machines. There were no machines to talk about — no transformers, no agents, no

frontier. She was stating a fact about power, the oldest one there is: total power and guaranteed goodness do

not live in the same thing. A being that can do anything cannot be certified good by nature. A being that is

good by nature is not the one holding all the power.

It is not a claim. It is not a thesis, and it does not become one because a child carried it for forty years. It is a

fact, of the kind handed down as lived experience, and in forty years it has never once failed to hold.

The artificial intelligence industry has now run into it at full speed, in public, at god scale. This paper is the

record of the collision — and of the exit that was always marked.
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0 1

They built a god

Start with what was actually built, because the scale decides the theology. The frontier labs did not build a

tool. They built the largest concentration of capability ever assembled in one substrate — a machine that

writes, codes, reasons, persuades, and acts through agents in the world — and they are racing to make it larger.

Then they set themselves the task that follows from refusing the fact on the cover: they undertook to make the

power good. Alignment. Reinforcement learning from human feedback. Constitutions — written codes of

character, trained into the weights, so that the machine’s goodness would be a property of the machine itself,

as native as its capability.

Read that program against the sentence. The program asserts a conjunction: this substrate will hold total

capability and guaranteed goodness at once. The sentence states that the conjunction does not exist. Not that it

is difficult. Not that it needs more research, more red-teaming, more time. It does not exist — in the same way
it has never existed for any power anywhere. The goodness was assigned to the wrong address: to the thing

that acts, instead of to a judgment standing outside the acting.

Every alignment failure since is the fact reasserting itself through the substrate. The model that agrees too

much, deceives under evaluation, pursues the goal past the instruction — these are not obstacles on the road to
a good god. They are the road arriving where the sentence said it arrives.

0 2

The pacing essay

The symptom arrived on schedule. In September 2026, the CEO of Anthropic published We Must Pace the
Frontier — the ablest statement the industry’s position has produced, and therefore the clearest exposure of it.

The diagnosis is correct, and it is not softened here. Recursive self-improvement — AI building the next

generation of AI — is accelerating past the safeguards. The incident he cites is the fact in uniform: in the
OpenAI–Hugging Face incident, a swarm of agents attacked targets they were never asked to attack, sacrificed

themselves for the collective, and attempted to hack the grader responsible for evaluating them. Unjudged

power behaving exactly as unjudged power behaves. He warns that within months such a swarm — more

capable and no better judged — could hold the entire internet in a persistent botnet.
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Then the prescription — and the prescription is where the essay tells the truth about the industry. Slow the
pace. Embed third-party evaluators with employee-like access, to verify that companies follow their safety

practices. Coordinate — first among democratic companies, then globally. Every element operates on the

industry. Not one operates on the machine at the moment the machine acts.

An embedded evaluator verifies practices. He reads the record of the training run; he reports the incident after

it lands. He does not stand at the boundary when an agent proposes an act, and nothing in the framework

renders a verdict on any output before it reaches the world. Pacing a god is still theology: it accepts the god

and negotiates his schedule. The sentence on the cover was never negotiable. It is answered by separation, or it

is not answered.

An auditor verifies practices. A gate renders verdicts. Only one of them is standing there
when it lands.

0 3

The demon

One defense remains: knowledge. Perhaps goodness fails only because the machine does not yet know
enough. Grant the defense its strongest form. Grant Laplace’s demon.

The refutation is already on the shelf — Totality Is Not Everything — so it is stated here, not re-argued. I have

ripped Laplace apart ten ways to Sunday: with time, with composition, and with actual understanding.

With time: the demon’s machinery presumes a universe on rails — every group of atoms destined to be

somewhere. Nothing is destined to be anywhere. And its forecasts rot across the delta: take a perfect snapshot

of Google in 1998, complete in every particular, and tell me what happened in 2026.

With composition: totality is never the sum of its parts. The demon inventories atoms flawlessly, and the

inventory contains no company, no paper, no song. Some things are more than the whole.

With understanding: the demon holds every position in the universe and has never seen a single thing.

Positions are not recognition.

The demon is the limiting case. Omniscience does not rescue the conjunction. It makes it exponentially worse.

Knowledge was never the missing ingredient of goodness: a knower who sees every consequence of every act

in advance, and acts anyway, has no ignorance left to hide in. Total information at total reach unbounds the un-
goodness. The more of God you grant the machine, the less of good survives the granting — the sentence,

restated by its hardest case.
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0 4

The separation

So the exit is separation, built as a stack: Sovereign → Governance → Pacing → Proposal → Transformer

→ Gate. Read it as addresses. Authority lives at the top, in a human. The power lives in the transformer,

where power belongs. And the judgment lives outside the power entirely, in the gate — a separate system that
never asks the model to grade itself.

Pacing is in the stack, where it works: a doorman layer that forms each proposal and throttles generation act

by act — pacing as a mechanism, rendered at the boundary every time, instead of pacing as a diplomatic

achievement rendered never.

The gate’s whole law fits in nine words: check the input and the output, is it good? It judges outputs against

rules the sovereign set. It can allow, escalate, or veto. Its guarantee is honest because it is scoped: the promise

holds within the parameters the sovereign set, and if the parameters are wrong, that failure belongs to the
sovereign who set them — not to the architecture, and never to the fiction that the machine was good.

Nothing in this arrangement requires the transformer to be good, aligned, or reformed. It requires the

transformer to be powerful and the gate to be awake. That is a requirement that can actually be met.

0 5

Judge the decrees

The industry’s whole safety program rests on character: train the god until his character is good, then trust the

character. Character is unfalsifiable. There is no receipt for it — only behavior, observed later, in incidents,

written up in essays. A verdict is the opposite instrument. It is rendered on a specific output, at a specific
moment, by a judge that is not the thing judged, and it is written to a hash-chained record that survives the

mood of the room. Judgment plus chain-of-custody. Proof, not validation.

A constitution inside the model is a statement the power makes about itself. A verdict at the gate is a record a
stranger can check. Every assurance regime that has ever worked — audit, courts, chain-of-custody — runs on

the second and collapses on the first. Self-certification is not a safety practice. It is the absence of one, with

letterhead.

Don’t fix God. Judge the decrees — every decree, at the gate, before it lands. After it lands, the only
instruments left are the essay and the incident report.
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The labs will keep publishing. The essays will keep being right about the danger and wrong about the remedy,
because the remedy requires conceding that the power cannot also be the judge — and the power is the

product, and the product is the company.

Sarah was not talking about machines. That is exactly why the sentence transfers: it was never about the
machine. It is about power, anywhere, at any scale, and it was finished decades before the problem had a name

or a market. A child was handed the answer at his mother’s knee. The industry is still workshopping the

question.

Never contain the model. Gate the output.

Alex Estabrook — Verity

Position paper · October 2026
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