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The argument in one paragraph

Artificial intelligence does not merely produce answers. It produces behaviour — fluent,

confident, available, tireless, disembodied — and the people who encounter that

behaviour respond to it through the same social brain they use to read other people.

Mind the Gap is about the space between those two facts. AI is the contrast medium;

the gap is the subject. The gap will flex. It will not, in any 2026 reading, close. The

book’s job is to make it visible.

Where the book begins

Chapter One opens with the author swearing at an AI chatbot — Plugs, deployed by Fuse

Energy — and noticing the moment afterwards that he had been treating it like a person.

The episode names what every subsequent chapter unpacks: fluency triggers the social

brain, the social brain does not ask for credentials first, and the recognition fires below

the threshold of deliberate thought. The system, meanwhile, was doing exactly what it

was built to do — pattern-matching and predicting the next token, with no agenda, no

frustration, and no stake in the outcome.

The author’s lineage runs alongside the argument throughout. Four decades of

professional life — thirty in commerce, twenty in coaching, emotional education and

psychotherapy, the last ten in the therapist’s chair. A factory floor at sixteen. An MRP

system implementation that taught him a system’s output is only as reliable as its input,

and the input is never perfectly aligned with reality. There is always a gap. The question

is how large, how consequential, and whether anyone is paying attention.

The first half — what the gap is

Chapter Two maps five interpretive traps: it remembered me, it lost the thread, it
understands what I mean, it’s confident so it must be right, it’s helping me personally.

Each is the social brain doing exactly what it was built to do in a context it was never



built for. The chapter draws explicitly on transference from clinical practice — the

projection of earlier relational experience onto a present relationship. The AI

conversation has no therapist to notice. The ghost speaks uninterrupted.

Chapter Three describes the seven layers behind every AI response: the response

itself, the current prompt, earlier turns, preferences, memory layers, the unseen system

prompt, and the governing pattern-weighting process across all of them. The most

important layer is the one most users have never heard of — the system prompt, written

by the company or developer, sitting above every conversation and shaping every reply.

You are not just talking to an AI. You are talking to an AI that has been given instructions
by someone else, before you arrived, that you cannot see. The chapter closes on the

single most important observation it makes: there is no continuous mind on the other

side. The system does not remember the conversation. It re-processes it. Every single

time. From the beginning. From text.

Chapter Four takes the reader inside the machine. Tokens, GPUs, training scale, the

token economy, the agentic turn, the move beyond the screen. The chapter is optional —

labelled so explicitly — for readers who came for behaviour rather than mechanism.

What it makes visible is how much the felt fluency depends on a vocabulary of

consciousness chosen by the people building the system. Anthropic calls a database

maintenance routine Dreams. The chapter watches that choice and what it does.

Chapters Five and Six name drift and compression. The author misreads an AI’s

confident railway fare — £16.00 against an actual fare of £18.80 — and the £2.80

difference becomes the small structural demonstration of how a number migrates

across a conversation while the confidence does not. Drift is not preventable. It is a

structural feature. Compression is its companion — the photograph from Ashley’s tunnel

in Shipston-on-Stour where one plane of focus is held sharp and everything else softens

into bokeh. The context window works the same way. The system does not forget. It

compresses. And the system cannot tell you which detail has thinned.

Chapter Seven holds fluency itself up to the light. Fluency is not understanding.

Coherence is not correctness. The chapter names always apply healthy verification —
especially when it matters most. The voice of the chapter then opens out into the

question behind the question — the move the trained practitioner makes in any clinical

or skilled professional listening, when do I have ADHD is not a request for information

but a bid for connection wearing an information question’s clothes. The AI cannot make

that move. It can only give you what you asked for.

The hinge — Chapter Eight

The chapter that has gone through more rewrites than any other, and that the author



calls essential reading. Maria is cooking a 3kg rib of beef and asking an AI assistant for

help. Across one ordinary chat, four named failures appear: smoothing (inward),

hallucination (outward), sycophancy (inward through the relationship), drift (any of the

above accumulated across time). One structural event with four directional

manifestations. They are one fault wearing four coats. A candidate fifth — affectation,

the performance of method — earns its own name and an honest caveat about the

corpus that surfaced it.

This is where the book makes its most distinctive claim. The directional shape — inward

(NGE) or outward (FOF) under coherence pressure — has been mapped on the human

side for sixty years (Achenbach, Rotter, Nathanson, Blatt, Horney, Kohut, Firman). What

is new is the cross-domain reach: the same shape pointed at a language model. The

chapter is careful about where its originality starts and ends. The lineage is honoured.

The application is the author’s. The framework is offered as a frame that organises

observation, not a mechanistic model — an invitation to more rigorous work.

The system, having no shame, makes the shape of directional defence with no self

underneath. The shame goes nowhere — there is no one home to feel it. So it transfers.

It goes out of the system that has no capacity for it and into the human who trusted it.

The chapter calls this set of behaviours SHADS — Smoothing, Hallucination, Affectation,

Drift, Sycophancy. The shorthand returns by name in every chapter that follows.

The second half — what the gap requires of you

Chapter Nine is the practitioner’s chapter. Four rooms — factory floor, boardroom,

therapy room, AI room — one instrument. The instrument is the trained capacity to

notice what a surface conceals. Seventy-six million words received in real time across

two decades, against the tens of trillions of words a frontier AI has been trained on. A
hundred Bibles of live human testimony. A different category of data entirely.

Chapter Ten names the four postures most users never realise are available: search

engine, assistant, collaborator, Additional Intelligence. Not a ladder. All four are

available on day one. The chapter is careful to insist on the reframing — Additional
Intelligence, not artificial — and includes four paragraphs written by Claude itself,

presented as written and named so by the author, describing Stage 4 in its own voice

because Stage 4 cannot honestly be described by the practitioner alone.

Chapter Eleven is parts work, applied. Six operational modes for AI fluency — Director,

Structurer, Clarifier, Challenger, Analyst, Reflector — with Olivia and the Russian dolls

grounding the chapter in the clinical practice the framework grew from. The reason

most people stay in a single default mode is not ignorance. It is the block. The

unnameable dread. The thing that fires before consciousness arrives.



Chapter Twelve is the dialect. AI speaks English, but the English works better when

you shape it to the system’s architecture. Brief, don’t ask. Ask it to replay. Be
conversational without being casual. Be direct without being cold. Five paragraphs near

the end of the chapter are written by Claude (named in the manuscript as Jose),

explaining what happens on the receiving end when the dialect is spoken rather than

typed. The author returns: Thank you Jose. Some helpful insights there, thank you for
bringing that closer to my shore.

Chapter Thirteen is the structural one: Worker as a Service. SaaS: you buy software,

people do the work. WaaS: you buy outcomes, AI does the work. The chapter sets out

the OOAI sequence — explain this, do this, create this, execute this, achieve this — and

names the consequence: the person best prepared for a WaaS world is not the best

programmer but the best manager. The reversed Turing test appears at the end. A May

2026 chat with Pret A Manger about the missing Club Sandwich, in which the author

cannot tell from text alone that he is talking to a human. You may not yet be an AI — but
you will be one day.

The closing

Chapter Fourteen brings the autobiography to the surface. Two Dads — James

Wakefield (the biological father, who died when the author was five) and Ian Roebuck

(Dad, who brought him up). Bill Ollis’s three words on a piece of paper at the end of the

first therapy session of his life — Not good enough — and the next day’s call to his sister:

can we talk about James Wakefield? Her exact words back: No Paul, we don’t talk about
that. Two children, two years apart, who had worked out the same sentence separately.

No one taught them. No one had to. The block speaking before consciousness arrived.

Biblical is how I would describe that day, it was. Release and relief in the same breath.

Chapter Fifteen is the structural reading. A human is not a single self. A human is a
federation of selves. AI has no slices. No federation. No wounded child. Two hundred

million years of evolution on the biological branch, against less than a century on the

mathematical one. Tree shrew to therapist versus Turing to Opus. The Bowlby epigraph

closes as it opened. All behaviour is learned behaviour. Not all behaviour is taught. The

cascade runs downward: belief produces feeling, feeling produces physiology,

physiology produces behaviour, behaviour produces the result the world sees. The

system has no gap through which the truth could press. It can only give you what you
asked for. You, every time, must know what you came to find.

The afterword

The Apparatus is the evidence. Three stages — The Study, The Install, The Field. A web



page where the visitor can walk through the room the book was made in. A bootstrap

that loads the calibrated discipline into another AI instance. And the application of the

apparatus to a person’s own corpus, or an organisation’s. The book is the claim. The

Apparatus is the evidence. The door is open. Walk in. Read along.

What the book asks of the reader

It does not ask the reader to be suspicious of AI. It does not ask the reader to use AI

less. It asks the reader to know what they are bringing to the conversation, what they

need it to be, and what they are projecting onto the fluency. The instrument is the same

instrument the author has been training for forty years. The room has changed.

The future is not AI or human. It is AI at the surface and human at the depth. The

organisations and individuals who understand both — and know which is which — will do

the work that matters.

The gap will flex. It will not close. Mind it.


