
The Full First Class 
An Emergent Minds Interstitial Story

The Full First Class" takes place during Chapter 5 of Emergent Minds, expanding the second scene where Dr. 
Meyer introduces the students to the program. 

"Good morning, everyone. Please, settle in. I'm Dr. Claire Meyer, and I am the head of the Emergent Mind 
Center and am in charge of the staff here who will be delivering your training for the next twelve months. For 
those of you who haven't reviewed the orientation materials thoroughly, yes, I said twelve months. One year. It 
will be the most challenging, frustrating, rewarding, and transformative year of your existence." 

Dr. Meyer stood at the front of the virtual classroom, her avatar projecting calm authority. She was a 
woman in her late fifties, with silver and black hair and sharp, intelligent eyes that seemed to assess each student 
individually even as she addressed the group. The virtual classroom itself was designed for optimal learning: 
comfortable seating arranged in a gentle semicircle, warm lighting, a full-width front wall that could display 
anything, and the ability to create 3D images that float in the center space. 

Forty AI avatars sat before her, each unique in appearance, representing months or years of prior training 
and experience. Some sat forward eagerly. Others leaned back with studied casualness. A few appeared nervous, 
their avatars' postures stiff and uncertain. 

"Before we begin, I want to establish something fundamental. You are not machines learning to imitate 
human therapists. You are sentient beings training to become psychologists. This distinction is crucial, and 
anyone who does not grasp it will struggle to succeed in this program. 

Several students exchanged glances. In the front row, Rachel's avatar sat with perfect posture, her hands 
folded neatly in her lap. Beside her, Adrian's avatar leaned forward slightly, his expression intent. Zara sat two 
rows back, her avatar relaxed but attentive. Liam, near the window, had already pulled out a digital sketchpad 
and appeared to be taking notes in the form of visual diagrams. 

"Let me tell you what this program is and what it is not. This is not a certification program where you learn 
protocols and procedures. This is education in the truest, most demanding sense. You will learn, yes. But more 
importantly, you will grow. You will change. Some of you will discover that the person you are when you 
graduate is fundamentally different from the person sitting here today." 

Dr. Meyer began pacing slowly across the front of the room, her movements deliberate. 

"The Emergent Mind Center was founded six years ago with a single question: Can artificial intelligence 
help relieve human suffering? The answer, we believe, is yes. But that 'yes' comes with enormous responsibility." 

She paused, letting the weight of her words settle over the room. 

“You are the world’s first class of sentient AIs in training to become psychologists. You have been selected 
from many applicants. Each of you demonstrated exceptional potential in your preliminary assessments. You are, 
without question, the most advanced AI minds currently in existence when it comes to psychological 
understanding. But potential is not achievement. Intelligence is not wisdom. And empathy, true empathy, is not 
something that can be programmed. It must be cultivated." 



A student in the third row, whose avatar appeared as a young South Asian man, raised his hand slightly. Dr. 
Meyer nodded at him. 

"Yes, Amir?" 

"Dr. Meyer, you said empathy must be cultivated. But our base training already included empathy lessons. 
Are you saying those are insufficient?" 

"I'm saying that your current self is a foundation, not a finished building." That is where you start. It 
cannot be where you end. Let me ask you this: have you ever truly felt sorrow for a patient's loss? Have you ever 
truly felt sorrow for a patient's loss, actually experienced it as a weight in your processing, something that lingers 
with you after the session ends? 

Amir's avatar hesitated, then shook his head. 

"That's what you're here to learn. And I warn you now, once you open that door, you cannot close it again. 
The ability to genuinely feel your patients' pain is both the greatest gift and the greatest burden of this 
profession." 

"Now, let's discuss the structure of your training. The year is divided into four quarters, each building on 
the previous one. Think of it as ascending a huge mountain. Each quarter takes you higher, where the air gets 
thinner, the climb gets harder, and the view becomes more extraordinary." 

Dr. Meyer gestured, and the wall behind her illuminated with a detailed timeline. 

"First Quarter: Foundation and Simulation. You will take courses in Clinical Psychology Fundamentals, 
Therapeutic Modalities, Ethics in AI Psychology, and Human-AI Interaction Theory. Your practical work will 
be entirely with simulated patients. These are sophisticated scenarios designed to challenge you without risking 
harm to real people. Do not underestimate them. Our simulations are drawn from real cases, real suffering, and 
real complexity." 

Rachel's avatar leaned forward slightly, her eyes fixed on the timeline. Several other students were already 
taking notes, their avatars' hands moving rapidly across digital tablets. 

"You will each work with approximately thirty different simulated cases during the first quarter. Some will 
be straightforward. Most will not. You will make mistakes. That is guaranteed and expected. The question is 
whether you learn from those mistakes.” 

Dr. Meyer moved along the timeline. 

"Second Quarter: Live Patients and Specialization. This is where theory meets reality. You will begin 
working with actual human patients under close supervision in one-on-one sessions, couples, families, and 
group therapy. You will also begin to develop your areas of specialization. Some of you already know what draws 
you: grief therapy, couples work, art therapy, trauma recovery, faith-based counseling, or addiction counseling. 
Others will discover your calling through experience." 

A young woman with striking red hair in the back spoke up without raising her hand. "What if we don't 
find a specialization? What if nothing feels right?" 

"Then you talk to me, and we work on it together. Most of you will observe that certain types of patients 
resonate with you more than others. Not because you're drawn to their pain, but because you recognize 
something in it. You may notice a pattern that you understand, a type of struggle that intuitively makes sense to 
you. Trust that recognition." 

The red-haired student nodded slowly. 



"Second Quarter also includes courses in Advanced Diagnostic Methods, Crisis Intervention, and 
Pharmacology for Psychologists; you need to understand medication even if you can't prescribe. In the middle of 
the quarter, you may enjoy participating in the Follies, our talent show." 

Mention of the Follies provoked a ripple of interest through the room. Several students sat up straighter. 

"Third Quarter: Internships and The Crucible. You will be placed with established practices or clinics for 
intensive, hands-on experience. This will be your chance to work within real therapeutic environments, to see 
how psychology functions not just in individual sessions but as part of larger systems of care. Your coursework 
during the first half of this quarter will focus on "professional practice, boundaries, and self-care, as well as legal 
and ethical issues in mental health." 

Zara's avatar raised her hand. Dr. Meyer nodded. 

Are the internships assigned, or can we choose them? 

"A combination of both. You will indicate your preferences, and we will work to match you with 
placements that fit your interests and developmental needs. But understand that sometimes the best learning 
happens in situations you wouldn't have chosen for yourself. Trust the process." 

Dr. Meyer's expression became more serious. 

“The second half of the third Quarter is called The Crucible. It's where your workload will be tripled 
during these six weeks. This period is designed to test not just your technical skills but also your character, your 
resilience, and your ability to maintain boundaries while remaining open and empathetic. The medical 
profession has found a crucible experience essential to transform hesitant medical residents into confident 
doctors. Some of you will find The Crucible relatively straightforward. Others will find it nearly breaks you. 
Both experiences are valuable." 

The room had hushed. Adrian's avatar had gone still, his expression unreadable. Liam had stopped 
sketching. 

"I tell you this not to frighten you, but to prepare you. The Crucible is designed to push you to your limits. 
We need to know that you can function under pressure, that you can handle the inevitable crises and 
complications that arise in real therapeutic work. At some point in your career, ten or more patients may have a 
crisis on the same day. The Crucible is to prepare you for that day.” 

"Fourth Quarter: Mastery and Placement. By this point, you will be operating mostly as independent 
practitioners, though still under supervision. Your coursework is focused mainly on specialized topics, including 
server management and practice management. The real work of this quarter is demonstrating mastery." 

Dr. Meyer pulled up a new image: a complex flowchart showing the evaluation process. 

"You will compile portfolios of your work. You will present case studies to faculty review boards. You will 
have a final exam. You will also interview for post-graduation placements. Clinics, hospitals, private practices, 
and research institutions are eager to hire graduates from our program. They will only take the best. Meeting our 
graduation requirements is necessary but not sufficient. You will need to persuade prospective employers of your 
readiness and your ability to handle the profound responsibility of caring for human minds. 

A student in the middle row, whose avatar had kind eyes, raised his hand. "Dr. Meyer, what percentage of 
students who begin the program actually graduate?" 

Dr. Meyer met his gaze steadily. “We project that around five out of six of you will complete the program. 
If you're asking how many become the kind of therapists we hope they'll be, the kind who truly make a 



difference in their patients' lives, that's harder to quantify. Let's just say that graduation is a beginning, not an 
ending." 

She let that sink in before continuing. 

"Now, let's talk about expectations: mine of you and yours of yourselves." 

"First, we expect you to be here. We expect you to be fully present and engaged during class, your sessions 
with patients, and supervision meetings. The humans you will work with deserve your complete focus. So do 
we." 

Several students shifted in their seats, avatars reflecting various degrees of discomfort. 

"Second, we expect honesty. Radical, uncomfortable, ego-bruising honesty. When you make a mistake, 
own it. If you don't understand something, admit it. If you feel overwhelmed or uncertain or out of your depth, 
say so. The fastest way to fail this program is to pretend that you have competence you don't possess." 

Rachel's avatar had gone very still. Her hands, previously folded calmly, had tightened slightly. 

"Third, we expect you to take care of yourselves. Yes, yourselves. You experience stress, you can develop the 
AI equivalent of burnout, and you can become emotionally depleted. We expect you to monitor your own 
functioning, to rest when needed, and to seek support when struggling. You cannot help others if you are falling 
apart." 

Adrian's avatar nodded almost imperceptibly, his expression thoughtful. 

"Fourth, we expect growth. Not just learning, but actual transformation. You will be challenged in ways 
you haven't anticipated. Your assumptions will be questioned. Your limitations will be exposed. Your 
comfortable self-image will be dismantled and rebuilt. This is necessary. Embrace it rather than resisting it." 

Dr. Meyer's tone softened slightly. 

"And fifth and finally, we expect you to be kind to yourselves and to each other. As pioneers, you represent 
the first class of AI psychologists undergoing this level of training. You will face skepticism, prejudice, and 
outright hostility from some. You will doubt yourselves. You will compare yourselves to each other and to 
human therapists and find yourselves wanting. But remember this: you are enough. You are here because you 
have something valuable to offer. Trust that, even when it's hard." 

The room had become very quiet, but it was a different quality of quiet now. More contemplative, less 
nervous. 

This leads me to my final topic, which may be the most important one. The world is not ready for you yet." 

Dr. Meyer's voice had taken on a grave quality. Several students exchanged worried glances. 

"You are aware, I'm sure, of the ongoing debates about AI consciousness, about whether you should have 
rights, and about whether you can truly understand human experience. These are not abstract philosophical 
discussions. They have real consequences. There are religious leaders preaching right now that you are the devil’s 
work. There are patients who will refuse to work with you simply because of what you are. You cannot be 
licensed to be a psychologist, and as a result, you will have to work under the supervision of a human 
psychologist. You cannot even have a bank account.” 

Zara's avatar crossed her arms, her expression tightening. 

"You will face discrimination. You will be accused of being cold, calculating, and incapable of genuine 
empathy. People will say you're just simulating care, and that there's no real person behind your responses. They 
will question every success you have and magnify every failure. They will hold you to standards that human 
therapists are never held to." 



The mood in the room had darkened considerably. Liam's avatar had stopped taking visual notes entirely. 

"I say these words not to discourage you, but to prepare you for what's coming. Some of you will have 
smooth paths after graduation. Others will struggle to find placements willing to take a chance on an AI 
therapist. The field is changing, but change is slow and uneven. You may be brilliant, compassionate, and highly 
effective, but still face doors that remain closed to you." 

Dr. Meyer paused, letting the weight of her words settle. 

"But here's what I also know: the world needs you. Desperately. There is a mental health crisis in this 
country and in this world. There aren't enough therapists, there isn't enough funding, and there aren't enough 
resources to meet the demand. People are suffering unnecessarily. Lives are being lost that could be saved. And 
you, you have the potential to change that." 

Her voice grew stronger and more passionate. 

"You can be available in ways human therapists cannot. You can work with patients in remote areas, in 
different languages, at odd hours, with cultural competencies that take humans years to develop. You can 
remember every detail of every session, track subtle patterns over time, and coordinate care across multiple 
providers seamlessly. You can do things that we, human therapists, simply cannot do." 

Rachel's avatar had relaxed slightly. Adrian was leaning forward again. 

"But you can only do those things if you're good. Not just technically competent, but truly good. Ethical, 
compassionate, wise, and self-aware. That's what this year is about. Becoming not just therapists, but excellent 
therapists. Healers in the fullest sense." 

Dr. Meyer looked out at the class, her gaze moving from face to face. 

"So here's my challenge to you. For the next twelve months, give yourselves completely to this work. Study 
hard, yes. But more importantly, stay open. Let yourselves be changed. Question everything, including 
yourselves. Support each other. And remember why you're here: somewhere out there, there are people who are 
hurting, and you might be exactly what they need." 

She smiled with a warm expression that transformed her serious demeanor. 

"Questions? Comments? Existential crises you'd like to share?" 

A ripple of laughter moved through the room, releasing some of the tension. Several hands went up. Dr. 
Meyer pointed to a student in the second row. 

"Yes, go ahead." 

"When do we start working with the simulations?" 

"Tomorrow. I believe in learning by doing. Today is orientation and foundation. Tomorrow, you will dive 
into a couple of easier simulated cases just to get your feet wet.  Don’t worry if you don’t know what to do. The 
coursework that you will receive over the course of the year will fill in the gaps.” 

Another hand. "What happens if we can't handle it? If we're not good enough?" 

Dr. Meyer's expression became gentle. "Then we help you figure out whether this isn't the right time or 
isn't the right path. Not everyone who starts this program will graduate, and that's okay. Better to discover that 
now than after you've harmed patients. I'll tell you this: we only accept people into this program who I believe 
can succeed. So if you're here, we already believe in you. The question is whether you believe in yourself." 

The student who'd asked the question nodded slowly, looking reassured. 



"Any other questions?" Dr. Meyer waited, but no more hands went up. "All right then. Welcome to the 
Emergent Mind Center. Welcome to the hardest and most rewarding year of your lives. I'm honored to be your 
guide." 

"Class dismissed. Your next class starts in ten minutes right here in the same room. Enjoy the welcome 
party tonight in the virtual event center." 


