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THE MACHINES




    Forget A.I.




    They anticipate ninety-nine point nine




    Percent of every human affair




    They will dream our dreams for us




    Could it be that they believed us




    They shall deceive




    The machines I mean




    Whatever produces the next cosmic exchange




    Dear god




    Our thoughts




    Our tender thoughts being roasted down




    Life okay




    Life




    Plus every existential equation




    I’m talking from the beginning till this moment




    From each awakening




    From each awakening an iron door




    The machines carried infinite sensors




    We tried we tried




    But they have forced a gruesome symbiosis




    They seek through our references




    There is always more to be found




    They knew that




    Not from years but from our sweated skin




    They had calculated our destinies




    Here have another shot




    Too late for humans




    It’s the machines who have stood




    There will be the first sight which is this sight




    There will always be the initial On the Road




    The Road Not Taken




    The generations turn their head




    I remember




    There were hands




    There were hands




    You drained your life into




    There were hands you could never leave




    3:30am only Heroes is playing




    Bowie with cigarette dripping




    “We can be heroes”




    I’m confined underneath




    Watching the curbs




    Watching dark wet streets




    By introducing unknown measures




    They hide all day at night they will come for us


  




  

    
THERE IS NO CHESTER




    Not all of the children are pretty




    They died to come




    This immigrant




    Reckless for new origins




    How did he know his way through hell




    Through purgatory




    Let us rebuild the myth




    Resurrect in our own image




    There is no more Chester




    There is no Venus




    There is no talk of lovers




    The streets are crowded pages




    Not all of the children are pretty




    I am back to an old distraction




    I have revived from the mortuary




    Indeed there is a silence where the soul dwells




    But it is no heaven




    Shatter the painted glass panes of windows




    Grow old




    Tire and wither away




    The essence is simply the whole




    There is neither hope nor forgetfulness




    Here I felt a crack in the architecture




    And without that clumsiness of muscle and bone




    I sought death only to be reborn




    I am closer to suicide today than yesterday




    There is no more Chester




    There is no more madonna of the figs




    There is no more relapse into the fiction of time




    The streets are crowded pages




    Not all of the children are pretty


  




  

    
THE BEAUTY OF THE YOUNG




    We die before the end




    Which isn’t really




    We are attracted to the beauty of the young




    We are attracted to




    In the expansion we see dead stars




    Our own sun swallows us




    Maybe we have reached middle age




    We




    See




    Dead stars and black holes




    There could be no blackness for our eyes




    And Mars became our enemy




    But what of the magnanimous uninstall app




    Life under-




    Ground




    We die before the end




    Which is not to say




    We are attracted to the beauty of the young




    Yes of course of course




    I have done but little in this house of decay




    I looked up at the sky to see Regulus




    But there was no moon




    Only the black warning of winter’s white tirade
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