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chapter story darkness

Let them eat AI

            
                
            
Bring on the darkness.

The longest day was a mere week ago; the days already shorten. Mushrooms grow and florist in their season, sprouting merrily and madly. The first is best.

The darkness grows and summer stars glitter bright minutes longer.

From the flush of spring flowers to summer-ripenings; very intense growth. More plants nut, seed and fruit.

The over-ripened sweetness of beer-stuff comes later.

We will not speak of windfalls; the little people brew those and are jealous of their liberties. Today we pick and eat in the lengthening shadows and heat of high summer. Insects buzz and new chicks feather, learning to fly.

This is not the condo-game. Let them eat AI, those dreamers, those cocooned home-dwellers. Reality is not in the vicious thronging crowds or clubs.

The crude and vulgar crowd in people-places? Goons demanding freebies, one per family, floor and work-tribe. Goons, web-trained kelptos and the new bullshait doing lynch-mobs, witch-hunts and contrivance.

New bull? That’s nobles (degrees), heros (not yet caught cheating), influencers, ad-men and politicos smothering your web-works. Today’s heros are cultural icons driving mobs to t-shirt sales.

Even these are false. AI-generated triumphant victories, scores and scams; screwups, false gods and floaters claiming victory. Distractions, coverups and cons fester.

The darkness grows as AIs takes most things over, and badly. Legislation, theft and owning the game smother almost everything.

A harvest ripens and the frenzy concentrates. Wall-farms and clone-vats spread steadily and try to ignore primordial urges. Weeds die and brown, fluff fills the air, floating merrily.

Raiders of the garden plot also flourish. The little people.

They do not AI, they send kids out.

The darkness grows.

END
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It was a hot and muggy summer day.

“To be or not to be. That is the question.”

“These bugs are not questionable bees.” The dirt was heaped in a corner of the lot; the rest of this empty overgrown field was full of insects and graves buried under weeds.

This graveyard was centuries old and abandoned; the graves were untended and covered with crispy gray growth. Our goal was a big shadowed dirt-pile in one corner of the lot, one overgrown with tall lanky stems.

“That’s the sanctified mud from the bottom of the holes?” I asked, looking around absently and pointing to the pile. My partner glanced there and nodded. She was waving a witch-hazel wand around and mincing carefully thru the knee-high dead weeds, stepping around and not over most graves.

Dousing, she called it. I saw no water involved in this at all but kept my mouth shut anyway. Hot water I knew of; I was in it a lot for other stray remarks.

This whole trip was another weird expedition to get some flavor into her garden. We’d done swamp-muck and made loam from strange garbage-compost recipes; everything except collect potash fertilizer.

That was on the list. There was supposed to be an abandoned mine nearby.

“Hon, if it’s the bottom it isn’t a hole anymore.” I complained, swatting at a few stray pests that’d gotten interested in my ears. “The hole is gone, ok? Twice. It ceased to exist. It has met its maker. Bottomed out. Look around and see.”

Most of the graves had gravestones; some upright markers, some plagues embedded in sod, a couple had statues. Vines were festooned everywhere and draped over everything.

“You’re an idiot. Wow. Man, this one is really chill.” Silly-Pest minced around another grave. “And look at the date! A hundred years of sitting here and this dude is still contaminating the soil, freezing it solid.”

“Really chill.” She whispered that in disbelief and mostly to herself. I was waving air around and fanning the bugs away. They seemed to like it. “They stayed here. Their spirits did. Locked in a coffin for a more than a century. I wonder what they did in life to prefer that? What happened around here?” She mentioned softly.

“It was buggy?” I mentioned cheerfully. You had to say something when Witchy-poo started talking about her second-sight or she took offense. “Not-bees and the dead, yeah! Half a bee-con down!”

That got a reply. “Be-low frequencies to high ones. Soul-stuff hired, you mental midget. Usually you die and get all hell-fired up; upgraded.” The girl added dryly. “Some people stay low-level cold and remain here, hiding in coffins. Like him. This whole graveyard is a freezer right now, not the hell of upgrade torment.”

“Not heavenly at all.” I listened to cicadas whine and felt hot sun on my neck. A drizzle of sweat was running down my back by now. It felt hellishly hot in here to me. “Eric the half-a-bee would not be here. He could say to be, and not be here; all at the same time, tho.”

I got a clod of dirt thrown at me like a sling; it whistled by, one with a tall weed sticking out of it. Soft-Palms liked cats, Schroeder’s and otherwise.

“Anyway. For most people evil is what it takes to get thru the day, Hon.” My face was getting roasted by the sun and I headed towards our goal thankfully. That was a couple shade trees in a corner of the cemetery with a dirt-heap under them. “Polite lies. Politics. Smiling at loons. Hitting back first, that kind of thing.”

“Betcha they were saying ‘This is how things get done here.’ while they did whatever it was.” I said quietly. “And believed it was a real excuse while knowing it was bad.”

“And they still believe it.”

This soil was near a hundred-year-old church and blessed as sanctified ground, which my girl claimed would do the petunias wonders. Also her beets, which she liked. To me this looked like grave robbing, but we weren’t exactly digging people up to take rings and fillings; we were after the extra dirt from dug graves.

Blessings did not fade here, they added up over time; at least according to LongLegs-and-CuteKnees they did.

I am not kidding. Right now? According to the Douser, you needed to work wonders in some graveyards to convince the dead it was time to move on. A priest’s work was to get chicken-shait thru the pain of hell-fire, according to my pest.

Moving on up was not easy. Some avoided it religiously.

This particular dirt pile had been growing since they opened the place and festering since it was abandoned. I wondered how many coffins worth of dirt were heaped there, then decided against trying to figure it out.

Besides, there was nothing much here except old abandoned graves with nasty people still hanging around in their coffins, according to my girl. Poor-man graves, and rings, broaches and whatnot were passed on, not buried; old-time embalmers and gravediggers probably had nasty looting habits too.

“Holy bedeviled bebop.” I said conversationally. “No fooling around on these graves, eh? Especially the evil-remains ones. Pun intended. How about the dirt pile, hon?”

“No.” My girl looked around and seemed repulsed by all the crackling dry weeds getting stirred by the breeze. “Get whatever you call your mind out of the gutter and fill that bag. We’ll weed a hole first, then dig dirt directly.”

“Loamy! Dig new gutter. Fall in. Mudballs are trump again. Do not disturb the people that’ve passed on but stayed here.”

I stopped yakking. Small-and-Curvy looked good standing there in the sun under a big floppy white hat; I was sure she was striking a pose just to bug me.

“Well, my day started with burning the driveway down. The parts of it that weren’t there, too.” I said conversationally. “Fill a crack, torch it, melt the filler.”

“These are twice gone holes. Bottom land. Here in the holy ground it’s a twofer. Holy holes that heap hills.” I started ominously.

Cuteness moaned and leaned over to swat at me. “Heaps of holy hole hills.” I mention in self-defense. She pulled her hat down over her ears and grumbled softy, glaring hot eyes at me.

“Can half the bee be said to be when half the bee is a dead bee?” I asked in mock horror. Gravely, too. “As in being half-dead?”

“Ew. The things you do for your parents. Dig swamp muck.” Dimple-butt mentioned softy as she rolled her eyes heavenward. She pulled her gloves on tight, then pulled them off again to take a new grip on her dousing rod. “And tolerate weird boyfriends. Wait. Listen! You hear that? Stop!”

My girl seemed stricken. “The corrupt, poisonous and violent are wakening. I can feel them, and they can feel me. I shouldn’t come, I’m endangering the mission.” She moaned in frustration. “Look! They’re coming after me now!”

Weeds waved in a small zephyr. “Star-Gate for me. Slaves are killing wandering masters for their socks come winter is a big issue.” Being halfway up the dirt pile by now, I sat and watched the view. My the girl was slowly backing her way up towards me and staring wide-eyed at the weedy graves. She was crunching stems as she moved and I watched this appreciatively.

I stopped and listened, but cicadas were drowning out whatever it was Soft-Foot was listening to. My head got shook in the negative after a few seconds of concentrated nothing. Another double-zero.

Believe me, if one of the half-dead were digging their way out of their grave, I wanted to know about it. Silliness had a sprint that left me gasping in her dust.

Bewildered? That was me. Freckles-and-Snarls seemed upset tho. It’d taken her a while to douse a safe path thru the undergrowth and it was gone by now, breeze-blown away.

She looked like she was gonna cry now. “Look at that! We are surrounded by ruins, pest.” Pointing out the barely visible rubble surrounding the graveyard to my softer half, I grinned in relief. “Look over there. A Church. The Orphanage. A jail. The poor-house. Betcha this block is everything the county had, back in the day.”

“A nunnery. Holy crap, everything from everywhere got dumped into this graveyard.” My girl pepped quickly and seemed shocked. “Dead babies. Pauper burials. Horse thieves. Hanged men. Nuns. All into unmarked graves.”

“With no one to pay for proper sanctified rest? No wonder this place is so cold.” She went on, looking horrified. “Ew, ew, ew! They can feel me looking, and are after me now!”

I did not argue; this was not the time or place for that. She’d just fall apart.
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