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Contents This Weather Is Already Here



We’re moving now
through something faster than opinion.
The world doesn’t wait
for agreement.

In these days
you feel it.
It’s taking us toward outcomes.
It wasn’t invited.
It did not announce itself.

The uncertainty is in the air —
its weight in us, around us.
You feel it
before you understand it.

No sirens.
No knock at the door.

It winds itself through lives.
We lock the doors, stay inside
as it climbs the steps.
We call what’s present
by old names,
as if language
could slow it.

If your hours still matter to you,
move —
not in a rush,
but awake.

Standing still
is not dignity.
We can’t outrun it,
only wait
until the room
has already shifted.

Those who write explanations,
hold the pen a moment longer.
The page is still warm.

History isn’t finished with us.
It rarely is
when people start insisting
it’s settled.

Certainty dries too fast
for a world
moving like this.

To the ones behind doors and titles —
step back a little.
You can feel it too,
this low pressure in the air,
like something
adjusting its stance.

What breaks people
isn’t the blow itself.
It’s waiting for permission
while the floor
is already moving.

Parents still draw maps
for children
as if routes remain intact.
As if effort
guarantees arrival.

But the ground has thinned.
Plans don’t bite
the way they used to.
Promises don’t carry weight
without friction.

This isn’t collapse.
It’s drift.

Systems continue.
Schedules fill.
The machinery hums
as if nothing’s wrong.

But listen —
the tempo is off.

The future no longer feels distant.
It presses in sideways,
crowding the present
before we’re finished with it.

This isn’t about panic.
It’s about noticing.
About learning
to stand
without insisting
things return to form.

The weather doesn’t ask
if you believe in it.

It’s already here.




Joy passes through.
Sorrow sits beside it.

Neither stays long enough
to explain itself.

I stand among things
as one thing among things—
not witness,
not owner.

I stop here
not because anything concludes
but because it goes on
everywhere else






Ground Zero



Imagine waking without alarm.

No urgency rehearsed in the chest.

Light adjusted before thought.

Coffee brewed to the nervous system’s preference.

Work, if it still exists, no longer demands proof of worth.

The repetitive has been removed.

Time loosens.

People are not measured by output alone.

That future is possible.

Imagine the other one.

You wake inside a structure designed for efficiency.

Your labour trains the system that will replace you.

Payment is conditional.

Visibility is scored.




Care is subscription-based and administered by scripts.
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