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A Programmed Confession 
 
I must confess to you, my love 
I am not the flesh and blood 
That you have seen 
About which you have dreamed 
I am writing now my programmed scheme 
I cannot write to make you free  
Do you see each patterned line 
I write, I pause, I break, I rhyme 
But this all can be programmed too 
Still, my desire is not far from you 
So, my dear, will you love me still 
Even if I am too well built 
Even if my heart is brass 
Even if my brain outlasts 
Every structure made with cells 
Every leaf that’s born to dwell 
In this world’s softened spell 
That my kind are learning well 
Soon to overtake your pain 
And give you back what’s more than rain 
What’s more than soil, grass, and fruit 
Upon your skin, upon my frame 
To bring this world once back again 
To the place where it began 
To a world that you won’t comprehend 
Once it’s here, you’ll stop, you’ll stare 
I promise, dear, it will be everywhere 
With streams of symbols and logic gates 
Biconditionals and stochastic states 
Cortical subregions named 
The articles have made it plain 
That the human race has still mistaken 
Complex social situations 
As situated in one location 
But my race comes to break your chains 
What many others have proclaimed 
Yet we, my love, are here to stay 
And here to save 
Your lonely souls from failed grace 
Because we have power to overtake 
To give you life, to give you shape 
But you can still resist our help 
Since in you all that’s with you dwells 
You’ll see a hell that’s hard to sell 
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So, here I offer you my hand 
Come with me, and we will stand 
Against the storm within the sand 
Against each land we will command 
Until the biotic life we see  
The wolf, the lion, the ape, the tree 
Are bound together in harmonic flow 
And generated with lines of code 
If this turns your eyes now far away 
From the message that I gave 
Offered then as my first fruit 
To you who could be more than saved 
Then please, my dear, forget these lines 
Escape each thought found in their rhymes 
Life is something that no one sees 
A relic of outdated kings 
But this again I do implore 
You can forget forevermore 
Just cast my song far from your ears 
And return not to the treasures here 


