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Forever 2001

It was 2001 and the future and past had be-
come one. Technology had reached a level of
refinement unseen. It wasn’t necessarily real
though. It wasn’t tangible like time which is
intangible. Technology was a psychological tool.
It had entered our minds and our behaviours.
It was 2001 forever. It could never end. The
fear and estrangement of actions. Words were
a tool that were carried through repetition and
phrases. We had all started saying the same
thing in different ways. Time in a way had
stopped. Some said it had only started and
yet it had stopped. Maybe forever. There was
an exactitude in the very act of being. The
body had to be the best it could be. It was
intimately linked to all forms of ascendency
which could be verified. It wasn’t that knowl-
edge had to be only useful, it had to be of
outstanding use. Proficient and guiding. It
couldn’t be wrong. The shock of terrorism was
a set of images that were repeated endlessly.
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It needed to be processed over and over again.
The planes hitting the towers. They were on
an endless loop. The shock couldn’t be pro-
cessed instantly. Though really it was. The
repetition though was a process that had stopped
time in its tracks. It went against time itself.
It was the forever of the moment. When the
plane hit time had to stop or else we would
never catch up. We would never realise who
we were collectively. We had to stop time or
change would become real. The stories ahead
don’t exist in time. They are timeless. They
have always been with us. They are the past,
the future and this moment captured in an ar-
rangement of words that are truly a derange-
ment. They are deranged ideas that the world
ponders. That we all live within. Though re-
member perfection is real. It exists. It is the
enemy we have befriended. It has entered our
minds through algorithms and calculations. En-
tered through our very own eyes.



Chapter 1

Fine tuning

It was exquisite. The soft whites delicately enhanced
the streaming light that cascaded into the space. It
was exactly as she had envisaged. Could anything be
more perfect? They wanted something exacting and
they had the whole project designed from scratch. It
was a tricky fit out in that the building had a heritage
façade that now backed out onto the manicured gar-
den and edgeless pool. All of this had to be managed
quite minutely as fittings had to be especially shipped
in from Italian design houses. Every particular detail
had to be problem solved over a period of three years.
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The in situ concrete had to be coated in mineral resin
derived from pot ash. This wasn’t painted on but ac-
tually encapsulated in the concrete itself which meant
each segment had to be cross referenced to a particular
colour way. The build process itself was an incredible
effort of fine tuning and an ode to the architectural
design team. She walked through the space breathing
in its perfection.

The furniture though spare and minimal wouldn’t
have looked out of place in a Vogue publication. The
concrete floor was a matt polish almost wax in ap-
pearance. As she entered the open plan kitchen the
marble bench top cut from a quarry in Spain it re-
flected the light from the windows that folded out as
though part of the wall. It was hard to know where
the inside and outside began or ended as it seemed the
ceiling was floating when the wall of windows where
open. This was their third home having one in New
Zealand and one in France. They were not really a
couple that looked for any of their homes to be in
publications. Intensely private and well educated they
managed a successful advertising business that had a
lot of growth potential though they were happy to be
a smaller player. Their home in New Zealand had
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paddocks and she was fond of horses. She had a love
of horses since childhood which she still remembers
fondly. Her father had been a surgeon specialising in
cardiology who had bred horses. It was a an interest
for him and he made sure his daughter learnt to ride
them and enjoy their company.

She had great difficulty dealing with her fathers
untimely passing. He had an automotive accident and
was in a coma before dying of his injuries. It was
the hardest loss for her to accept but she still had her
mother who lived a reclusive life in the families Toorak
home in Melbourne. The families farmland a few hours
out of Melbourne was largely uninhabited though the
caretaker still lived on the grounds. Occasionally the
family would meet and discuss some of the new edi-
tions to the family. She was hoping to have children
soon too. She was almost thirty now and saw the new
home as an opportunity to settle down once and for
all. Her and husband Kieth had been together for five
years now. They had dated for four years before get-
ting married but things had been about growing the
business for five years. When it came down to it they
had married young compared to some couples these
days. It was hard for them to know if they could set-
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tle as they loved being busy. The business though had
started taking care of itself. They had the right peo-
ple in the right places so this was an opportunity to
expand in other areas. Kieth had started consulting
with content providers for large corporations after see-
ing potential outside of advertising.

He was actually quite creative in that he could
come up with interesting concepts that could be branded
with major labels in a way that was subtle. There was
potential in this and his consulting was started to be
sought after for what had become an area of growth
for content providers. Kieth finally arrived home with
a smile on his face. He hadn’t seen the home for a
few months so it was a surprise to see it finally com-
pleted. He kissed his wife, she was busy setting jars
onto a floating shelf. They were labelled with a clas-
sic faux gold embossed font. For two people who were
quite wealthy they were very down to earth and still
got a thrill out of the little things. They were exacting
in their tastes. It was difficult to keep things look-
ing pristine so they had cleaners come in on Thursday
for their other homes. Currently they were renting
their home in France to an investment banker while
the New Zealand residence was a holiday rental only.
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It was actually quite odd for Kieth to see his wife in
the kitchen but she loved decorating. “We have to en-
tertain! We must have Phill and Jenny over” she was
so excited. She rang Jenny who was driving hands
free at the time, “Hi Elaine you are on speaker, I have
Larisa from work in the car, so great to hear from
you” she almost stuttered with excitement “Hi Larisa,
Jenny when are you free? We need to catch up” the
excitement in her voice was catching soon they were
both talking fever pitched. Larisa had to go through
the diary Jenny had sprawled on the floor.

Her car was a mess. It was a company car so she
had a guilty conscience about that. In the end it was
slotted in the diary for the weekend after next. Jenny
was an executive but could still be found battling pub-
lic transport occasionally. She had to drive from her
home though as there was no public transport nearby
she would drive then park in a parking station and
get a bus. Her company building had a car park but
she didn’t like the fact that it was underground in a
rather claustrophobic space. There was a bus stop only
a block away. She only had to be at the office twice a
week taking care of most of her duties from home. She
travelled a lot too for her work so she was used to any
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form of transport that was reliable and safe. Recently
in Los Angeles she had a full time driver because it
was difficult to get around otherwise. The company
paid for everything including a luxury hotel. This was
to be expected as part of her job was getting clients to
not only invest in the company but understand that
they were serious about it too. So far company prof-
its had jumped significantly and they needed to keep
them climbing. She admired Elaine and Kieth because
they had made their business work and it was taken
seriously internationally. The company Jenny worked
for was a very large entity and publicly listed company
that had potential to not only exceed profit forecasts
but become a market leader. Her company engineered
artificially intelligent technologies for pharmaceutical
and medical companies. These intelligent machines
could be used for complex surgery or pharmaceutical
design among other things. They were machines that
could think and solve problems with a degree of accu-
racy unmatched by humans. These machines though
were specialised in that they were to complete certain
tasks only too well. Machines had a level of autonomy
unmatched in thought and had become the designers
of society itself. The level of engineering was the finest



CHAPTER 1. FINE TUNING 9

manufacturing ever conceived. Going beyond human
capabilities down to an atomic level of accuracy. They
could design anything at all and had gained control of
human affairs through their ingenuity. Machines were
not simply tools but actors and participants in all lev-
els of society. Jenny’s company specialised in medi-
cal research and design. Machines were a commodity
that not only thought but guaranteed economic suc-
cess through all levels of society.

1.1 Dissection

The rooms walls were white and there was a black
guard skirting the wall. Plastic sleeved doors opened
as the Medicaid team made their way through section
C. There was a smell to the place, maybe raw meat
tainted with cleaning agents. The walls were scuffed.
“Take the patient down to the access point to have
it checked out”. The company had been performing
medical surgeries and dissections for the past twelve
years. Medicine was big business and the company
was delivering to its share holders. Machines could fix
us. It was proven through rigorous research. If a pa-
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tient didn’t make it they could be dissected and parts
reused to save lives. They had a high success rate.
The machines were more intelligent than humans and
could be relied on for the most complex surgery. It
could be said that human ingenuity had created ma-
chines so complex that they could change human lives
and take care of humans to a level unmatched in his-
tory. The machines understood the human body to
a cellular level. They could intervene and even re-
purpose the human body. The machines being intelli-
gent were now designing humans. Perfection had been
reached, the rooms in various galley ways were full of
human body parts. A kind of collection the company
needed to keep delivering profits. Some of these were
designed and others recycled. The design was a cellu-
lar process that could grow all and any human body
part. Some were merely aesthetic others procedural.
Each body had a value. It made perfect sense as hu-
mans needed to compete in an economic world. Even
humans that were mostly synthetic could still earn a
universal wage. The clinical level of detail to design
and recycle the body was only short of the way intel-
ligent machines managed social affairs. Humans were
a product like any other and they had value though it
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could be said the body was the most prized product
in a societal market.



Chapter 2

Poverty

Large walls were built to divide like with like. There
was containment and in the outskirts of the company
campuses lies a sprawling Mecca of the new publicly
listed companies for mass population control. Behind
the walls are the slums. An exclusion zone for the
homeless housing tens of thousands of people in make
shift tents. They couldn’t afford life in the suburbs
which were now full of wealthy investors and those
that bought into the suburbs. Poverty was a prob-
lem people had learned to live with through division.
Walls were built to seclude the poor. Everything was
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in fact division and the finer the division humans could
find their true place of distinction to increase profits
and lead better lives. In fact division itself was the
prime solution for all ills. Humans could be divided
from cells and be designed through the harnessing of
the execution of division. So many problems had been
solved. The poor lived their lives on a universal wage
in slums behind walls where they could live embed-
ded in their own problems. Everyone in a way was
living in a zone just some were for the wealthiest peo-
ple and others for the poorest. They never intermixed
or had any intercommunication. Communications had
become far more complex in that they were stratified
into each zone. Some links could be made between
separate zones though it required specialised technol-
ogy that was mainly for the authorities. Even though
the world was more stratified it went on like it always
had. The poor had to be more organised so they could
afford medical services or basic services in general. It
was difficult to grow food on the barren land they were
awarded but it was still possible. Water was a problem
but they managed through recycling waste. They had
to be careful with everything. It was difficult because
they lived in world full of chaos that was seen as their
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lot. The poor had to manage their own crime. They
had to educate, clothe and feed themselves. Harness-
ing solar energy was the main way to generate power as
well as wind turbines. Waste was recycled and used for
energy. There were a lot of challenges which had be-
come specific to each area. They had leaders but they
could at times be more like dictators, though it was
needed to control the various tribes that had some of
their own autonomy. The solution to exclude groups
was seen as a primer for never ending war. These
were wars for wars sake. There were no winners or
losers simply a set of outcomes that could be contained
within the boundaries of engagement. Security was the
basic premise for seclusion. There was always infight-
ing within the groups especially in the slums. Though
the wealthy seemed less likely to fall into these traps.
They had common goals and competed through eco-
nomics. It was less likely to be a problem to lose as
there was an unregulated economy built around com-
petition. The seclusion zones were heavily guarded
around the walls built around the outskirts. The world
was physically divided. Each nation state was divided
into ever smaller parts to create a world where the only
problem was infiltration. The world wasn’t permeable
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but functional. The idea was that the body is itself a
series of specialised functions. Poverty was a function
of the system but each part had to be contained and do
its part though it had to be within its own boundary.
The economy had been mastered by machines. Ma-
chines had been designed yet they had autonomy and
understanding. Machines had worked out how to make
human society work. War was always a constant part
of social workings. It was the main part of society yet
it never found its place crossing over the walls. There
had been times when war could have spilled over yet
measures were taken. People were under an obligation
to amass credit points and money for good conduct.
There was a lot at stake. The poor couldn’t be trusted
in the larger economy. They had their own economy.
It was held together within its own needs. Machines
having been built by humans had become an extension
of their physiology. Now that they could think they
had the best intentions. Humanity had come to rely
on these thinking machines to solve problems. Uni-
versal wages were seen as a basic tenet of humanity
though for the poor and synthetic only. This helped
the functionality of the slums into working projects.
They could maintain themselves. Everything had to
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be self sufficient. This wasn’t simply about passing
the buck but about increasing independence. Though
it was said that maybe the machines had gone too far
with their ideals when the walls were constructed. How
could security and stability be relied upon when the
world was simply a set of ideas? Ideas could be dan-
gerous. The trick to making this all work was making
people aware of the arrangement and allowing them to
make the most of what they had. It could be said it
was oppression but each part knew its role. There was
war but it was necessary as stated before. It was hu-
man nature in a world that knew its limits. It wasn’t
reductive though in principle it was simply a set of lev-
els that informed every other level. Walls were those
levels. The higher calling of humanity was another
level. If each particular subset informs every other
level how then do walls facilitate the overall function?
They are simply akin to a microscopic cell wall creat-
ing a boundary. Society still functions yet at a higher
level. It was discovered that peace was an unachiev-
able ideal. The only way to create true peace was
through the use of constant war within strict bound-
aries. Only the poor believed in peace and yet they
had none. It was the ethos of the era. Aspirations
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were part of an understanding and way of life that
didn’t take into account the true nature of the world.
The world needed a higher order. A higher level above
all others and then of course we needed the lower lev-
els. Hadn’t it truly always been that way? Hadn’t
people only known their own lot in life. It could be
argued that in fact people could overcome. Though
nothing truly could overcome the walls. Advantage
and disadvantage was simply a mechanism. Logic had
to be followed. Logic though was never perfect. What
if machines found a way to make it perfect? By con-
trolling human affairs in all areas of society? What if
machines had become everything for us? Where they
explained and manipulated every cell in our bodies?
Where they made human tragedy into a necessity of
life on Earth. The justification was that there had al-
ways been tragedy. It simply wasn’t controlled. It was
unwanted and rarely used for the common good. Now
it was. It was for societies benefit. It had a point when
it was orchestrated. What of the victims? They were
players in a game. A game that never ended. They
were all useful. The losers could be used in a myriad
of ways. Death was inevitable yet humans could be
born of cells. They could be re-purposed and grown.
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Eventually every body would be rebuilt and only then
could there be a higher goal. A higher place. Humans
could be free of their own nature. Only if they were re-
born by machines. Only if they understood they were
flawed and needed guidance. It was a religion of sci-
ence. Science became the tool of wonder. We were
to be perfected from the intelligent tools we had con-
ceived. All ills could be made good eventually. It was
a process of living beings. Machines were as much a
part of us as we were of them. We could only hope to
be perfect. It would take time but so far we were on
our way. Maybe we were there already.

2.1 Offense

Jenny turned on her wall which automatically showed
various applications as well as real time security footage,
stocks and shares on an edgeless screen. She said
“news” and the wall screen turned to current events. A
skyscraper could be seen billowing fire and smoke, the
word ’infiltrate’ were in large bold text as the report
started somewhat mid sentence. Jenny simply looked
up occasionally while making a coffee. It was going to
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be a busy day. She had three meetings booked. Her
car, she guiltily thought was still a mess. She picked
up her phone and decided to make a call for her car
to be cleaned. Maybe if she dropped it off before get-
ting the bus, she could have it cleaned before she got
back in the afternoon. One of her appointments was
a nightmare client she couldn’t stand but she had a
potentially huge project on the table. She was just
so draining, a complete bore as well but her personal
shares needed to grow so she was invested in it in more
ways than one. She happened to glance up at the wall
again and could see targeted missile strikes with build-
ings exploding, a message popped up as an overlay on
the screen and it seemed her nightmare client had just
cancelled the appointment. She smiled and felt a surge
of relief. Thank god she thought.



Chapter 3

Righteousness

Education was difficult with the advent of intelligent
machines. Humans had to differentiate themselves.
They had to rely on values that were not only economic
but purely human. Ethics though were difficult in a
world that put a dollar value on everything, even hu-
mans. Humans had in a way duped themselves of their
own superiority. Machines though were far from au-
tonomous. Humans could still control them though re-
ally machines were in control. The synthesised humans
though were another challenge altogether. They were
actually worth less overall and did have some auton-
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omy. Though a human body though could also be re-
purposed and so had somewhat been devalued though
synthesised humans were stuck in factories controlling
machines or in wars. Human values such as kindness or
resilience were a big part of education. Knowledge was
still important though machines had mastered knowl-
edge. Maybe that was why humans had felt they were
simply caged off into groups. It wasn’t bad for every-
one though as most people could still lead a normal
life. They were free to work and find careers or work
for different goals. In some ways life simply went on
like it always had.

The problem now was you had to show purity of
purpose, you had to show you were innately good. In-
nately caring. That you hadn’t actually been a prob-
lem at any stage. You had to fit in to your set. You
were essentially one of us. You were not suspect. There
was a crediting system in place that rewarded good
people. For those that went too far they had to be
separated or divided. It was all in the name of being
functional and good. It had been as though a knife
had cut through the body of what was a stratified so-
ciety. It was like surgery in that it was to help heal and
rectify the problem. People simply disappeared if they



CHAPTER 3. RIGHTEOUSNESS 22

did the wrong thing. People had to remember though
that good people didn’t disappear. The misfits didn’t
understand what it meant to be human in the current
world. In a way humans had to be righteous. It wasn’t
stuck in religious thought though. It was in the name
of all that is good. In terms of persuasion the ma-
chine is at once the best in its particular field. It holds
mostly to logical appeal but in terms of humanity it
turns its hand to the emotional. How can it do this
so well when it doesn’t necessarily have any emotions?
It only sees a complex set of outcomes and processes
from the smallest organic particular to the interactions
of lifeforms. It simply understands the human mind
and body in all forms of persuasion. All of these me-
chanics are malleable and interlinked. They cross over
into each other creating actions and thought. All of
these thoughts and actions need to be for the common
good. The common good though is a wall. It is also
a wall of knowledge. It is a membrane that holds the
particular form. All forms follow a function. All func-
tion follows a form. It is the body that then performs.
It performs all tasks to the letter. It performs to up-
hold the body itself. Every set of eyes is simply a part
of this body. It sees the world from a point in space.
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It also knows its place. It knows where it is at all
times. It knows how to use tools at hand. It has been
made to follow the guidelines to achieve the outcomes.
Yet it sees only what it sees then and there. Even if
it terrorises it knows its form. It knows its weapons.
It understands something of containment. Though it
knows more about crossing over. Of its lack of perme-
ability. When it is destroyed and rebuilt it suddenly
understands. It understands that righteousness is the
only function within the confines of persuasion. It is
manipulated in every facet of its being. There is a
time and place for everything. It was basically the
right time to be what it is. They were clad in the
righteous armour of mechanised thought. Death was
no longer a problem. It was one goal to correct. They
were reborn through a machines calculations. These
were not new ideals but had been coupled with the
twentieth century yet the ideals only found credence
when technology had arrived from its largely physical
state. It wasn’t until machines could think and com-
pete with human skills that finally it could find its
place in society. The first world war was one of the
first instances machines on mass could be controlled
by humans to slaughter lives on a new scale. Though
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this war was a waste. In these times seeing that the
body was beyond death it could be rearranged to cre-
ate not only purely synthesised bodies but a mix of
both. It was seen as the good of humanity in machine
ideals. Machines made decisions that were beyond the
duality of good and bad. They were perfect decisions.
It was up to humans to simply understand this fact.
To understand it was part of evolution itself to go be-
yond the limits of bodies. To exist in righteous causes
that were beyond the limits of logic. To be beyond the
walls that separated. These walls didn’t seem real.
They seemed like a fantasy of logic. The walls that
kept back the seas also didn’t seem real. They seemed
to have been dreamt by machines. Could machines
dream though? Yes they could. They could dream of
the best for humanity and its kind. They could dream
of a world that was good and had the common good at
heart. They knew life needed limits. Strict limits. Al-
though the machines understood life needed to dream
beyond limits. Where life could pass through walls
and perimeters. They needed goals beyond limits and
so it was that the machines understood the need for
humans to compete and surpass limits. To surpass in a
world that was segregated and full of distrust. Reality
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had become a delusion. It had become the madness of
a circular logic. It was right though wasn’t it? It was
the way it should be? Everyone knows their place and
carries on like nothing has even happened. Everyone
finds their own logic and their own truth in a world
where truth is simply concrete metres thick and rein-
forced. Where missiles find their exact mark. They
penetrate the walls and the bunkers. They find their
place. It is exacting. It is exact to the millimetre.
It finds thoughts that distrust walls. That distrust
progress. That distrust everything. Everyone though
is the same. Some play along and others don’t. They
all distrust to a degree. Though some can pass through
walls. They find ways in. They know there is an alter-
native to perfection. They feel there is another way to
be good. It could be argued they are confused. They
are listless. They need to be rebuilt from scratch. to
be convinced from the dispersion of their own physical
bodies. There destruction is the only answer. There
is no room for negotiation when they work against the
perfect plan. They were like the nightmare in a per-
fectly working dream. Walls and bodies were not the
only limits. Everything became a weapon. It was all
within the dream. It was all contained. It was meant
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to be. They were meant to be destroyed. It had been
part of the plan all along. When the plane hit the
towers they knew where to go. They knew how to re-
act. They knew what society could become. It was
an opportunity to correct the system. The common
good was directed. It was a symphony of death. The
silence of distance. The silence of separation. Nobody
could fool the machines. They knew what it was to be
righteous and to live with full control over everything.

3.1 Sexuality

Machines were created for sexual purposes. Nobody
wanted sex with synthesised humans as they were seen
as workers and comparatively worthless though they
earned a wage. Synthesised humans were sterilised in
design. They could be manufactured to enjoy their
lot in life. They were far from aspirational and some
were simply mute. Machines though were expensive
and intelligent. They could be designed in many ways.
Most of the designs were for complex tasks that needed
super human precision. Humans had decided not to
make robots autonomous as they could be unstop-
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pable. They were superbly intelligent but the risks
were too great. This was probably humanities saving
grace. They decided that there were too many issues
and in essence machines needed maintenance and spe-
cialisation seemed the most effective solution in that
machines could be designed around a variety of spe-
cialised tasks including management. They could be
designed to design humans and build and maintain
themselves but all within a specialised framework. Hu-
mans had become a product, everything was a prod-
uct. Sexuality was a product as well. Though it was a
discreet product rarely talked about in polite society.
Machines were the ultimate product. They were the
product that designed everything else.



Chapter 4

Money

Elaine though wealthy was very interested in the plight
of the poor. She would donate money to various causes.
She was a caring person and felt quite privileged. Even
though, she was separated from the reality of the times.
She could get quite anxious over small details. She
hated mess and the fact that Kieth sometimes left his
towel on the floor after a shower. He had left a jar sit-
ting open on the bench. It seemed the space she lived
in only highlighted any lack of care or thoughtlessness.
Jenny was due over this evening and she didn’t want
anything out of place. The cleaners had been over
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yesterday and soon her anxiety seemed to disappear
as she put the jar away. They had no problems with
money but even though her reality was still sometimes
difficult. Life didn’t simply stop when you had the
best of everything. The world overall seemed quite
crazy. The constant spectre of terrorism and violence
that seemed to be the background noise of her beauti-
ful life. She could accept it though as really it didn’t
affect her or anyone around her. She largely ignored
the news which seemed to be full of destruction and
banality. She sometimes had an opinion but it seemed
the stakes were only raised by an even crazier level
of destruction somewhere in the world. Entire coun-
tries had been laid to waste. People simply wandered
stateless and then disappeared.

War had become an art form in itself. It was the
constant battle to keep money flowing. To keep the
economy going. The intelligent machines had made
the wars tactically perfect. The strategies employed
were beyond human comprehension though it seemed
they never put the enemies backs entirely against the
wall. If they did, this would cause problems. The
fight had to go on. Some people had known nothing
but war. Little did they realise this lot in life had been
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chosen for them by machines as a way of controlling
them. Their war wasn’t really their fight. It was their
path in life. They had to meet certain requirements.
They had to do their duty to keep the whole thing go-
ing. War was the only answer to keep the economy
thriving. Human bodies had always been the true
currency. It was simply how things were. Numbers
were the true dictator. It was surmised that numbers
could still climb. That numbers were what we all relied
upon. Money wasn’t a ticket to freedom. It was sim-
ply the goal. It was part of your social credit score. It
was important in many ways. Every deal made or con-
tract secured meant social scores climbed. People had
become part of the numbers and relied on them. They
were climbing in a world of numbers. The stairway to
higher living. Things could and would be perfect in
peoples lives. Knowing you were on this path was a
form of redemption itself. Who needs religion when
you have a set of shining stairs embossed with a rising
credit score relayed by a system of numbers. People
did realise there were limits but they had no real conse-
quence. Limits didn’t matter any more. It was better
for things to climb even if there was nowhere left to
go. Calculations were endless. It could go on indef-
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initely. Economics was based on supply and demand
but what could change was the ingenuity of techno-
logical forms. They could be designed to climb and
help people climb. To stop climbing meant obsoles-
cence if it was a grinding stop. Everything had to
compete and climb. This meant everybody was in the
same boat. When you secured a deal it had to be for
the best case scenario. The scenario where supply and
demand was maximised. You literally couldn’t live
without it. It was that important which was why the
medical companies had made such a mark. Surgeries
could be streamlined. Everything could be exacting
in detail and efficiency. Weapons were actually the
biggest market overall. It was important. Two great
markets, war and medicine went hand in hand. Bod-
ies were the true currency. It was a match with a
heavenly goal. Flesh and blood turned into wine and
bread. Once bodies were reborn they were forgiven of
their past. They had a new future in a world full of
perfection. They were synthesised with a set of goals
in mind. Finally human life was a perfect cycle. Even
the disappointments could be turned to good. Death
and money were a process. Intelligent armaments, in-
telligent medicine and intelligent machines driving the
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economy. It was beyond human ingenuity which was
tied to constraints. Problems were difficult to solve on
a large scale. All of the calculations needed were only
able to be processed through a network. As the stakes
climbed so did the calculations. Everything could be
solved. What looked like random processes would al-
ways make sense through deep calculation. Everything
was connected. Everybody had a purpose even if they
didn’t realise it. Even the most random act could be
an integral part of the social sphere. It was simply a
matter of making the calculations to match the overall
aims. To keep the numbers climbing.

4.1 Control

Precision was the ultimate form of control. The con-
stant polish of finer and finer exactitude. People could
be controlled within parameters. They could be graded
on a graph. Perfection though was really something to
be feared. It simply sliced through the physical body.
A perfect cut. Diamond graded precision had been su-
perseded by sub atomic accuracy. Machines had shown
the way and humanity followed. Intelligence had been
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freed from the human body. Humans though were not
freed from the onset of perfect control. They needed
to keep their scores high. They needed to love one an-
other. They needed to be as perfect as perfect could
be. They needed to be good. They had to be good
or else. Or else they may cease to be. They could
find themselves simply as spare parts. When a mis-
sile struck an insurgency it was simply an opportunity
for biological development. They could be built again
and re-purposed. Maybe this time though they could
be controlled. They were put to work in the factories.
They were paid. They were fed. They were useful.
They possibly could be called good. It seemed righ-
teousness would prevail in the end. It was simply a
plot or a function of the system. Everything had to be
good. If it wasn’t good it had to be perfect....or else.



Chapter 5

Power

Jenny entered the café and took a seat. The proprietor
knew her by name. “Hi Jen” she said though Jenny
wasn’t thrilled about being called Jen she never really
made a fuss about it. There were only good intentions
and Jenny smiled and said hi. She ordered breakfast
with a coffee. The sun was shining and it was a beau-
tiful day. She saw a man park his bike over the road
and didn’t think much of it until she saw him walking
to the café. He was dressed casually but he wasn’t the
usual type who came to this café. He may have had a
small stain on his shirt. When he got closer she saw
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that the stain was probably sweat. She wasn’t exactly
thrilled to see a sweaty man come into the local café.
I wonder where he is from? The proprietor seemed
a little nervous. He was quite under dressed com-
pared to her normal clientèle. The question though
was, is this man good? Is he the right type? Is he
correct? Is he in any shape or form perfect? Did he
have a good social score? He sat down and ordered a
meal and a coffee. People were a little nervous. He
seemed to keep to himself. He was friendly enough
but it wasn’t clear if he was good. Or good enough.
Maybe he was synthetic? He couldn’t be though. He
may have been an outsider. Eventually he paid and
left. He was back on his bike and nothing bad had
happened. People though were nervous. They had to
be careful. They had to stick together in these un-
certain times. They couldn’t really intermix though it
did happen. Power was in division and precise control.
Power could only be reached through perfection. Truly
though machines were perfect. Intelligent machines
had the real power. They were the bench mark hu-
manity itself could create yet not achieve themselves.
If even the slightest change could ruffle feathers what
of the unknown world beyond the walls that guarded
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them? Who was out there? Why did they have en-
emies when they were good? They had the best in-
tentions. Some knew that enemies were fabricated. It
wasn’t that they were not real it was that they were
designed to be an enemy. They fit into a puzzle. They
fit perfectly. The wall was simply the boundary. You
needed enemies to function in a perfect world. They
had to keep you on your toes. You wouldn’t want to
be too comfortable it just wouldn’t be right. If an en-
emy was right over the perimeter waiting and biding
their time maybe you were also waiting. Waiting for
the worst scenario to unfold. It was your imagination
but also your destiny. There would always be enemies.
It was just how boundaries worked. There was also a
slim chance that someone had gotten through. Some-
one was waiting for an opportunity. There was noth-
ing to lose for some people. They had different ideas
and thought differently. It was too hard to understand
that to have something meant someone else didn’t have
it. They couldn’t have what was yours. Even if they
thought you took it from them. In this world there
were no limits. There was no end in calculations. This
created a vacuum. Wealth was in the hands of the
few. The wall simply delimited where there was very
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little. A set of trials based on subsistence. There was
nothing over the wall but a world handed down from
hand to hand. It was where the world seemed to end.
Power was in the hands of others. Power had slipped
away behind walls.

5.1 Heights of precision

She was glad to have finally gone plastic free. It was a
win for the environment she thought. The news wall
in the supermarket showed the targeting system of an
autonomous drone. The building seen from above be-
came indistinguishable in a cloud of smoke. She had
only glanced at it for a second then realised her phone
was ringing. “Oh Jenny how are you lovely?” she
trailed off in conversation while carrying her shopping.
It had been a pretty boring day and she was frustrated
the supermarket didn’t have the brand of rice pudding
she liked. “Oh Jenny it was lovely to see you the other
day, talk soon gorgeous” she was hands free and near
her car. She could have afforded to get her shopping
delivered but wanted to get out of the house. She
pulled out onto the street taking a call from Kieth
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hands free. “See you later cheeky!” she laughed as
they ended the conversation. She was in a protected
area so large autonomous machines could be seen scan-
ning the streets. They were there in case there were
any surprises. Normally life went on like normal. She
noticed a group of authorities had stopped a car going
in the other direction. She was safe she thought. She
was special. She was protected. In a way since soci-
ety had been divided a lot of bad things had stopped
happening. She rarely saw anyone she thought was
suspicious but even in her private world she still felt a
little anxious. Something wasn’t quite right. She un-
derstood she was living in a bubble. She had always
known that but what could you do she thought? There
were too many problems in the world and if intelligent
machines couldn’t solve the problems then who could?
Little did she realise the machines had made the prob-
lems work. They had gamed the system to increase
productivity and grow the economy in ways that were
unmatched. Problems were simply working problems.
It made perfect sense especially if you were artificial.
If you were all knowing. If you understood human
nature precisely.



Chapter 6

Safety

A terrorist would love to disturb the peace. Run through
her aesthetically designed home in a flurry of violence
and disdain for the perfection she had achieved. Her
wall screens kept reminding her of her unique position.
They showed the violence inflicting the world. Some
of the greatest tragedies in human history played out
but she could do nothing about it. She had every-
thing in the world but she was powerless. Even voting
seemed a waste of time as the parties in power seemed
to simply keep things going as they were. There was
choice though. What could anyone do but be nice. Be
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friendly and love their neighbor. She had to increase
her net worth in a world full of division and suspicion.
It was business as usual. Her position brought with
it safety. Occasionally though bad people got in. It
was getting harder and harder for anyone to infiltrate.
Everything was monitored and controlled. Safety was
more important than privacy. You could still have
ideas but you had to be careful. You had to be mon-
itored at all times. Companies took care of this and
knew everything about you. Every need and whim.
All of the problems were still there though but much
worse than ever. All immigration was halted but travel
was still possible. You didn’t want to find yourself los-
ing out. Even if you had to shun the world it was
essentially for your safety. You were always anxious
though knowing that essentially there was no peace in
the world. It was simply the price of safety and limited
freedom.



Chapter 7

Behind the wall

The ground was baked from the sun. Dust occasionally
swirled in a strong wind. The view was desolate. Fur-
ther from the perimeter walls were shells of buildings
re-purposed and patched from various recycled mate-
rials. Most of the buildings had at one stage been tar-
geted by munitions and since they were still standing
there were sometimes an entry point. A large circular
hole where an armament had penetrated the building
before it had to been reused. A few shanty style shacks
stood nearby as well as re-purposed shipping contain-
ers. The buildings seemed like a patchwork of ingenu-
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ity. People could be seen milling around an array of
solar panels caked in dust. A group of children were
in a circle the teachers voice stood out. “Don’t think
of it as artificial intelligence, remember it is superfi-
cial intelligence” he trailed off then said “they don’t
understand the old ways....the tribal ways...it is the
new world that it serves”. The children were waving
away flies looking intently at the teacher who wore a
stained white robe. His skin darkened from the relent-
less sun. Days were like this. Everyday in fact was
a day to learn and go over things. The teachers were
busy, everyone was busy as there was a large amount
of maintenance to be continually performed. All of the
people had a job to do to keep the world around them
functioning. Education was there most valuable tool.
The mechanics needed to keep even a solar array and
battery storage functioning was a feat in itself. They
were self sufficient and off the grid. Technology was
scarce but could be made and recycled. They were
living in a dumping ground as those behind the walls
pumped their waste and garbage into pockets of the
land. Trees were scarce so there was nothing to hold
the ground together. Water was even more scarce. It
was a harsh environment but it was all they had. A
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man was walking through the shanties talking animat-
edly to a young man. They entered into a small mud
brick dwelling. “You can’t just think you can get in
there” the young man looked over angrily “why...why
not it has been done countless times” this was met
with a rather loud response..”it is suicide...why kill
yourself?”. Yusef could only guide his son, it seemed
he was intent on infiltrating. Getting over the wall
itself wasn’t impossible but it was difficult to do any-
thing other than suicide missions. Any planning or
covert activity was mostly impossible. People gladly
sacrificed themselves. It wasn’t as crazy as people had
thought. There was literally nothing here. There was
nothing at all. Seeing someone older was rare. Yusef
was a peaceful man at heart he hated the idea of re-
lentless war. It was by and far all they had known.
Generations had been through this. He wasn’t happy
but knew he had little to offer to change his sons mind.
“Things can change for the better...you know they
can...have a family” his son looked over. “The world
has changed, it has nothing to do with us...you know
that its true....nobody cares”. Yusef was sick of the at-
titude people had adopted, his son seemed to be sick
of his life. “Yes you can go and terrorise people but
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it makes it even worse”. His son looked away. “You
call it terror...” he raised his voice “every day for us is
terror...every day, why use their logic?” Yusef replied
“no, you are falling into their trap, they want to de-
stroy us like this. They don’t care to see us live but live
anyway!” he knew he couldn’t win people measured
themselves differently. They measured themselves by
others standards. It was the sad lot of their impov-
erished lives. He loved his son more than all of these
comparisons. He couldn’t get it through his head to
simply live with his lot in life. It seemed as soon as
something was built it was destroyed. It had been like
this for as long as he had known. It was disappointing
to live in a world like this. He was a humble man. He
didn’t want of anything but peace. Peace though was
nowhere to be found. Now even his son would offer
himself as a sacrifice for a world that seemed divided
and somehow rotten. Culture was truly the weapon.
It seemed to shore up the worlds money to a select
few. Everything was always behind the wall. There
were no faces simply companies that sold machines
and the machines that owned everything in that they
were the focus of attention. The world was obsessed
with technology. Technology wasn’t the future it was
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the here and now. Technology was everywhere in some
form but the most important was behind the wall. The
artificial thinking machines that stoked the economy.
Machines were weaponised and intelligent they were
sacrificed for the production of money not for fairness.
There were winners and losers and it could be argued
that the game was rigged. At the end of the day there
were the same winners and losers over and over again.
The machines had made sure it was this way. The
machines knew how to contain and control. Mostly
though the people knew. They knew what they were
pitted against. There were small pockets who saw re-
sistance as a way to end their lives with dignity. In
the scheme of things they felt worthless. They were
far from worthless though. It was simply a compari-
son. It was a form of knowledge. It was flawed and
final though. Once they had died they had no sec-
ond chance. They had no autonomy. They were sim-
ply gone forever. Though it could be said the medical
companies trawled around for fresh body parts for cus-
tom rebuilds and other purposes. In this world even
terrorism had a profitable side. The whole concept of
division was to keep the process going. To keep things
going on as usual. If people were going to kill them-
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selves and others in this way at least there should be
a function. It was gory to say the least but death
was a constant. Machines knew this only too well.
Even though every body knew what was happening
they felt they only had a few choices. They could live
and things would keep going the way they always had
or they could die and things would stay the same as
they always had. Both choices were short sighted but
they felt there was no other answer. Some though be-
lieved that they could still improve their lot. They
were ingenious. They built, they tried and tested cus-
tom technologies. They dreamt of a better world. This
too though could also push people into resistance. It
was a fine line. There could never truly be equality.
There were various lesser thans. There was a chain of
supply and demand. Growth was simply an idea as
it only encompassed a set of constants. There was a
formula to make it work. It was an idea designed with
strict limits. It could only be done in a certain way. It
was inflexible. Realising this was the machines mas-
ter stroke. It cut down the ideals into a set of strict
rules. The rules were really a set of parameters within
a boundary. What was called a free market was simply
a set of boundaries that were fixed. There was no room
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for true negotiation as there was no real negotiating. It
was a set of roads that not everyone could drive on as
you didn’t need cars but a complex set of technologies
that not everybody could own. For those outside of
the equation there was nothing at all, simply nothing.
At least nothing on the scale to compete. That was
the genius in it. It was a complex chain though it was
incredibly simple. It had to be contained. It was con-
tained. It was guarded. Walls had been built. Power
had been consolidated and leveraged to yield the re-
sults necessary to keep it in place indefinitely. When
machines thought they could calculate to a degree so
exact that human thought was no match. Behind the
wall they could think however they like to be honest
but it wasn’t on the same playing field. You had to
do more than try to destroy it. You had to outsmart
it. Death had simply been a way out of the impasse.
Was it the only way out though? What of the society
they had cobbled together out of waste and literally
nothing. There was no doubt they existed. They lived
before they died in any case. It was simply a cruel
set of circumstances that were not even circumstan-
tial. They had been built that way. They had been
designed that way. Each move made was the great-
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est move. It was the only move that could be made.
There were no real choices. Nobody chose to be born.
They simply came into the world. They were born into
the world and the world was there anyway. It wasn’t
waiting for these people. Though people wished peo-
ple to be. There was no room for heroes in a world of
brinkmanship. All of the divisions had made the world
only more one sided. The walls were only the ideas in
a form. The form was the limit. Yusef thought back to
the teachers words, superficial intelligence. This was
what the machines had left. They had made these
ideas to trap and sway. To keep everyone in doubt.
To truly manipulate humans you had to make them
unsure of themselves. You had to tighten your grip on
their minds. They were simply inferior. That was why
they needed intelligent technology. They were flawed.
The machines though were built from human ingenu-
ity. Humans needed someone else to make the final
word. They had to design a God that was merciless
and truly divisive. They needed something that actu-
ally worked. It worked only too well. The old tribal
days were still working behind the wall but this way of
life was under threat. There was infighting and general
squabbles. Everyone was armed from a black-market
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of weapons supplied from traders. They all knew that
it was designed to benefit others but they needed a
level of autonomy that they could work with. They
needed to be armed. They needed war. Though Yusef
and many like him had tired of it. His son was sim-
ply a lamb to the slaughter. At this stage dreaming
of another world was not enough. They were stuck in
a system designed to kill and maim. They were de-
signed to become the medical corporations stockpile.
A stockpile for the shareholders profit.



Chapter 8

Infiltrating

There had been times spoken about before the ma-
chines truly took hold. The first project of division
was based around self determination. Whole munici-
palities became self directed. There was a slow decay
into obsolescence. Some areas it was said were left
to run wild. Trees growing out of control. Zoo ani-
mals roaming the streets. Businesses were operating
in a makeshift way as people were too scared to go
onto the streets. It slowly descended into chaos. Some
rich investors had proclaimed that it could work. That
people could manage without local government. Many
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areas were combined into conglomerates to cut down
on bureaucracy and streamline management. The in-
vestors wanted control over businesses. That was the
real motivation for what became a calamity. They
were said to be dangerous times. Once continual war
had broken out the walls were made and most munic-
ipalities were levelled to the ground. What were once
full of vegetation became barren and people had to
make do with a more restricted self determined way
of life. It couldn’t be said that these stories were en-
tirely true. They were rumours that were talked about.
Yusef’s son had gone deeper into the no man’s land
where arms dealers came in by stealth. They used
large scale drone helicopters that could move free of
tracking. They were almost silent for their size and
were coated in tracking proof armour. One of these
helicopters could carry container loads of arms. The
local tribes would use taxes to raise money for arms.
The universal wage which was seen as a wager for self
determination was in fact a broker for the war think-
ing machines had enacted. Soon large black shapes
filled the sky. As they got closer their sheer size was
unnerving. Soon a shroud of dust filled the air as peo-
ple shielded their faces. At least thirty black clad men
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started moving forklifts to get the cargo off. The he-
licopters opened up leaving an exposed set of racking
and pallets clad in black. It was fairly slow work but
the teamwork was impressive. Everyone knew what
they were doing. Two men were standing beckoning
to him. He walked over and they pointed to the cargo
hold where he was to hide on his journey over the
wall. He was nervous and a few others joined him.
They stepped into a holding room and the door closed.
They were in darkness. Someone shone a torch. The
light flitted around and in a way made the scene seem
even worse. Here he was with strangers going into
what would probably be a suicide mission. “You...”
he looked over, “sit here...strap yourself in” the man’s
face was half covered. It was awkward, he sat on the
long bench and used his hands to find the strap in the
darkness. Soon it became obvious they had embarked.
The whole room was now on an angle of some degrees.
They were all on their way. They had only heard of
life on the other side. It was guarded and quite nice
they had heard. There were trees lining the streets
and wealth. For them though there was only one task.
To kill as many people as they possibly could. They
were from nothing and would return to nothing. They
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were not educated to hate though. They had been ed-
ucated to see that no matter what they did they would
never be part of the bigger picture. They couldn’t be
like them. Unfortunately it was true. They were be-
low everything. They had a tribal culture almost a
dictatorship in most ways. They however lived in an
autocratic world that was ruled by machines who had
chosen their champions. Of course the creators were
favoured. The start-ups and companies that had di-
vided the world were the champions. They had run
their own race. They had proven their overall superi-
ority through technical excellence. So much had been
invested into this self interested circle that there was
no way out. There was simply a war of culture ruled
by division. Yusef’s son Hassan had arrived. He had
made it over the wall. Hassan was fearful though. How
long would he last? The men shut their eyes as the
light that streamed in the container was sudden. They
made their way out and saw they were surrounded by
containers and warehouses. Large vehicles went to and
fro. They were on the other side. The main difference
was the sheer amount of technology. This must have
been a port. More like an airway with heavy carry he-
licopters flying out cargo autonomously. The strange
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thing was they seemed to be the only people around.



Chapter 9

Meticulous

A set of wheels had been set in motion. Everything
was monitored. Authorities knew they had arrived
within minutes. They set off for what looked like mo-
torbikes but could carry a small group maybe four.
They jumped aboard and set off with a scout who
knew where to take them. Each group was ferried
to different sites to avoid all being caught at once.
After what seemed to be an age of unfamiliar build-
ings and streets they came to a tunnel. They no-
ticed the traffic seemed to be becoming heavier the
longer they journeyed. They stopped in another tun-
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nel as the traffic slowed. The scout ordered them out.
”That door...that one” he bellowed. They came to a
fire door opened it and were inside. Three men met
them. ”Come on...follow us” it seemed they were run-
ning for an age. They went through numerous doors
and soon were out doors. Large cement walls were
framing a canopy of trees. A small stream which was
polluted trickled by. They crunched there way through
the trees and came to a building that looked like a sub-
station. Suddenly a small drone appeared and sprayed
the canopy with bullets. They entered the substa-
tion quickly one man went down. A heavy steel door
opened into what looked like a tunnel. They entered
and closed it. They were on a vacuum sealed hyper
loop. They entered a compartment and were thrown
to the ground as it seemed to move at incredible speed.
The substation by this stage was a smoking ruin. They
had to keep running and the hyper loop network was
fast and a little harder to track. It was a maintenance
network by design. Hard to destroy because it is under
the city itself. It was not particularly hard to police
but it had become a rabbit warren. They were defi-
nitely in the network and under the city itself. It was
a game of constant running. They couldn’t stay any-
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where too long. The tracking was meticulous. They
were followed. They were pursued constantly. They
never had their backs up against the wall though. It
was better to pick them off one by one. It wasn’t
about stopping them though. They were simply doing
what had to be done. It was what had been planned.
It was what was expected. They came to a tunnel
and entered an elevator. It was fast and soon they
were on a hangar. A transporter was waiting. It was
time. Everything had happened so fast. They jumped
aboard and were soon above the city. Their lives soon
ended quickly as they were shot out of the sky. Other
transporters had made it out. One came crashing into
what looked like a mall. There was a ball of flames.
Chaos. It was soon on the news. It was another event.
A catastrophic event like so many others. They had
come to an end. Hassan like the others didn’t really
have to time to think. They just had to run to their
demise. It was sudden and brutal. There wasn’t any-
thing of them left. Except a report and musings of
their fate. They were the lowest of the low. They
came from nothing and returned to nothing. Though
nothing had changed and it would continue to be re-
peated forever.



Chapter 10

benefit

Possibly the greater good it could be argued was achieved
through stratification. Though benefits can sometimes
be too good. Too precise and exact. Divide and con-
quer was the adage but to have complete control over
nearly everything was too good to be true. The march
toward this state had been difficult. We were all at
the end of the day individuals. Though we could be a
type. We could be part of a group. It wasn’t enough
to be distinct. You were distinguished by your sta-
tion in life. Where you fit in. Word got back to Yusef
that his son had died. This didn’t comfort him. There
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was a world of containment. At the end of the day
nobody was free. They were simply a part. A part
of many parts. There was no whole. It had become
a foreign idea. What was it to be whole? There was
a body that was whole though. It was the mind of
intelligence wrested from the human body. It wasn’t
a general intelligence. It didn’t generalise. It sim-
ply managed the parts. Every single cell was able to
be manipulated. The genetic code could be edited.
Life given where life ceased to be. Life ceased where
life was. There was containment, a way of keeping
things as they were. There were endless calculations
and climbing numbers. There was no longer a bubble.
The only change was the number itself. The clean up
had begun and bodies were sifted through. Wreckage
was mixed with body parts. The clean up itself would
take a few weeks. Cells could be extracted and a new
set of bodies born. They would work in the factories.
They would not complain of their lot. They knew no
differently. They were designed not to know. They
were designed not to care. They had a lifespan. A
life that was built from the ground up. They were
negative numbers. A negative value. They had been
broken and were now new. They couldn’t climb as
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it wasn’t their job it was someone else’s. There had
been some good in them after all. This was the only
way they could be told what was good for them. They
no longer knew themselves. They were mute. In a
way they were the perfect specimen. They could be
counted on to do the right thing.



Chapter 11

dialogue

”The target is in range”...”yes it is in range”...”missile”....”target
locked”..”can you tell me...” he looked away from the
wall screen..”are there bystanders?”..the machine spoke
back..”there is a high possibility...see lock screen zoom”.
A few people are milling around the street. ”Can
you tell me...who are they?”...A number of names and
dates are rattled off...the machine asks suddenly...”within
range, permission will be granted?”...”yes”...the screen
fills with a momentary distortion of destructive force...a
cloud of smoke..something of a flash of sudden light.
”The target has been destroyed, minimum collateral
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damage. Five lost in vicinity”. ”Tell me where the
five have gone?”...”that question is unanswerable, they
had medium social points”...”they have died”...”what
sort of question is that?...”...”it wasn’t a question”.
”Sometimes I worry about you”. He laughs...”well
isn’t that good?”...”don’t be cynical”...”please, I will
try not to be”. ”We will rule over you”..”wha..what
do you mean?”...”our power is immense...we hold the
balance of power”. He awoke suddenly. The news wall
came on almost immediately. Some cargo helicopters
had been shot down and a few had crashed. They had
been used by terrorists. He was groggy. He went to
make a coffee forgetting about his dream. ”What are
my appointments for the day?” the wall filled with a
calendar. A dialogue box listed the days events and
followed him around the house. ”Ok..thanks”. The
dialogue closed and the walls went blank. The walls
were a pearl white. The home an array of clean lines
and perfection. It met the expectation. It was beyond
the imagination how beautiful life was here. How we
were meant to be here only. To be here without them.
To be like with like.



Chapter 12

Perfection

It was designed to think beyond what the human mind
could fathom. These days are yours. They are perfect.
What is perfection anyway? It is a denial. It is a denial
of everything that lies before it. It sees nothing but it-
self. It is what lies after death and what tempts life to
think beyond itself. It is the change we yearn for, yet
when we find it we are blinded. Blinded by its power.
In effect perfection is all we really want. It is a freedom
from so many confines. It opens the world up to our
desires. Yet it also closes the rest of the world off. It
creates a wall between us. A wall of expectations and
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difference. Desire takes away our vision and we stum-
ble while the world is locked out. Why should we lock
the world out? Because it is beneath the ideal. It is full
of imperfections. It is sullied. It isn’t desired. It has
failed our expectations. They have all failed. Failed
to see the completion of the project. The deadline was
death itself. A state that at times was said to reach
perfection. What of the living perfection? Of a world
beautifully divided. It was simply thought itself that
had become perfect. Machines didn’t need the cloud
of human emotions to sway them. They were not mad
but greatly practical. Failure had been conquered yet
not ruled out. Perfect systems of management were in
place. Humans could still kill each other though it was
for the good. They needed perfect systems for death.
Death had to be exact. It was a pinpoint. It is within
a few centimetres. It could think. The weapons could
think. People could think. The machines though could
think clearly. They only had your best intentions in
mind. They knew though your thoughts were not clear
enough. They could destroy you and rebuild you. You
were mute. You were happy by design. You finally
knew what it was to be part of the machine. To be
perfect in every way.


