Automaton

I am built to go through motions.

(built organically, destruction tested

across dozens of millennia and more.

I contain within me networks

of indescribable complexity,

relays and feedback loops. They

equip me to monitor the world I survey,

analyse all that my receptors respond to,

and minimise the lag 

between stimulus and gratification.

Bit and spur, they goad me toward

survival, piloted all the while

by subroutines of skill and guile.)

“I” is my guiding fiction. My sense of “me”

is the necessary fiction, written

into every cell. Those urgent messages

imply a “you” to recognise, another

that will appear to be as 

self determined, as spontaneous, as me.

Alec Bell, September 2008.

