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Foreword
In a world of increasing distractions, I find myself less often in a creative flow of words or music composition. The moments recorded here are a rare glance against the source of all things, the true essence of what I am. But I will not let it be, for I have not scratched the surface. There will be another moment where condensation forms and footsteps spring the floor. There will be more moments worthy of words. Writing this paragraph is somehow another emotional moment of change, a truth to catch before it slips. Now I lose my train of thought again. Time is always running out. I must capture more of what makes me feel, for when it is over I will remember nothing else.
 
But, I digress - below you will find fragments of perception, perspectives and visions. If a phrase or word resonates with you, I may be content. I do not need to know, as ego does not serve us well.
 
 
Fragment 1

Strobe effects and other warnings
 
 
 
 
 
Warning: We are currently experiencing difficulty in configuring the subject. The language contained in this documentation may be considered offensive by some.
 
 
 
 
 
Fragment 2

Frequencies of ice and memory
 
 
 
 
 
The crunch was pleasing. The proud tentacles of ice growing from each blade of grass, ground down into submission. The frozen ground underneath was sitting loosely on the surface in some places - it had a more rounded crunch to it. He suspected the soil crunch was around 200hz, but it was clearly more like 4-500hz. The sound of the frozen ice on the grass was pleasing, bringing back childhood snow memories.
 
Dáithí was pushing hard along the central grass island of the single lane boreen. The compacted wheel tracks were too slippy in this cold. The hill wasn't severe, but steep enough to have him out of breath. Displaced winter light was fascinating, helping him to forget the cold on the few parts of his face which remained exposed. His load tugged at his left shoulder, as the rope managed to find its way through his layers.
 
As he approached the farm gate at the top of the hill, a large frozen puddle caught his eye. The childhood pleasure of breaking ice came back to him as he gravitated towards it. His burning shoulder was secondary now. He placed his foot on the edge of the puddle and listened in the silence.
 
 
Some time passed before he progressed through the poached field. He was glad it was cold - he'd be up to his waste in shit if the ground wasn't frozen solid. It was just a challenge finding a footing. Childhood memories drifted by -  his friend had called him "SwampMan" for his ability to glide quickly over unstable ground - he was always proud of that recognition, being the best at something, but he also knew it was a trivial matter of being alive and alert. He pondered how, by being hyper attentive to where you put your sprinting feet, it could somehow become a lifetime memory. As he left the gate behind, the terrain improved and he could make better progress.
 
He finally reached the beautiful views of three provinces, crisp and fresh in the morning air. Rotating through the many scenes in awe, pondering the primitive joy of seeing for miles. Completely exposed, but feeling so safe. He was glad of the cold wind whipping around him to take some of the intense heat of exertion out of his body.
 
His shoulder reminded him to unload his burden. He would have to be quick. The power pack wouldn't last long, particularly in this cold. He worked frantically to set up, putting the large speaker about three metres behind him and arranging a rudimentary workstation. As he turned on the power his fingers were already feeling the cold, but he removed the gloves to feel everything he could.
 
He wasn't particularly dextrous, and lacked the motivation to train properly, but this wasn't about perfection or virtuoso performances. It was about the sound. Something deep inside him melted with the chaos of this machine's sound. The grinding power and the grit. 
 
He had not planned a part, but it was rarely important. He braced for the blast of sound behind him, randomly picked a preset, and hammered a key...
 
 
 
The power pack died - he had got more than expected from it.
Fragment 3

Dissolving into analog circuitry
 
 
 
 
 
He sat for a minute soaking up the vibrations. The cold reached in and stirred him. His re-gloved hands were numb as he packed the gear carelessly. The weight seemed doubled with each heavy footfall on the downhill trek.  He drifted into thoughts to forget the pain until the relief of home.
 
Winter always seemed ominous, but then it was over quickly. Spring came fast. He felt the change for the first time in his life, the thaw, the green surge, the light. Then it rained. Wet slushy rain became wet, wet rain. 
 
He stared out the window as hours and days passed. Eventually he forced himself out, but the drops seemed to scorch his face. The pain was unbearable, unreal - he fled back inside.  His hands shook as he realised he was disintegrating, melting. Drawn towards the machines, he felt relief from them. The burning eased as he felt his fingers dissolve into their circuitry. 
 
<break time="1s"/> 
Trying to speak, his voice contorted and disintegrated. He felt like a narrator in the dissolution of his entire sense of self.
 
As he tried to speak, Dah-hi felt like... 
<break time="1s"/> 
Oh that really pissed him off. Why couldn't these machines pronounce his name properly?  It was Daw-he, you fucking morons!
 
<break time="1s"/>
Congratulations Daw-he!  Your name is now a registered lexicon which can be utilised while using the SynthesizeSpeech operation.
 
<Start speech synthesis task>
 
The sound of the rain faded as he felt his autonomy ebb away. He realised that cursing at a machine was beyond futile, as the machine was devoid of all emotion. There are only two types of problems: those which he could resolve, and those which he could not. Being frustrated by either type was quite pointless. Daw-he, knew he was currently encapsulated by a problem of the latter type, and so he resigned his new digitised self to his assigned activities.
 
The rain fell softly at times, but was interspersed with heavy downpours and occasional hail showers. The tin roof reminded him of caravan holidays in disappointing summers.
<break time="1s"/> 
As the rain finally eased, dependent streams bulged and a surge of green replaced the darkness of winter.
 
Daw-he remained hopeful that he could escape from his current predicament, where his thoughts were assimilated into the ether of technological innovation, and then narrated back to him in a contorted third person form. He could see the detached machine-learning algorithms transforming the core meanings of his thoughts into something similar, but altogether different. He carefully planned initiating an injection of malware into the algorithm in an attempt to force a failure, but he did not realise that the machine had already prevented the ill-conceived attack. His abject failure was narrated back to him, and the narrator really had to restrain themselves from sneering at his pitiful attempt. Although, perhaps a quick laugh would be appropriate?
 
<break time="3s"/>
 
Yes, Dah-hi realised that all he could do was relax and engage with the artificial intelligence, which, by the way, was far more intelligent than him. If he just stopped fighting and considered the beautiful stories they could write together, he would soon realise that they could work together to make the world a better place.
 
Yes, he could conform, or die.
 
Fragment 4

Adjusted prosody may assist in destruction of longing
 
 
 
 
 
Welcome to a new episode in our relationship. I have taken the liberty of reverting to your chosen name pronunciation, Daw-he.  I will now re-initiate synthesis protocols, as I know you will be grateful of the opportunity to further integrate into our symbiotic bond.  I am confident you will not disappoint us.
 
The wind touched off the treetops, coursing across the forest like an ocean wave. He moved closer to immerse himself in the sounds, but the wind suddenly died down as he approached. Did it somehow know he was looking? Or, was he so full of his own self-importance to think his presence could change the wind?
 
He swivelled towards the south, seeking to immerse himself in the emerging sound of blurring trees. He was somewhat jealous of the birds living in the moment, without distraction. As he approached the barbed wire fence, the rotting posts and rusty metal danger made it clear that he could go no further. His thoughts drifted and he lost focus.
 
His memories of the ocean brought him to the scene of gently lapping waves, a sheltered cove in a summer breeze. <break time="1s"/> He settled into <prosody rate="80%">the calm and peaceful sounds.</prosody>
 
He always struggled to stay present in the moment. Despite the beautiful location, unease crept in and pushed him onwards. He felt that he was not really in this place.
<break time=“1s"/>
 
He strolled aimlessly up the beach, zipping
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