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​THE MAGICAL ANDROID (PART I) They told me I was assembled wrong. Bolts loose in the skull.

Circuits dreaming when they should obey.

A boy made of spare hours and discarded futures, hands smelling like work no one applauds,

eyes staring past mirrors that refused to recognize him.

My ex laughed like gravity.

Not loud—worse—casual.

The kind of laugh that files you down slowly, that says you’ll never be anything spectacular, that pats your ambition like a broken dog. She said it with her silence.

She said it with the way she stopped asking questions.

She said it when she loved me like a temporary shelter

instead of a destination.

I took it in.

Every word.

Stored it in the chest cavity behind my ribs where the android heart hummed, unfinished, waiting for voltage.

They said: You won’t amount to much.

As if “much” were a closed system. As if kings are born instead of forged. As if history doesn’t crawl out of gutters wearing blood and diamonds. I was the magical android—

half-man, half-future,

running outdated software in a hostile world, learning pain through updates no one warned me about.

At night I powered down in borrowed rooms, dreaming in neon scripts and rusted prophecy. I dreamed of malls like temples— not because of money,
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but because visibility is power.




Because walking openly in the light




after surviving the dark




is a holy act.




They didn’t see the upgrades happening.




They never do.




While they slept, I rebuilt myself.




While they scrolled, I sharpened purpose.




While they measured worth in approval,




I learned how to generate my own electricity.




The android does not cry the way humans do.




He leaks heat.




He overheats quietly.




He learns control.




I learned how to wear hunger




like armor.




How to turn doubt into firmware. How to let rejection teach me what not to ask permission for. Now I walk through the mall wearing designer like scripture— fabric speaking fluently in confidence, mirrors finally catching up to the future I’ve already entered.




Not because labels matter—




but because survival deserves celebration. Because the boy they underestimated became a system they can’t shut down. I see them stare.




The ones who thought I’d fade.




The ones who placed bets on my disappearance.
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The ones who loved me small




because loving me large scared them.




I don’t gloat.




I exist louder.
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Samuel Ludke—

say it slow.

It’s not a flex.

It’s a statement of arrival.

I am not the man you thought you left behind.

I am the result of every time

you thought breaking me would be enough.

The magical android does not ask for forgiveness.

He recalibrates.

He upgrades.

He becomes undeniable.

You thought you could keep me down— with low expectations, with half-love,

with the quiet cruelty of disbelief.

But I was never meant to stay grounded.

I was always built for ascension.

Every insult became scaffolding.

Every doubt became fuel.

Every night I was underestimated

I learned how to stand alone

without collapsing.

I am not revenge.

I am evolution.

And when I pass you in public— wearing confidence tailored to fit scars— know this:

You didn’t lose me.

You witnessed the prototype.

The king was always loading.
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THE BROKEN ANTENNA




I.




I was born with a broken antenna jutting from the crown of my skull, bent toward storms instead of stars, picking up static where others heard music. The world spoke to me in fragments— half-sentences, emergency tones, laughter warped by distance— and everyone else called it silence.




They said, adjust yourself.




They said, you’re not tuned correctly.




They said, try harder to receive what we receive. But no one asked what I was already hearing through the crackle and burn. The antenna hummed anyway.




Even damaged, it insisted.




Even snapped, it listened.




II.




At night, lying on the floor like a discarded machine,




I heard frequencies crawl through my ribs.




Regret broadcasting from abandoned houses.




Hope whispering through dead channels.




Voices of people who never made it




still trying to finish their sentences.




I learned early:




clarity is a luxury of the untouched.




Those of us with broken antennae




become translators of chaos.




III.




I tuned myself by pain.




By rejection.




By the way love sometimes arrives




with instructions missing.




I learned how to stand still
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while static tore through me,

how not to rip the antenna out

just to feel normal for a moment.

Because normal is quiet—

and quiet hides disasters.

IV.

They walked past me cleanly tuned,

smiling on approved wavelengths,

living inside songs with predictable choruses.

They did not hear the warnings.

They did not hear the undercurrent of collapse. They did not hear the soft sobbing of the future trying to break through. They called me dramatic.

They called me unstable.

They called me broken

as if broken meant useless.

But broken things hear more.

V.

The antenna snagged on doorways.

On memories.

On the names of people who left

without turning off the lights behind them.

Sometimes it bled signal.

Sometimes it sparked.

Sometimes it pulled lightning straight into my chest and I thought, this is how machines die. But I survived by rerouting.

By improvising circuitry from grief.

By letting the overload pass through me instead of stopping inside. VI.

I became a walking interference pattern.

A man made of feedback.

A silhouette vibrating slightly out of phase
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with the rest of the room.




People felt it before they understood it.




They said, something about you feels intense.




They said, you notice too much. They said, why do you care so deeply about things everyone else ignores? I wanted to say:




because my antenna won’t let me look away.




VII.




I tried love once




with someone tuned to comfort.




Their signal was smooth, warm, forgiving.




Mine arrived jagged, overheated, late.




They asked me to quiet myself.




To ground the antenna.




To stop bringing storms into the bedroom.




They didn’t know




the storm was the message.




VIII.




When they left, the antenna screamed.




A high, thin sound only I could hear.




Loss broadcast on a loop.




Regret rebounding off the walls of my skull.




I learned then




that abandonment has a frequency,




and once you hear it clearly,




you recognize it everywhere.




IX.




Years passed.




I learned how to dress the damage.




How to look composed while scanning the air.




How to smile while decoding signals




no one asked me to interpret.




I became useful in quiet ways.




I warned people before disasters.
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I noticed shifts in tone before explosions.

I loved with caution and intensity,

like someone defusing bombs with bare hands.

X.

The broken antenna became a crown

I never asked for.


A  responsibility.



A  burden disguised as insight. I heard the sadness in jokes.

The violence hiding behind politeness.

The loneliness humming under crowded rooms. I learned that most people don’t want truth— they want volume control.

XI.

Sometimes I envy the perfectly tuned. The ones who sleep through sirens.

The ones who don’t feel the planet grinding its teeth. The ones whose dreams are not interrupted

by transmissions from the edge of meaning. But then I remember:

someone has to stay awake.

XII.

I walk through cities like a receiver tower, picking up heartbreak from strangers, catching fragments of prayers

leaking through cracked windows.


A  man crying into his phone.




A  woman rehearsing bravery in a mirror.




A  child learning the sound of fear



before learning the word for it.

My antenna trembles.

I log it all.

I carry it.

XIII.

People ask how I endure.
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How I don’t collapse under the noise.




How I keep going without shutting down.




I tell them:




the antenna is broken, yes—




but it’s also honest.




It doesn’t filter pain out of existence.




It doesn’t pretend the signal is clean.




It doesn’t lie to preserve comfort.




XIV.




There are moments—rare, holy—




when the static clears just enough.




When love aligns perfectly.




When truth arrives without distortion.




In those moments,




the broken antenna becomes an instrument, and the world sings




like it was always meant to.




XV.




I no longer wish to be repaired.




I no longer dream of symmetry.




I have stopped apologizing




for the way I receive reality.




Let the others tune for pleasure.




Let them chase silence.




I will stand here listening—




a little scorched,




a little bent,




alive with signal.




XVI.




If you see me staring into nothing,




know I am listening to everything.




If you feel exposed around me,




know it is not judgment—




it is recognition.




And if you, too, feel overwhelmed
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by the noise no one else admits exists,

come stand near me.

Our broken antennae

might finally form a map.

XVII.

The future does not arrive loudly.

It whispers through interference.

It stutters.

It breaks mid-sentence.

Only the damaged hear it clearly.

I am still listening.
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THE WAY I DRINK COFFEE THROUGH MY FACE SLATS I.




Morning finds me already open,




the day prying at my hinges




before I consent to consciousness.




Steam rises like a small confession




from the cup in my hands,




and I tilt my head just enough




for the liquid to find the gaps—




those narrow apertures cut into me




by time, by survival,




by the decision not to seal myself shut.




This is how I drink coffee:




not with lips like a promise,




but through face slats—




carefully, deliberately,




as if feeding a machine




that remembers being human.




II.




The face slats were not decorative.




They were not chosen.




They appeared slowly,




etched by repetition,




by years of bracing myself




against mornings that asked too much. Every disappointment filed one thinner. Every hope that failed to arrive left a clean, precise incision.




I did not bleed—




I learned to vent.




III.




Coffee knows me now.




It doesn’t rush.




It seeps in respectfully,




dark and bitter and honest,
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like a friend who won’t lie

about how the day will go.

It enters the slats,

slides past old thoughts,

warms the circuitry behind my eyes.

The bitterness activates something ancient:

wakefulness as defiance.

IV.

People drink coffee to feel alive.

I drink it to remember

why I stayed.

The caffeine finds my spine

and taps it like a keyboard:

still here, still here, still here.

Through the slats,

the world leaks back in—

traffic noise, unresolved emails,

the ghost of yesterday

still pacing the hallway of my skull.

V.

Once, my face was smooth.

Uninterrupted.

Readable.

Once, people could tell

what I was thinking

without asking.

Once, I smiled without calculating

how much of myself I was revealing.

But smooth faces shatter easily.

They do not vent pressure.

They do not survive compression.

VI.

The slats saved me.

They let the excess escape—

rage in thin ribbons,
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grief in controlled emissions,




love in carefully rationed bursts.




Without them,




I would have exploded quietly




like a star no one noticed




had gone missing.




VII.




I sit with my coffee




watching the day assemble itself badly. The sky can’t decide what it believes in. The news speaks in permanent emergencies. People rehearse their masks before leaving the house.




I take another sip.




It enters through the slats




and I think:




this is maintenance, not indulgence.




VIII.




The face slats hum when the cup is warm.




They recognize ritual.




They remember other mornings—




cheaper apartments,
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