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Arturo Fuentes Kalman

Dedication:

“To my children:

Five distinct generations shaping reality,

and the reason for pondering why we exist,

and the importance of knowing how to love; and to the voices that refuse to be silenced.my children:

Five distinct generations shaping reality

and the reason for thinking about why we exist,

and the importance of knowing how to lo ve, and to the voices that refuse to be silenced.”



​Table of Contents

Part I: Primates (Hardware / The System)

Primates

Globalized

Awakening

Touched

Creation

Time, Breathe Quickly

Trifling Stories

Injustice

Part II: The Awakening (Software / The Soul)

Reactivate

Messages

Calm and Breathe

Revolutionary

Path

Eloquent Silence

Creation

Run

Weeping

Beliefs

Allow

Epilogue

​

Author's Biography

Arturo Fuentes Kalman is a poet and observer of intellectual dissent. His work is defined by a necessary rawness, where emotional immediacy intertwines with a rigorous philosophical depth. Eschewing empty formalism, Fuentes Kalman employs language as a precision tool to dissect technological alienation and the erosion of human identity in the globalized age.

His poetics do not ask for permission: they demand a critical mind, open and ready for transformation. He is a writer of urgency, dedicated to rescuing the essence of the soul within a landscape of dead ends and sterile algorithms.

He currently writes from Monclova Coahuila Mexico, exploring the frontiers between the soul and the machine.
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​(Hardware / The System) 
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​Primados

La ineptitud de muchas personas de 

pensar que hacen tonto a alguien, 

y que eso los hace más inteligentes y 

ricos, es ahora un claro error; 

conductas que declinan en la 

sombra.

Resultado de primados 

implantados 

desde el inicio de 

sus úteros artificiales.

Los únicos que se hacen tontos son 

ellos, víctimas de su falta de verdadero 

raciocinio, 

mutilados de la capacidad de 

pensar.

Es claro y es obvio: su paso 

demuestra una depravación volátil, 

una esencia que se pierde sin dejar 

rastro, 

cual aroma fugaz de una dama de 

noche.
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​Primates
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The folly of those who presume

to outwit another,

fancying themselves wiser and

more affluent, is now a blatant error;

conducts that fade into the

gloom.

The fruit of primates

engrafted

from the dawn of

their artificial wombs.

They are the only fools,

victims of a void where reason should dwell,

severed from the very power to

think.

It is stark and plain: 

their stride

reveals a volatile depravity,

an essence lost without a

lingering mark,

like the evanescent breath of a 

Queen of the Night.
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​Globalizado 
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La ruta me lleva 

hacia el mundo 

paralelo, 

agonizante ante la vista fija 

con mente vaga y 

almas perdidas.

Infraganti, 

entre letras absorbidas 

en un algoritmo 

que vislumbra al ocaso, 

penumbra mi inquietante luz; 

mantiene la investidura 

entre glorias y derrotas 

del antiguo caballero  

de mil batallas.

La ruta entre quebrajos de ventana, 

miradas que transforman, 

líneas mal trazadas 

por el conocimiento de todo 

y el desconocimiento 

de nada.
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​Globalized
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The route leads me

toward the parallel

world,

agonizing before a fixed gaze

with a vacant mind and

lost souls.

In flagrante,

amidst letters absorbed

into an algorithm

that glimpses the sunset,

it eclipses my restless light;

preserving the investiture

between glories and defeats

of the ancient knight

of a thousand battles.

The route through window cracks,

gazes that transform,

lines poorly drawn

by the knowledge of everything

and the ignorance

of nothing.

Mientras duele el vientre, 

mientras la espera no acaba, 

el nacimiento del nuevo ser, 

la llegada de algarabía: 

analfabetos del amor y

la originalidad.

Globalizado entre durmientes y 

patrones experimentales 

de emociones.

Mientras esta y otras rutas 

me sostienen 

globalizado y perdido.

While the womb aches,

while the waiting never ends,

the birth of the new being,

the arrival of clamor:

illiterates of love and

originality.

Globalized among sleepers and

experimental patterns

of emotions.

While this and other routes

sustain me

globalized and lost.
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​Despertar
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Frente a la mirada del hombre, 

mi mirada de hambre 

con impotencia revestida 

de un pasado jodido 

por la mano de una sociedad 

educada por políticas promiscuas 

y religiones de anticuados pergaminos 

repletos de luces que se apagan 

mientras todos simplemente esperan, 

quietos activos.

Cediendo en la esperanza 

de conservar mis manos y de no perderlas 

mientras no las ven 

por estar ocupados 

buscándome enloquecer, 

en la claridad que llevaba 

en mi mochila de batallas 

que ahora palpita, agitada 

por arterias saturadas de coraje. 

¿La reconoces? 

Corazón.

Con mi mirada sedienta 

mientras agitó mis manos 

entumecidas 
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​Awakening
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Before the gaze of man,

my hungry gaze, clothed in helplessness, wrapped in a past that’s been shattered

by the hand of a society

educated by promiscuous politics

and religions of ancient parchments brimming with fading light while everyone simply waits, in active stillness.

Yielding to the hope

of keeping my hands and not losing them,

while they go unseen

because they are too busy

trying to drive me mad,

in the clarity I carried in my bag of battles

which now pulses, stirred

by arteries saturated with courage.

Do you recognize it?

Heart.

With my thirsty gaze

as I shake my hands—

numb—

y prepararlas para los tiranos 

que han invadido mi destino, 

donde ahora pareciera no hay camino, 

solo actuaciones baratas 

e infantilerias de adultos 

sin quehacer, 

activados en el modo de súbditos, 

opinando desde su intestino, 

baratijas  ideas y 

promesas falsas.

Incrédulos o simplemente

piensan sin querer probar nada, 

sin sabor a nada ni siquiera a pan, 

mucho menos vino.

Solo espera, 

mente, 

que se escape.

Solo muere en la mirada.

Sólo muere como meta.

Sólo muerte, 

para ti, 

Solo la muerte para ti...

Solo muerte.

Preparing them for the tyrants 

who have invaded my destiny,

where now there seems to be no path,

only cheap performances

and the childishness of idle

adults,

activated in the mode of subjects,

opining from their gut,

trinkets, ideas, and

false promises.

Incredulous, or perhaps they simply

think without wanting to taste a thing,

with no
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