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Author’s Note
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The haiku has always been a lens—seventeen syllables pressed against the infinite. Once it captured mountains, cherry blossoms, and the flicker of seasons. Now the world hums with a different rhythm: servers, drones, fiber, code. The landscape has shifted from rivers to circuits, from temple bells to notification pings, from wind in the pines to static in the wires.

This collection takes the haiku into the neon future—across collapsed cities, glowing networks, and the fragile hope that still sparks in the ruins. These poems are fragments, transmissions, pulses from the near-now and the just-ahead. They live at the intersection of machine and memory, survival and rebirth.

In them you’ll hear the hum of quantum qubits, the hush of autonomous skyways, the defiance of hackers bringing dead grids back to life. They are short by form, but wide by horizon.

Think of them as dispatches. From a present already turning strange. From a future not yet decided. From a world where technology is not just backdrop, but heartbeat.

Seventeen syllables at a time, welcome to the circuitry.

RG
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The Visionary and the Poetic
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Grids reborn as veins,

solar blood through every street,

new breath in new times.

Water cleans itself,

filters grown like coral reefs,

oceans dream in blue.

Homes morph from the earth,

walls remember rain and wind,

shelter grows like song.

Traffic lights dissolve,

autonomous streams of steel

flow as if by thought.

.

Fiber webs reach out,

roots embrace the glass and steel,

hunger folds its hands.

Quantum minds unfold,

medicine turns digital,

sickness bows to code.

Every heartbeat logged,

care arrives before the plea,

health becomes a right.

AI farmers tend,

soil restored by measured care,

harvests heal the land.

Villages ignite,

microgrids of steady flame,

power shares its gift.

Roads mend as we walk,

stone and circuit knit again,

time cannot erode.

Knowledge flows unchained,

open hands across the world,

answers without gate.

.

Children script the dawn,

dreams compiled into the air,

future tries to sing.
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Techno-Utopian
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Solar grids expand,

deserts bloom with mirrored light,

cold dreams run at dawn.

Recycled oceans,

nanofilters clear the tides,

blue returns to life.

3D printers hum,

homes rise from the local clay,

shelter for them all.

Silent skyways hum,

self-driving fleets weave the air,

zero crash, no smoke.

Vertical gardens,

skyscrapers feeding the streets,

roots embrace the glass.

Quantum nodes align,

global cures decoded fast,

disease bows to math.

Every wristband glows,

health tracked in a gentle pulse,

care without a cost.

AI at the helm,

teaching farmers soil repair,

harvests heal the earth.

Gridless villages,

micro-reactors alive,

light in every home.

Robots mend the roads,

self-healing asphalt flows smooth,

infrastructure breathes.

Clouds of data shared,

open hands across the globe,

knowledge without gate.

Children sketch in code,

dreaming systems yet unborn,

future builds itself.
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Ruins and Renewal
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From the ash of code,

gardens grow in circuits’ glow,

life loops back to bloom.

Sky once scarred by war,

now alive with woven light,

drones plant fields of green.

Children learn in streams,

AI voices teach with care,

wisdom flows like rain.

Ruins shine with vines,

fiber cables hum with sap,

nature learns to sing.

Neural nets once armed

now compose in harmony,

cities dream in peace.

Solar towers rise,

mirrors bloom across the plains,

sunlight powers hope.

.

Augments glow with care,

not for war but healing hands,

steel becomes a gift.

Robots kneel to soil,

seed by seed they mend the earth,

future feeds itself.

.

Skylines shimmer clear,

holograms of stars restored,

night belongs again.

Ancient satellites,

reborn as orbital farms,

rain down food and light.

.

Once-dark networks hum,

rebuilt into open webs,

truth flows without chains.

At the world’s new dawn,

man and machine walk as one,

no divide remains. 
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Endurance and Rebellion
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Cables snake like roots,

rebel camps tap the power,

old grids breathe again.

Signal flares at dusk,

encrypted across the sky,

freedom rides the code.

Cybernetic hands

forge new weapons from the scrap,

steel clenched against night.

Data streams revived,

pirate servers in the ruins

whisper “we remain.”

Circuits patched with rust,

yet the implants still ignite,

flesh rewired by will.

.

Ghost towers still glow,

hijacked for the hacker feeds,

truth projected loud.

Neural links intact,

resistance minds synchronize,

thought becomes the blade.

Drones once set to kill

now patrol for refugees,

guardians reclaimed.

Hackers ride the storm,

black ice shatters corporate walls,

hope floods through the breach.

Shattered satellites

beam coordinates of safe zones—

stars reborn in code.

Printed limbs align,

bio-hacks replace the lost,

soldiers built from scraps.

Amid twisted steel,

a network hums underground,

future feeds itself.
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Survivor Grit and Resistance
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Neon graves still glow,

but the rebels paint in sparks—

hope tags every wall.

Ash drifts through the streets,

yet a hidden signal calls,

frequencies of war.

.

Rusty limbs repaired,

scrap becomes a soldier’s sword,

steel remembers rage.

Broken code revived,

hackers stitch the ruins whole,

systems serve the lost.

Rain eats every sign,

but a lantern made of wire

guides the exiled home.

Underground they meet,

faces lit by stolen screens,

plots ignite the dark.

From the junkyard heaps,

children build new circuitry—

future claws through ash.

Implants scavenged bare,

yet the pulse of will remains,

bodies fight with ghosts.

Billboards still decay,

but a coder’s mark shines bright:

truth in ultraviolet.

Drone husks reprogrammed,

guardians of fractured streets,

warriors in flight.

The grid longs for death,

but insurgents feed it flame,

old sparks learn to burn.

Beneath shattered skies,

voices rise in coded chants,

resistance endures.
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Ruined Tech, Fading Neon
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Neon signs half-dead,

flicker in the acid rain—

ghosts of commerce burn.

.

Terminals still hum,

though no hands remain to type,

code loops into void.

Ash coats shattered glass,

servers buried in the dust,

data dreams rot slow.

Broken drones patrol,

searching for commands long lost,

empty skies reply.

Rust on cyberlimbs,

flesh decays around the steel,

man and junk collapse.

Billboards still replay,

ads for vanished companies,

voices sell to ghosts.

Towers lean and crack,

fiber cables choke with mold,

light forgets its path.

Children of the grid

dig through landfills for old chips,

relics spark like stars.

Oil slicks the river,

muted colors shimmer thin,

life adapts in waste.

VR headsets blink,

hollow eyes stare into ash,

worlds they’ll never see.

Radios distort,

static chants a broken hymn,

civilization hums.

Last screen flickers out,

night swallows the circuitry,

silence learns to speak.
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