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it, manifests it, makes human animals subjects to its psychic order; as ever, the parasite’s interests are deeply at 
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we are always telling each other about how something maybe either changed or stayed the same. Maybe, like the 

language virus, it’s just an idea about how to conceptualize what it feels like to operate under a system whose rules 

tə ðɛm-ɪn maɪ ˈdeɪˌdriːmz, əz ɪn ði ɑːt wɜːld, ˈʤɛnərəli məʊst ˈpiːpl spiːk ˈɪŋglɪʃ-ænd ɪksˈpleɪnɪŋ tə ðəm  

wɒt ə ˈstɔːri ɪz, bɪˈkəz ðeɪv ˈnɛvə hɜːd əv ɪt, ɔː ðeɪ dəʊnt ˌʌndəˈstænd ɪt: ə ˈkɒmplɪkeɪtɪd truː ɔː ʌnˈtruː θɪŋ  

wi ər ˈɔːlweɪz ˈtɛlɪŋ iːʧ ˈʌðər əˈbaʊt haʊ ˈsʌmθɪŋ ˈmeɪbiː ˈaɪðə ʧeɪnʤd ɔː steɪd ðə seɪm.ˈmeɪbiː, laɪk ðə  

l̍æŋgwɪʤ ˈvaɪərəs, ɪts ʤəst ən aɪ̍dɪə ə̍baʊt haʊ tə kən-sĕp′cho͞o-ə-līz′ wɒt ɪt fiːlz laɪk tʊ ɒ̍pəreɪt ʌ̍ndər ə ̍sɪstɪm huːz ruːlz  



are arbitrary, simultaneously malleable and uncommonly strict. 

A more relevant interlocutor for this sort of  conversation in 2015 would of  course be an AI, or this at least 

corresponds to how robots are represented in movies: sentient but deeply confused by embodied cognition.  

are arbitrary, simultaneously malleable and uncommonly strict. 

A more relevant interlocutor for this sort of  conversation in 2015 would of  course be an AI, or this at least 

corresponds to how robots are represented in movies: sentient but deeply confused by embodied cognition.  

on own babies turn Having effected alterations host’s structure 

resulted new species specially designed accommodate writes replicate disturbing metabolism being recognized words 

A more relevant interlocutor for this sort of  conversation in 2015 would of  course be an AI, or this at least 

corresponds to how robots are represented in movies: sentient but deeply confused by embodied cognition.  

ə mɔ  ː r̍ɛlɪvənt ɪ̩ntə(ː)̍ lɒkjʊtə fə ðɪs sɔːt əv ˌkɒnvəs̍eɪʃən ɪn tu  ː ˈθaʊzənd ænd f̍ɪf t̍iːn wəd əv kɔːs bi æn eɪ-aɪ, ɔː ðɪs ət liːst 

ˌkɒrɪsˈpɒndz tə haʊ ˈrəʊbɒts ə ˌrɛprɪˈzɛntɪd ɪn ˈmuːviz: ˈsɛnʃənt bʌt ˈdiːpli kənˈfjuːzd baɪ ɪmˈbɒdɪd kɒgˈnɪʃən. 

want has intimately owns manifests human subjects psychic ever parasite’s interests odds modernist canon he’s establish  

are arbitrary, simultaneously malleable and uncommonly strict. 

ər ˈɑːbɪtrəri, ˌsɪməlˈteɪnjəsli ˈmælɪəbl ənd ʌnˈkɒmənli strɪkt. 



You explain what a metaphor feels like, what makes a joke funny, all that which escapes the ever-expansive grasp 

of  the algorithm. In its imprecision, the algorithm produces text whose meaning shifts into abstraction, turns of  

phrase that underlie their alien construction—incidental poetry, much of  which is genuinely beautiful, something 

intended to be banal that becomes lyric: a paradise of  slippages and poetic license exactly like where you are 

You explain what a metaphor feels like, what makes a joke funny, all that which escapes the ever-expansive grasp 

of  the algorithm. In its imprecision, the algorithm produces text whose meaning shifts into abstraction, turns of  

phrase that underlie their alien construction—incidental poetry, much of  which is genuinely beautiful, something 

intended to be banal that becomes lyric: a paradise of  slippages and poetic license exactly like where you are 

his practice opposition prescribes articulating else strategies ways repeating plagiarizing refusing scrambling potential 

insists analogy He unironically proposing imperatives undoing ubiquitous falsehood tyranny here make conceptual 

framework though explicitly whom hosts our hospitality less uniform concept novel despite variations along location 

class race liquid form meant produce inside often I’m think gets difficult abstract recurring fantasy meeting 

You explain what a metaphor feels like, what makes a joke funny, all that which escapes the ever-expansive grasp 

of  the algorithm. In its imprecision, the algorithm produces text whose meaning shifts into abstraction, turns of  

phrase that underlie their alien construction—incidental poetry, much of  which is genuinely beautiful, something 

intended to be banal that becomes lyric: a paradise of  slippages and poetic license exactly like where you are 

jʊ ɪksˈpleɪn wɒt ə ˈmɛtəfə fiːlz laɪk, wɒt meɪks ə ʤəʊk ˈfʌni, ɔːl ðət wɪʧ ɪsˈkeɪps ði ˈɛvər-ɪksˈpænsɪv grɑːsp 

əv ðiː ˈælgərɪðm. ɪn ɪts ĭm′prĭ-sĭzh′ən, ði ˈælgərɪðm ˈprɒdjuːsɪz tɛkst huːz ˈmiːnɪŋ ʃɪfts ˈɪntə æbˈstrækʃ(ə)n, tɜːnz əv  

freɪz ðət ˌʌndəˈlaɪ ðeər ˈeɪljən kənˈstrʌkʃən-ˌɪnsɪˈdɛntl ˈpəʊɪtri, mʌʧ əv wɪʧ ɪz ˈʤɛnjʊɪnli ˈbjuːtəfʊl, ˈsʌmθɪŋ 

ɪnˈtɛndɪd tə bi bəˈnɑːl ðət bɪˈkʌmz ˈlɪrɪk: ə ˈpærədaɪs ɒv ˈslɪpɪdʒz ənd pəʊˈɛtɪk ˈlaɪsəns ɪgˈzæktli laɪk weə jʊ ə  



right now only much, much better, a social revolution through technology. While the language virus is contagious, 

there are obviously those who are immune: there are those without language, those whose language acquisition 

resembles, in this case, the AI more closely than it does the viral baby. It’s a position (among others) from which one 

might legitimately claim to use language to work both through and against itself.

right now only much, much better, a social revolution through technology. While the language virus is contagious, 

there are obviously those who are immune: there are those without language, those whose language acquisition 

resembles, in this case, the AI more closely than it does the viral baby. It’s a position (among others) from which one 

might legitimately claim to use language to work both through and against itself.

anthropomorphized E.T.-type somehow finding way talk my daydreams art world generally most people English explaining 

story because they’ve never they don’t understand complicated true untrue always telling each either changed stayed 

same just conceptualize operate under system rules arbitrary simultaneously malleable uncommonly strict relevant 

interlocutor sort conversation 2015 would course corresponds robots represented 

right now only much, much better, a social revolution through technology. While the language virus is contagious, 

there are obviously those who are immune: there are those without language, those whose language acquisition 

resembles, in this case, the AI more closely than it does the viral baby. It’s a position (among others) from which one 

might legitimately claim to use language to work both through and against itself.

raɪt naʊ ˈəʊnli mʌʧ, mʌʧ ˈbɛtə, ə ˈsəʊʃəl ˌrɛvəˈluːʃən θruː tɛkˈnɒləʤi. waɪl ðə ˈlæŋgwɪʤ ˈvaɪərəs ɪz kənˈteɪʤəs, 

ðər ər ˈɒbvɪəsli ðəʊz huː ər ɪˈmjuːn: ðər ə ðəʊz wɪˈðaʊt ˈlæŋgwɪʤ, ðəʊz huːz ˈlæŋgwɪʤ ˌækwɪˈzɪʃ(ə)n  

rɪˈzɛmblz, ɪn ðɪs keɪs, ði eɪ-aɪ mɔː ˈkləʊsli ðən ɪt dəz ðiː ˈvaɪərəl ˈbeɪbi. ɪts ə pəˈzɪʃən (əˈmʌŋ ˈʌðəz) frəm wɪʧ wʌn  

maɪt lɪˈʤɪtɪmɪtli kleɪm tə juːz ˈlæŋgwɪʤ tə wɜːk bəʊθ θruː ənd əˈgɛnst ɪtˈsɛlf. 



“To survive at any expense to the host invaded. To be an animal, to be a body. To be an animal body that the virus can 

invade. To be animals, to be bodies. To be more animal bodies, so that the virus can move from one body to another.  

To stay present as an animal body, to stay absent as antibody or resistance to the body invasion.”2

“To survive at any expense to the host invaded. To be an animal, to be a body. To be an animal body that the virus can 

invade. To be animals, to be bodies. To be more animal bodies, so that the virus can move from one body to another.  

To stay present as an animal body, to stay absent as antibody or resistance to the body invasion.”

movies confused by embodied cognition explain metaphor joke funny escapes ever-expansive grasp imprecision produces text 

“To survive at any expense to the host invaded. To be an animal, to be a body. To be an animal body that the virus can 

invade. To be animals, to be bodies. To be more animal bodies, so that the virus can move from one body to another.  

“tə səˈvaɪv ət ˈɛni ɪksˈpɛns tə ðə həʊst ɪnˈveɪdɪd. tə bi ən ˈænɪməl, tə bi ə ˈbɒdi. tə bi æn ˈænɪməl ˈbɒdi ðət ðə ˈvaɪərəs kən  

ɪnˈveɪd. tə bi ˈænɪməlz, tə bi ˈbɒdiz. tə bi mɔːr ˈænɪməl ˈbɒdiz, səʊ ðət ðə ˈvaɪərəs kən muːv frəm wʌn ˈbɒdi tʊ əˈnʌðə.  

tə steɪ ˈprɛznt əz æn ˈænɪməl ˈbɒdi, tə steɪ ˈæbsənt əz ˈæntɪˌbɒdi ɔː rɪˈzɪstəns tə ðə ˈbɒdi ɪnˈveɪʒən.” 

To stay present as an animal body, to stay absent as antibody or resistance to the body invasion.”

meaning shifts abstraction turns phrase underlie their construction genuinely beautiful banal becomes lyric slippages 

contagious obviously immune acquisition resembles case closely does viral position among might 



When a baby is born, it contracts the virus. Its first word is “chandelier,” then “wilderness,” and then “delicious.” 

In its reading nook, the baby considers poetic license; the baby finds metaphors in stories whose details she 

misremembers. 
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When a baby is born, it contracts the virus. Its first word is “chandelier,” then “wilderness,” and then “delicious.” 

In its reading nook, the baby considers poetic license; the baby finds metaphors in stories whose details she 

misremembers. 

legitimately claim work both survive expense invaded invade so move another present absent antibody resistance 

invasion When born contracts chandelier wilderness delicious reading nook considers finds metaphors stories  

m i s r e m e m b e r s 

When a baby is born, it contracts the virus. Its first word is “chandelier,” then “wilderness,” and then “delicious.” 

In its reading nook, the baby considers poetic license; the baby finds metaphors in stories whose details she 

misremembers. 

wɛn ə ˈbeɪbi z bɔːn, ɪt ˈkɒntrækts ðə ˈvaɪərəs. ɪts fɜːst wɜːd ɪz “ˌʃændɪˈlɪə,” ðɛn “ˈwɪldənɪs,” ənd ðɛn “dɪˈlɪʃəs.” 

ɪn ɪts ˈriːdɪŋ nʊk, ðə ˈbeɪbi kənˈsɪdəz pəʊˈɛtɪk ˈlaɪsəns; ðə ˈbeɪbi faɪndz ˈmɛtəfəz ɪn ˈstɔːriz huːz ˈdiːteɪlz ʃiː  

mɪsrɪˈmɛmbəz. 
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