
Droves of Silence

The hue of the molts, those accomplished by silence. The grace of these rowers in drawing the sky, 
and the skin that amplifies it in the unfurling anticipation of the storm, but the ornamentation of the 
eyes with an umbilical cord is now prohibited. It is so since the 3rd generation 

        of custom robots. 
Like a residue 

of a name depos-
ited  on  her  lips,  from now on,  there  will  be  no  more  navels  unless  they  are 
circumscribed by razor blades.

The relationship of the dispossessed to the global Enterprise will therefore have induced a consider-
able step towards self-effacement. The only fantasies now permitted are those involving a robot car-
rying a category 6 weapon, the tonfa. Oh f—k yeah! Robots don't kiss: they castrate the condemned.

In the Ezekiel robot guardian series, this tonfa will serve as their tongue. An so. 
So. From the womb to death and from sleep to cries, control imposed by access 
code is the latest innovation of the high-security prison.

Repeat offenders will have to sign a waiver accepting the triggering of an appropriate electrical  
restraint. In case of refusal, they will be placed in an isolation cell. The embellishment of the belly 
with an umbilical cord is now prohibited.

Conjuring with a finger while touching his shoulder, in a guilty attempt to invoke 
the areola, beneath this barely opened bee flower in the sky, a cascade of starlings 
in the leafy ravines. It's call a tooth-pulling sessions… The belly is now marked 
with the word "banned". 

A defaced prison number.
A defaced prison number.

In place and at a new access point, the upgrade navel will have only one opening: a key located 
between the two shoulder blades. A digital fingerprint security system for guaranteed access is now 
available from your authorized provider. As for the vulva, it will only be admitted with the libidinal  
consent of repeat offenders.
The only allowed fantasies will have as their object-support the series of robots equipped with a 
tonfa. A tonfa. I'm not kidding it's destroying that convict ass!

Lyrics : Bruce Woolley.


