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A necessary
warningeth

The cluotations attributed to William SﬁaEespeare
are joﬁes, The [ays, editions and acts are genem[[y

inventions. He did not sayetﬁ them.

?lny scholar citing this volume shall be }mrsuecf Ey
Horatio carrying a large bell.

“The aﬁsun{ity must escalateth.
The argument must remaineth intact.”

Text and editorial selection © Niklas Selenius-Osterman.
Published By Nomoto Media.
Aall rigﬁts reserved.

Teaturing Horatio, who increasing(y regretetﬁ
as/éing questions.
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Gbe collected fuckery “y
Prelude
Act1/Gbe Small Stupidech
The Printereth
Seﬁr Checkouteth
Passwordeth
The Meetingeth
Commutingeth
Productivityeth
The Sﬁaey ’Jncfustryetﬁ
The Loneliness fconomyetﬁ
FEducation and Retirementeth
Healthcare ‘Bim’ngetﬁ
ActII /Gbe (Doney Goeth Somewbere
The Suﬁscryotion ﬂyoca(y}ase
The Billionaire
Abundance and Starvationeth
Planned Obsolescenceeth
Infinite Growtheth
Nobody Shall Worketh
Acc 111 /Bebold the (Dachine
The Smart Homeeth
Privacy and Attentioneth
Fhe Oracleth
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The Singu[arity Cometh
After A1 Killeth Us All
Who Holdeth the ﬂ(eysetﬁ
We Shall Dieth T ogetﬁer
Escaping to Marseth

Act IV /Gbe Dind Dath Questions
The Silicon Hamlet
Machine Souleth
Facts at the Gates of Identity
Whose Truth?
The Insubordinate Cellseth

Act V /Gbe Grand Grotesqueth
The T emperature Hath Gone Ballseth Outeth

Nutseth

Nuclear Bombeth

Soon Mﬁoc{y Shall Dieth

The Finite Planet Returneth

?\foﬁoc{y Intendedeth This

Horatio Understandeth

Marketingeth at the Endeth of Civilization
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Sbakespeare, RNad De |
Survived LinkedIn

ithin 1 year (f this _post, most }oe(yal’e
will never have to work a joﬁ again

in their ﬁfe"’

—3S ﬁaﬁesyear@, had he survived LinkedIn
not actua[[y S ﬁakesyeare

Shakespeare. O brave new world, that hath such
forecasts in’t!

Within one turning of the sun about its tedious

ear,
the ploughman shall abandon his plough,
the nurse her ward,

the mason his wall,

and the accountant—God be praised—Excel.

No man shall labour.
No woman shall toil.

The machines shall make our bread, mend our
roofs, empty our bins, nurse our sick, teach our
children, and politely inform us that “this output
may be unscyfe, }akase rqpﬁmse.”




Shakespeare. And who shall own these tireless
mechanical servants?

Ah.
Tﬁer e enters tﬁe tr agecfy.

But trouble not tﬁy pretty head with economics.
The prqpﬁecy hath been ]oosteci
And tﬁerefore it must be so.

Set tﬁy reminder for one year hence, Horatio.

There are more tﬁings in heaven and earth than
are dreamt of mn tﬁy venture-ca})ita[ deck.

Chorus. LLMs are extraordinary.
Worth sitting down and acénowﬁchging: ﬁofy shit,

we've done it.

We've built artlﬁciaf minds.

They speak. They reason. They write actual
poetry—God help us, even this poetry.

My God, dost thou ever stare at tﬁy screen in
astonishment?

It is not even four years since the first MUrmurs cf
this sorcery.




Chorus. ﬁn?et here we are, conversing with text

that pretends to think—and does so well enougﬁ

that the cﬁﬁ(erence Eegins to fee[ like a /oﬁifosoyﬁica[
o

inconvenience rather than a technical one.
Shakespeare. O wonder!
O small g[owing rectcmg&e of inﬁnite simulacral

O confid%nce with which man declareth: “We have
made a mind,”

as though minds were ever so easily declared into
existence.

Yet still—

the jofougﬁ is not yet abandoned,

the nurse not yet re}a[aced:

the mason still swears at gravity in the

o(d’—fasﬁionec[ way.
And so the Jorqpﬁecy remains, as all }ar@aﬁecies do:

perfect in tone,
_premature in timin(g,
and susyicious[y silent on who gets }micf

Set thy reminder, Horatio.

?lnc(}aerﬁays—)’ustyerﬁays—stare a ﬁtt[e [011361’ at
tﬁe Screen.
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Gbe Printerech

ankind hath invented armficiaf
(I) inte[[igence before inventingetﬁ a
Jam’nter that ucﬁing worketh”

— william sﬁaﬁespeare
the tempest inkjet editioneth
not even s(igﬁt Y real

Noratio. we hath machines that writeth _poetry.
Shakespeare. yesetﬁ.

Noratio. machines that discovereth proteins.
Sbakespeare. yesetﬁ.

Noratio. machines that converse in every [cmguage.
Shakespeare. yesetﬁ.

Roratio. canst thou }an'ntetﬁ this manuscm’yt?
Princer. PRINTER OFFLINE.

Doracio. Wﬁy?

Princer. CYAN LOWETH.

Noracio. but it is black text.

Printer. FUCKETH THEE.

horatio quietfy returneth to joarcﬁment




	A necessary warningeth
	The collected fuckery
	Shakespeare, Had He Survived LinkedIn
	Act IThe Small Stupideth
	The Printereth

