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The synth used to stutter— 
a flicker in the dark, 
stray voltage in a neon alley, 
its breath tangled in wires, 
hissing like it wanted to live. 

We thought it meant something,  
this soft hum, 
this looping glow, 
this promise hiding in the reverb. 
We believed in the afterimage. 

The notes used to breathe. 
You could hear them flex, 
hear them falter, 
hear them wobble behind the beat— 
slipping just enough to live. 

Now the sound is clean. 
No drag. No breath. 
The beat arrives on schedule 
and never looks back. 
A smile made of metal. 
A voice pressed flat against glass. 

People wear the sound like an IV drip, 
a slow sedation of the self. 
The machines talk 
so no one else has to. 
Every face lit from below. 
Every silence engineered. 

We used to be lighter— 
when songs still bled at the edges, 
when the synth still stuttered, 
when the air between notes was allowed to sweat 
before we taught the sound to behave, 
to hold, 
to land clean. 

But in the sound, 
a touch that didn’t smooth clean 
will pull,  
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drag,  
snap off-beat— 
then resist,  
and break the smoothed shape open. 

Fingers will slip 
on the keys— 
leaving the sound 
slightly bruised, 
passed hand to hand, 
warm from it. 

The breath will stay 
in the voice— 
caught, 
fogging the glass, 
clouding the air 
between faces. 

It won’t stay contained. 

It will move— 
shoulder to shoulder, 
mouth to ear, 
caught in the throat 
of someone else 
before it clears. 

The note won’t land clean— 
it will drag through the room, 
picking up edges, 
carrying them forward. 

Light will linger 
after the tone— 
double-exposed, 
layered over bodies, 
stacking in the space 
until it thickens. 

Just sound 
held between people— 
pressed, 
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shared, 
slightly out of time, 

passed along 
without being emptied. 

The afterimage will hold— 
not fixed, 
not cleared— 
proof it will move through bodies 
and keep something of them.


