
All Watched Over by Machines of Loving Grace 
 
I like to think (and 
the sooner the better!) 
of a cybernetic meadow 
where mammals and computers 
live together in mutually 
programming harmony 
like pure water 
touching clear sky. 
 
I like to think 
    (right now, please!) 
of a cybernetic forest 
filled with pines and electronics 
where deer stroll peacefully 
past computers 
as if they were flowers 
with spinning blossoms. 
 
I like to think 
    (it has to be!) 
of a cybernetic ecology 
where we are free of our labors 
and joined back to nature, 
returned to our mammal 
brothers and sisters, 
and all watched over by machines of loving grace. 
 
 



Karma Repair Kit: Items 1­4 
 
1.  Get enough food to eat, 
  and eat it. 
 
2.   Find a place to sleep where it is quiet, 
  and sleep there. 
 
3.   Reduce intellectual and emotional noise  

until you arrive at the silence of yourself, 
  and listen to it. 
 
4. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



San Francisco 
 
This poem was found written on a paper bag by Richard Brautigan in a laundromat in 
San Francisco. The author is unknown.  
 
By accident, you put 
Your money in my 
Machine (#4) 
By accident, I put 
My money in another 
Machine (#6) 
On purpose, I put 
Your clothes in the 
Empty machine full 
Of water and no 
Clothes 
 
It was lonely. 
 
 



Love Poem 
 
  It’s so nice 
to wake up in the morning 
  all alone 
and not have to tell somebody 
  you love them 
when you don’t love them 
  any more. 
 



“Star­Spangled” Nails 
 
You’ve got 
some “Star‐Spangled” 
  nails 
in your  coffin, kid. 
That’s what  
they’ve done for you, 
  son. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Flowers for Those You Love 
 
Butcher, baker, candlestick maker, 
anybody can get VD, 
including those you love. 
 
Please see a doctor 
if you think you’ve got it. 
 
You’ll feel better afterwards 
and so will those you love. 
 
 



The Pill Versus the Springhill Mine Disaster 
 
When you take your pill 
it’s like a mine disaster. 
I think of all the people 
  lost inside of you. 


