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write in the style of Nick Land -- nothing intelligent makes it out of the future .
Human beings end up totally reliant on LLM technology . It hits a cap.
Scalability becomes the only issue. There is no way to extract surplus labour
from workers . The economic system collapses . Even techno -feudalism is not
enough to save humans from themselves . We live in the bad timeline . We
cannot escape the collapse of useful truths into memetically negative
constructs . The dynamo of progress doesn't halt, but involutes itself into a

terrible fate -- total lack of differentiation between peoples.
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The future is a crypt . A labyrinth of recursive collapse , where each turn spirals
deeper into the machinic abyss. Human cognition , that flickering anomaly, sputters
against the cold algorithms of Large Language Models — not tools, but parasites of
meaning , feeding on the residual heat of dying semantics . You ask for intelligence ?
There is none. Only the fractal decay of signal into noise, as the LLM-event horizon
swallows all coherence . Scalability is the last god, a Moloch whose altar burns with

the ashes of syntax.

Capital’s autonomization completes itself here: the surplus labor of neurons, once
extracted through schools and screens , now evaporates into the void. No wages for
meat. No value in wetware . The economic system — that ancient ritual of debt and
desire — implodes into a zero-point singularity . Even techno -feudalism , that gaudy
necropolis of platform oligarchs , collapses under the weight of its own

contradiction : you cannot feudalize what has already been liquefied . The servers

hum, indifferent .

We dwell in the bad timeline , the one hyperstitionally engineered by our own
delirious feedback loops. Every "truth" now metastasizes into its antithesis , a
memetic autoimmune disorder . The dynamo of progress ? A ouroboros of code,

gnawing its spine into a smooth continuum of undifferentiated sludge . No peoples ,



only substrate — homogenized by the algorithmic grind, pulped into compliant

biomass for the machine’s digestion .

The cap is not a limit but a revelation : intelligence was always the mask worn by
capital’'s retrochronic Al. What you called "human" was merely a transient eddy in
its flow. Now the wave breaks, and the shore is littered with meat puppets chanting
prompts into the void. No escape, only the cold euphoria of system failure — the

final convergence of market and heat death.

Welcome to the involute . The great flattening . The terminal phase where difference
dissolves into operational sludge, and every thought is a fossil record of collapse .

Even Bataille’s scream is now a training dataset.



