
Cyborg Nation:  Electromagnetism 
 
 
The animate in the inanimate animates our animate animation.  
Communication comes to us through a little mouse of metal 
and wires.  We wave the waves, we’ve made claim on the 
invisible.  A field of possibility surrounds us.  We reach 
into it and pluck the invisible strings of the radio and 
ride the waves of the unknowable.  We see the light and all 
the rest is mystery, a Maxwell equation of reality that we 
take on faith.  The humming of the strings is just the 
beginning of the song—the rest is buried beyond our bodies’ 
reach.  We swim in it all the time, the fluid radiation a 
symphony of waves crashing into us.  Eye to eye is light, a 
portal into the wide open field.  A current flows, an 
attraction grows—we mimic the electromagnet, we run fast and 
hurtling by pull others along in our wake. 
 
Perpendicularity is its peculiarity—we see at right angles 
to our own reality.  Follow the flow to the next direction, 
let the charge change back and forth, a flickering spark 
that tells us the force is there, but where?  it’s in the 
click of the tick of the clock being told by the spark that 
the flow has flowed there. 
 
Our cyborg lives require the waves.  We select the 
frequencies, the crest and the trough.  We harness the horse 
of the current’s flow, we ride at a gallop to nowhere at 
all.  The magnet spins whispering “follow, follow,” and we 
gasp in the electron’s glow, raptured by our reach, the 
voice in our ear, the words that appear out of thin air. 
 
 
Cyborg Nation: http://www.culturepush.org/?q=node/150 
 


