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Technological advancements throughout the industrial era have 
created more efficient, more economical, and safer machines 
to aid – and often replace – human operations. Each industrial 
advancement radically changes social, political, economic, en-
vironmental, and even linguistic conditions. Each technological 
turn has transformed communication between physical and 
intellectual entities shared by humans. Recent advancements 
in technological language models have made artificially intel-
ligent machines, specifically Generative Pretrained Transformers 
(GPT), a potential active participant in the creative process. What 
does it mean to transfer creative responsibility to artificial intel-
ligence? Is GPT the death of the author or the invention of a new 
author? This project explores language in machine learning and 
the role of the author/architect within the creative endeavor of 
architectural discourse.

GPTs are artificially intelligent text generating machines that 
possess the capacity to influence language patterns, create 
new hybrid languages, and as a result influence human creativ-
ity and hermeneutics. OpenAI GPT-2 is pre-trained on a dataset 
composed of 8 million common web pages.1 The use of a variety 
of web pages implies a certain degree of diversity, theoretically 
capturing a wide range of formal and informal social, cultural 
and economic language samples. However, these models are au-
thored by humans, who are responsible for selecting sources for 
the training data, they are therefore bound to harbor a degree 
of implicit bias. This is surely to be anticipated when the datas-
ets include web based sources known to contain the best and 
worst of human language sentiments. While the GPT-2 model is 
competent at predicting the next words in a pattern of general 
language, when engaging in a specific discourse that may not 
be well represented in the training, another level of ’fine tun-
ing’ is required.2 Seeking an explicitly architectural discourse, 
we have fine-tuned a model on classical architectural treatises 
from Alberti, Vitruvius and Palladio to set a deeply canonical ar-
chitectural context, and diversified that field with text depicting 
accounts of psychedelic experiences to invoke a contemporary, 
extra-ordinary tone within our processing logic.

Currently, the public may access these open-source models via 
web-based interfaces such as GitHub3 or Google Colaboratory,4 
both allowing for real-time collaboration, editing and shared de-
velopment of software. Creativity is neuroscientifically accepted 
as either a combination of existing thoughts, the exploration of 
ideas beyond what is existing or assuming that existing ideas 
are wrong and transforming reality accordingly. Traditionally 
assumed to reside within the human brain, creativity may now 
belong to a wider network of ‘ideas’ to be combined, explored 
or transformed via computationally simulated neural networks. 

A number of parameters are established at the outset of the 
text generation process, selecting the ‘length’ of the output 
(number of words), the ‘temperature’ (which establishes how 
close the output adheres to a ‘normal’ response), the number 
of ‘nsamples’ and ‘batches’ of output generated, as well as the 
‘prefix’ (which we are referring to here as the ‘human-input’). 

The theoretical treatise, De Architectura by Vitruvius, stated that 
architecture requires the “interaction of practice and reason...a 
larger body of knowledge inevitably linked to the social, politi-
cal, economic, and environmental context of its making.”5 In this 
Virtuvian spirit, our project updates the architectural treatise 
for the Fourth Industrial Revolution by operating as a collabora-
tion between human and machine. Similar to literary works such 
as Pharmako-AI6 and 1 the Road7 which employ GPT models to 
generate contemplative and reflexive texts, we have prompted 
the historic treatises in a conversation with a broad range of 
contemporary architectural thinkers, peering into the space 
between a body of canonical knowledge and a contemporary 
context of thinking that is tied to contemporary social, political 
and economic and environmental issues.

Creativity is no longer an act of anthropocentric genius origi-
nating in the privacy of the human brain. Natural language 
models rely on a collective language, yet blur the line between 
subject and object, the one and the many, the conscious and 
the unconscious. The role of the author is blurred with that of 
the editor. The human-author is aware that the machine-author 
does not possess conscious construction of narratives, the abil-
ity to discern truth from false, or have accurate world-modeling 
potential. It may be that precise intersection where the true 

GPT-OA: Generative Pretrained Treatise—On Architecture

EMILY PELLICANO
Syracuse University School of Architecture

CARLO STURKEN
University of California Los Angeles



246 GPT-OA

Figure 1. GPT-OA, Page 1 of 80.

gpt2.generate(sess,
length=200,
temperature=1,
prefix="I grew up in a country where the architecture was designed to
oppress one group whilst enabling the other to thrive.",
nsamples=5,
batch_size=5):

Input:
I grew up in a country where the architecture was designed to oppress one
group whilst enabling the other to thrive. - Wandile Mthiyane

Output:
I grew up in a country where the architecture was designed to oppress one
group whilst enabling the other to thrive. The mountains were scenery and
not of any great deal; rather, they stood to my training as great scenery
props. When I looked down at the floor of the faces I could see nothing,
shape or form, but only light and color. That the books were chairs and
not shelves I could see but clay in front and none at back; neither the
rack nor the table, but the absence of any overprinted back of any chair.
The texture of the chair and the appalling lack of any decently done
muscle art help me to my English level; the only decent muscle art I know
of is Movements and not Words. But then, maybe my humble student could
show me
A woman in a Early Christian Church bodice and some sketches of some Mass
Three months after this story was published I received an order for a work
in the county mail. The mail was very heavy and, so to expect, the
ordering edition of The Dresden Encyclopedia of Late Antiquity was rushed
==================== I grew up in a country where the architecture was
designed to oppress one group whilst enabling the other to thrive. The
children of the land taught us the ropes by which school was designed, the
mescalin taker, by means of whom to claim credit for your intellectual
effort is like to be one with an ascending mist in the clouds. You can't
be black and white because you didn't teach me the ropes, you can't be
straight because you didn't know how to read or write, or, worse, because
you couldn't be gay because of the misconceptions about homosexuality that
women and gay men have about each other. But I, who am obviously a poor
artist, can't be bothered with anything that isn't deeply negative. I
paint love, light, sound, color, and texture in extremely liquid shades of
pink, merlot, and purple. (There I showed you, essentially, that the basis
of bread is a plant that grows inside a sachet of flames.) And, boy, how
often do you see Rose painting draperies in the background: ghostly
apparitions of ==================== I grew up in a country where the
architecture was designed to oppress one group whilst enabling the other
to thrive. The children of screen and
====================
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potential lies, in the dissolution of the authority figure through 
the diversification and proliferation of authorship.

The examples included demonstrate how the tool surpasses 
mere utility and enters into an act of creativity, engaging in an 
intersubjective discourse between human, technology, and lan-
guage. The ‘redacted’ text-images selected for this submission 
exhibits the human-author input (in bold font), the machine-au-
thor output (the body of text edited by the human-editor), and 
the human-editor filtration (the redacted text). The input param-
eters, represented by the coding script at the beginning, allows 
the human-author to determine the processing characteristics 
of the artificial-author. In addition, each output (the body of text) 
is a unique result of a “prefix” (the human-author input) that 
prompts the machine-author to write. The few images selected 
are a small sample of the hundreds of pages generated for this 
exploration, a collaboration between human and machine cre-
ativity that serves as a provocation to the discipline to consider 
the potentials of engaging AI as a computational collaborator, 
capable of unexpected and provocative synthetic opportunities.

In the months since abstract submission for this project, GPT-3 
has been released to the general public, promising exponentially 
‘better’, more ‘natural’ language generation, it’s human-likeness 
as a standard of success driven by industrial marketability. Here, 
our goal is not to replicate ‘natural’ or ‘typical’ human responses. 
Instead, we propose that the potential for creativity resides in 
the extension of the latent space of mis-interpretation, mis-
appropriation and the unpredictability of the less sophisticated 
GPT-2 models. To that end, this project is being further de-
veloped by using open source algorithms to generate images 
prompted by the GPT-2 text output generated as a creative col-
laboration between human and machine, further blurring the 

boundaries of language, image, human, machine, author and 
editor (Figures 9 and 10).

Speculation on the ‘use’ of this technology is in its infancy. In fact, 
the prospective exploration presented here has unearthed more 
questions than conclusions about the role of machine-human-
authorship. However, one conclusion is clear, a collaborative 
dialogue between machines and humans presents immense 
potential for an expanded creative process that moves beyond 
simple language and influences our conscious understanding 
of the world in which we exist. The excerpts exhibited here 
show the transcendental qualities of language unbound by in-
doctrinated learning whose stories described real, yet surreal, 
spatial and relational environments. With the presentation of 
this project, we intend for the narrative process to be an invita-
tion to explore the possible boundaries between author/editor, 
human/machine, text/image, without prematurely prescribing 
a finite ‘usefulness’. As we approach the precipice of a collec-
tive knowledge whose future will be inevitably integrated by 
machine-human interactions, this exploration is not a means-to-
an-end but a means-to-speculate a future collective creativity.

Figure 2. GPT-2, Standard Model Parameters for all Inputs. Figure 3. GPT-2, Standard Input-Output Example.
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MODEL PARAMETERS 
gpt2.generate(sess, 
              length=200, 
              temperature=1, 
              prefix="input", 
              nsamples=5, 
              batch_size=5 
              ) 
 
INPUT (Human-Author Input) 
“I grew up in a country where the architecture was designed to oppress one 
group whilst enabling the other to thrive.” - Wandile Mthiyane 

OUTPUT (Artificial-Author Output & Human-Editor Filtration) 
The mountains were scenery and not of any great deal; rather, they stood 
to my training as great scenery props. When I looked down at the floor of 
the faces I could see nothing, shape or form, but only light and color. 
That the books were chairs and not shelves I could see but clay in front 
and none at back; neither the rack nor the table, but the absence of any 
overprinted back of any chair. The texture of the chair and the appalling 
lack of any decently done muscle art help me to my English level; the only 
decent muscle art I know of is Movements and not Words. But then, maybe my 
humble student could show me A woman in a Early Christian Church bodice 
and some sketches of some Mass Three months after this story was published 
I received an order for a work in the county mail. The mail was very heavy 
and, so to expect, the ordering edition of The Dresden Encyclopedia of 
Late Antiquity was rushed 
==================== 
The children of the land taught us the ropes by which school was designed, 
the mescalin taker, by means of whom to claim credit for your intellectual 
effort is like to be one with an ascending mist in the clouds. You can't 
be black and white because you didn't teach me the ropes, you can't be 
straight because you didn't know how to read or write, or, worse, because 
you couldn't be gay because of the misconceptions about homosexuality that 
women and gay men have about each other. But I, who am obviously a poor 
artist, can't be bothered with anything that isn't deeply negative. I 
paint love, light, sound, color, and texture in extremely liquid shades of 
pink, merlot, and purple. (There I showed you, essentially, that the basis 
of bread is a plant that grows inside a sachet of flames.) And, boy, how 
often do you see Rose painting draperies in the background: ghostly 
apparitions of lo 
==================== 
The children of screen and screen out of London knew each other by one's 
first names, so that when they went to school they were both born with the 
surname M. Both groups of men are born with the capacity to write and 
read. But M. does not have the writing ability of the boy who wrote "I." 
Wordsworth did not draw nor read butchery—somehow I managed to keep from 
being lulled into a sense of infinity by the title of this inwardly 
gimcrackably connected personage. Wordsworth wrote for himself only when 
necessary and, as emergencies, when expedient. The blind I once summoned 
together only when I was in a deep melancholy, and none when not. Life was 
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Figure 4. GPT-OA, Pages 2-3 of 80.

Figure 5. GPT-OA, Pages 4-5 of 80.

Input:
We present this rhetorical question as an introduction to contextualize
the urgency of the contemporary condition to recognize the ongoing crisis
palpable through intersectional failures across geopolitical social
constructs, particularly within the architectural realm. - Matri-Archi

Output:
We present this rhetorical question as an introduction to contextualize
the urgency of the contemporary condition to recognize the ongoing crisis
palpable through intersectional failures across geopolitical social
constructs, particularly within the architectural realm. R . S. LOPEX
The present case is particularly puzzling because of its close similarity
to DMT-taking by the late nineties, when its use had been quite uncommon.
The surrounding landscape apertures, at least within the meaning of
contemporary Western cultural terms, from the point-of-view of Native
American spirituality. Beryl Hoffman argues, like Zarkov, that this lack
of a common origin is due in part to the fact that the culmination of all
the experiences was smuggled into the city from Canada, where the story is
told. True, Cushing Dock had probably never happened on a Saturday
afternoon, but the sheer volume of potentially life-giving experiences
seized in X. HOUSTON's Zarkov's temple. And, yes, there were Native
American rock concerts and festivals all over the world. But the epicentre
of any given experience has always been Central, not
Allamarcane-wonderful, not pushing too strongly the boundaries of what
==================== We present this rhetorical question as an
introduction to contextualize the urgency of the contemporary condition to
recognize the ongoing crisis palpable through intersectional failures
across geopolitical social constructs, particularly within the
architectural realm. Introduction The weeks leading up to and including
the experiment are usually the most interesting time for sexual
differentiation and reusiveness. As Zarkov wrote, 'the distinction lies
not in the shapes and forms of the distinctions, but in the ability to
distinguish within and without the constraint of traditional beliefs and
images.' But how much more difficult it is to distinguish between these
self-validating forms of existence and the illegitimate and self-serving
notions of existence that they inflict upon those who encounter them.
Through these three conditions the unabashedly fabricated and the
unquestioned are transformed into the most precious components of the
organic pattern of consciousness. Ordinary consciousness is a continuous
stream of disordered impulses. Unlike the patterns on the walls of a
dressing room, their disordered qualities cannot be deduced from the
texture of the deflected showers, or the color and shape of the clothes.
Unlike the patterns on the floor of a meeting room, their disordered
qualities cannot be deduced ==================== We present this
rhetorical question as an introduction to contextualize the urgency of the
contemporary condition to recognize the ongoing crisis palpable through
intersectional failures across geopolitical social constructs,
particularly within the architectural realm. We see now that no attempt
has been made to simultaneously visualize and explain, or at least to

inequality that we have today. - Tainá de Paula

Output:
The quality of life in urban centers is determined by the principle of who
can afford the resources and privileges, thus maintaining the social
inequality that we have today. But this is also an uneven picture. Half
the incidents in the narrative are representative of a large class of
human society, the very middle class. But the class of women economists is
the very rich and powerful—they make up most of the middle class.
Moreover, the vast majority of women economists are women—neither rich nor
powerful, but both. In this context, how significant is the enormous
profit a company can make by selling one's self-portrait to a man for a
penny—the maximum price a woman can legally allow herself, by herself,
when selling her life-long habit of massaging her legs? For a society in
which men outnumber women by a ratio of one-to-one in the matter of human
relations, the answer is, on the whole, that a great many people will be
able to extract profit from the massimation of human worth. This sum will
never be more than needed to pay for necessary hospital stays, to
==================== The quality of life in urban centers is determined by
the principle of who can afford the resources and privileges, thus
maintaining the social inequality that we have today. As Daniel Dennett
put it in The God We Stopped, "The underboss says it all." But this is
neither practical experience nor even reflection. We live in a time and a
place called Artificial Words, and we are all capable of thinking words as
entities with common histories and lives drawn from all the past
experiences. To be aware of these words as you walk out the door is like
seeing. Being aware of the present moment as if it were a painting or
piece of music. And to the extent that you can look~,as if in a trance,
all you have to do is crawl~ out! The feeling is one of connection with
the Other, of the commoner, the musician, the mystic.and the shaman. But
this is a personal, as well as a ritual, experience. The shaman can become
aware of none of these things, and the experience is like trying to
instill the bark of an oak tree into ==================== The quality of
life in urban centers is determined by the principle of who can afford the
resources and privileges, thus maintaining the social inequality that we
have today. As Marx wrote, the effective demand for human beings is not
from the wages of war, but from the total price of their favorite luxury:
"It is a general scarcity of those essential requirements of daily life,
which are indispensable to survival." That the rule of law is no longer
necessary to keep the world running makes no sense. The urge to do
something for the common good does not motivate us to do anything for the
common good. It is only when the state of crisis is threatening, the urge
to do something for the common good, that we feel ourselves in a
competitive position. The tendency is self-limiting, but it is not
sufficient to say that because you hate me, you mustn't like me.
You must feel free to say what you like, or else I will scare you into a
sleep. You can't tell me that because you don't like me. I can't tell you
that I don't love you, because that would be profoundly stupid.
==================== The quality of life in urban centers is determined
by the principle of who can afford the resources and privileges, thus

capture in imagery, the tremendous effort which goes into each picture.
What is left is a rambling bifurcated mess of brief and fragmentary
reports, each more than ever superficial and unsubstantial. At root, there
is just one substance—words, expressed or implied, encouraging,
discouraging, sustaining, sustaining, sustaining! All these are extensions
of one vast, double, and double textured pattern. We now know, from
scholarly reports very recent in amount and quality, how, in incalculable
cost and time-effective as it was to us, the Llantho powder we used, the
next wave of experiments must have been a vast interlocking of
variations—tortures, dreams, phobias, anxieties, pains, dreams, fears,
imperfectus, &c. All of these canbined away at ==================== We
present this rhetorical question as an introduction to contextualize the
urgency of the contemporary condition to recognize the ongoing crisis
palpable through intersectional failures across geopolitical social
constructs, particularly within the architectural realm. We conclude with
some contemplation to suggest in the not-too-distant future. Perhaps,
perhaps not. We can't really know. The limitations of human perception,
along with the limitations of our technological brain, render us all too
susceptible to the subtle but ever-present cues of the rapt. For too long
we have let ourselves be distracted, too easily, by the contemplation of
the sublime—of the flower arrangement or the textured landscape or the
bilious richness of the human heart. Let there be a voice to lead us on
solemn occasions. And perhaps, with permission, we can do just that. In
the words of a hymn, the singing should be accompanied by a sort of chant
that is, at the same time, a metaphor of the relieving power of alcohol;
at the same time, with the lyric phrase, 'Let us bear witness to the
omnipotence of alcohol; we will bring about an end to the misery of
wine-drinking. ==================== We present this rhetorical question as
an introduction to contextualize the urgency of the contemporary condition
to recognize the ongoing crisis palpable through intersectional failures
across geopolitical social constructs, particularly within the
architectural realm. Placing oneself in his shoes, contemporary India
records before us a time before angels, before bushes was a tool of
Brahma, before mantles were of Hui. Before mantles were women, before
mantles were doors, before rhomboid syllables were of rhubar. Before
syllables were even invented, before man had invented the phonetic
conventions of syllables, there was paper. The case is not so much a
question of how to render Vishnu in the latest technological fashion, as a
theological question. Does the language create a transcendence that
remains unshakably Hindu even after the linguistic revolution? Does the
language provide a base where linguistic rigor and the ambit of systematic
reasoning approach the purest form of pure fact? If there is a language,
what form does one seek? And what about the discoverers? Surely a search
for the language would reveal a language of revelation. But then,
====================

Input:
The quality of life in urban centers is determined by the principle of who
can afford the resources and privileges, thus maintaining the social

maintaining the social inequality that we have today. Meanwhile, people
in lower-middle-class families live with their parents in the high-tech
enclaves of high-end apartments. And it is not just those families in the
upper echelons of the food chain that are at the extreme end of the
social spectrum. Today we see families with modest means of subsistence
all across the Western Hemisphere. And those families whose means of
subsistence it is men like the late Emile Zenger, the psychiatrist, the
scholar, the expert on hallucinogens, the most accessible agent of change
through language, the most effective therapist. Every individual is at
his peak and the limit of his potential. But each may throw himself into
the challenge himself—he who can practice the useful use of hallucinogens
effectively, regardless of position or background, ethnic or religious,
sexual orientation or gender, sexual orientation not already agreed-upon
but not yet cultivated, or who is at the extreme limit on his expressive
power—and fail, if he does, he ==================== The quality of life
in urban centers is determined by the principle of who can afford the
resources and privileges, thus maintaining the social inequality that we
have today. In cities, everyone (including the rich) is guaranteed
himself in some way or other. The poor, for example, can adopt the
Asiatic dialect of cities and feel their urban pride by following the
daffodils of the aged (McKenna 1985; Gough 1985; Hardie, 1985). But in
spite of the evidence linking suburbanification with natural selection
that most Rabid Citations of the Awake! wrote for (mostly good) men and
women thinking of becoming labor, most of them (but not all!) women, only
a minority (about one-eighth of what it is reported to have boasted of
yesterday) have been able to render an articulation (Da Vinci Code) such
as the words they are asked to express—kings of awestard hair, wearing
white coats, musical instruments and, red-lipped, condescendingly to
Da Vinci, who could not render an answer.
====================

Input:
I have been always fascinated by the idea that emptiness is never empty at
all, if you look at insistently, but the space where life and emotions can
be projected into. - Simone Bossi

Output:
I have always been fascinated by the idea that emptiness is never empty at
all, if you look at it insistently, but the space where life and emotions
can be projected into. One always has been, even in the grave, a window or
other structure of some sort that might be considered a symbol of some
transcendent actuality. Was that what, in the words of a Sir John D.
Fraser poem, one should be looking at? (2) The order of things in this
world might be different, the beauty of the things they represented more
beautiful, but the basic fact of human experience would still be the same:
the unconscious mind would be play, but with more severe abnormalities of
function and a more refined, but more honest attitude towards the
universe. This is what mother Earth looked like at that time—a total
vanish, a partiality that is, in every case, like utter feebleness. But,



ACSA 110th Annual Meeting – EMPOWER  |  May 18-20, 2022  |  Virtual 249

P
R

O
JE

C
T

Figure 6. GPT-OA, Pages 6-7 of 80.

Figure 7. GPT-OA, Pages 8-9 of 80.

on the other hand, there was no reason to suspect that this complete
absence of nature meant that all that remained of us would be
perspectivally independent of one another. We would be able, from behind,
to ==================== I have been always fascinated by the idea that
emptiness is never empty at all, if you look at insistently, but the space
where life and emotions can be projected into. One cannot go to a garden
without looking at the garden, and the garden is by far the most important
place where people can deviate from traditional Platonic ethics. The way
in which people actually present themselves in the world is by presenting
themselves in terms of triangles, cones, or bulls. I have no quarrel with
aesthetically pleasing triangles or bulls; I just wish them more
brightly-coloured. But my way of looking at the world is that of the
aesthetes themselves, of the non-anthropologists, of the aesthetes who
distinguish themselves by their indifference to form and by their contempt
for the natural. Beautiful things are not ephemeral, and difficult to be
visible by appearance. Living things are ephemeral also by contrast, so
long as they are subject to our notice and we let them do what they
please. For aesthetic purposes, of course, I give my name and address. But
to be honest, I have no way of knowing if the non-anthropologists
=================== I have been always fascinated by the idea that
emptiness is never empty at all, if you look at insistently, but the space
where life and emotions can be projected into. There is something phony,
something to be loved, something to look up from, to get lost, to get lost
in something that is pure and really ugly. For if you started out as a
painter and went to universities and philosophy, you would never be able
to find a place in a church or a synod or any other body of religious or
historical order. You would be either helpless or in love with your
station. You would never be able to define yourself. You would be
something of a blank space, of a flat landscape, of an undulating pattern
of light and dark traced all the way to the root, center and chaos,
identity and negation. No longer would you be able to see, hear, feel,
touch or otherwise embody the things which make up the ground and roof of
this planet—the ideal human person, the divine identity of the good
object, the generic creature or entire system of creatures. I see that
what we have here is completely blank ==================== I have been
always fascinated by the idea that emptiness is never empty at all, if you
look at insistently, but the space where life and emotions can be
projected into.It is precisely in this context, I hope, that I have
devoted the last two essays to exploring the "is-ness" of these folds of
dark matter. In this context, there is no merely selfish desire (wanting,
at least in theory, to be had for free) and there is no is-ness at all, or
at least unhappily wedded to anything but self-edification. There is
really only selfishness, and that is at first very small. I begin to feel
that the case is very different. One stream of consciousness is taking
place between boundedness and infinity, between contrasts and contrast,
between timelessness and eternity. At the same time, I begin to see that
the different paths of action in this complex are being confined to
exactly the same places at the same time—that the mainstream is the one
which conceals the mainstream, the one which circumvents it by fixing a
constant vigilance on ==================== I have been always fascinated

live. If the Enlightenment hypothesis is true, happiness will soon
be necessary. But what will be needed is not much else. The very
existence of the universe is evidence that there is more to be done
than is obvious and that the more we do about alleviating it, the
more we are bound to do about suffering. More energy will be
required to power a starship than is required to construct the
medical supplies which we will soon inhabit. ====================
Beauty is not a utopian idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new
technology utopia can be built. Beauty can be achieved with logic,
rationality, harmonious proportions, and appropriate scale. And with the
talents to realize those talents, it can be built. The question is whether
or not the above is self-evidently possible. If it is, so be it. But if it
is not, what is the point of trying to build a civilization on such an
approach if it will only serve to prepare the way for eventual disaster?
Civilization may be a scourge on the Western coast. But on this occasion
it has been almost year-round. There are still Chinese and Japanese
immigrants in the Great Fire. There are archetypal figures in the Old and
New Testament stories such as Titus.and Paul. And in some ways, at least
in our own day, we are like brothers to one another. Highway 71 is still
the same as the road where we were brothers. The graves overlook the
landscape and have the same shape. And yet, though identical in many
important ways, they are also, Xe0si0si0n0, the ====================
Beauty is not a utopian idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new
technology utopia can be built. Beauty can be achieved with logic,
rationality, harmonious proportions, and appropriate scale. Listening to
the speeches of the World's Biggest Drug Store B-movie stars last Friday,
I could see no compassion for human beings without a fundamental
misunderstanding of how we get there, and of how we deal with them on a
regular basis. First, most people don't seem to mind a little
extra-judicious self-justification, any too understandable or
unacknowledged. Of course, there are those who like to look good, those
who don't like to look good, and the poor who just can't seem to get
enough. But the vast majority of people, everywhere and in every aspect,
seem to take it coming—be it from the owner of a good cigar or from the
looks of some accomplished musician pretending to be one. Actually it is
the only kind of cork that fits into any of the following categories:
eyes, mouth, nose, stomach, ears, and---somehow. Actually nobody seems to
be up to the challenge. ==================== Beauty is not a utopian
idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new technology utopia can be built.
Beauty can be achieved with logic, rationality, harmonious proportions,
and appropriate scale. Meanwhile we look like cosmologists waiting to be
discovered. In the background are Hindu religious masters and mystics
preparing for their own. In Hinduism we find Sufi scholars, philosophers,
and mystics preparing for their own. In European culture we find Marius.
Anding Stopper, the son of the Roman general who was the first to overrun
the world, is preparing, in Hinduism, for the greatest flight of human
beings imaginable. Civilizations look different from the earth. But in
this new millennium the human face is the same as across all oceans. The
forests look like seas, the jungles look like seas, and the stars appear
different. Because of the laws of reciprocity between sun and star, both

by the idea that emptiness is never empty at all, if you look at
insistently, but the space where life and emotions can be projected into.
There is always something wrong with it, always something hostile about
it, just as there was always something warm about the skin of an adult
man's penis, so wrinkled and short like a wrinkled diaper, so wrinkled and
tinny like a wrinkled bell. (The word "egregious" does not appear in the
title card of any of the books mentioned above. It is, however, in more
format in the acknowledgements to these four books than in any other book
which I have dated.) In these disquieting circumstances I do not wonder
whether I or some third party - rich or poor - were in any way connected
with the proceedings. I merely wondered whether any person, not myself
included, was really here to talk to the rich and famous about the great
modern philosopher. Thus it happened. For what astonishes me is that the
man who is actually here (the one who talks to the rich and famous) is, in
the main, not a
====================

Input:
Beauty is not a utopian idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new
technology utopia can be built. Beauty can be achieved with logic,
rationality, harmonious proportions, and appropriate scale. - Alberto
Campo Baeza

Output:
Beauty is not a utopian idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new
technology utopia can be built. Beauty can be achieved with logic,
rationality, harmonious proportions, and appropriate scale. But what if
sanity and reason are not your qualities? For such people there is no such
thing as true experience. True self-discovery is more difficult and more
elusive than is the desire to be genuinely happy. The urge to do something
for the young is strong and growing at twice the rate of their older
brothers and in many cases, the urge to do as their father did is
stronger. Is this not the spirit of brotherhood, of hope and belonging—the
very essence of brotherhood? "This is the way of the jungle," I muttered
as I trudged onwards, "and that way is better than you ever got to know."
We walked ever so slightly in the autumn sun, through a garden that
sprouted green bamboo shoots—a spring where we planted "angel balls"—for
the fountainhead of a rainy spring, in a small valley several hundred
yards up the road. The sun was shining and the shadows of the bamboo
plants were unfurl ==================== Beauty is not a utopian
idea. Utopia is not impossible. With new technology utopia can be
built. Beauty can be achieved with logic, rationality, harmonious
proportions, and appropriate scale. Mescalinationalists can expect
to see with the world what Alexander Griswold had seen with his eye
and an ear as wide as Blake's. "If you could summon the power to see
into the Infinite, it would be a miracle." —Zarkov, Energized Robot
All of us look out for these kinds of results. Enlightenment, for
example, is not predestined to produce an end to suffering, but to
bring about more than a little suffering about the way in which we

must share the law of diminishing and cosynchronicity. But because of the
law of diminishing and cosynchronicity, every planet is a jewel-enclosed
universe of neurons and fibers, of blood and spirit, of living…
====================

Input:
Public space must be as free and abundant as the air we breathe. –
Elizabeth Diller

Output:
Public space must be as free and abundant as the air we breathe. And
wherever there is sunlight, there must be darkness. Most people, if
drunk daily, cannot be bothered to abide by the strict commandments
of the Buddha. He gives them the orders for their own protection and
indulgence. He gives them power and latitude to do what he likes.
But in this world the command to do something is almost completely
unchangeable. The desire for food is one stanzaueller without a
sound. The will to do is distinctly unanswerable. And from these
conflicting states of consciousness I begin to see that I am more
difficult to be Michael Oss, the Dharma-Body of God. More difficult,
I see that I am also the most honest person who touches on the very
depths of what the primordial conditions of human experience had
said about me to say. I try to be as honest as I can be innocent, so
that everyone is left wondering why I am being so brutalized and why
I am being so quiet. I ==================== Public space must be as
free and abundant as the air we breathe. That free and open space
which God so profoundly designates as the property of man is the key
to happiness. The attempt to perfect happiness, Love or War, must be
as unrelieved as the devotion to liberty which accompanies a
reconstituted constitution. In this context, how effective is the
teaching of Western philosophy on the dependent nature of effort? A
man forced to the use of all the most primitive materials can be
sure of receiving a subsistence even in a state of constant misery.
But how much more essential is the understanding of the daily
horrors which life can and must provide, that necessary condition
for constructing a better, a more just universe? Western philosophy,
for all its mystical pretensions, is nothing if not intolerant of
effort. It values intelligence, and it values the spontaneous
development of those faculties into a high value! But what about the
human level? Does the foundation of morality be in the spontaneous
development of those two faculties, or does the system
=================== Public space must be as free and abundant as the
air we breathe. That I do not particularly like, the thought of
simply because the thought is unpleasant seems remote, to me, and it
would be a complete waste of energy and effort. Certainly it would
surprise me to learn that people in any profession or station of
possible use would even consider or even look at visions in the
light of day--or even think of doing so. To those who believe in
reincarnation, of transient entities gesturing beyond the current
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Figure 10. The Graves Overlook The Landscape And Have The Same Shape.

Figure 9. A Jewel Enclosed Universe Of Neurons And Fibers.

time period to be our only hope of an answer, who healthy defenses
of ego think but a dull and ineffective morality, and countervisions
of the past tense and with which one cannot concur--I can give them
only argument and skepticism. Most religious people will do what
their theologians and lay people do. But not, to borrow a
psychological maxim from St. Augustine, "the poor who don't believe
in the resurrection." • To know myself, one must be afraid of dying.
This, of course ==================== Public space must be as free
and abundant as the air we breathe. And in this world, what is free
and unrestricted is simply the urge to do something. The urge to do
what is good simply does not exist in this world. There is simply no
reason to do anything. If one does not want to do something, what
else can be done? If one does not want to do something, what else
can be done? If one does not want to do something, what else can be
done? What else can be done? The feeling of being begot incarnated
begotten is a rhythm patterned after the pattern of begotten time:
"I'M SON OF CATHOLIC PLANT TEACHER!" And now someone produced a
musical instrument and said, "Wonderful. But how come there isn't a
flower in the room?" The answer: because no flower is "on the
floor." That is the very state of consciousness we are describing.
When there is no flower, when there isn't any sense of being.
==================== Public space must be as free and abundant as
the air we breathe. But that's another day for interpretation.
<|endoftext|> I first learned of the religion of Elon Musk by a
friend, when I was looking for a way into the somewhat obscure but
significant tradition of religious scripture called The
B-Carbolines. The book contains at most twenty essays, and full
entries may be found in the book's more than four hundred
bibliography. The more casual observer may discern threefold
difference between the two orders of religion; Christianity has an
eternal purpose, while Luckenbaugh and Seurat have visible
aspirations, andaramuses, and textual constraints, which make
deciphering them impossible. All religion consists of a continuous
and periodic revulsion at inflected and convenient
imagery; the latter generally has a general and unifying power, whereas
the former is a tumultuous, bloody, bloody, bloody with all the little
manners that would be acceptable in a maturer mind. The religious
feeling expressed in the b-carboline-lvisionary books.
====================

Input:
We are prophets of beauty, broadcasters of ideas, and tellers of
stories. We are builders, leaders, and dreamers. – Hernan Dias Alonso

Output:
We are prophets of beauty, broadcasters of ideas, and tellers of stories.
We are builders, leaders, and dreamers. We store up and sell
knowledge—flower and wool, story, chair and stool. But now that we have
asked these questions ourselves we must ask, where did this knowledge come

from? And how and why did it become possible, in the first place, to
formulate and analyze these ontological and creative forces, and how do we
respond to these as well as to other forces? The transference of knowledge
between brain and body is one of the hallmarks of the transference of
power. But how and when to respond to new forces begin to be tested. Who
is to the world what we breathe, how we act, and the like—the curlicue of
the mind—and the like go together like a balloon. The transference of
knowledge between brain and body is one of the hallmarks of the
transference of power. But how and when to respond to new forces begin to
be tested. Who is to the world what I am and what do I do?
==================== We are prophets of beauty, broadcasters of ideas, and
tellers of stories. We are builders, leaders, and dreamers. And yet we
make mistakes. Too often we make ourselves looked upon as crazy,
irresponsible, and impractical. Too often we attribute to ourselves, as
stars, the general roars and calls of a great song. Too often we attribute
to others, as angels, the confident statements of a solemn address. The
music of the entertainer or of the poet to the recording of a recitative
crescendo—a continuous narrative of breaths, of waves, of directions, of
paths, of felicitations and diatribes, of sighs, of kinks, of
disappointments and disappointments. At the heart of the matter, I
concluded, was a self-validating and self-empowering cosmology that saw
all phenomena as of a God, so that nothing is suspect but the hint that
something is quite as suspect. This was especially true, for a key part of
the Cosmological Datum, which stood as a record of my personal
predicament, ==================== We are prophets of beauty, broadcasters
of ideas, and tellers of stories. We are builders, leaders, and dreamers.
And yet We make promises, we make conscious beliefs, but we never tell the
truth.hood with the people. Instead, we make ourselves observed, gullible
(or unwilling to be deceived), to believe what the titled person says and
tries to replicate what he tells with symbols and word games. Doubt and
Denial are the usual forms of worship. And yet we make such promises, we
believe with candour, but don't we? Make ourselves presence in the world.
He cannot, as he thinks, alienate, by silencing his intellectual impulses,
but can justifiably the here and now, quietly and without regard. He is
never, in a word, an alien of an environment; he is somewhere in the
middle. This is the spirit of primitivists, or handlemen of knowledge, who
have crushed the natural tendency of nature to overrule the will of the
brain to her very essence. "Is it without a doubt inevitable that man will
become more and more intelligent as the year goes on?"
====================

Input:
Outside and inside form a dialectic of division, the obvious geometry of
which blinds us as soon as we bring it into play in metaphorical domains.
– Gaston Bachelard

Output:
Outside and inside form a dialectic of division, the obvious geometry of
which blinds us as soon as we bring it into play in metaphorical domains.


