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Here I sit on the outs, waiting for a ride back to the
Land of the Dead.















I met Jimmy lethal on the internet and had gotten
to know him over the IRC for 7 years stretch of

time which deteriorated over two and a half weeks
on Mount Hope in the flood lands. he admitted to
me that he had been acting and what he presented
online was not his true self yet persisted that we

should date and fuck immediately... The man had
something to hide so I waited...

waiting was rare in that time. those few who did,
said choice served well. no matter how anarchistic

their lifestyle it was what they survived that
earned them the new label as conservative by the

remaining general population. people believed that
the world was ending and they had to get their

share like maggots feeding on rotting flesh... They
weren't wrong. live hard die Young and look good

doing it and in 2020 the world ended, our world



The survivors were anything but attractive yet
obsessed with their looks. They say ugly rubs off



on you.



After 2020.. I stopped dating. Jimmy let the worms
in... They transformed him into a specter, a shell of

the man I loved. No one could protect us now...

An Island of Hope turned mountain of shite.

The Sacrifice Zone

2022...

____











Here in the Zones, the damages cant be fixed, so
they decided to capitalize on it. The few exceptions

who shine their lights above the rest, whose
chances of escape are increased by their natural

genetic predisposition to advantage, would be
snuffed out or initiated, meaning downgraded

chemically or pharmacologically through
psychiatry, because poor people in this day and age



were not allowed to be special. Everyone in their
30s resorted to video games...

Jimmy claimed if it wasn't for his mother that he
would have been a rockstar by now..



not so sure about that..



we live in an artificial timeline, a perpetually
simulated environment charged by negative energy

fields contained within a game board setting we
call cities...

the pure concept of civilization collapsed upon the
original timeline hijacked in April of 2021.

That's when the vaccines rolled out...

I Left Hope Island

It was then I ventured into the sacrifice zone to
interview a person to tell of what he knows about
state sanctioned kidnappings at the hands of CPS.
The human experimentation went on since the '80s

targeting special, unique and hyperkinetic children.
the parents of these individuals became targets. 

The children of poor families were being harvested



as the middle class fell out.
 

totalization of society is the enemy of a freewilled
mankind. Centralized control. Over Organization.

The greatest of all evils.



The Zones: Population 20,ooo

Enter the palace of the damned...
Nothing Else Matters by Metalica playing in the Background 

After three generations of the Projects, their subjects, the
general population began experimenting on eachother and

targets were identified. Thats where things got risky. People who
appeared like fellow wastelanders starting carrying with them

the means for biological warfare. 



The living appeared sapped or devitalized while the healthy
became marginalized. The general population appeared

desiccated. The healthy were as Jews whose society attempts to
hunt and harvest them.



I still have ‘Brain Shakes’ from the meds they forced me to take
in an effort to damage my mind.

I would spend the rest of my life running...





Caffeine still exists in the Darkworld, so we stop for some
poison...

caffeine keeps the hyperactive monkey distracted so I can
effectively do my work



They began to eat for entertainment... drowning themselves in a
wallow of self pity and depression .

confusion was intended to subdue them
Most of the US population began repeating themselves suffering



a form of dementia

The voices on the telescreen broke their minds and the Silence .
They never spoke again overwhelmed with confusion . Ruled by

fear.

These are the visions of that world which lie in wait within the
sacrifice zones. upon our arrival, to meet Joey A, to say what he

knew about the trafficking rings making their way into the city



from the South.



I arrive at the abandoned Mill where a rendezvous with Joey is
only possible . He tells of Child Protection Services and their

involvement.

We arrive at the Mill by midnight



this was not the same city I left 10 years before



we have to keep our heads down along the way dodging gunfire
and flying needles... several car shaped and size potholes and

loose tires. the blood and pieces of tail and spine are still stuck



in our back left tire from one stray black cat on alder Street.



Joey, so uh... tell me what you know...

no more than I'm going to believe that I have pieces of Henry
sticking out of our car still...

“You aint gonna believe this shit man, before we start, I want this part off the record”

“WHOSE HENRY?!”

. . .

You don’t wanna know...



End of Volume 1...
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