
Ghost Hiring, personality exams... 
   If god is Light, Light up the Darkness.

      Buy a gun. 
   There’s Monsters out there 
   We took Buses through battlefields to see T. A remarkable 
conversation took place:

     “So each kid is worth 1 mil for six months worth of capture 
time...” 

T believes a quota had been matched by her sons presence in 
state custody.

     You can never fully recover from trauma until you 
individuate yourself.. you cant hide from it. you cant live in a 
hole like a dog.

   While a homeless guy lays in front of the plaza by T’s house, a 
grocery store that will compulsively waste enough to feed the 
block for a week opens its back gate to let loose the fresh 
retrievable goods. Longest government shutdown in American 
history still ongoing under Trump. Descision as to weather to 
refund the food stamp program increases concerns about more 
food riots at Rocco’s Food Bins across the Former United 
States.



Born to run...

1.

     November, 80° in the semi-desert... every day 
is Friday, every hour is rush hour; its always 
Christmas in Hel. Do you want my death? Who 
am I to you? I am not your Christ, but a 



messenger, I am Mr. Wednesday. 
     Spent a month in transition, passing 
through the Pitt, rose up to greet the Tulsa 
sun if only once a week. No one chooses The 
Chemical Zones, more money than New New 
York. Mid town is a hurricane spitting 
resentful burnouts from coast to coast.
     “Oh I love how you remember things to the 
minute detail even 30 years ago T.” her husband
pitches in his forced speech about his 
misreadings of Darwin. T. tries to convey her 
stories about past reflections on psychiatry 
after threatening to murder her 14 year old 
classmate, respectable if true. Medicated til 
she was 30, un-diagnosed and placed on 
housing. Just off 55th and 69th, a rundown 
cottage with steel bars and refurbished 
hotels that looked like caged off, painted 
white apartments. Impending another visit after
the first one resulted in equipment damage. Her
son was targeted as a part of a remote 
eugenics program run on autopilot. The gifted 
yet poor occupied an inconvenience in the 
minds of those who wished to mold the 
population and downbreed the lesser classes. 



Her son was gifted but living in poverty as our 
finest usually are. Einstein would have been 
crucified.
     Napoleonic Complex:

The Napoleon complex, also known as 
Napoleon syndrome and short-man syndrome, 
is a term of a person typically men of short 
stature or dwarfism, with overly aggressive or
domineering social behavior. It implies that 
such behavior is to compensate for the 
subject's physical or social shortcomings.

     A Warrior is a worrier indeed.
     Black Sunday, cars sweep ashes of remains, 
dogs lay dead on Garnett, collars attached, a 
cat with its head stomped in by a teenager at a 
local park. The new American sports are 
brutal. Catharsis for poverty they say, but 
what is actually poor? otherwise the 
neighborhood looks better than 
Chemicaltown. Animals lined up dead, a 
collection of 3 birds at the plaza, 4 at the 
crosswalk, one raccoon stuffed in a bag at the
dumpster just raided and slammed shut before 



returning to basecamp by Sunset, the thing was
rancid as the heat in November, 80 and still 
July in Tulsa. Wet slime fills the parkinglot at 
McDeath. Skin and bones included in every 12 
chunk chicken meal. Whats not to like?
     The car noise associates you to the trauma,
brain altering lights and retinal destroying 
street lamps scatter the world like UFOs.

It takes so little to destroy so much these 
days 

     Here we are again on the road in this Dark 
Ministry.



     Does she look like an addict or do you 
fancy little girls with anger problems...
     I see what the blind man sees; sour grapes, 
angry apes.
     Malignant algorithms within the framework
of social media were inspiring swaths of 
consumers to marginalize politically useful 
targets and profitable trafficking subjects, 



whistleblowers included. Left on the streets, 
they were hunted and acquired. Many are sold 
to brothels. Their disappearing act would be 
labeled then by the media as a symptom of a 
‘risky lifestyle’ including accusations of 
prostitution. The dead cant speak. 
     When my boyfriends staffer at a rehab 
clinic in the Capitol mentioned these words, 
“high risk” as he was discussing them before 
me like an irrelevant dog, I knew I stumbled 
onto something, I played retard. . . 
     Was he bragging, was the staff director 
bragging? Do criminals brag? 
     Murder, rape, kidnapping, slavery? Which 
dark fantasy are we entertaining here?
     Or classier... a Scapegoat?
     Why did Radiance call this meeting?
     
     “They’re all predators. They think its 
normal, like an initiation ritual.”
     Initiation ritual? You mean like there is no 
way back to their world unless we engage. 
Brain damage is the least of our concerns. 
Mandated genetic alteration only the 
beginning. Open air kidnapping, silence is 



consent. 

     After 2 days I'm sitting on a couch in the 
foyer of this 2 story, white plastic paneled, 
post-victorian. Surrounded. In the dark by his  
covert ambiance. Hypervigilant. 
     “You’ve never been loved before have you?”
     Every incident becomes a post-it note 
written in sharpie. Nothing left sacred remain.
Morals cashed out in the 80s. Cop turned 
meth-head turned wanderer, agitated speeches 
about the ubiquity of that sickness. It all made
sense but I never believed him, too young to 
process facts. A genre of checkouts and fans 
of They Live. A split. Two worlds operating in a 
society of pirates. 
    Brain damaged children dancing in alleyways
at sunset, some being sucked through fences 
by monsters. Dancing in unison and saying, “we 
all used to be superheroes once...”
     “Your manipulating me”, I said. Its what they 
all do...
 Twilight hits, the amber pearl of sunlight 
fades to gray marking the end of the long 
walk.



 “Slam you, ram you, nail you, rail you. All 
pretty girls are sluts right?” Is the 
conversation we almost had. 

   when there is chaos without there is 
homogeneity within. 
   they all got comfy and started comparing 
each other's dicks and hair follicles... He 
wants the Gold and I want the great; he wants 
the best fuck in the Zones and I want Love. 



people got bored with cable television, On 
came Social Media.
     He says he dreams of high school, plazas, 
the military, an unfinished task, but no ones 
there.
     Personality modification on a genetic level.
     Stereotypes are mandatory. 
    The husband leaves minutes before 
equipment setup at the developments. In 
advantage of his absence, she asks me again.
I think to myself, Is this why I’m here?
 The son stands hunched, almost cowering, 
over the bar just stolen hand and fist from a 
black Wednesday bag that had been 
transported in. Face down to couch. Bits of 
drool intermixing with large crumbs of Luna 
Bar scored from a sidewalk.
 The husband’s absence planned. An hour walk 
around the block that landed at Starfucker.
 She wanted this... and I had to find some way 
to back down and ride out the last hour, 
shamelessly. 
 Why was I really here? 
The subject looked like he was starving but I 
noticed he possessed a high metabolism and 



probably could clean out an entire fridge 
shamelessly without end and still have room 
for a box of donuts inside a seventh leg. or at 
least all of that I assumed, and the given 
testimony from the mother T. But something 
wasn’t quite right here still. 
     30 minutes pass and Reggie, T’s husband 
returns.
      “My biggest fear is what he might say is 
given the opportunity to speak what kind of 
person he might be,” T. Says.
     “I kind of like him silent...” Reggie said.
    A flash of rage enters. Concealed for 
survival. Can they sense it? Do they know I'm a 
spy yet?
      Reggie claims that Britney Spears was kept 
on a pharmacological chemical in order to 
keep her at just above functional for 
performance purposes, but was he really 
referring to Britney Spears? We were in fact of
point here, discussing her non verbal son 
whose autism was supposedly brought on by a 
vaccine administered without consent by CPS 
during her last encounter.
     Outside lay in wait that great big psuedo 



centralized grind machine. Conservation 
through community, non existent. 
     Extortion was required to maintain. I can 
release your aggression through a hole in 
your brain; comfy and mad or stiff and dead? 
No more rain...
      
two days after our encounter on the 23rd 
Reggie walks by with a backpack in front of a 
place called Church's Chicken. he notices me 
but says nothing so I call out three times 
loud, yet willfully he still ignores me. 10 
meter off. Direct line of sight from the side of 
the building where I had been standing 
charging my devices before returning to base 
camp. The silent reproach of tension. 
“reggy said there were a lot of other people in
front of the chicken joint and so he just didn't
notice you,” says T. but that is simply not the 
case. there was nobody else standing there. 

“All you do is lie,” says timogen her nine-year-
old son.
And now I start wondering if I had missed it the
whole time.



2.

“You've never been loved before have you?” 
what a statement... One that would trash three
generations of American dating starting in the 
mid-1960s. “Loved?” like... fucking? “gee man, 
The hand thing you're doing right now is... 
(snickers internally) so tempting, but it all 



seems risky “ 
“My mind may be pure but I'm not your god 
baby...” is the conversation I never had.
14 years of psychiatrically induced brain 
damage yet a shockingly accurate assessment 
of what two years later became post 2020 
America, the dream buried back in Las Vegas 
with the box of human fecal material, not so 
antique once handed to your roommate to be 
accidentally showcased to his 7th boyfriend 
of the week. Priceless.

better to be vagrant 

we're all friends because we have the same 
beard and hair or lack thereof.

... that look since 98 that signifies no other 
words would make me look any less stupid 
right now...
response impossible.

3.

sometimes we mistake the racists for the 



trolls mocking them ironically.

Jimmy lethal, a town called Princeton. anything
but a Prince, he lived at the top of Hope 
Mountain, a place I left in 2019 before the 
Great transition.
Jimmy lethal transitioned into Samantha lethal
We go shopping at Walmart because we were 
bored and drunk but mostly drunk.
At the store, 3 homeless dudes sleep the front 
while food goes out the back in trash bins. 
enough to feed an army of bums. a green 
triangular hill spans the view of a mile radius 
a spot referred to colloquially as murder 
mountain. this was the other homeless hang 
out. pigeons the color of oil and dried 
concrete Mount the entrance to the store. 
bird shit paint the entrance, trash overflows 
the two barrels.
when you're a leader everybody hates you.

Princeton used to be a nice melting pot now 
it's a boiling toilet and everybody comes to 
take a shit. when you're in shit town it's time 
to get down. 



The coming winter felt like being trapped on an
island in outer space looking out over a cliff 
into potential oblivion. 

After 27, style becomes philosophy...

if a shark stops moving it dies...

is tamsen just another card in a roladex of 
psychopaths?

it's 2025 and our entire society is nothing 
more than a crass extension of a smartphone 
yet 0 public charging stations exist for mobile 
devices that one can utilize without being 
harassed or threatened with law enforcement 
that never responds and doesn't care. anybody 
with a history of law enforcement predating 
2005 knows that police officers don't 
appreciate being used as a personal army by 
corporate offices.

___

rings of child traffickers



prostituting their own children
through CPS cases open for

business... Falsely labeled charity
cases, donations to a parent that

gives very little to their own.
Tammy was guilty as sin for

exploiting her bad situation. these
people are organized. They share

talking points. and we were about to
go public with it. 

___

The Kronos Effect
Phenomenon to describe those who would murder or exploit their own children out of fear, envy or 
scarcity; the idea that the offspring will surpass the parents or that the parent will not be able to control 
offspring. relative psychotic conditions include Munchausens by proxy syndrome. 

___
Americans tend to favor diversity they

pity rather envy.


