Listen Up, Dummy!
Normal people DON'T LIKE being agitated,
disturbed, fucked with and jerked around.
It does NOT improve their lives or make them
happier. It does NOT make the world a better
place to screw things up for the normals just
because you are an asshole. They are the ones
who keep everything running so we can loaf
around and think of fucked up concepts and
show them to each other. THEY are not the
target audience for that sort of thing, THEY are
not capable of appreciating it, and if you insist
on thrusting fucked up concepts in the faces
of normals they will suddenly and shockingly
change things so you can't do it any more.
More Searing Hot Truth From - The Good Reverend Roger

-[by Joshua Ellis]Do you dynamite the pipelines? Assassinate the people who run

and own polluting companies? Blackmail and threaten politicians
into doing the things that will kill their careers and bankrupt their
backers, but will save humanity? Do you build a nuke and tell
the entire world to either knock this shit off or face immediate
annihilation rather than a prolonged death rattle?

Or do you simply ignore it and live in some vague, delusional

hope that "we" will figure this out - and by "we", of course, you
mean someone else?

Or do you just say fuck it and turn and face the strange

changes, and throw yourself into enjoying what we've got
while we've got it?

This is not an abstract
or theoretical
question,
by the way.

What Do We Do?
I had a thought many years ago about abortion protesters. If you

believed, really believed, that abortion was murder, without any
doubt, wouldn't you have a moral obligation to try to prevent it?
What would you do to prevent the slaughter of innocents?
How far would you go?

The problem, of course, is that the only people who believe
abortion is murder are religious people. Scientists don't believe it.
Doctors don't believe it. Most civilized societies don't believe it.

Scientists do believe, however, that manmade climate change is

real, and most of the people who study it believe that we are past
the point of being able to prevent serious and almost certainly
catastrophic change from happening - change that will affect
every living thing on this planet to some degree and may kill off
large percentages of higher order species and cause havoc that
will disrupt almost every facet of human civilization.

There is nearly universal consensus amongst scientists on the

reality of this change. (Not politicians and capitalists, but their
opinions are not relevant to the science.) The only question is
how bad it will be, and whether it can be mitigated by anything
we can still do.

So

if you know this, and you believe that we are facing an
apocalypse of sorts - a slow and not entire one, but an end to the
world as we know it, at the very least - and you believe that we're
on a timetable to stave off disaster as best we possibly can... what
do you do about it? When you know that appealing to reason
does not work, has never worked, and will not work until it's far
too late? That greed and comfort will always drown out prudence
and preparation? That there is no hope, no technological deus
ex machina to come down from the rafters at the last minute to
prevent ecological holocaust?

When Good Gets
Too Good ... LHX
One of the pillars of growing up in the modern day Fairy
Tale life is the notion of 'following your heart.'

This seems to correspond roughly to following hunches. Follow

your hunches even in the face of adversity. Follow your hunches
when the people around you are heading one direction, but there
is something telling you to head in the other.

But what do you do if

'following your heart' consists of going
against the very system that advised you to follow your heart? Go
ahead and ask them. It's fun to hear people backpedal.

In the Fairy Tale books, they didn't put stipulations on the whimsy.
"Follow your heart unless it entails dismantling the destructive
society of which you are a part. If that situation arises, please stop
following your heart, and just follow these simple rules..."

Oops...
I read something somewhere some time (for some reason I think it

was McLuhan) that detailed the notion that it would be eventually
calamitous for a society to raise their children with images of super
heroes and then expect them to obediently ease into a buttonpushing desk job.

Did you think
the Revolution
would be
You and your friends
cleverly
evicerating the enemy
from the comfort
of your setee?
Get out your pitchforks.
Head to the barricades.
Wars are never cleanly
won.
I am breathing.
Are you still breathing?
There is work left to be
done.
Did you think
Change would arrive?
Your foes would just
step aside?
We all would make it
out alive?

How are you gonna grow up admiring those figures that didn't go
down easy, and then end up being the type of person that goes
down easy?

Well...

I am breathing.
Are you breathing?
Are you breathing?

T H I S I S W H AT YOU S C R E A M E D
F OR , A M E R ICA! T H I S I S W H AT

YOU DE M A N DE D ! W H Y A R E YOU
COM PLA I N I NG NOW

?

In the private sector, we punish people by firing them.
Not just for things like non-performance or being
drunk on the job, but also for posting things we don’t
like on social media. Or for having the wrong friends
and/or political beliefs. Or for expecting a living wage.
Hell, we even punish our own friends and families.
And not always by obvious physical abuse, but also
by withholding attention or affection, to show them
WHAT. By deciding that they need to feel your
disdain for a while, so they won’t do whatever it was
they did to give you the urge to punish them. Then we
wake up one day, wondering where everyone went
and why we’re so alone.
It’s not a mystery where they went, really. They’re
,
in jail. Or
. Or they got sick of our emotional
manipulation and just, you know,
. But we
console ourselves that they deserved the punishment
they got, because they were no-good shits anyway,
and we are an island, we are better off without their
company.

under a bridge eating from
garbage cans

And THAT, friends, is how you get the utterly
psychotic society that frightens and depresses you so
much.

I guess liquor and drugs help snuff this out. The curse of resilient

able-bodied youth works against a lot of people, as there seems
to be a constant 'do it tomorrow' mentality - WHICH DOES
MAKE SENSE for the most part, until (again LOL) KABOOM
all the caffeine and cigarettes and fast food turn a person into a
soft, neurotic - albeit sharp-witted - person with little agility. These
elements help break people down into becoming the type
that go down easy.

That’s beside the main point here.
The point is that there are situations where people will advise you
to go against the advice that they themselves gave you.

Yeah read that again. They will give you heroic advice today - that

age old wisdom. The rallying cry. But sometimes a person is a part
of the problem that the wisdom would seek to alleviate.

There is another side to this - the exploration of

'when does
somebody know they are really right, or if they are just nuts.'
This is the territory we get into when we talk about people with a
subversive point of view 'becoming organized.' "What makes you
so sure you are right?"

Perhaps its not so much a matter of knowing when you are right,

but being in a position to react when you recognize that something
is wrong.

The days of being able to 'get away with something' are coming to a
end - even for those who are either ignorant of their misdeeds, or
seek to cover them up by preaching words that sound right.

That goes for me too. If you see me doing wrong, please,
by all means...

SRSLY.

The most frightening thing I've heard in this season of Whatever-The-HellThis-Is was when a man insisted his candidate could not be racist, because
"if he was, they wouldn't let him run." Sadly I was too gobsmacked at the
time to respond coherently, and now the moment is lost. I wish I could
have told him that the "they" he was expecting to intervene was actually
him. People get so caught up in fighting
the power that they seem to forget that
the powers that be answer to them.
Have you ever spoken to a politician?
Every single one I have ever met has
been every bit as horrified as the rest
of us at everything going down, and
feel every bit as powerless! Your vote
is the only meaningful check on mad
men. Your choices matter. All the
Freemasons and Lizard People and
Elders of Zion in the world can't
do a thing without our permission.
If you don't like what they're doing
maybe you should stop giving it.

9
5. An Age of Confusion, or an Ancient Age, is one in which History As We
Know It begins to unfold, in which Whatever Is Coming emerges in Corporal
Form, more or less, and such times are Ages of Balanced Unbalance, or
Unbalanced Balance. 6. An Age of Bureaucracy is an Imperial Age in which
Things Mature, in which Confusion becomes entrenched and during which
Balanced Balance, or Stagnation, is attained. 7. An Age of Disorder or an
Aftermath is an Apocalyptic Period of Transition back to Chaos through the
Screen of Oblivion into which the Age passeth, finally. These are Ages of
Unbalanced Unbalance.
HBT; The Book of Uterus, Chap. 3
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A lot of people think America is addicted to
McDonalds, or TV, or porn. And we may very well
be... But America’s number one addiction, the 500
pound monkey on our backs, is punishment. We
punishment, we love to see no-good shits get
theirs, even - especially - if we do or at one time did
the very same thing we’re hollering about.

LOVE

This ranges from the public to the personal. Publicly
speaking, we have 5% of the world’s population,
and 25% of the world’s incarcerated population. We
lock kids up (as recently happened in Alabama) for
TWENTY-SIX YEARS for a pound of pot. Given that
the kid is 19, he’ll be middle-aged when, or if, he gets
out. His whole life is gone. For a pound of pot.
A LARGE MI NORITY OF T H E POPU LATION
BELIEVES T H AT T H IS IS REASONABLE .

We arrest 6 year olds on felony charges for acting out
in class...Then Facebook and Twitter and all the other
social media sites fill up with outrage that would be
appropriate if the people expressing that outrage
hadn’t spent their entire lives voting for asshats who
promise to “Get Tough On Crime” in a system that
is already VERY tough on anything even remotely
resembling a crime. Hell, they RAN OUT of crimes,
so now they’re after 6 year olds.

Creativity in a Cultural Wasteland
-Payne

This is for all of you out there who have shit going on,
in your life, and can't deal. Can't vent. Can't defend
yourself from.
There are times when you must be seen, heard, felt. And even the
most apathetic or the most cynical of us do it. There are times when
you must stick your head over the trench wall and see others toiling
away, and take comfort from the fact that you are not alone.

So I am here. I am listening.
Some of us take up the pen, the sword, the megaphone, and turn
negativity into a positive. Some of us create temporary monuments
out of the shrapnel that rains on us.This is why: if we do not
shit our hate, we will die.

Your tasks are your own, what you do, you must do alone,
but what is done, will be seen.
The best will be remembered and emulated and refined, it is
true, but the best will fade as fast as the worst.
There is nothing permanant. In the space of a life time, we build
many monuments, and we tear many down.
There is respite, though. There is a moment of hiding in a shell
crater as you run across no-mans-land, sharing a knowing glance
with another refugee, leaving your mark, before you jump up again,
and run to the next bit of scant cover.

There is that assurance that what we do will have meaning,
for a fleeting time perhaps, but not an empty gesture.

The Revolution does not R
give a FUCK about You.

The Revolution does not care about your sacrifices. It demands your

The Revolution does not give a fuck about you. If there is only one
thing you take away from me, let it be that The Revolution, honest and
for true, could not give less of a shit about your well being or structural
integrity. The Revolution will chew up your mind and floss with your
spirit. It will grind you under its heel surely as any machine that exists.

You will die here,
and nobody will mourn you.
The Revolution will not sew up your war wounds. The Revolution will not
even call a retreat: it is standing at the rear line with pistol in hand to shoot
the deserters. Your cowardly acts of treason are as inevitable as they will
be short. The Revolution does not suffer apostates to live.

support structures, your resources, your time, your breath, it will not stop
even when all have been exhausted. The hunger of The Revolution is eternal,
its lust for blood and tears insatiable. The Revolution will make promises
about replacing those old things with better ones, but you must know the
truth: The Revolution will give you nothing, it only knows how to take.

The Revolution will take your everything.
The Revolution is only there for you when the day is bright and the
streets are full or the nights are filled with teargas and smoke. It feeds
you adrenalin and pretends that running on crisis chemicals won't fucking
destroy you in the long run. The Revolution isn't there when you have
to pour acid on the driveway to clean up the blood. The Revolution won't
pay the bills or check on you when you're sick. The Revolution needs its
martyrs, but only the photogenic ones and even then only when they are
politically useful. The Revolution does not have a widows and orphans fund.
The Revolution will not hold your hand as you are dying.

There's recruitment to be done, you see.

