
so, the world's circling the bowl, and it's all the doing 
of those bankers. Or Big Gubmint. Or Big Pharma. 
Or whatever it is you think you need to fight. Now 
you're all fired up about it, but you aren't sure what to 
do. You went to some rallies, but it all seemed a little 
pathetic. Hell, most of the signs were about something 
else entirely...And The Man not only didn't capitulate, 
he didn't even arrest you. You didn't even get noticed. 

so now you're pissed off, and you're wondering how 
to get your point across. Yes, I know, we Doktors all go 
through that. But before you all crowd into a cramped 
basement and start building bombs, I'd like to remind 
you of a couple of things.

first, The Man owns the ball and the ballpark. If you do 
something you think of as bold, it will be used to scare 
the regular folks into accepting more of the same crap, 
because now there's terrorists running around.

second, the average person isn't on your side. This 
can't be stressed enough. Sure, they may bitch 

the politics of the 
Average joe

By doktor hamish howl

from the Book of the Dark Vortex

5. And the prophet did speak unto the blind man, saying: 

“Wretched are they who are fools for religion’s sake. 

For many a moron has a faith that can move mountains, 

But few have wisdom enough to avoid the ensuing landslide.
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about whatever it is, but what they really want is 
for tomorrow to be just like today. If you "freak the 
mundanes" enough, it won't be The Man hanging from 
that lamp post. It's gonna be you, because you have 
threatened their comfort bubble. The Man is inside of 
that comfort bubble they have. The Man has to be. 
After all, if they didn't want it, they wouldn't pay for it.

ever wonder why the German and Japanese people 
fought right to the bitter end in World War II, while the 
Italians surrendered to just about everyone and got on 
with their lives? It isn't because Italians are cowardly; 
they are not. But they hadn't been sold on the 
ideology that Mussolini was pushing, so they dumped 
him not once but twice.

The Germans and Japanese people needed a little 
more persuading. And not just at the end of a gun.

some dumbass once labeled a pencil "the machine 
that kills fascism", which is obviously crap. What kills 
fascists is tanks and guns and aircraft and eventually 
a noose. But then, when the battles are done, you 
have to win the war, which is done by convincing the 
average enemy citizen that it's over.

in the one serious burst of brains that the USA has 
ever had, they decided on the Hershey Bar as the 
war-winner. The Axis population had been told that 
we would rape and murder them when we overran 
the defenses, but there's this grimy dog-face offering 
them a Hershey Bar and a Lucky Strike ... 

I love you like a teenager,  

with no restraint or common sense or context. 

I love you without reservation or self-preservation. 

There’s a lump in my throat and a pain in my chest  

and it feels exactly like dying. 

I love you like I can’t breathe. 

I love you like a stalker,  

your picture on a secret altar. 

My heart beats like a war drum 

and I am swept along helplessly. 

It is broken glass and bricks and bottles. 

It will tear me apart. 

I love you like a freight train with no brakes 

and a drunk at the wheel.  

My knees are shaking and I can’t make them stop. 

I love you like an 8.5 on the Richter scale  

and not a single building is up to code. 

I love you like burning rubble. 

I love you like a school of starving piranhas. 

I am skin-hungry. I will eat you whole.

I love you like the end of the world. 

I love you like a crescendo that never ends  

but keeps rising until my ears bleed. 

I love you like a city rising from the depths,  

like a comet crashing to the earth. 

I love you like a mushroom cloud. 

I love you like galaxies colliding and spawning new 

stars in a catastrophic explosion of nuclear fury. 

I am on fire and there is nothing else.
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And there's two messages in there that any activist 
must understand. 

The first is "We ain't here to hurt you. Have a 
Hershey Bar."

The second is "While you were making 
munitions in your basements and bomb 
shelters, we didn't even shut the candy 
factories down. In fact, they're running 
three shifts. And our tobacco got better 
during the war. So in case you ever think 
you maybe want to try this again, you 
might want to keep that in mind. Have a 
Hershey Bar."

so, if you're an activist, the FIRST thing you must sell 
the population on is that you aren't here to hurt them 
or turn their lives upside down. You are here to make 
things BETTER. And that isn't done by preaching at 
them, by haranguing them with the Rightness of Your 
Cause. It's done by the metaphorical equivalent of a 
Hershey Bar. "Here's the future, here's what we have to 
offer. And here's why it's tasty."

The SECOND thing you have to convince them of is 
that you aren't going away. You're running three shifts, 
turning out that Hershey Bar stockpile. It's easier to go 
along with you than to fight you, not because you're 
scary but because you never quit.

so, are we ready to change the world?

Some of us, of course, do not need to be voyeurs into the 
miseries the human ape inflicts upon its own. A book the Dark 
Empress was reading recently asked, think of the worst thing 
you can imagine another person inflicting upon another, the 
most unthinkable suffering. Something unimaginable. She put 
the book down and has not picked it up since, as there is no 
human-inflicted suffering that is not imaginable. Her dreams are 
already full of the Horrible Truth, there is no need to imagine.

Here is the thing; it is the Should Not Have. Because we 
humans, we blame the victim. The man says to himself, I Should 
Not Have uttered a racial epithet when I saw the men break 
my friend’s leg on the curb for dancing with a girl he had never 
seen before and would never see again. The woman says, I 
Should Not Have gone to that man’s house when I did not know 
him very well. The child says I Should Not Have let my friend’s 
uncle take me for a ride. And yet, they pay consequences 
that they did not earn. They pay the consequences of human 
brutality that they could never have earned, just for being 
human. The child who was molested pays the consequences 
in a lifetime of being unable to find good love, the man who 
is in the wrong place at the wrong time suffers mutilation and 
brain damage, the woman’s husband will not touch her after 
she is raped, the toddler who was born to the wrong mother is 
dead in the back seat of a car. How could anyone hold them 
accountable for the violence done to them? And yet, people do, 
and these are the gentlest of brutalities compared to what we 
do to our own. We set villages on fire. We starve children. 

People watch movies about these things, for entertainment.

Our species invented evil. 

The Dark Empress sees things when She is asleep that no 
person should see. She knows too many things. She is blessed, 
because most people see them when they are awake. 

If you hold a baby, Hamish, it’s a soft, little, warm animal. 

We are all soft, little warm animals.e



Dearest Hamish,

The bridges are singing only quietly, as it is summer, and the 
Dark Empress is the sanest she has ever been, for which the 
vagrants and hipsters, as well as Her minions, rejoice, even 
though we find it a bit unsettling. Not once has She visited her 
subterranean chambers this year, nor so much as opened the 
drawer in which Her dildoes and whips reside. The people of 
Portland are reasonably content, with a good outlook through 
August. Once September arrives, of course, things may change, 
but we can’t dwell too much on the future, can we?

The Dark Empress still thinks too much about the linguist, and 
we are eternally grateful for Doktor Howl’s efforts last year in 
helping lure him into joining with Her for a while. If the attempt 
failed, it was certainly through no lack of effort on the part of 
the supporting cabal, and we cannot overstate how much that 
means to us, even in this time of the Great Dampening of the 
Empress’ heart. We must be grateful for small blessings, for at 
least Her Joyful Wrath is stifled and that means many of us are 
spared Her great Festivities, which upon times would leave us 
limping and sore, if grateful to be alive. 

Just a few days ago, the Empress met a gentleman in the park, 
and was greatly struck by his story, which She wishes to share. 
Twelve years ago, he was attacked because his friend danced 
in the club with a girl with a jealous ex-boyfriend. When they left 
the club, a group of men jumped them, and hit him in the head 
with a hammer, crushing his skull, and then viciously beat him, 
destroying his frontal lobe and leaving him in a coma for ten 
days. The man’s head does not look right, and is bisected with 
an impressively horrifying scar from the surgery wherein the 
surgeons attempted to reconstruct his forehead. Otherwise, he 
is remarkably handsome; a gentle Frankenstein with a beautiful 
face and four young children. 

You already know this story. Maybe not this story, but you know 
this story. These are the things that people do to each other, 
that make up part of the nature of humanity. There are movies 
about this viciousness, this terrible cruelty, made mostly by 
sheltered middle-class Europeans and Americans who find it a 
great novelty, a misery they can play Peeping Tom to. 

A Missive From The 
Dark Empress Nigel J
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Why don't you sing, Muddy? Are you afraid your pipes have 
rusted up over the years? Well, I'm a plumber, Muddy, and I can 
help rattle those pipes if you will only allow yourself to loosen 
the foundations. When I sing I can feel it all the way down to 
my disco-dancing toes, and it seems to bring an electric charge 
to every atom in this prison I call my body, you don't think you 
could use that kind of boost?

While I'm on the topic, why don't you dance Muddy? I've even 
seen dogs and cats tango together under a grapefruit moon, do 
you think you're better than them?

Why don't you join us, Muddy, we love you. We want you 
to look back at the end and say that you lived every day to 
it's fullest. Will you really care when you are on your way out 
whether you were always calm, cool and collected, or will you just 
care that you lived? Muddy, remember what my friend Sally once 
said: "What good is sitting all alone in your room? Come hear the 
music play . . . life is a cabaret, old chum. Come to the cabaret."

your loving chum

-Baron Von Hoopla

NOTICE
To F*ck This Court and Everything that it Stands For

What? You think because you sit up there in that little 

black robe hiding behind the ignorance of the masses 

like a little b*tch, that ANYBODY gives a d*mn about you 

or what you have to say? Well, just in case you haven't 

noticed-I couldn't give two f*cks about you or what you 

have to say. F*ck you, old man. You're a joke. Your court's 

a joke. You take it up the a*s; and you suck nuts. Lol.

Clark v. Porter, United States District Court for the 

Northern District of Georgia 



Dear Muddy, 
Cheer up, Muddy, remember that life is short. Life is often 
brutal and depressing, have fun while you're able. Smile, laugh, 
giggle, even guffaw when you can. Muddy, you and I both know 
that there were times when you had fun, I've even seen you 
attempt to roller-skate. Granted, that was during the Carter 
Administration, but still, the joie de vivre was in your blood then 
and can't truly be snuffed out, once ignited. I'd give my Aunt 
Jodie's wooden left leg to see you jitterbugging all over the rink 
again, with a pillow tied to your fanny.

Muddy, what's wrong with walking in the rain? The term 'acid 
rain' is mostly poetic anyway, nobody I know curled up and died 
from letting some drops fall on their tongue. Do you think you're 
made from sugar? I used to think so, but now I'm not so sure . . . 
care to prove to me you are?

Don't work so hard, Muddy, the work will always be there. Like 
what people say about making the bed, it just gets messed up 
again anyway. Remember that work is for money, and that money 
is for fun, so in the end work is just a means to an end.

Muddy, why do you reject the amusement park? Don't you 
realize those wonderful places are the earthly temples of Eris? 
They are a veritable diorama of our entire planet, metaphorically 
showing us what the world can be, if we want it to be. Yes, the 
rides sometimes derail, and yes, nasty people sometimes abduct 
kiddies, but you can't focus on the bad, or that's all you will see. 
Think about the fun-house, and the corn dogs, the popcorn, the 
roller-coaster, and the Fat Lady, my lord, don't ever forget the Fat 
Lady. When she cries, Muddy, she cries for you . . . but when she 
sings, she sings for the world.

BoomTime, 52 Chaos, YOLD 3172



Winston Rowntree: The Line
http://www.viruscomix.com/page474.html

Breathe. You can't tear down the world 
if you stop breathing, so breathe.
You haven't won and you may never win and you aim so high you 
know you'll never get there and you have to stop beating yourself 
while you're down or you'll never get up you have to breathe.

This world will kill you it will tear you in half and grind you to 
paste and your hopes and dreams are handles sticking out of 
your forehead and the fates or some other assholes will use those 
handles to steer you like a wagon and if you give up caring about 
things it won't get any better and you can survive this and maybe 
help a little and it will hurt but you have to do it you have to keep 
moving you have to breathe.

There's glass in your lungs and poison in your veins and everything 
you love will die in the end and the sun will explode and galaxies 
will collide and the universe will die a slow, boring death and 
there's nothing to be done about the laws of physics but that is 
trillions of years from now and you can only do something about 
now and now isn't forever but it still matters you matter you have to 
breathe.

You don't have to 
make peace with it 
and you don't have 
to accept it and you 
don't have to stop 
being the kid who 
would cry at a mall 
opening you don't 
have to be perfect 
you can't be perfect 
that's not what 
you're here for you 
know what you're 
here for you have 
to keep trying and 
breathe.

I love you. Breathe.


