
  









 
 
 

 
 
PART ONE- 
The Ramblings Of A 
Psychopath 

!
! !



 
 
 
 
“Living and dying laughing and crying 
Once you have seen it you will never be the same 
Life in the fast lane is just how it seems 
Hard and it’s heavy, it’s dirty and mean… 
 
Don’t stop for nothing it’s full speed or nothing 
I am taking down you know whatever is in my way 
Getting your kicks as you are shooting the line 
Sending the shivers up and down my spine… 
 
Those people who tell you not to take chances 
They are all missing on what life is about 
You only live once so take hold of the chance 
Don’t end up like others the same song and dance” 
 
-Motorbreath Metallica 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“I like a look of agony, 
because I know it’s true – 
men do not sham convulsion, 
nor simulate, a throe – 
 
the eyes glaze once – and that is death – 
impossible to feign 
the beads upon the forehead 
by homely anguish strung,” 
 
-339, Emily Dickinson!  



! Ever!hear!of!self!fulfilling!prophecies?!Before!we!get!to!that!hear!a!quick!

aside!spoken!from!the!mouth!of!a!True!Fucking!Psychopath:!

 
“How do you think prophets- the real people, not some bolstered up 

legend, but those who truly think a higher power speaks through them- felt 
when they received their “Godly” vision? Someone like Muhammad holed up 
in a cave somewhere getting told secrets of the universe, I bet he bout shit 
his pants. Well motherfuckers I’m a modern day prophet who’s seen a most 
ghastly vision I wish to share with you- Nay! Need to share with you in 
hopes we will burn together a burning of the souls into one beautiful 
cacophony of bodiless thoughts swirling in a cauldron. 
 This voice of a Holy Power came to me when I was just a boy. The 
speaker was the trees. The trees whispered around me- 

-Feel that Fucking Breeze 
It felt like my blood was mixing with the dirt in the ground making a mud 
in my chest. That was where I grew up, with ants as my first friends 
crawling in the dirt making mazes and just as it was in the dirt so too was 
it in me, them crawling all around in my ant farm- like- veins. 
 I’ll never forget what those trees told me. The trees don’t talk here 
now, not in this black and white shit show. But the words stay in me, 
muddy me, I still cough dirt. Only now I’ve been gone from that place a 
while it’s more like wheezing dust. 

*Cough* 
Excwheeze me! 

 Now as I was saying. ‘Feel that fucking breeze, feel that fucking 
breeze!’ To be honest those words could have been wind rustling passed the 
leaves. But I choose to believe it was a voice most powerful. It doesn’t matter 
either way though, in the end the message gets across, and that is to say 
that free free breeze fucking feels phenomenal and is the only thing that 



matters in the whole wide world, and it is why I’m here to tell you why you 
and the ones you love and all you believe in is a Big Stinkin Pile Of Shit.” 

 
! I!know!this!maniac!personally.!He’s!a!total!Lunatic,!I!mean!you!wouldn’t!

believe!the!things!he’s!done,!I’ve!seen!himF!well,!maybe!I’ll!let!him!tell!you!for!

himself!what!he’s!done.!Never!have!I!met!a!man!who!likes!to!boast!quite!like!he!

does.!But!where!are!my!manners?!Assuming!I!ever!finish!writing!all!this!down,!

and!assuming!I!keep!it!how!it!reads!now,!you!the!reader!are!probably!thinking!to!

yourself!“What!the!fuck!is!this?”!And!if!I!expect!you!to!read!on!I!suppose!I!owe!

you!some!answers.!

This!is!equivalent!to!those!pamphlets!religious!nuts!hand!out!on!the!

sidewalk!and!you!throw!them!out!a!second!later,!but!only!if!those!religious!nuts!

had!just!come!from!snorting!cocaine!out!of!the!cracks!of!each!other’s!assholes!

and!filmed!the!whole!thing!and!burned!it!to!flash!drives!taped!in!the!pamphlet!for!

the!sole!purpose!of!having!you!donate!to!support!their!“cocaine!out!of!assholes”!

habit.!Make!sense?!

Another!thing,!always!remember!my!associate!–!or,!I’m!not!so!sure!

associate!is!the!word,!I!don’t!believe!this!man!has!associates!unless!that!associate!

were!to!call!themselves!a!“disciple”!instead!in!which!case!I’m!sure!he!would!be!

thrilled,!let’s!just!say!my!acquaintanceF!is!not!to!be!trusted!or!heeded.!He!is!a!

Blood!Ravenous!Psychopath.!Unless!of!course!that!is!just!the!kind!of!word!you’re!

looking!to!heed,!then!look!no!further,!he!will!dish!out!a!Barbaric!Bible!of!his!own!

to!any!who!may!wish!to!follow!him.!You!see,!he!preaches!a!most!terrible!word,!a!

word!straight!from!the!mouth!ofF!dare!I!sayF!LUCIFER,!as!far!as!I!can!tell!at!least,!

for!the!sole!reason!that!he!wishes!his!followers!to!be!blood!thirsty.!That,!my!

friends,!is!one!hell!of!a!kind!of!self!fulfilling!prophecy.!Let!me!show!you.!

Prophets!are!quite!the!interesting!phenomenon!in!themselves,!as!to!be!

considered!a!prophet!one!must!prophesize,!and!once!they!prophesize!they!can!

gain!followers,!you!can’t!have!a!prophet!without!a!prophecy!and!by!merely!

prophesizing!a!prophet!is!fulfilling!his!goal!of!being!a!prophet.!And!here!of!course!
the!Prophet,!the!Psychopath!himself,!gets!fulfillment!of!self!through!the!act!of!

prophesizing.!If!his!prophecy!is!that!he!will!become!self!fulfilled!then!lo!and!

behold!just!as!soon!as!his!man!made!prophecy!leaves!his!lips!then!it!is!fulfilled!for!

himself,!and!being!the!Prophet,!he!is!all!that!matters.!The!idea!is!thought!of!and!

complete!in!the!same!breath.!



One!other!thing!to!keep!in!mind!before!reading!further.!This!Lunatic!has!a!

very!peculiar!sense!of!humor.!Say,!for!instance,!he!tells!you!he!believes!the!most!

exquisite!meal!on!earth!to!be!eating!a!human!alive.!He’ll!say!that!just!to!say!it!and!

have!you!consider!it.!If!you!think!he!is!joking!he’ll!laugh!because!the!joke!is!that!

you!think!he’s!full!of!shit.!If!you!think!it!is!a!vile!thing!to!say!he’ll!laugh!because!he!

was!able!to!upset!your!ideals.!If!you!listen!to!what!he!says,!and!trust!me,!he!could!

preach!to!you!for!an!hour!why!living!human!is!the!most!exquisite!meal!on!earth,!

why!he’d!know!it!to!be!true!even!if!he!had!never!tried!it!(I’m!not!actually!sure!

whether!he!is!a!cannibal!or!not,!that!is!besides!the!point)F!if!you!consider!his!

reasons!and!agree!with!him!he!will!laugh!the!heartiest!laugh!of!all!because!you!

have!just!agreed!to!something!so!barbaric!as!the!validity!of!eating!a!living!human!

being.!

I!haven’t!told!you!who!I!am,!not!yet,!but!let!it!be!known!my!skin!is!mostly!

made!black!from!ink,!so!much!so!sitting!in!this!café!where!I!write!I!half!expect!to!

sweat!black!as!if!that’s!all!that’s!left!in!me.!It!would!not!be!this!black!had!it!not!

been!for!him.!And!for!that!I!am!most!grateful.!I!don’t!agree!with!all!he!says,!no!

how!could!I?!He’s!fucking!crazy.!But!there’s!no!one!you’ll!ever!agree!with!fully.!If!

you!do!than!you!are!lost!and!are!in!dire!need!of!his!words.!

! I’ll!leave!you!to!him!now,!for!better!or!worse,!as!I!transcribe!tapes!he!

recorded.!I!was!not!there!for!these!recordings.!As!far!as!I!know!no!one!was.!I!think!

he!just!liked!the!sound!of!his!own!voice.!Now!he!likes!to!play!the!recordings!back!

and!listen!to!them!as!he!falls!asleep.!He!cares!not!if!you!hear!them.!He!wants!

desperately!for!you!to!hear!them.!You!all!matter!nothing!to!him.!You!all!mean!the!

world!to!him.!It’s!hard!to!explain,!for!a!mere!man!like!me,!so!without!further!

adieu!I’ll!let!his!words!explain!themselves.!

 
 “Two things are true: 
  -others define your actions 
  -OTHERS DON’T FUCKING MATTER 
exo facto I’m all me baby. 
 And viola, I’m awakened. I’m high on life to such a degree compared 
to the rest of the common filth they need an eight ball of blow just to feel 
me. Do you wanna be high as me? Course you do darlin! 
 Others don’t matter, certainly not you in my eyes. Fuck if I don’t 
matter to you either, we’re living in our own fantasies, so to me I’m the 



Goddamn King. But that gets awful lonely. I’m a preacher with no audience, 
a Prophet with no disciples. The only reason to bother recording any of this 
is so others can listen, follow my teachings and lessons, and then – only 
then- you’ll become worth something in my eyes, cause when I look at you 
I’ll see a little of me. Call this a textbook, call it a manifesto, call it a bible, 
call it trash, call it whatever you damn well please. 
 
 
 

Ideas 
 Simply, I call this my idea. I had this idea and built upon it and now I 
share it with you. It is not just one idea. It is ideas I have had over a course 
of time, they change and shift with moods and feelings, they change and 
shift with age. They are built upon from my first breath of life and will be 
built upon till that last breath leaves my lungs. 
 I have heard many other ideas in my life. I have heard so many ideas 
that it seems hard in this world to expect to be able to have an idea of your 
own. But that isn’t all true because these ideas to you are going to feel 
different than these ideas to me. How will you take these words? How will 
you use them? How will I? I think I am just as likely to forget this idea of 
mine in time, although you will see that it leaves some marks (some real 
marks, marks I will see for the rest of my life) that will make it much 
harder to forget. 
 Even if I leave these ideas behind they were mine for a time, had to 
have been, or I wouldn’t have written them, couldn’t have known how it felt 
unless I felt these ideas for myself. Should I not continue to follow them they 
will continue, as they are my mind itself, and as long as my mind continues 
to work than these ideas should continue as well. 
  



  



TASK ONE: Create Something Grand 
 What are you to do? Lucky for you I have already done the heavy 
lifting and made a wall out of boulders. This is my idea, and I do find it to 
be quite grand. I don’t suspect you can make something which requires such 
a rewire of the brain, but I suspect you can let me rewire for you. You can 
become the creation. A creation of mine. Frankenstein’s monster. Yes, you 
too can be quite grand. 

 
 
 

Art 
Art is an expression of oneself. To me it hardly matters if you have 

real skill in painting or drawing or writing or whatever it is you set out to 
do as long as you make something for you. Art is a snapshot of your feelings 
at any one time. It’s similar to the feeling of looking back at old photos, 
when you are brought back for a short time to the moment the photo was 
taken. You feel the calm you felt on your vacation, the fun you had with 
those old friends, the love you have for the person you were holding. Art is 
like that but the feeling is stronger, it’s a snapshot in time created fully by 
you. It’s remembering how you felt for better or worse at that point in time. 
It’s vastly personal, it’s thoughts and feelings better than any words could 
describe. 

Creation is a feeling entirely unique. It is using your mind to make 
something that is your own. I think all minds are a beautiful and wondrous 
thing and too often people don’t take the time to really dive deep in their 
own. It’s a cave just waiting to be explored and you’re the only one with 
access to it. It would be a shame to let it go undiscovered. Trying to create 
makes you find places in your mind you might not normally have found 
before, thoughts that would otherwise lay dormant. 



That’s art for me, but I also care about art for you. Having others see 
my art and interpreting it is making a baby between two brains. It’s you 
taking it in and using your own ideas and passed experiences to make sense 
of it and try to consider what I was feeling when I made it. Art is ideas I 
vomited onto the floor that you look at and try to determine what I ate for 
lunch that day.  So tell me, what have I eaten?  

Best yet art is a place to show off and refine your newly acquired 
palate of emotions. Emotions are paint and pencil. Some of my favorite 
paintings are done by John Wayne Gacy, a rather unfunny clown and more 
notably a serial killer of little bitty boys. I don’t think I’d much care for Gacy 
as a person (though it may seem out of character I really do not condone 
the murder of others for as much as I hate to admit it they just might be 
an individual too) but I sure would like to pick his mind. Anyone with a faint 
aptitude for painting could paint a clown that looks near identical to a 
painting by Gacy. If you saw one of his paintings maybe you’d think it was 
done by a barely talented nobody hardly experimenting at all. If, on the 
other hand, you know it was painted by a serial killer clown, well I’m sure 
there’s some pretty interesting emotions being felt and thoughts being thunk 
as the brush paints an unexceptional looking painting. 

 
 
 

Time 
 Time plays an important role in this. Should you follow through with 
all I tell you to do I think it is best done quickly, like ripping off a bandage, 
for the longer you take the more likely you are to feel that bandage ripping 
you up, and worse yet you might just decide to leave it on entirely. 

Sure it is nice to savor if you’re in the position to do so, but I think for 
most of you sad sorry suckers who are gonna need to go into work or talk 
to any of the common filth eventually, you need to do it before others can 



work their thoughts in your head telling you “No”. What if they see you 
with a snake beginning to twist up your arm and say “What the hell are 
you doing?” Can you explain to Ms. Bosswoman or Mr. Bossman easily “Fuck 
off I’m on a journey of enlightenment”? They won’t understand. They are 
probably on no such journey and will probably never attempt such a 
journey. Just remember you are a pioneer on your search for knowledge, a 
human trying to reach a world of your own for it is a world more real than 
the rest because it is a world to you. 

I think if possible it is best to do in entirety in one weekend. It will be 
the most glorious weekend of your life, I promise you this. I can take as long 
as I please for I do not need to worry what others may think or do. I am a 
viper in a dark blacker than any darkness that could be in them. But you- I 
am sorry to say you are far from a viper. At least at this point. That is why 
it is best to do it quick. I do this to show you what it really means to live in 
the present. Before one can understand “the present” one must understand 
the past and the future, because those are huge and the present is only a 
needle in a haystack, it is often nowhere to be found at all. 
 
The Past: In one way the past is memories. It is up to you to decide whether 
these memories are to be trusted. Distant pasts from before you- pasts in 
history- can be deduced but can never really be felt again. Recent pasts are 
hardly more tangible. But in a physical way the past is there. It might seem 
better to forget sometimes, sometimes you might forget it but wish you 
remembered more, but it still happened. It still leaves its mark-scars on the 
earth or the skin or deep down inside. Most of the time the only thing you 
can do is build on the past, it is the foundation in the ground and if you 
ignore it most of the time the structure you build will crash down sooner 
rather than later. Make sure, before it is too late, to build a strong 
foundation for yourself. 
 



The Future: You can plan for the future all you want, but there are billions 
of others planning for a future that isn’t the same future you see. The only 
way to know what will happen is to get into everyone’s little head. That 
remains impossible, so instead you can try to get everyone to think the same 
thoughts. Think my thoughts. I have a grand vision of the future. 
 
The Present: The past is the infinite time before you read this sentence, the 
future is the infinite time that remains once this sentence ends, but are you 
really living in the present now and is the only way to prolong the present 
to keep talking and never end this sentence with a period or a pause? Most 
likely you’re touching the present, skimming along its rippling surface with 
your toes but not jumping in. To live in the present you have to ignore your 
past and not think for a moment about the future. It is living life raw with 
no seatbelts and no airbags for safety. It is taking whatever comes. Are you 
strong enough to live in the present and come out anything that resembles 
what used to be you? What are you anyhow? If you want to try it out you 
have the perfect chance right here- live in the present and absorb what you 
read next with no reservations or doubt or fear and instead think only of 
the words. 
 
 
 

Home 
It all starts at home. Your home is your head when you wake up and 

when you lie it down each night. You control the environment completely.  I 
made the tasks I give you (save one exception of a field trip to a farm) able 
to be done in the comfort of your own home for a reason. My home is my 
head. I decorate the insides of its walls much like the insides of my skull- 
with ideas and memories and experiences. I vomit art onto any place I can. 
It can be as calming or as violent a place as I wish, depending on how I feel 



at that time. I want you to have these wonderful memories I am about to 
make with you happen here so that you can fully live it. 

I say fully live it because anywhere else there are others ideas 
plastered on the walls. Anywhere else each room is a shared skull with 
shared ideas and perspectives and while that can be fine for something’s, 
better even, for this particular thing we are doing it defeats the purpose 
entirely. We are doing this to have our own ideas for once. 
 
 
 

Society 
Now friends, I don’t want to belittle you by saying that you believe in 

shit, that you for all intents and purposes are shit! Quite the opposite! But 
you must be humbled, you realize, to be built up again. I am many things. 
One thing I am is a master mason. I knock down the old structure and build 
up a new one brick by brick till it stands twice as tall as before. Realize that 
I’m doing all this for you. I respect you to the core, for you are a living 
breathing sentient being, and all living things need a little respect. I believe 
in you, please, friends, believe in me too, take the time to hear my words 
and give them thought just as I would do to yours. To show you how much I 
care about you I’m about to take the time to talk about all of you when this 
whole thing should be about me. I use the term “you” to mean every other 
scum fuck in this scum fuck place we call society, because odds are you’re 
just a fuck as well. 
 Society is a bee hive of active little bees. These bees all buzz their own 
tune so while one means to convey in his buzz that each and every time he 
sees one of those nauseatingly disgusting hairless skinned creatures 
lumbering around his sweet flowers he wants to impale them, to send hot 
liquid fire into their arms, wishes he could melt them from the outside in 
just for the fuck of doing it, another bee is buzzing at the same time in 



declaration of his near orgasmic release he encounters with the smell of a 
flower, the way he sees the flower’s hues and his tiny little heart beats like 
wild, how he wishes he could do more than suck pollen from that flower, 
how he wishes he could be the very life force of that purple pussied thing, 
these two bees buzz these imaginings but all buzzes unfortunately sound the 
same so both bees take it to mean that they are saying the same thing. At 
the end of the day in that hive the bees are actually all buzzing away at 
philosophical ramblings before bed but all that is heard is an orchestra of 
buzzing. And you know what? As a human we hear that buzz and generally 
think we should kill those fuckers so in a way they really are all saying the 
same thing, they are saying “KILL ME KILL ME KILL ME! I WANT TO 
FUCKING DIE!”. That is society at a glance. While most focus on the 
constant buzz I’m more concerned with these bees’ stories as life from the 
perspective of a bee is quite interesting.  
 You know bees are dying in astonishing numbers? I like the bees, alone 
on the grass with flowers all around I like to run around with them and 
pretend I am one of them, that I have yellow and black furs sticking out of 
my crunchy husk, pretend that as I smell a flower I am sucking and fucking 
and eating it out. I say to my neighbor, “Buzz” wishing to say “Look how 
much fucking pollen juice this sucker’s cumming”, but unfortunately he just 
hears “buzz”. In the spirit of the bees I light up this cigarette. I take a drag 

*sound of a lighter, then inhaling* 
 done so in equal parts for the joy of smoke inhalation and in the hopes of 
developing a cancer of the lungs. Tobacco, nicotine, tar, paper, and a load of 
other chemicals combust and take a gaseous journey down the windpipe all 
the while stabbing like pollen horny honey bees their poison tipped stingers 
in the mouth, the tongue, the lungs, till they come back up again and out 
my drying mouth. 

*Ahhhhh* 
To the bees! To the bees! Bleed me dry you horny fussy stinging bees. 



 Society is a sedative that’s available freely in the air. It is nitrous oxide 
let out from the bullshit people spew so that at all times your brain is 
suffocating and shrinking to a prune. It is waking up and getting puked on 
by updates of others you’ve never met. It is going outside and having 
conflicts thrust upon you that you have no right to have an opinion on but 
you’re forced to anyway. It’s people talking day in and day out either to you 
or at you or over some electronic waves so that you are slowly built up to be 
a part of society. And if they can’t build you up they’ll topple you down. 
 Society is competition. Society is comparing yourself to others. Society 
is competing to be better than others. Society is taking the biggest huffs of 
that nitrous oxide air so you can be the most numb you can be to stand it 
all. Society is killing the planet while demanding you follow the laws. Society 
is telling you these laws till you really think they mean a goddamn thing at 
all. Society is a brain-dead zombie who won’t stop talking for so long in 
your ear that every once in a while they say something that makes sense to 
you and you think maybe just maybe they have half a brain. 
 
 
 

The Individual 
 Close your eyes. Lean back, rub your temples with your fingers in slow 
soft circular motions. Feel veins, feel skull, know that under that is your 
brain and that your brain is you. Say “hi you”, hi you crazy you powerful 
you incredible thing. Feel it sitting there right in back of your eyes, feel 
those cords called the optic nerves sitting there and plugging in to your eye 
sockets. Open your eyes. Feel your eyes, strain them till you feel pain in 
them and know you are feeling them. Blur them sharpen them look around. 
Don’t blink but instead stare as closely as you can at something until you see 
just how detailed it really is. Best yet, go to a mirror and stare deep into 
your eyes. You’re staring at you. Isn’t it hypnotic? 



 Think of every thought you’ve ever thunk. Everyplace you’ve ever been. 
Every person you’ve ever met. Every feeling you’ve ever felt. Think of the 
good and the bad and then think to the thousands of nothing memories. 
How much of my life is nothing memories. Nothing memories are memories 
that do nothing for me, they’re me when I’m just going through the motions 
of life without having a purpose or reason for them. Oh I could make a 
purpose for myself. I have real thoughts and real ideas and real feelings that 
seem a hundred times more real than any other. My purpose is to love 
myself and make others love themselves too. 

Is it selfish to think the individual is the source of life itself? It’s true I 
think that the experience of a child lying in the grass and really taking in 
the world for the first time is more worthwhile then the rest of you all 
together, but not more so than the rest of you all apart. Mankind is selfish, 
mankind will teach you only of other men they deem better and greater 
than you with greater minds and greater thoughts and greater times. 
Mankind thinks your thoughts aren’t worthwhile, while in reality it is 
mankind that isn’t worthwhile and it’s your thoughts that are. Are you a 
part of mankind? I sure fucking hope not! 

After this is done if you wish to go back to Earth to rejoin mankind I 
won’t be mad, just disappointed. A joke! I won’t think about you at all so I 
really won’t care in the slightest, if anything I would be surprised. That is 
because you’ll see just how self empowered you feel to how self empowered 
society wants you to feel. Who has any right to feel better than the rest? 
They’ll say. I went to more years of school than you, what makes you think 
you got any ideas worth hearing? They’ll say. I got more money more chicks 
more friends more muscle more more more more more than you, what 
gives you the right to feel happier than me? They’ll say. Maybe they got 
more of everything in the whole world but one, and that is in that mushy 
thing sitting right behind your skull, but that’s all that matters in the end 
cause that’s you more than anything you might own. 



Because this is about valuing the individual it only makes sense I tell 
you to use me as a model. A Modern Day Marvel, a Model Citizen! I might 
ask you to look like me and be like me and think like me but that’s just 
cause I fucking love me. That’s just cause I am me. So maybe that isn’t you 
at all, but I know this to work, I know this to lay a strong foundation as 
that master mason that I am. Because first, before you can be living a life of 
You, you gotta kill you a little first. Yes, murder, you gotta commit one of 
the greatest sins of them all. You gotta in cold blood slay your ego and all 
that means to be you so that you may rise again. 
 
 
 

Emotions 
“Ring ring ring ring, operator operator, give me the number for a Mr. 

Bull Shit.” 
“Yes? Mr. Bull Shit here.” 
“Mr. Bull Shit, big fan, can you tell me just how it is you make us all 

so full of Shit?” 
“Sure thing Kiddo! First I screw up each and everyone of your precious 

little faces with a smile or a frown, then I take a nice sharp razor blade out 
of my pocket and cut your eyes so you are blind. I then use that razor blade 
and sever your tongue where it connects to your mouth, then cut right on 
through till I got a nice hunk of meat jerky in my hand and you can never 
talk again! Finally I shove my dick in your ears and fuck your head silly till I 
burst both ear drums clean out.” 

“Gee mister, sounds like one hell of a good time!” 
Mr. Bullshit is your bullshit emotions. Bullshit because they aren’t 

really you. They’re thoughts of relatives or friends or people you love or 
people you hate or things going right or things going wrong in your life. I 
want to teach you to see emotions just like any other reaction in that brain 



of yours, that is to say I want you to be able to see your emotions like 
gumballs able to be chewed and savored then spit out again at will. 

There’s a million things in the world you could think about to make 
you happy, a million more that could make you sad. What are those 
anyway? What really is happiness? It’s some dopamine being excreted sure, 
but then what is that? What is feeling good and feeling bad? What about all 
those other emotions that so often mix together to create your mood for the 
day? A state of mind is what they are. Bullshit is what they are. That 
doesn’t mean they aren’t worthwhile though. They are some of the most 
valuable things in the world- they are gumballs if gumballs were one of the 
main essences of life. 

I say gumballs, but a better analogy might be flavors. Flavors of life. 
Think about sitting down at a dinner table, lavish as can be this table is, 
long enough to fit fifty. But there aren’t fifty seated. It’s just you sitting at 
the head of the table. Why such a long table? Well there is over a hundred 
plates and platters and glasses and bottles lined up so there’s no more space 
on the table, the white cloth doesn’t even peep through. Let’s take a taste 
tour of this table. Oh, one more thing, you’ve never eaten before in your life. 
All this food is new to you, each smell and taste is new. Start off with 
breakfast. You’re insatiably hungry and ready to go through a whole day’s 
worth of courses. Sausages eggs hash browns grits toast jelly butter a tall 
glass of orange juice. 

How can you explain how a sausage tastes? This is the first time you’re 
eating remember. So now you say sausage has a slight eggy taste and that 
toast sort of tastes like jelly even though you know that’s not quite true. You 
are hardly thinking about that though you’re so hungry. On to lunch. You 
eat a Turkey sandwich with lettuce and tomato and mayo on whole wheat 
bread. You eat a hot dog with ketchup. You eat chicken noodle soup. You 
drink a nice refreshing soda. Now asked to explain food you say: Hot dogs 



are like sausage, toast is like turkey, soup is like orange juice. Hey you’re 
getting pretty good at this. 

At dinner you eat grapes off the vine. You eat roasted pork. You eat 
mashed potatoes. You eat a side salad. You drink a beer. Well the beer and 
the soda both bubble in your throat, so beer is like soda. A sandwich with 
lettuce and tomato is damn near a salad. Mashed potatoes kinda taste like 
hash browns. Grapes… you can’t quite explain those. Somewhere between 
orange juice and soup. 

Finally dessert! You think you’re all ready for what’s about to come. 
You start to know the smells, you can almost taste things before you put 
them in your mouth. At least you could with the roast pork. Why can’t 
everything be as simple as roast pork? But then madness. Yellow cake, 
chocolate mouse, oatmeal raisin cookies, yogurt parfait, lemon merengue pie. 
The world starts to lose a little meaning; your comprehension of what food 
means is flying out the window with each bite of sour yet sweet lemon pie 
you shovel in that chomper of yours. 

What’s happiness? What’s the taste of a sausage? What’s anger? What’s 
the taste of grapes? Our definitions will all be different. Even if we get the 
same menu I still hate the taste of sausage but you guzzle it down, really 
throat it. 

I think all those flavors are worth trying. I think you’re missing out on 
something life has to offer if you don’t ever discover the taste of a lemony 
pie. Some foods you’ll hate, some you’ll love, some you won’t really have an 
opinion on. But isn’t it fun to try them? 

Emotions are that but much more complicated. There’s fear, but 
there’s a hundred different kinds of fear. There’s fear of heights, which is 
much more different than being hurtled into a pitch black psychosis alone 
curling yourself in your bed, hearing a thump thump thumping up the steps 
of something coming for you. You won’t know that feeling till it happens. 
Aren’t you curious? 



Philosophy 
 I’m going to tell you to do some things you may not normally have 
thought to do. Maybe even some things that seem a little crazy! It’s all for a 
reason though. Why not live a little darker? It’s all fine and well to think 
about nice things, to try to be a nice person, to help others, but it’s just as 
fine to think the opposite. I think the worst goddamn thoughts I can! Why 
not? Every action and thought can be rationalized in its own way. Vikings 
can rape and plunder and pirates can steal ships and ancient cultures can 
perform human sacrifices but I don’t hold that against them in the slightest 
now looking back. 

People can walk around and be nihilists or existentialists or any other 
-ist or they can walk around and have never put thought into the world at 
all. How do you know one from the other? That nihilist is living in his own 
world based on putting strong thought into one idea. You can take on any 
philosophy you want and in doing so you can change the very way you 
perceive the world. It’s grand! It’s the most glorious thing in the world 
because it is the world, the world to you at least. Humans don’t have any 
more right to live than the other animals walking around. We are all pulses 
of Life, a heartbeat of universal consciousness. But one thing that humans 
can do that other animals cannot (not consciously at least) is pick and 
choose how to see the world. 

I stand by this because I have done it myself, I have done every last 
thing on here I tell you to do. I was blessed by the voices of those trees long 
ago, I heard their words that no one else could hear, and decided to become 
Enlightened. I have seen the world as a purposeless pit, I have seen the 
world with such importance I cherish every gust of wind and every crack in 
the ground, I have seen the world with such love I love even the worst parts 
of it in their own way because the worst parts are still life, I have seen the 
world with such hate that I hate even the best parts because the best parts 
are still life. 



That is the power of the Individual. We are blessed to be smart enough 
to make the world into whatever it is we want. You can meditate in such a 
way that will make a world of your own in your mind. The other animals 
(far as I’m concerned) are not so lucky. Or are they? Those bees can fly 
around with their own views of the world because lucky for them they don’t 
have to hear the shit the other bee is spewing next to them. They can just 
experience the world for themselves and decide. 

We have to make more of an effort. It is a lonely business, but I assure 
you it will be worth it in the end. Don’t worry, I have done the dirty work 
personally myself, so you don’t have to deal with a learning curve. I know 
precisely what to do, precisely what it may do to you, and most 
importantly I know the splendor and the purpose it brings. So it really is an 
easy business for you, sit back, relax, do as I say, and leave with a purpose.  
 
 
 

Religion 
 This is your new religion now, a religion most radical- Kowabunga! 
But first let us talk a moment about faith, for you must have faith to have 
religion. It is a mutual relationship between the two parasites- you and 
religion. You must have faith in the religion for the religion to be real in 
your mind, and so too must you have faith in the religion for it to be real in 
the world. You eat a part of it, it eats the masses, and when it has eaten 
the masses it is bulbous and fatty and you can more easily bite out of its 
writhing thousand legged form. 

For any idea in the world to have any sort of real world significance 
(particularly something so invasive as someone’s religion in their lives) there 
needs to be some faith behind it, some amount of belief by some amount of 
people. Otherwise it is merely the thoughts in your head- that is to say 
about as important as letters floating in an alphabet soup right before you 



dump it down the drain. The amount of belief in one idea at any given time 
is palpable and real, if there was a way to measure it and it was not 
something that changed every moment we could collect the data. But we 
don’t need to, if an idea has enough belief behind it we’ll see it. Just because 
this section is about religion, and because I think they’re a good but of fun, 
let’s name a couple of my favorite examples where we can see a grand 
magnitude of faith: suicide bombings and self immolation. If a few of you 
took a bath in some gasoline and lit a match in the street for me, well gee, I 
think that would be pretty neat! 

It should be said that if you’re going to take this seriously at all, put 
any real faith into it, you should be prepared for the best! And in this case 
the best is for this to rock your fucking world! Do what I say and I assure 
you it will in one way or another. As with anything the amount you believe- 
truly believe- and let something carry you the more of it you’ll feel. You 
could listen to me just for fun, see these words as awful silly, think I am 
quite a clown! But what if you really take them in, if you put some real 
thought into it and take the ride and come out a little blacker? 
 Don’t believe me? If faith is what makes an idea real, well then, just 
having faith in this religion is proof enough it is real, so you see, I can’t be 
wrong! I am a shepherd and you are my flock, and as long as you believe 
there is a fence between you and the wolves well sure as hell there will be. 
Not everyone will have faith though, I know that, many will think these are 
some half-baked ideas from a fully baked mind. But no matter, if you do 
not yet have faith follow my teachings and I assure you by the end of it all 
I’ll make you a believer yet. Make sure to follow my instructions in the 
following sections:  DRUGS and SKIN, and then come back to this when you 
do have some faith. 
 With that taken care of- onto religion. Now I don’t presume to know 
everything about the universe. If I had to guess we are all advanced forms of 
bacteria on some alien petri dish, a young lad’s science fair experiment, or 



possibly a form of energy source, where all our feelings and desires are 
preprogrammed and instincts are really just basal desires on the cosmic 
spectrum and life itself is distressingly contrived. Or I could be wrong, it is 
possible Earth is the only planet in all of existence to have life making us of 
arguably more importance. Yet, for the sake of this religion I wish to spread, 
that matters not. 
 Let’s start on a large scale. Real big, big as it gets, the whole universe. 
Boom Bam Kapow, however you assume it started, it’s been going for a 
while, and if scientists are to be believed it’s pretty damn big and has been 
around for a good amount of years. So much so human life really isn’t so 
important. No I don’t think you’re important in the grand scheme of things 
and it is selfish to think so. Does that mean you do not matter? 

In the beginning of time there were only elements floating around, 
there are still only elements in a way now mostly combined upon each 
other, mutated from their pure forms. If there is such a thing as a higher 
power, a true God, it is these. God is Carbon, God is Hydrogen, God is 
Oxygen. Maybe some other being created these things, but these are what 
give us life. These are all of life. And we are made after God’s image, just a 
complex smorgasbord of these elements. We are the stars and the moon and 
the sun and the earth. Look up at the sky at night. See those thousands of 
bright white dots? That’s your brothers and your sisters so say hey hey hey. 

These atomic Gods did something magical and created consciousness 
and feelings. They created thought and emotion. They created you, they’re 
what pumps through your veins, what makes up that brain of yours, they’re 
the chemical reactions firing to let you read and comprehend each of these 
words. That in itself should be enough of a thought to make you pleased. 
Even if you’re rotting away on the verge of death without a penny to your 
name it should make you smile to know that the ground and your brain and 
your rotting body are all one and the same.  
 



Sadism 
I’m not one to say the devil is real, how could I be? Or I wouldn’t be 

unless I had seen him with my own eyes. Yes, it is true, look on ye mighty 
and despair. I have seen the devil and the devil has seen me. It happened 
when I was a boy, slightly older than when the trees first spoke to me. I had 
just stuck my face into an anthill. Nuzzled my nose in there and opened my 
eyes. Those little black beasts swarmed around. They bit me up pretty good. 
Hot stinging flashes all over my nose and cheeks, they bit me so my eyes 
began to swell. 

I was naked, drenched in sweat and mud at the time, I left and 
bounded for the water of a nearby creek hoping I could take some of the 
ant bastards with me to the depths, thought maybe I myself may never 
bother to surface again if the water felt nice enough. It was there in that 
murky water with half shut eyes that I saw the devil. The devil was the 
most perverse thought in the world. The devil was death at your own hands. 
The devil was going against nature in every way devised, screw evolution 
screw perspective screw experience screw sight screw life. I lay down on the 
bottom of the creek. I envisioned the little ants drowning around me, 
pretended I could hear them pop like corn kennels as their life drained out. 
That hardly made me feel bad at all. But the thought- could I really lay 
here forever- sent shivers down me. And I’m not easily shaken. 
 The devil is a friend of mine. One day I will take the final plunge and 
see him again. First I have to spread my word and his so that I don’t leave 
before these words can make others want to do the same. Now I don’t know 
what that fella had been up to. I’ve heard a lot of stories of course, though I 
hate rumors, no one ever really knows the full story. But if what even half 
of what I hear is right, that he gave God two big old middle fingers and 
plummeted straight to hell a blackened fallen angel cause he was just oh so 
sick of heaven, I think we’d be good pals. I hope he has roasting spits anal 
probes and skinning machines lined up for me. Till then, I figured I’d kill 



myself in a more symbolic way, kill myself as myself and rise something a 
bit more akin to him. 
 The way I see it life can be clean. But if things don’t go too well in 
certain regards it can get dirty real quick. Who’s to say you deserve a cushy 
little existence? Wouldn’t one that envelops you in the dirt be more real as 
the world is mostly made of dirt? At least that way you don’t have to 
pretend you are anything you aren’t. You’re bone meal before the decay, a 
short time away from vulture food and plant fertilizer. 

 



Drugs 
 Are fun to be sure! But first and foremost I am here to help you reach 
spiritual enlightenment. Oh you’ll do a good bit of drugs, don’t worry, in 
fact they are quite integral to this whole mission, but I must teach you how 
to use them correctly. If you go in willy nilly all fucked up on all kinds of 
shit well you’re gonna get nowhere but a one way ticket to burn-out town. 
So put down the needle and the crackpipe and stop snorting that 
methamphetamine for just a moment, if you really insist go back to it at 
the end of your path to self actualization. 
 Self actualization is the quest you are on, and it is quite a quest, as I’d 
define a quest as a journey which you reach the other side a whole new 
person, and at the end of this all you’ll look in the mirror and not be able to 
recognize yourself! Before I continue, let me just say here that if you’re 
reading this per chance that you might not be the “target” audience. I only 
target those who can take it! If some twelve year olds started following my 
teachings and came out a bunch of brain dead zombies (as if they won’t 
become them soon enough anyway) I’d feel a tinge of guilt! No, this is meant 
more for: 

F! Middle aged bachelor with a dead end job who’s frankly bored of it 
all and the only reason he doesn’t blow his head off is cause he 
don’t got the balls! Well buddy, at the end of this you’ll have the 
balls to do that and more! You’ll think “blow my head off? why do 
that when I could amputate my limbs one by one and serve them 
to the homeless at the soup kitchen!” Finally when you got no legs 
and one arm (cause you need that for cutting) and your dick’s been 
served as a brautworst you can make a broth of your famous slit 
throat blood! 

F! Stay at home soccer mom of two with a husband who is a shivering 
slobbering sad excuse for a man but she has to stay with him for 
the kids. Got no prospect for any sort of fun future for the next 



fourteen years till your kids ship out? No fear! I’ll teach you how to 
have a good bit of fun! 

F! Pretty much anyone who isn’t below the age of eighteen when your 
brains are still “developing” and this could cause “severe brain 
damage”.  

With that cleared up I’ll teach you a grand life lesson- with a little 
help from drugs you can be whoever you want! You can see that your life is 
quite meaningless. You can see that emotions are nothing but chemical 
reactions in the brain, and when you can change that brain chemistry by 
ingesting a medicine cabinet emotions become a drug of their own! Today I 
will feel happy, today I will be angry, today I’ll lose my fucking mind! Tune 
in, tune out, tune to channels 4, 5, and 6. 

And lose your mind you will! To do this my friend you’ll need ACID. 
Yes, this drug is life itself! Used by artists, great thinkers, governments, 
junkies, and scientists alike! When you think about it, aren’t all drugs a 
representation of society? The intent behind doing them is all different, 
some do it for progress, some do it for self destruction, some do it cause 
they’re just too goddamn bored to know what else to do. I like to think 
we’re doing them for a combination of self destruction and progress as 
they’re one in the same! We must become beasts to become enlightened! 

This drug is of particular interest to me because, continuing with our 
analogy to society and to life in general, it’s all what you make of it. The 
hippies used it in a most loving way. A search for peace and love and 
togetherness and to see beauty in the world. But it can be used for 
something much darker. As with anything that is it has no meaning till you 
give it meaning. Let me give it meaning for you. You’ll see just how powerful 
it is. I am a Modern Day Magician. I’ll make you feel all kinds of things with 
a wave of my here magic wand. 
 



 



TASK TWO: “Stroke Your Ego” 

Okay ladies and germs, for this you have to lose your mind just a bit, 
but you’re gonna get it back I almost guarantee it. I know for me sometimes 
the world starts to seem a little static, a little like a written script TV show. 
You know you’re going to get up, you know you’re going to shower, then 
you’re off to school/work/other, then you’re going to get home eat some 
slop put on the TV then end the night with masturbating to a video of you 
masturbating from the night before (or maybe that’s just me) and on and 
on the cycle will go with the only difference in routine being that the 
masturbation video is a bit different each night because you leave on 
whatever shirt you’re wearing because you’re self conscious of the way your 
nipples look or your fat lard rolls or your too wrinkled this that or other. 
 Sometimes you might need a little help to remember just how fluid 
the world is, how every interaction with every thing dead living or inorganic 
can be novel and beautiful. That wall you’ve always left blank white, paint 
on it whatever comes to mind. Display the inner thinking’s of your mind to 
all who may come to your home. That friend you’ve always kind of gotten 
along with but never much bothered to know, why don’t you look them in 
the face and see their wrinkles and tans and know just all they’ve been 
through to get to where they are. 

Acid is living life with the perception meters turned to ten. It is 
making the mundane extraordinary and the extraordinary out of this world. 
It is intensity and it is living and it is grand. My favorite reason to preach 
the use of this drug is I think most everyone nowadays is a pussy and a half. 
They are sad scared little creatures who can’t think for themselves. They 
need everyone else to tell them just what to do or “Oh me oh my!” they’d 
have no idea! Well take a tab and shut yourself up alone or go out and hit 
the streets where people won’t baby you so, that way you have to actually 
nut the fuck up for once in your life and think for yourself. 



Tune in. Take a tab of acid and stick it on your tongue. Being with 
others is great too, but I’m here to preach about the individual after all, so 
let’s start there, with you alone with your thoughts. Today you will examine 
yourself. This will get a bit bizarre. Strip naked and look, see your skin and 
feel what must lie underneath. Know that body is you and that you can be 
anything. Look down at your genitals, now this is important, know that 
after your brain this is the next up on the list of You. This can be used to 
make life itself. Ponder on that a moment then masturbate furiously for 
tomorrow’s tape. Love yourself, and I mean that in a literal sense, make love 
to yourself till you cum your brains out. 

Tune out. If you can see the world as fluid as it is, as malleable and 
always ready for change, you’re going to have to tune stuff out, mainly all 
those who don’t see it that way at all. You’ll have to tune out all the shit 
where people think life is on any kind of track at all, otherwise you’re going 
to drive yourself crazy trying to reason why they do anything. And I don’t 
want you crazy, no no no, why would I want a thing like that? Life went 
from a scripted TV sitcom to an experimental film where the genre changes 
each second and they’re writing it as they go. 

But then again if you change your brain chemistry are you still really 
you? The individual and all that shit I’ve been spewing? With any luck these 
things won’t change your brain chemistry for good, just for a short time to 
give you a new look on life, but in that regard it’s a bit of a cheat. A cheat 
to fast track this process of self examination. First up in the journey is seeing 
the world in a new light, and the easiest way to do this- almost by 
definition- is with mind altering substances, but can be done naturally too. 
How do you see life in a new light? Maybe easier said than done, but you 
gotta change your life up a little, and trust me the next task will be means 
enough to change your life up. 

 
 



Skin 
We’ve touched your brain and your genitals, now let’s touch your skin. 

None of this world is really yours other than that skin on your back (and 
the thoughts in your head once I’m done with you). You can try to make 
other things yours, cut down a forest slaughter the animals build a house 
and drink wine while looking at the stuffed busts of all the dumb little 
things that got in your way. You can say that’s yours, I think that’s being 
awful delusional but hell it’ll all turn to dust and you won’t matter in some 
good amount of years so delude away. I’m not here to delude though. I’m 
here to preach truth. 



 



TASK THREE: “Your Skin is Mine” 
 I suppose you could really handle this anyway you like, but I really do 
want you to follow by example to assure you follow the path to salvation. 
You want to be saved don’t you? For this task we will decorate our skin in a 
way that is quite offensive to others. Not in your face “FUCK YOU” 
offensive, but offensive in that you are living for you and others may get a 
bit jealous of your gall. 
 Follow my lead or do something completely different. Again if you 
decide to live to please me then follow my lead (as that’s still a choice made 
by you) or if you think you’re strong enough to live on your own then by all 
means try. For this task you will need things to permanently mark your 
skin. Permanence is important, if you draw shit in sharpie up and down 
your arms you’re not exactly taking a stand are you? Where’s the fun in 
that? Where’s the balls? No, for this you will need some serious tools. 
 First up I suggest a tattoo machine. You can jerry rig some janky 
prison machine if you can’t afford the real thing. It’s more for the point of 
doing it than the end product. You could completely fuck up your skin if you 
wanted and tattoo squiggly lines seizing like an epileptic roadmap all up and 
down your body and it would be the same effect- if not even stronger- 
than tattooing something nice on your skin. No matter what you decide to 
do the point is to cover as much skin as you can bring yourself to. Don’t 
pussy foot around it. 
 I start with a large snake coiling around me so as I don’t ever forget 
the dark forces that twist within me. Snakes, creatures of the earth with 
eyes that seem half dead, I wonder to what they must be thinking. That 
must be why they are often depicted as evil- no decency could be lingering 
behind those eyes. I envy that. I strive for that, so I add a snake to me so 
that in turn I may one day be a snake, the devil’s pet. 
 A lot of this stuff I’m talking about is abstract and footnoted and 
more of an exercise of thought. This isn’t thought though, this is action, this 



is making a decision to change your body. Everyone’s experience will be 
different, I think the way to experience it best is to decide to do it when 
that is the opposite of what you would think you would do. To the straight 
laced proper person or the timid frightened person or the boring dullful 
person who just wants to surprise themselves. 

For me, the process is meditative. Meditative mixed with adrenaline, 
it’s the clearing of my head of all the junk I had to do that day. It is feeling 
this coiling beast spreading, knowing each stroke is a stroke that will stay on 
me forever. There’s no turning back. It is freeing, freeing, freeing as each 
parcel of skin is bare no longer. It is deciding that I believe in these words 
and believe in myself enough to be okay with its permanent coiling up my 
leg, side, and arm. It is knowing that when I’m old and graying I can look at 
it and say “I didn’t give a fuck what the others thought”. It is a reminder 
every time I look at myself (if you couldn’t guess, I look at myself any chance 
I can get) that I believe in my ideas and myself. 

This last reason is important, and one of the biggest reasons to mark 
your skin at all. That is because society- with all its noxious nitrous fumes- 
is quite an overbearing force. It is natural to try to make sense of a person, 
if you thought everyone was living in a world of their own in their head it 
would be almost impossible to make sense of them without talking to them 
first, and by God why the fuck would you want to get to truly know and 
understand someone when you got places to go and people to see (notice I 
said see not meet). When others try to make sense of you they’ll treat you 
just how they see you. It takes an almost over purposeful vomit of your own 
self identity to change their minds, so it’s easy to become their vision of you. 
But then at the end of the day if you strip naked and see that ink sitting all 
over your skin you realize that they weren’t quite right. And anyway, their 
vision of you might change a bit if your very skin is marked to high hell- but 
that is neither here nor there because who gives a fuck if they see you the 
right way or the wrong way as long as you are still you. 



  



Next, of course, is a brand. Solid steel cold made hot. Brands are quite 
fascinating to me. They are historically used for two things- marking cattle 
and marking slaves- and I think it’s a riot to say that we really are both. 
Save this for after the tattoos, as this one’s a little more… a little more 
something. It’s one thing to see your skin change, it’s another to smell it.  

No using painkillers or any other thing to help numb the pain. This 
one is all about pain. You want to feel it cooking you alive and you want to 
love it. What is pain? Is it bad? What is scarring? Is it good? And hurt it will 
but the pain will pass and in it’s place you’ll have a token to remember it 
always. 

Get a friend to do it to be safe. I chose to do it myself because, well 
hell, I just like to do things myself. There’s going to be a second of fear while 
it’s in your hands. If someone else is holding it it is a lot easier to shut your 
eyes and have them do the dirty work. Doing it yourself you know you have 
one shot and you better take the pain without a jolt or else it’ll be fucked 
forever. You gotta be able to live with that because there’s no saying how 
you’re going to react once it touches skin. So grab that steel and press away 
and at the end of the day your skin will have something to say. 
   



Sex 
 There’s two parts to life: things that are sex and things that aren’t 
sex, and things that are sex often times leak into those things that aren’t 
sex until it’s just about all sex. If you could separate sex from life- and I 
believe you can just as you can dissociate just about any part of you you 
damn well please- it would be a strange place. What would you have to 
work for then? Cheap thrills, helping others just as miserable as you would 
be, maybe trying to progress society to compensate. But let’s be real you 
probably wouldn’t do that anyway and you’d continue on with the same 
dull shit you’ve been doing the last- how many years now? 
 You can put sexual meaning into just about anything. We’ve all been 
horny, we can all get hornier. I sit on a bus and feel the seats under me are 
sex- they were designed by someone for money to flash around and get 
some action, at least as much as a bus seat designer can get, they’re made 
by factory workers who need the money to survive and they survive to fuck 
another day, the bus driver’s only driving to make ends meet just the same 
and to occasionally catch a glimpse of a riding up dress in the rearview 
mirror, and cause I know it’s all sex that’s just about the only thing I’m 
thinking of on that bus. Maybe that’s why I’m horny all the time. I’d fuck 
anything. My dick’ll never go soft. I imagine on that bus everyone’s naked 
and sex juices coat the floors and the walls and some even splatters on the 
ceiling. 
 As a boy I had many animals, and my dick was as hard back then as 
it is now. I’d fuck the cats I’d fuck the dogs, I’d go to a farm and fuck a 
chicken till my dick erupted it from the inside out. It’s not that I’d choose to 
fuck a chicken over anything else, but in the end I say “CLUCK CLUCK let’s 
FUCK”. 
 If it were up to me pornography would be streamed 24/7 on every 
television screen in America. I sometimes wonder why it isn’t. With all the 
filth they put on TV anyways (filth in that it does nothing but puts the 



mind to sleep) I can’t imagine it can be any worse. That way we’d all be on 
the same playing field at least. Watch enough porn- the more hardcore the 
better- and soon enough any person you see seems to just be waiting for 
their clothing to be ripped off. That mouth isn’t meant for talking anymore, 
no no no, it’s made for something much more instinctual.  
 Sex is an important part of life- pretty much the most important in 
terms of life- so needs to be addressed, but at the same time strays away 
from the individual as there needs to be another person involved. But it 
serves as a perfect way to make a point. Sex is so crucial to life, the most 
natural need in the world, but we all view it differently as anything else. If 
you look at sex from a pretty bland perspective it is to feel good for a short 
time, but it’s obviously more messy than that. Sex can be more about having 
your ego stroked than your dick- if you’re having plenty you must be doing 
something right, can be taken so far as to be a status symbol. Sex can be 
about love, can be about getting as close to someone you really care for as 
possible. As with anything in life I don’t think there’s a right way to look at 
it, except to say look at it however you can that’ll give you the most 
pleasure. 
 And as I am preaching for the individual I’ll say look at it however you 
want to look at it as long as you can get the other person to go along with 
it or have them be willing to try. If you let others tell you how to see it you 
won’t quite believe in it as much, won’t feel it as much. If everyone around 
you is telling you to fuck any girl/guy/other in sight you can but you more 
enjoy it when you take in the other person as a person and have to have a 
little feeling between you first- well then you might feel a little like you’re 
fucking like rabbits in a zoo and there’s not much point. On the other hand, 
maybe that thought’s a bit kinky and turns you on and you just wish 
everyone was living happily together eating chow and then getting back to 
getting it on- I’m sure there’s much worse fates than that. In the same vain 
as fucking like rabbits, here’s the next task. 



 



TASK FOUR: “Fuck a horse” 
Now this has really shit all to do with being sexually aroused by horses. 

If you are, well good for you, you’re not really supposed to be though. It’s 
more about recognizing that sex isn’t quite so black and white (while at the 
same time making you realize you’re a Fucking Machine). Nothing is black 
and white. 

You see a horse farm any other day of the week and you think some 
nice little thoughts of horsies frolicking on the grass but now you have to see 
em as slabs of fuckable meat. You’ll get there and instead of feeling anything 
nice at all you’ll feel pure depravity in the air. Is it really in the air or in 
your mind? I think it is really in the air, others just might not sense it. If 
someone knew what you had in mind to do and could be along to observe 
they’d feel it. It’s an outpouring of some emotion or another. Emotions- 
there they are again. This is an interesting one to add to your palate. 

Hopefully you live close enough to a farm where you can drive out 
there without much trouble. Obviously it is best to go at night when no one 
is going to be able to see you. You’d think horses might whinny and neigh a 
whole lot- and some do, this may take a few tries- but most actually sit 
there pretty quiet. That’s also because a horse cock is the size of your fucking 
leg and they probably won’t notice your little pecker. Girls can do this too, 
but it might be a bit more painful. All the better! I can’t truthfully say I 
haven’t stuck a horse dick into my asshole so I know a bit what you’re going 
through. 

Anyway the horse will be there pretty big and majestic like. You’ll 
need to find a stool to get up there, and if you don’t think your dick can 
get hard pop a few Viagra before hand. For girls if you want lube is fine and 
probably necessary. It’s called raw dogging and not raw horsing for a reason. 
There’s probably gonna be a little hesitation at this point but it’s just like 
jumping into a cold pool. If you slowly put yourself in you’re going to back 



out. You just gotta count to three and jump, or in this case count to three 
and fuck that horsey like it’s the best piece o ass you’re ever gonna get. 
 

 
 

Nature 
 Raze the forests and kill those Fucking Pests that roam so that us 
humans may graze on our own! I want to see no trees and live in our own 
filth like rabid rats, yet I want to see no rats, I prefer only to see humans 
for far as the eye can see blending into this unnatural concrete land with 
clothes just as commercialized as the rest, camouflage for the modern world. 
I want to worry about nothing other than my place in this man made rat 
cage, I want to make sure I got the most of everything out of all the rest so 
I may be King of the Rats. Let me live in the sewer! I am a sadist remember, 
and in this way I am living in a hell so contrived and so pointless it truly is 
the worst thing imaginable, it took us ages to get to this point of self 
depreciation, denying it would be spitting in the face of culture and of the 
brilliant minds of men passed.  
 But it’s important to remember just what it is we’re missing, to see 
heaven and choose hell instead. So first before throwing yourself in the trash 
let’s see paradise for a little while. 
 
  



 



 

TASK FIVE: “NATURE” 
 For this you need only paints and a canvas and a good eye. Go out in 
nature somewhere, I prefer to go where I can watch the sun bounce off of 
water. The changing colors from reflections of changing light and the ripples 
that bounce these colors around make me think that there is something 
more surely out there. There is something to go along with emotions, 
something just as beautiful to match them so that your emotions can float 
out there in the water sitting just above the surface. 
 I paint here because it makes me look passed just water and trees and 
dirt. It makes me strain to see every one of the thousands of colors and 
shades and hues that are there, and see that to capture this one tiny spot in 
the world that exists for just a second till the sun passes higher overhead 
and the breeze changes it would take me a lifetime. Still I try best I can to 
put down colors to at least remind myself later of how I saw the spot. That 
way I can live in there any time I please. Before I paint I just look at 
everything, for at least the time it takes to smoke a cigarette to the stub- 
then of course I toss that cigarette butt in the dirt hoping an animal will eat 
it and choke later- and move color to canvas, not thinking but thinking the 
whole time as I stare hard as I can at every spot here. 
 It’s here I don’t think to think horrid thoughts or think to worry or 
think to be a prophet for Satan. Here that all seems a bit silly. Here I think 
it would be better to just sit forever and not mind what’s going on in the 
world at large. This is the individual of the natural world. The trees and 
grass grow just how they’d please and the water flows just how it feels. The 
birds and the bees fly and buzz, and I think that the bees aren’t actually 
trying to philosophize at all. The bees are sitting there enjoying it all as 
much as I am and in this world there is no reason to fantasize about 
stinging hairless saggy skinned demons. There are no demons at all. There is 
only beauty and life as life is. 



 Then I pack up my canvases and my paints and walk home and the 
trees stop blocking that nitrous oxide air and the people all have still gone 
dumb and of course the trees and the water and the birds and the bees 
don’t all live so freely cause we’re cutting down the forests and dumping shit 
in the water and the polluting the air so the weather aint right for the 
birds and did you know the bees are dying in astonishing numbers?   
 

 
 

Capitalism 
            Breeds horrid monsters? Not usually, but I think it can so I must 
try. If you can believe any philosophy you can surely believe in any economic 
system- as they are just philosophical ideas on money put to practice. Sure I 
think you could have a nice little socialist society where all are equal and 
there are no bad thoughts in the world as there is no competition to drive 
you apart. You could get together each night and sing kumbaya and hold 
hands and say how tomorrow you’re going to do some work, some real 
work, to build a world to be better for you all. But that aint the world we 
live in and I’m just a single person so it’s a hell of a lot easier to just adapt. 
Adaptions the name of the game, and when I look out at this society I see 
what one must do. 
            One must become an individual to wring dry this thing for all its 
worth. And in the same vain it must be known that that is the end goal in 
this place- to come out top dog. And I’m a dog for sure.  

*Woof Woof* 
            You really can’t wring the place dry if you’re stuck looking to 
others. That’s the great grand beauty of this whole thing. I’m just becoming 
the best the society can ask- or trying at least- let’s see if you love me as 
much as I love me. Again, I’m just trying to be a Model Citizen. So I’ll say 
how I see the world. 



I see it in a freeing way, free in a different way than I would see other 
systems sure, I’m not as free unless I’m rich, but if I am then god damn I 
really will be king. I will be more than free. With enough money comes 
enough power comes the ability to buy just about anything you please, you 
can live a life you would never be able to live by your own means. 

Of course if you fall behind and stop thinking like you should you’re 
going to get stomped and you’re going to get beaten and really if you tell 
yourself you are anything other than shit in this place you’re just kidding 
yourself. Sorry. Another place another time maybe you’d be worth 
something. There’s a lot of boring things this society churns out. In fact the 
real main goal of this place is to churn out shit, but that’s because this place 
is just eating so goddamn much that it also has to come out as shit. 
Nonetheless making it (really making it that is) in this world seems like an 
at least somewhat interesting way to pass the time. 

The most important lesson I take from capitalism in our society- 
which breeds me into the heart of the place, a self fulfilling prophecy of its 
own- is that it makes it all so easy to separate myself from you others. Most 
all of our interactions is cheap salesmanship so I don’t have to see anything 
much at all of value in you. It’s very possible you have no value. The cashier 
sells me their superficial hellos to earn their wage, the teacher sells me their 
oh so bright intellect for if I stop thinking they’re so smart they have no 
reason to be there at all, the peers sell me their oh so wonderful 
personalities to boost their ego or to have something to do, the lovers sell 
their oh so beautifully unique bodies for a bit of pleasure, the father and 
mother sell their oh so experienced wisdom so I don’t grow up a mistake, I 
sell myself on my oh so wonderful self so as not to think I’m worthless. We’re 
all selling something- at least that’s a way to look at it. We’re all selling 
something and you’re just as expected to buy it or else nothing would run at 
all. 



Again normally I wouldn’t even bother to talk of this as it isn’t so 
much about me, but it is about the world I’m living in so I suppose it’s worth 
noting. If I could just convince any and all that I’m the biggest shit in this 
shit spewing world, well maybe I could be something to others too. And by 
that I mean I could be more than you. 
 

  



TASK SIX: Feed Me 
As I preach ideas it is only fitting I think the only pure way to live in 

this place is to have my ideas be the only things that get me by, as any 
other’s ideas are not my own. Working for someone else who is merely a 
vessel for nitrous oxide is not on my list of “to do’s”. I have my own list of 
those. 
 You can look at the act of leaving me money any way at all. I don’t 
want you to leave me money just cause you’re feeling generous. I want you 
to leave me money for the sole fact my ideas have entered your brain and 
they are now gnawing at you. Have an idea of your own about whether or 
not the words were worth the space in your head. 
 Is it worth it to you to support the use of one’s own ideas? Do you 
find that important? No one else is telling you whether or not to leave me 
money. I won’t even say outright you better, though I will say you better 
should you want to see this thing through to the end. One of the beauties of 
ideas is that they are most fluid. It’s not often you’ll have an idea on 
something and think of it in a completely unwavering unchangeable way. So 
could I have more than one motivation behind this, could I really be just as 
desperate to take your cash as all the rest and don’t care about the lesson 
at all? Well maybe in my head but once you write down an idea and clarify 
it becomes concrete, if not in your head than on paper, and on paper I have 
the power to say no no no my darling, I only care for you, and will likely 
burn the cash as a sign of how little I really do need a thing from you.  
 If I had to say the best way to do it, well I guess I do have some ideas. 
I think you should drain your bank account. Com-plete-ly, drain it so 
there’s nothing left at all. You only have one little last thing to do. It won’t 
be so hard. Not after all of this, not after all you’ve done. No, it is much like 
holding a branding iron just waiting for your skin to melt. It’ll hurt at first. 
It’ll sting for a while. The scar will always be there, there’s no getting the 
skin back and there’s no getting the money back, if you come begging to me 



you won’t see a cent. What kind of man would I be if I did return it? That 
would be taking away the greatest gift of all. 
 It will be a thrill. A thrill for sure. It’s all too easy to spend money 
online nowadays, or better I say it is all easy enough. It will create quite a 
time for you. It will change things up. How fun it is to sit there with your 
finger a click away from a life of pain and then to say “fuck it” and click 
away. It is torture of the modern world, and it is most brutal in the most 
pathetic way possible. It is a joke of the ages, and I think it is quite funny. 
 What is money? It is all how much worth you put into it. I think it is 
perfectly reasonable to be attached to it. In a way it is hard work, it is real 
hours of your life, it is opportunity to buy something in the future- maybe 
it is a vacation or a car or a meal. But it is also a reminder of what you rely 
on. It is a reminder of your life. It is, in many ways, the purpose of your life 
now. How many decisions have revolved in one way or another around 
money? What thoughts then have to go into getting rid of it? It is self 
suicide, it is killing yourself, it is killing meaning you had in life, but by god, 
wake up and be born anew. Feel for a second what it means to have a new 
meaning to life, for it is seeing the world completely different, it is looking 
through freer eyes into greener pastures. 
 As you will see I mean all it is that I say. I do everything I tell you to 
do. This task is unfortunately one I can hardly do, for I can’t give myself 
money, and so I thought instead to burn it. But then alas I have very little 
money to my name to burn. I could burn a few twenty dollar bills but that 
would look like child’s play, some hardly well thought out idea or some silly 
stance on “money is evil” or really not look like anything at all. If you do 
leave me money, if enough of you really do join me on this ride, then I 
solemnly swear to burn enough of it so that you will be satisfied. 

 
 
 



Fire 
Fire starts as life, slow, just a spark. It is small and easily put out. 

There are many sparks that go on to do nothing, and sure we can say there 
would be no fire without these sparks, but then again all they are doing is 
acting as a step in a grand staircase. Then as life goes on for many the fire 
grows.  

Most make it to this point. They grow fierce. They grow hot. You can 
define them as merely fires but they’re always changing and big enough 
where if you get close enough you’ll feel them and get closer yet and you’ll 
start to burn. These fires flare in air. Their paths are undefined. Combustion 
and some shoots out high and some swoops down low. Where will they go 
from here? Some fires will grow larger still. Others will burn out soon 
finding that there is no kindling around them, nothing to grab hold of, and 
sadly they are then burnt out and extinguished. For a moment smoke drifts 
up. An afterimage to be seen by those around them. Then quickly they are 
kicked out and forgotten and before next season a hundred other fires will 
have been made in its place, each as beautiful for its short life but then 
forgotten just as quickly as the last. 
 I wish not to be a small fire. That is because I like fire. I think it’s 
pretty. I should think the world to be prettier if it sunk under a wafting fire 
that never faded. That fire will likely not come, not till the sun itself grows 
large enough to swallow the Earth, and then in time that star too will fade 
cold. Should I have the chance though, to burn a bright burning fire, large 
enough to scorch- if not immolate- many of you, I should be happy. And so 
what better way, wouldn’t you say, than to burn for me. I burn for me.  
  



  



TASK SEVEN: Burn 
 Burn. Burn baby burn. Think of what I said of fires. Of big and small. 
Does what burns matter just as much as the size? That thing that once was 
something and that will soon combust and turn instead to a brilliant blaze? 
Burn a past you wish to forget, burn something you cherish but now do not 
need, best yet, of course, is to burn yourself and throw yourself upon the 
flame, should you think that you are big enough yet to make those flames 
jump and explode like a can of gasoline dosing the masses. 
  
 
 

Goodnight 
 “How do you sleep at night?” “Horrid nightmares?” “Like a baby?” 
 No. Not like a baby. Babies know hardly anything about this world. I 
imagine their dreams are the likes of those of puppies, rolling on soft 
blankets and running in flower fields respectively (unless of course I don’t 
remember correctly what it is like to be a baby, it is possible babies dream 
some horrid dreams of bloody wombs and placentas, in which case, yes, I 
suppose I do sleep like a baby). 
 Any who- I sleep magnificently because I have the most lovely 
nightmares. I used to dream of being in gasoline flooded shacks, all alone 
with a match, and it would last for a seeming forever, me smelling poignant 
gas smells before dropping that flame. I think that was back when I didn’t 
brush my teeth before bed- I’d wake up with the smell of horrid breath not 
too dissimilar to gas drenched wood. 
 I’d dream of BDSM dungeons where everyone was made of leather. 
Leather upon leather strapping into each other till we were a knot of sex 
juices. I’d dream of being paralyzed on the autopsy table, operated on alive, 
but all my organs which were ripped from me were rotten fruits- my 
spleen a banana, my guts a bunch of grapes my heart a peach, each moldy 



and browned with flaking skin. I’d dream of loading suitcase upon suitcase 
filled with C4 explosives onto a luxury cruise line, then sneaking on board as 
we left port and drowning the nearest child in the pool just to see how 
angry the passengers would get before blowing us all sky high. I’d wake up in 
a fit of laughter, the thought of drowning in a pool at sea almost as funny 
as the misplaced anger. 
 If you follow my teachings I have lain out for you I urge you to take 
note of your dreams, though you’ll likely be so haunted by them you wish to 
forget! Don’t, don’t you dare! This means you have almost reached the 
pinnacle of man, you have almost crossed to the other side, you are being 
reborn, and the birth process is gross and ugly and horrible but at the same 
time beautiful, the essence of life itself. You will dream dreams with 
thoughts only a weaker passed self would have. Dreams with feelings such as 
regret or love or pity. Laugh at this individual, know it is you no longer. You 
will dream some dreams of things you never wished to have thought before, 
that is your eyes being opened. Love it. Embrace it. Be it. 
 I’ll leave you on one final note. I live for dreams. That’s pure life. Most 
often they’re the only times I really feel anything real at all. People aren’t 
people but they are at the same time, they’re people as you want to see 
them. Separated reality. But they’re still real, I’ve grown to hate real people 
from what I dreamed of them. I’ve grown to love and fallen out of love 
before ever even really talking to someone, with a face just remembered 
enough to enter my mind at night. It is my deepest darkest reality.  
 I used to dream all kinds of things, but recently it’s been one dream, 
the same dream over and over and over. It’s what makes me ready to shut 
my eyes. It’s what wakes me hard and excited each morning. In this dream I 
walk down a street. It is night but there are some street lights on either side 
of the road. It’s a black pavement. The world is silent except for rain, but in 
that white light I can see it’s not raining water, it is red and raining blood. I 
look in a puddle and see I am Jesus Christ and I am soaking in all your 



blood. At the end of the road I see a crucifix and I hop on up. Nails appear 
in my limbs and I float there howling at the moon, your blood dripping into 
my open mouth. Though I know the whole world is dead I still hang up 
there and then I see clear as day, clear as a vision, that Jesus didn’t die for 
any of you. He just liked the whip. Oh god, I love the whip, hang me to 
starve so that I can feel how it feels for hungry stomach acid to eat me 
alive.” 
 

That’s!all!that!was!in!those!tapes.!Do!you!wonder!who!I!am!after!all!this?!

Some!accomplice?!Just!someone!lucky!enough!to!stumble!upon!his!words!just!like!

you?!I’m!sad!to!say!it!is!more!of!the!latter.!I!am!tied!to!the!place!I!lay!my!head,!I!

am!stuck!with!the!others!in!the!hands!of!the!many.!But!what!about!him?!Where!

does!a!man!with!ideas!like!his!come!from?!He!is!a!man!of!NowhereF!no!bonds,!no!

ties,!no!where!to!be,!no!where!to!have!been.!He!is!a!hermit!a!ghost!living!among!

the!trees.!In!the!trees!he!will!stay,!I!doubt!he!will!bother!to!see!if!anyone!hears!his!

words.!
!

 But of course that isn’t giving me credit, and it’s all about me isn’t it? 
Bloo-dy fucking right it is! I’m the Great Gruesome God himself! The 
prophet the speaker the life liver, and baby oh baby oh baby Ima keep on 
living till the day I burst my pretty little brains out all over the broadcasting 
studio on live TV when I become the famous fox I was born to be! That way 
I’ll be laughing all eternity over invisible signals reborn into a bodiless spirit, 
Jesus Christ ascending to his throne.  
  



 





 


