[quote=shade;4338725580140438228]can someone summarize what's this drama about i feel like i'm missing a lot of stuff [/quote]

More than 5 years ago, a kid made a shitty mod that had "bad symbols" in it.
And if you scanned those symbols, it made your character say things that countless other children were programmed to disagree with. It was political. I didn't (and still don't) care.

Now, almost a decade later, that same kid is trying to make money in a very scumbag way.
He has only now removed that old mod in response to THIS DISCUSSION.
And you can no longer access it on the Workshop.

He wasn't a thoughtful person, so he just worked and worked and worked.
He made a lot of shit.
So much shit that it seemed like the mod was big.
Some of it was shit that he didn't make. It was given to him by others. 
He took it anyway and said it was his; He threw it on the pile.

I, a big mean bald man, found him years later.
I offered to do some thinking for him because he didn't like thinking.
He didn't like talking either.
But I found something to talk to him about. Something I thought we shared. 
But it was something I had learned from, and that he had not.
And I, like others before and after me, fed him pity.
This was a mistake.

For years, we worked on a reboot of his original project.
I took the pieces available (salvaged from his old work, new work, and work given to us).

I tried to create a narrative expansion on the base game that acknowledged what it was while improvising explanations and additions that had some plausibility.

I outlined progression, details, and a broader thematic experience...
That he manifested.
Along with others.

Because of mistakes I made by talking to the wrong people, who were also terrible, we had some needless conflict on public launch of the reboot, GiC, but ultimately felt success over time. I worked to cultivate and manage a community, publicize the project, and tweak/refine/edit a lot of the writing in the playable content.

Eventually, familiarity bred contempt. And the kid that was doing a lot of work had always decided that, in his mind, everything belonged to him. He always tried to get rid of non-essential people on his team so that he could gaslight himself into taking more credit. He thought he deserved all of it, because he tried to make sure he did more than others. Because he does not think. Only work.

One day he asked, "Why do I have to do anything you say?"
To which I responded, "You don't?"
But he did not see what I saw. He did not think about how far we got by working together.
He only saw how much everything should belong to him.
And he resented how, when looking upon his works, he saw me. And not him.

So, he cooked up a story to feed himself and new idiots that would feed him pity again, and ultimately replace me. Like Pinko. Who I fear believes that he is honestly helping the boy. 
As I did.

He fed that story to me too. 
And I chewed on it at first. 
I wasted months reflecting on his accusations.
He said I manipulated him. 
But that wasn't really the right word.
 
Because it was clear from the beginning that he needed others' ideas.
He does not create original things; He only finds ways to transpose them into this terrible game.
To make it less terrible, presumably.

And I validated that.
I saw the value in what he could do.
And I tried to point it toward good things.
And I tried to point him away from the terrible person he was becoming.
But I am not a patient man.

And he resented that friction among other petty trespasses that he sucked up his ass and hardened over time.

Now, in the bleak economic hellscape of reality, he has decided to betray and remove more people that worked with him, so that he can use the project to beg for money on Patreon. And if things get worse, he will hold the project at gunpoint and threaten to remove it if he decides he just isn't making enough money. On something that he alone did not build. No matter how much he pipes some Cato Sicarius bullshit and farts about being the sole developer.

Patman was right all along: The boy shits loudly.
And I will clean up his mess as I always did-
-though I no longer see him as my own repugnant child or sibling.

When something is put online, it is automatically copyrighted.
This stops anyone from putting it somewhere else-
-because it already "exists" wherever it was first.
What it does not do is specify who that copyright belongs to.
To do that, you would need to register the copyright.
Which I have done.

There is no magic to the process. It takes time. I will have the documentation I need in either 1 month from now, or by September of this year at the latest.

He can build all he wants until then. But I will take it from him, in the end.
He will be made to understand what he has done to me, others before me, and others after me.

He will have to learn from pain, and experience. 
Because words, either spoken or written, were never enough.
