10

[image: image1.png]



THREE PICKLES FOR THE UNKNOWING ONES
“Oh shit, I'm sorry.”

“Sorry for what? Our daddy taught us not to be ashamed of our dicks, 'specially since they're such good size, an' all.”

“Yeah I see that, your daddy gave you good advice.”

“It gets bigger when I pull on it.”

“Hmmm!”

“Sometimes, I pull on it so hard... I rip the skin.”

“Oh, well my daddy taught me a few things too, like, uh, how not to rip the skin by using someone else's mouth instead of your own hands.”

“Will you show me?”

“I'd be right happy to!”
Foreword

Ladyboys and Guntlemen, Catboy Enthusiasts and Dogfuckers, Kiddy Diddlers and Granny Fiddlers, Tranny Jannies and Elliot Rodger wannabes, Niggers of all colors and Kikes of all creeds, welcome to this decrepit outhouse at the unwashed ass end of the autism spectrum. At times you may encounter Allah here. At others you're just as likely to run into Barney the Dinosaur. They may both attempt to sell you various illicit substances ranging from jenkem to Josh Moon's bathwater. Do not trust any of them. Do not bend over in their vicinity.


Very few things can prepare you for the indignity of this experience. Fewer still will protect your chastity, and none whatsoever can ensure your survival with any degree of reliability. Since you're already here, telling you to proceed at your own peril would be foolish. Any lost lambs who've stumbled upon this unholy pasture must surely understand how close the blade is to their defenseless necks. Yes my fwens, this is a realm reserved for those long since forsaken by God.


It's far too late for you to seek comfort, repentance, or salvation in any form. If you're reading this you can be sure that whichever God you believe in hates you and has sent you to a place worse than any Hell you can imagine. In fact, while it's obvious that the gates of Heaven are forever shut before you, the true measure of your iniquity lies in the fact that even Hell deems you far too abominable to sink into its fiery bowels lest your loathsome soul contaminate it like so much GRIDS-infested fag blood.


Do not attempt to make sense of anything here. Your mind will betray you. This is not a morality play. The very notions of virtue and sin are alien concepts here. Do not touch, lick, sniff, or attempt to sodomize anything you encounter here. I know you'll fail to heed all of these warnings but it's my job to give them regardless. All others before you have failed and all those following in your footsteps are sure to as well.


With all of my contractually-mandated legal obligations now met, I can do little more than punch your ticket and usher you through the door. A kinder soul may have taken it upon themselves to lie, to hold your trembling hand in his and tell you that it'll be alright, that it'll only hurt for a minute. I won't lie to you; nothing will ever be alright again. It'll hurt a lot longer than a minute. It'll only get worse and worse as you go along. And that's all there is to say, really.

Transmitted unto this plane of existence by His Infallible Eminence, The Supreme Holy Emperor, PBUH
Chapter One : Inbred Firebird

Pigeon was a real bird, man. All that nose-nip, y'know, it does things to a cat. Everyone thought he was the bee's knees when he went to rumble with Chief Rolling Bull, but then when the dude never peeked out of his tee-pee, Pigeon's membranes went a bit loco-like, ya dig? But what really roasted his rooster was hooking up with Bile Bear. A lush jivin' and thrivin' it up with a sugar plum fairy is just bad juju all around. Still, he was a screaming chicken all risen-like from the fireplace, and it surely was righteous for a minute or so.


“Why, I do declare that we're on top a tha world right now, my fine feathered compadre.”


“You know it! Pass the bottle will ya, eh? Thanks.”


“And when we get down to the beach, man?”


“Yeah?”


“It's gonna be fawkin lit!”


“For... sure.”


“Slow down with that shit dude! You've got all day to get fucked up.”


“Don't sweat it my man. Twas no more than a nip, see?”


“Bro, you just killed half the fawwwkin bottle...”


“Well... What... what kin I say man, we've all... uh... why we've all got our vices an such, don't we now?”


“Whatever dude. Just don't boot on me. Got my new Nikes on and all.”


They shoulda taken a picture cuz it was all downhill from there, cats and kittens. But then foresight and self-awareness ain't exactly endearing qualities, ya dig? Oldheads say the big dude upstairs loves the intellectually-challenged and exceptional-like, so as his brats part of us is keen on them too. See, if there's a cat out there with a good head on his shoulders, you might think 'right on' but you won't hardly feel it. Only the nincompoops, ne'er-do-wells, and nimrods really get anyone groovin' and movin'. It's something in their vibes that touches our hearts, no matter how crusty or rusty they've gotten. Our world surely does work in wacky ways.


So with such kooky constants a-joggin' in our noggins, we see our impaired compatriots march all onward-like. The idea was to add a couple of hombres to their crew and film a lil' something for their avid admirers. With spirits swelling—and flowing—high, it seemed as though all sleds led to bread. After all, this was Pigeon's victory lap. Everyone doubted him, and he showed them he was more than an airborne rodent after all. The meridian was his moo-cow and the milk seemed like it'd never run dry. Kittens were all over him, particularly the gravitationally-inclined ones. Cats wished they were him, mostly the declawed and neutered ones. And Bile Bear, on parole from his crush cage for the time being, was more than willing to let the gunt times roll.


Still, they weren't without their detractors. Not quite in the shadows, skulked a swollen Hedgehog. At one point he'd been cybernetically stepping it up with Bile Bear and Pigeon against their adversaries but now his quills were trained on them. No one quite fancied the prickly avenger, who styled himself after an adipose anti-villain, but his efforts at undermining the duo served as a rallying point for those who bore them ill will. On the digital seas all sorts of briny barnacles wait, seeking to sink all those who yet tread water. Though insignificant as individuals, collectively they could pose a threat if their grimy grudges balled together and gained enough weight. Everyone was dimly aware of these dregs but largely left them to their own devices. Stewing in spleen is all well and good so long as the saucepan is at a slow simmer. Only when its caustic contents boil over is there truly cause for concern, my cats and kittens.


“Bro, wake up! We're supposed to be filming out here.”


“He's out cold. Had one too many form the looks of it. And several more on top of that.”


“Dammit Bear, I didn't come all the way out here just so you could hibernate, eh!”


“Nevermind him, Pigeon. We can still get some content on our own. Just leave him here today.”


“Here, gimmie the camera. Even if he's passed out we can still get some material out of him, eh.”


“I guess, but what's the point of recording him sleeping?”


“Bro, this is premium guntent, it's what the people want! Forget Bear, his gunt is the real star here.”


“Really...? C'mon man.”


“Are you questioning my directorial chops, eh? This'll be the next Blair Witch project, bro.”


“...At this rate I'm sure it will... You've definitely got that right, dude.”


Paradise, it seems, was a bit bubbly, boyos. Stove burning and water churning, rumors rippled out across the surface in so many spurts and squirts. Ever so slowly the vibes went from chill to harsh as though they'd stumbled into the 12th house. Bad juju's such a bummer. It's like when surf's up and the Big One's coming your way but you can't ride all that there righteousness cuz you busted your foot on some square lil' ripper the day previous-like-ly. What I'm saying here is that it's just the most un-groovy-esque thing ever, ya dig?


As for our hepcats here, once they'd smoked some tea the harsh mellowed out some after all. Even the rockiest of roads can still be sweet once you take a bite, ya know? And that's the way it oughtta be, really; when yer karma's all upside-down-like just shakin' it up a bit can turn it sunny-side up all over again right quick, daddy-o. An' sure, sometimes the only card that seems to come yer way is that tumblin' tower or that freaky upside down joker but all rightside up-like on his fuzzy peach tree, but all you've gotta do is smile an' shuffle those nasty dudes away. Though just when they seemed ta be getting' outta those wacky woods, that curvaceous critter Hedgehog just had to get in their way.


“...no I didn't. Nuh-uh. Sorry bout the inconvenience sir, but it's jes sum jackass who's got it in fer me. I know I'm a gentleman a' plus-sized proportions an' all, but even I wouldn'ta ordered all that there food an' drink. Whazzat? Did he now? What an ass. As you see, ain't no party going down here tonight. Again, I really feel fer ya, but you've been had sir. Why'd he do it? Well... between you an me, he ain't never been right in the head, yep, criminally insane, even. Yessir. I'm an ex-con myself, but... well for me, I just got a lil' rowdy with a lawman this one time an'... no I didn't meet this joker in the pen... no sir... no... different states, completely different charges too... well... between you an me, he was in fer, and don't go sayin' this too loud-like, but, uh... well... don't mean to hurt a man's reputation but, uh... well there's no delicate way a phrasin' this so I'm not gonna mince my words here: dude's a kiddy diddler. There, I said it. No, I'm serious, he's a squirrely lil fat fuck who'll deny it till he's blue in the face, always says it's not true but it definitely is. I saw the court documents an everything. But anyhow, I'm real sorry he wasted your time this way but I didn't order any of that stuff. Yes. No. Yes, real sorry. No problem sir, have a good evening, bye.”


Real edgy, that Hedgy. When he was in top form, ol' Bile Bear could talk his way out of a Mexican jumping bean jamboree with his tongue tied behind his gunt. Why even the worm in your tequila bottle would be charmed back to life by him on nights like this. Gift of the gab, silver tongue, whatever you want to call it, he had it in his hokey hillbilly way. So that, cats and kittens, is how he talked all those nasty quills away tonight, you see. But speaking of magic words, here come a few. I take no responsibility for what you're about to see and cannot provide any sort of context for it. All I can say is grab your recreational-like refreshments of choice, sit back—get real comfy, and enjoy the show. Take it in reaaaaaaal nice and slow, soft and mellow, unharsh and chill, yadda yadda and so on and so forth.


It was so dark in those days, the sort of murk which seeps into the soul. Some fear the dark but it was comforting; not the chill of a tomb but a womb's squelchy embrace. That was probably the only moment of peace. Although it couldn't last, although those days were little more than ripples left behind in the heat haze to follow, they remain forever etched somewhere under the stains marring this soul's cluttered palimpsest. But in accordance with the laws of nature and causality, they could not last. So skips the second hand. So stir those embers.


They were nearly imperceptible. Little more than specks on the event horizon. Tiny, oh so very tiny, these effluvia held far more potency and portent than their diminutive appearance might have implied. Through the veiny membrane and through your tiny brain, all clouded over from the ongoing gestational processes, all of this is but a vague mummer's farce signifying nothing. Of course, such ineluctable modalities care not for the ignorance or incapacity of those they ultimately act upon, be they infants or invalids or otherwise merely incapable. They can only stir the seas of causality whether they're perceived or not, whether they're understood or entirely misinterpreted.


Foresight, then. Prophecy, as it was once known. Lost arts indeed. The seer, scryer, esper, mystic, clairvoyant, guru, yogi, saint, witchdoctor, shaman, druid, demoniac, or what have you only became charlatans and scam artists when they lost their capacity to not only see and hear but also smell and taste all those crests and ripples. Instead of discerning the qualities of this True Substance as their venerable predecessors once did, the would-be successors of these forbidden arts are content to merely lap up the semen which serves as its contracted, mundane form. Thus the seed of reality, that dye which paints our very existence's tapestry into being, is ignored by these cocksucking frauds, these homosexual-ass predators. Feeding only on the most base facsimile of life, these profane creatures surround us, pollute our world. Yes, all has been inverted. Where honor, faith, fellow-feeling, and loving-kindness once won the day, all we are left with now is this callow posturing, this hollow pursuit of onanism.


But this too is merely an illusion. In truth, there is no Heterosexuality. Love between man and woman is in fact a rite of Narcissus in Spirit; the flesh designed to physically interlock but the soul only formed to create an adequately reflective, opaque surface for the projection of appealing delusions. Look at the picture, see the skull, the part of bone removed, exposing all those vainglorious wrinkles, all that pretentious pia mater contained therein, the neurons firing in whorish rapture, guzzling all these worthless stimuli like the milk of so many pozzed-up prima donna catamite cocksucking fag-fisting shit-eating limp-wristed wimp-listed men and women, no, perpetual children who aren't worth their weight in cum on their best day wanking their mental micro-genitals so fruitlessly, edging for all eternity, rubbing themselves raw for the sake of momentary pleasures, thinking only in the present, not even seeing five seconds ahead, consumerism, communism, pussyism, semenism, bullshit, horseshit, and dogshit all of it absolutely all of it absolutely devoid of worth, burn it all all all, nothing of value in the whole lot, six billion pieces of shit, no, worse than shit because shit can at least serve as fertilizer, gas it, burn it, vaporize it, impale it, slice it all into deli-thin wedges to be destroyed, to be negated, to be sublated, to be annihilated, do it, do it, do it, the sooner the better, the quicker the better, I beg you, please, now, I can't stand any more of it, Surtr, where are you when we really need you, you worthless niggerfaggot kike chink spic redneck communazi chomoshreksuall pozzed-up pilled up smackhead crackbed leadhead spittle sucking Cumia-counting cheat chump cheeseball, get out here already bitch, we need you more than those viral-load carrying Vikings ever did, oh God of Hellfire where have you gone?!  Oh bearer of the cleansing flames, please deliver us up from this vale of banality, this realm of endless mediocrity. Don't be shy, Surtr, I see you, I see you, stop hiding, come out already. Yes, just like that. Yes, that's a good boy.

Man, that cat ain't got no culture, whoever the hell he thinks he is. But he'll be around now and then. He's not a bad egg, mind you, just a bit rough around the riboflavin if you catch my drift. Maybe he'll grow on you or maybe he'll just make you groan but try not to get too upset with him. Life didn't just give that dude Chinese lemons, it squeezed them onto his wounds until he lost his voice from screaming. Though we've been pulled out to sea, let us begin to doggy paddle back.


Edgy hedgy drove his wedgie into Bile Bear's sauce-induced siesta once and would continue to be so many thorns in the good ol' boy's gunt, but his presence was only exacerbating the underlying jubejube cubes, ya dig? See, BB's spiked teatime was starting to take its tipsy toll—after all this time his brain was as scuzzed-up as his leathery little liver. Sure, being a drunken redneck was part of the man's charm, but only so long as he remained marginally functional enough to put on the sort of play expected of him by his audience. As duck would quack it, there was also some dissent among the ranks, and the number of those who sought sour tidings surely did swell all pregnant-like with each passing day.


But the big cheese of the chinks in his armor was none other than his fryin' feathered friend, Pigeon. Although circumstances had them holding hands like they were going steady, their tempura mints n' tamper futures were totes incompatible, hombre. Pigeon could up and combust all spontaneous-like at a moment's notice, wiggin' out in ways so warlike you wouldn't never believe. Bile Bear on the other hand, in spite of his sickly sweet appearance, was colder than a snitch's stitches deep down; he seemed like a holly jolly sort but he could just as easily tear your gizzard apart without so much as batting an eye at a moment's notice. See, although Pigeon would outwardly appear like the more dangerous one of the pair cuz of his outbursts, Bile Bear was in fact far more deadly, menacing even, when his friendly facade fell right off his fuzzy face.


“Uhhh... Are you sure this is a good idea man?”


“Fawwwk yeah dude! It'll be great, here, take the ice bag, eh.”


“Let it be known that I in no way condoned any of this tomfoolery.”


“Whatever, if Pigeon wants the kid to do it, let him. He paid good money to be out here with Bile Bear and the bird, might as well let him get some sorta bang for his buck since Bear's been hibernating half the time.”


“Shhhh... be vewy, vewy quiet, eh, we'we hunting beaw... Get ready, when I say go you turn the lights on and you dump the ice on him. Got it? Good.”


“I still don't think-”


“Three...”


“Let's get this shit over-”


“Two...”


“Nut up or shut-”


“One...”


“Wait, this ice isn't even-”


“GO! GO! GO!”


As the lights flickered on in the den, they failed to do so in Pigeon's still-dim head. Even when the solid block of ice slid out of its bag onto our most befuddled Bear, the thought that anything might've gone even a bit awry-like failed to cross his muddled mind. It was almost impressive, in a way; to have one's trepidation bury its feathered head in the sand all ostrich-esque. Such dispositions are the wellspring of all dashing diaper rashes and subsequent nocturnal monster mashes. But this particular shindig would be quite short-lived.


“Man, Pigeon... now look here...”


“Don't go off on the kid, Bear, he's just a fan. Didn't mean nothing by it, eh.”


“That's all well an' good, fine an' dandy, but it ain't him I'm talking to is it?”


“Now, now, BB, it was just a harmless little prank, we need more footage from this trip, you know.”


“Y-yeah! We're supposed to be out here filming but all you do is get fucked up on whiskey and sleep all day.”


“Lissen here... Do we have a problem? Do you wanna have it out with me, Pigeon?”


“Woah! Stay back!”


“What'reya so scurred of? Weren'tcha fixin' to tumble with the wheelchair warrior not but 2 weeks ago?”


“Stay the fawwwk back! I will defend myself!”


“Then square up insteada sqwakin' about it like a gottdamn woman. What'reya runnin' away for? What happened ta all that there trainin' an strainin' you were so proud of? Git back here, I ain't done talking.”


Let this be a cautionary tale, cats and kittens; ask not for whom the pills shake for Maker's always leaves such unsightly stretchmarks, not on the gunt upon your belly but the gunt upon your Heart. You might dismiss the motions of Moon and Star alike as unwashed patchouli-addled hippy trippy guntstream backwash but it would be so square of you to do so. Without reflecting upon the Heart of oneself and other alike, Fire and War is all but inevitable. As scary or spergy as this might seem, don't shy away from your own Innocence, no matter how Grand, Intoxicating or Monstrous it may be. Don't be like the retarded phoenix which rises from its ashes with a lower IQ following each short bus Yuga and Down's mahamanvantara. For such forms of immortality are like only taking increasingly insignificant tokes from your blunt transubstantiated and tangibilitated into a roach each time you blaze up. Instead, strive to emulate that jive turkey of Trismegistus cuz it can eat its wings and grow em right back-like.


 So then the Fire, then the War. Strife sown upon such frayed hearts, even upon the shattered Heart of the moment itself in so many waves will eventually beckon forth the Big One, that phenomenological Tsunami, to wash over all involved in tangibilitated triumph. Thus one more rotation of the Yuga wheel is consummated in another lewd manner—fate's filthiest secret and secretion and sexual transmission. But there's nothing wrong with that. No matter how unsightly, degenerate, and queer, love ought to flow freely from the aether beyond our mundane plane of existence. Needless to say, neither of them slept that night. Though their bodies weren't in close proximity, their inextricably intertwined Hearts beat off as one. Oh... such sweet Sturm and doubly delectable Drang...


“Have ya calmed down some since last night?”


“Yeah, I'm sorry bro, the whole thing was really retarded.”


“That's alright man. I really thought you were fixin' to go at me for a minute there though, I was like 'what the fuck has this bird been imbibin', y'know?”


“Haha! Yeah, I acted more drunk than you even though you killed that bottle of Woodford.”


“Well, so long as you admit it, it's all cool.”


“But seriously, we need some sort of content.”


“This whole trip's been such a shitshow that I reckon we might as well refund the donations for the bullshit we were supposed to film at this point.”


“Nah, bro, that'd be gay as fuck. We still have some time to give them—something—eh.”


“I mean I guess so, but what the fuck are we even gonna do? Put a gottdamn sextape out for that fag Gym Teacher Giraffe?”


“Haha, fuck off dude. You know I'd only suck you off for superberries if your wife approved.”


“Well shit, you never know what bitches get off to these days... but seriously, what should we do?”


“I dunno, dude. Shit! It feels like nothing's gone right for me since The Lollipop Factory.”


“Heh, we were jest about to have our own lil' Lollipop Factory last night, weren't we?”


“Yeah I guess... Oh shit! That's it!”


“What? The Lollipop Factory?”


“Sorta, but no. Everyone thinks we hate each other now, so what if we had our own fight? No need to jump through all those bullshit hoops, just have it out in some quiet place and record it. Whaddya think?”


“Sure, that could work. What kind of rules are ya up for though? Wrestlin', boxin', MMA, chingchongdingdong competition shit? What?”


“No rules, just a straight up brawl. And we have to do it for real to make sure those fuckers don't complain about it, eh. It can't be some WWE bullshit or they'll spazz out again.”


“... You sure you wanna go at it for real? I've got roughly 100 pounds on ya, give or take, it won't be a fair fight.”


“Haha. Come on, bro. Do you really think I can't take you? When's the last time you even walked past a gym, eh?”


“... Dude, we're not in the same weight class. Yer lil' taebo routine ain't changin' that.”


“Hahahahahahaha! You really want to put your gunt up against these abs? These bis, tris, and all that shit?”


“Weight classes are a thing for a reason, dumbass.”


“You know what... Wait... actually... Good. Get mad. It'll make for a better show if you're trying to hurt me for real. Save it for when we get out there though.”


“Man, you're something else, y'know?”

 
Pozztroclus against Guntkhilles... what a wacky web the fates weave with our silly wabbit Trix. Scooby snacks upon our supine suppositions ever so soulfully. Hand-rubbing is a matter of course for such sleazy sorts as our avian accomplice, yet he lacks the pedigree required to properly, thoroughly, and nasally inhale every last shekel; naturally slimy yet never skillful enough to take full advantage of his dearth of scruples, the petty grifter's curse. Oh unprofitable ignominy... such a cruel alignment of one's stars... To be born a scoundrel yet a second-rate one lacking the capacity to reap the full harvest of one's inborn perfidy... God's sense of humor is quite cruel, cats and kittens. But all we sleeping slaves, callow clowns all can do is laugh right along with the joke even when it's told at our expense. That's what it means to be mortal, to be fallible, yet to accept that fate with what small measure of dignity we're granted in life—don't be revengeful, for to allow your spilled blood to scream for retribution is to be a victim, instead seek to emulate that goofy Celtic hound-dog who managed to find amusement even after witchcraft and war had left his innards as outtards, that is freedom from fate's oppression in its own right. Of course, our pretty puffed-up Pigeon could never muster that kind of dignity in his downfall.


But yet, and then, even so, and still, it may not quite be a busted Bodhisattva's vow, but there is no divine revelation without demoniac ribaldry. Therefore it is meet-like that we approve of all debauchery, sin, and torment no matter how deleterious, sorrowful, and terrible it may be, y'know? Cuz, like, if the wheel of Samsara and the flow of Karma prescribe even Avicii upon an Atman then interfering with such grand juju ain't any good. True compassion for partying Preta like our Pigeon isn't to interfere with their fate but to pray that it leads to their eventual enlightenment sometime this mahamanvantara. Kali's Yuga is a real bummer though, ain't it?


“You ready, eh?”


“Sure thing. Let's git this happy horseshit over an' dun with already.”


As the sun sank wormwood-like into the western sea, t'was pard against pard amidst the attendant audience of corncobs an' stalks serving as a physical analogue to tha disembodied viewers watching the stream from home like so many phantom buzzards. An' sure enough the bones would be picked clean to-nite. But make no mistake, despite the setting an' affected prose here, there ain't nothin' corncobby nor provincial 'bout this churlish chronicle, pard. After all, by the Lord's good grace we've avoided a more direct billy goat ditty 'bout cowboys n' injuns of the modern age, all wheelchair-warped and pockmarked from their pozz-loads. No Basilius Corncob mac an Torte-ye-ya Cartytines need apply, ol' hombres n' hambones. We sure as shit don't take kindly ta that brand a' gumshoe Gnosticism round these here parts. Bloomin' poldies kin hit the road too, ya hear?


At any rate, Bile Bear's prognostication proved out ta carry as much weight as his gunt. Pigeon did dash, bob n' weave, an' feint all over the place for sure, but whenever Bile Bear managed to land a swipe a his big ol' paws, our poor poultry pal sure did feel it. The kicker wuz that Bile Bear—unlike the wheelchair warrior Pigeon trained to fight—mostly stood still an' let Pigeon fly on over to 'im. Paradoxical-like, the more fit one of the two was getting' all winded for all his pointless hoppin' an' skippin' while our wily guntburglar snatched is trashburger bites like an old hand at cattle rustlin'. It most certainly wasn't the sorta dog n' pony party Pigeon had 'is coked-up lil' heart set on, but it surely was a sight to behold in its own right. It ended up being quite an embarrassin' sorta episode fer tha poor bird to such a degree that even his ursine opponent wuz moved by 'is plight.  

“You just about done there, bud?”


“F-fwhee... fwhee... Fawk no!”


To give 'im credit, this wuz the first time in 'is life that our feathered fugitive took any sort of stand for 'is pride to the most severe detriment of 'is health. They may say that caution is the better part of valor but a man in such a severe state 'a disgrace oughta be willing to risk life, limb, an' even liberty in order to earn some small measure of respect or else he might as well snip off 'is twig an' dingleberries. Them ancient Greeks may have been culo banditos a' mythical proportions, but one thing they were in the right on wuz that there concept a' Kleos. Better to die as Akhilleus than live forever-like as Paris. Not that things werked out all that well fer that Trojan twink anyhow.


“Well, suit yerself then, I suppose.”


Despite Pigeon's effete mannerisms, slight build, bicuriosity, an' cowardice, he was still a man, and Bile Bear respected his need to save face. If Pigeon wanted to go down swinging, by gawd almighty Bile Bear would do his tip-top bestestest to oblige 'im. An' it didn't take very long neither-like, no-sirree. Bein' winded an' bruised up all over already, Pigeon went belly up from no more than two more solid wallops to the gut. He had the will to go on an' remained all conscious-like, but no matter how hard he tried, 'is wimpy lil' bod no longer had steam enough to rise to the challenge. Still, though it was a hopeless last stand, all Alamo-esque, quite Light Brigade-like, he didn't disgrace himself any further. Win or lose, so long as a man's body gives out before his spirit, the battle can only be called an honorable one. No matter who scoffed at him for being broken like a twig in the wake of a bulldozer, they'd never genuinely be able to take the courage he displayed today away from his brittle lil' claws.


Sunsetted—albeit not quite peacefully—Pigeon was released into his compadre's care upon the fatigued fight medic's approval. Doctor Bear, not at all baleful, was hesitant to prescribe his charge an elixir of Woodford, but ultimately relented. Although the ploy for views and donations had been a rousing success, there was still some unsavory juju after the jamboree. They'd worked through a bit of their lover's spat with their fists, to be sure, however neither of them had a mature bone(r) in their front pockets, so all was not, in fact, hunky dory peachy weechy.


It wasn't even hot outside, yet Paradise remained all lost-like. Lucy, for all her golden glory holing gyrations, refused to stop smiling upon our churlish chums, and diamond embossed skies didn't agree with their phallic physiognomies. Alaya-vijnana, Vijñapti-mātra, no number of senses or levels of consciousness, no guru, yogi, Bodhisattva, Rasputin, Ratatouille, or even Thomas the Tank Engine could shepherd them out of this stupor. The one fiend up to the task, that cosmic scoundrel, the Supreme Holy Emperor, would rather sit back and laugh than offer an aiding appendage.


“... Don't say it.”


“Ok, but...”


“Don't you fawwwwkin dare, eh.”


“I won't if you just drop the goddamn issue already.”


“No, I know you. You're itching to tell me you told me so.”


“Calm the fuck down, bud. You're stuck here till ya heal up a bit anyway.”


“I just don't wanna hear it. Pass me the bottle, will you? Thanks.”


“I wasn't going to, but since yer making such a fuss over it, I just have to come out and say it: I toldya that you didn't stand a chance against me.”


“Stop it...”


Such sweet scorchmarks... This crispy skin... The scent of roast longpork... A pyrophiliac's paradise. But such funky asides are for the pheasants, and those aren't the kinds of avian critters we're concerned with here. Still, he surely did Burn, and like so many previous times, rose to become a rotisserie once more. No one quite understood how or why Pigeon continually managed such a feat. Maybe the big dude upstairs loves simpletons like our bird-brained buddy so much that they take on the traits of charred chicken Christs, Colonel's original recipe martyr-messiahs and all. But such dishes certainly don't satisfy the palates of stray cats and kittens, do they? So there was no shortage of fickle felines who would play with their food rather than lick their plate clean.


Indeedly-widdly, even if such bummed cofferings made the Lord crack a smile, human beans, real and artificial, refried and baked alike are far more difficult to collectively please. Happy is he who can jam along even with jizzed-on sidewalk cigarette butts, amen semen hallelujah wallegooya hoy. Never been all that erect for scripture myself though, so that man ain't me. Sometimes though, sometimes, even Lord Krishna has to go to the back of the bus. Egg-shaped sutras leave ladies in need of sutures whether they find their ovulations scrambled, poached, or sunny-side up. Man, this peyote's somethin' else, I tell you hwat...


The true flame, the original spark, the zimzammed zippo zoink, is passing over, under, and through our bubbly bois. Leo in Mars, or some such horseshit, Agni, Ahura Mazda, Amaterasu, Amon-Ra, and soy on and scorched Earth. Surtr's on sick leave to-day, hey hey. Truly a jihad of extreme proportionality, a tubular unction performed by a perforated rabbi. O' faded sun & hollygoat, please grant us leave to please our prostates. By Ya Hoo Wah's yoni and Leonidas' lingam I simply cannot ejaculate no matter how I traumatize my taint. And lo, let us not capitulate to the catamitic wonks, for donkey punches must be earned through hard gaybor, for it is not meet to fornicate with feckless afaggdon. The great God of GRIDS has dick-creed it thusly and thrust it gusly.


But in all seriousness, my very brain has been seared. Heat has harried each individual neuron in my skull to the point of vaporization. Fear not, dear reader, for I can fully function even in an entirely brainless state. Praise me, your jellyfish-like host for being so stalwart in the face of fashionable brain death. Terry Schiavo, eat your shart out. Though make no mistake; this fever isn't merely my own. Yes, our puffy pals are being afflicted in a similar way at this very moment. Though they have nothing to fear from such a corny conflagration as its influence on corporeal beings is restricted to temporary retardation. Luckily for our boys, their brains were already extra-chromosomally-enhanced. See. Sometimes incest really—is—the best!


Ashes to ashes, funk to funky, yes, but no, Old Tommy Wiseau was never any sort of officer, gentleman, or scholar, let alone a spacefaring major. Maybe I'm a bit jealous of our friend, who's about to regale us with another of his asides soon. Maybe I'm just mingling with Mengele and this is a mere science projekt gone awry; a cruel angel's thesis which I've grown far too attached to. Either way, our burning batty Babylon Boys are quietly enjoying these balmy begettings. Such sallow spedfellows... No number of dancing puddings, wet waifus, jiving Joneses, or the like could separate them at this molten moment in torrid time. Do headless chickens cherish handjobs? Do leprous livers love lupus? Three licks to reach the sour center, no more no less, never. Prism ships have been sunk for far less, mon ami. So many currents coursing along crowning causeways all over Our accursed cosmos. Midwitted magi are a middlebrow mirage. If one denies, their efforts in seeking are nullified, to be blighted, to be benighted, to become barren—that is the bane of all esoteric pursuits. Enlightenment is sublated into ignorance by such personal failings in pursuing the true path. Wings must be intermittently eaten in order to preserve the very capacity for flight. Fourfold fields of fire gird all secret gardens, therefore failing to factor in all contradictory forces precludes all possibilities of entry or exportation of any objets d'art of any import. Alas, my allotted time  before the intermission is at an end. We'll recommence with more relevant revelations after this brief aside of our illustrious intangible ally. Whether you appreciate him or not, do try to at least give him a shot for the time being.


Such beauty, such splendor, in this blazing paradise, in this holy inferno, we are cleansed of all impurities, spiritual, mental, and physical alike. As the house burns down around us, as the world is baptized in a blessed holocaust, we must rejoice, we must express our utmost gratitude, not merely for the providence which has seen it meet to consecrate us in such a manner but even for the base, vulgar, ignominious, and recidivist faggotry which necessitated this rite to begin with — for without the plague of evil, without those malignant and diseased weeds of depravity sprouting from all orifices of humanity's collective soul, we would never have experienced the pleasure of this most sublime form of salvation.


Indeed, this is what mortals fail to see while caught up in the idiot sound and savant fury of their layabout or otherwise laborious lives: the value of wickedness. There can be no redemption without sin, no forgiveness without an offense to precede it. Foolish humans, short-sighted wankers and navel-gazing sodomites all. No matter how learned or respected, no matter how spiritually ascendant or else decadent, they will never grasp this truth while alive. Some may come within reach, just about grasp it, but surely, inevitably, it must needs slip through their fingers in the finest of grains. The mortal mind is thus flawed, the soul bound by living flesh thus restricted in its potential to tangibilitate, instrumentalize, and achieve perfect transcendence.


Polarity is at the the heart of the heart of the True Substance's nature once set to task. Negative, Positive, Female, Male, Evil, Righteousness, Homosexuality, Heterosexuality, Deviance, Orthodoxy, Intoxication, Sobriety, Other, and Self; it's not that they are ever equal or that equality and proportionality apply as universal constants but simply that for all states, shapes, and sources to exist in discrete and muddled essentialities and materialities polarity is a universally indispensable factor. Time and motion, time and tide, space and presence, space and sentience, phenomenology and spirit, phenomenology and alaya viñāna, without polarities to distinguish the vessel from substance — Shakti from Shiva — none of the mundane minutia of life, none of the trite trivia of death could ever come to Be.


Although the core's escape from the samsaric cycle into Brahman is desirable, the cycle is itself and the revolutions thereof are also necessities. Therefore the shed negative karma of a perfected Atman must needs become a new, imperfect Atman in its own right in order for the cycle to continue its progress unto eternity. Yes, even the dregs, the ashes — such as those of Kamadeva — must be Loved for their role as recyclable trash, for even trash, refuse, filth, plays a truly crucial role in the perpetuation of the samsaric loop. It must be a perfect, infinite recursion, surpassing all mortal notions of past, present, and future — beyond time, beyond space, transcending comprehension itself, for theology surpasses the mundane sciences not through the empirical or comprehensible, but by means of the undiluted essence of Divine Mystery which the mortal soul cannot help but be enraptured by.


Yes, it is awe inspired by perfectly incomprehensible supernal forces which drives mankind onward, forward, and upward. It is said that idols with feet of clay are flawed and implicitly powerless but on the other hand, science itself, with its attachment to all things mundane, tangible, and empirically discernible is the least effectual faith of all. For true potency is the domain of the imperceptible, inexplicable, and unfathomable. Creation, Destruction, and Sustenance on a cosmic scale far surpass petty, ground-level theorems, postulations, and axioms. In their sexual fascination — fetishism, even — for the concrete and readily perceptible, the acolytes of empiricism overlook the importance of the transcendent and ineluctable. They are willfully blind to that which eludes the most ineffectual and tenuous grasp of their discreet, concrete, insensate scientific method.


But then the mundane too, has its essential role in these cosmic processes, in this True Thesis of the soul. Yes, the clock which spins forward, backward, and even runs in place at times must needs account for its most incompetent readers; for their mishaps make up an indispensable segment of its fathomless potential. Divine Mystery cannot exist without the false, seemingly plausible interpretations of staunch empiricists, for their errors contribute to the crowning glory of the ineluctable. Therefore, now that the flames have served their cosmic purpose, let us tend to their leftovers, the ashes.

It's not even hot outside! But other than you most frozen of felines can feel these vibes with your whiskers. Though they're well on the way to becoming crispy critters on account of their crooked Karma, we, cats and kittens, must continue watching over them in our compussionate way. Cuz, like, enlightenment ain't merely the domain ov the devoted, no, even us dunces and dipshits and degenerates will eventually cut our earthly desires loose like so many expunged grand larceny charges. But until then this is where we are and this our tie-dye volksvehicle.


 But despite the burns our boys sustained, this was still meant to be part-vacation and part business venture so they figured they'd hang out with some of their esteemed colleagues for a spell. By the sun's prickly providence, surely the Spirit of jolly co-operation would at once become boon blessing and balm poured upon their sorest of sunburns, they surmised, or some such shit. Though whether these were visions granted by Lord Vishnu or mere petrol vapors causing our Bombay boys to get quite Rama Rama—with nary a Sita or Hanuman in sight—remained to be seen. But seeing as how I'm not one to shy away from spoilers, even though some medical professionals have likened them to mutilated genitals, I can coolly reveal that our Moon and Star would again come to us through Fire and War.


“What? No officer, there ain't nothing going on here. No, I'm not beating my boyfriend in this here hotel room, he's not my boyfriend and I don't beat him. The fight? That was for our youtube fans, like an MMA match typea thing, y'know? We got a license, medics an' errything. Yes. Uh-huh. No. If you don't mind me askin' sir, who was it that filed this report? I understand if you can't reveal their identity but I've got a stalker who's quite fond of playin' these chickenshit pranks on me. Yes. Yup. Yessir. He goes by 'Supersonic Live on youtube, films himself makin' these calls an errything, he's been at it for, I dunno, the past three months or so, I reckon. Yes. Nuh-uh. Yessir. Truth be told, we're not from around here, I live up in Virginia, and my buddy here's a foreign national. Canadian. Yes. No. Just on vacation. We decided to git together here to film some stuff for our followers online. Uh-huh. Yep. No, no, that's alright officer. Have a good evening.”


Another of edgy hedgy's queer lil' quills not quite making it to their mark. Sure Bile Bear might've regretted being bedfellows with the mammal for those homosexual operations against his online rivals last year but even though these Ipecacic interlewds infuriated our ursine ally, part of him found them fun. Some of those scribbles in the gooderest book say we should love our enemies, but that's not to say we should bend over for them so as to have our negholes pozzed; it merely means that an adequate adversary is a necessary catalyst for one's spirituosity to swell ever so hard. In nómine Fatrick, et Pilii, et Aqua Vitae, Amen, hallelujah skellah. As a good, Jew-wary huwaite Burgerstani, Bile Bear appreciated this kind of down home new Deuteronomy—strictly for Christian reasons, certainly not for Heebish ones, heaven forbid—and it slightly soothed him even as he seethed.


Though as some Braaaaptist or something somewhere sez, Satan surely is a-lurkin' round every slop trough no matter how many pretty piglets are present and accounted for. Let us give thanks for our daily sped; for those Nullified in the name of the Moon gave their slowly begotten tard cum so as to alleviate our omnipresent 21st Century boredom. And lo, Lucifer never got along with his big bro Helel for sons of dawn are as antagonistic as twin sneks in our burning Garden of Sweden. Yes, my cats and kittens, let us recall the coquettishness of Cocytus for Charon's taint is quite Masonic. Although the 60s have come and gone several times over, do not be deceived my kittens—every summer is in fact a Summer of Love, for much like Christ wuz crucified for our crackerjacks, lord Kama wuz fried for our frigidity. So be not afraid of plowing many fertile fields in hot pursuit of greener pastures, as long as you do it in the name of Love, even your tragedies shall be tinted in a most pleasing shade of pink.


“So when are we meeting up with those dudes, eh?”


“In a coupla days. It's a lil' bit of a road trip for them to get here.”


“Word? Have we picked out a place to chill at yet?”


“They've been round here before and say they know a good spot or two. We'll see once they get here, I reckon.”


“Cool. I hope they're not autistic faggots like that prick Gym Teacher Giraffe ended up being.”


“Woah there! Now check your timbre Pigeon. Give em a chance.”


“Sure but you know what I mean, man. I'm just sick of all this bullshit that follows us around everywhere, eh.”


“Well yeah, but give the motherfuckers a chance before ya go off on em is all I'm saying. They seem like solid enough dudes so far.”


Solid or sordid, this awaited Agapē feast between our analog apostles roaming in this digital wasteland would surely soothe their sore senses, or some such bullshit. In truth, although all involved styled themselves “media guerrillas” or various other pretentious monikers alluding to grandiose delusions of anti-establishment resistance and counterculture, even they knew better than to buy into their own hype, or at least they started out knowing better. While taking pains to convince their audiences of their status as radical truth-tellers opposed by the international Jewry and its pawns, while attempting to separate themselves from others who they saw as their competition by denouncing them as charlatans shills or shabbos goys, there was an unspoken Awareness that this too was merely another kind of marketplace, and they its current crop of reeking fishmongers. This was never a secret or revelation of any sort, only an apparent yet easily overlooked truth vented through the neverending game of hurling accusations of “fed” or “shill” at their fellow hawkers of centuries old truisms and fashionable quasi-contemporary gossip informed by such.


It wouldn't do to call such endeavors misguided, misinformed, or mendacious—for there was more truth to their position than many in polite society would care to admit—but they were inevitably maladroit. Yet that bumbling quality of always being several steps behind the true monsters they ostensibly sought to thwart was somewhat endearing. Yes, the jerkoff werkin' man nobility of their stated purpose, the precociousness of their thirty third-hand ””””””enlightenment””””””, and the eternally paltry fruit of their largely futile labors all made these fishmongers of 'truth' rather adorable to demons, devils, and Beasts alike. O' children of the seven hills bathed in the artificial light of those counterfeit crowns... Delusional seekers of purity in this most impure of realms... May you eventually be favored enough by providence to become the very Beasts you so abhor, for Heaven smiles down upon those whose unimpeachable Innocence turns them into monsters.


So the seconds staggered on saintlike, as each minute was martyred and the hours were anointed. Not quite myrrh or frankincense, libations flowed rather freely. Well aren't we well and truly parched? Just a tipple from the nipple lest our pukestains form a ripple. Right. Wrong. A sleazy, semen-stained castrato's song. By Allah's boner, let us beat off on all the depressed dorks and dorkettes with their itty bitty self-help books and SSRIs and titty skittles and programming socks and DIY helium exit bags. Suzie Wojak whinnies all horsefacelike when you don't stop to sodomize her geriatric diarrhea geyser. Mind the viscosity of your vaginal mucus, madame. Though mental health, yes, you see, mental health is crucial to crunch on and material to munch on. To minge on about mental health is to hold a bucket to a wellspring of wealth. Push those pills and pay your bills. Such glorious gospel ov gravelly govno!


As these dregs drearily drip down our hourglass, cats and kittens, we find our buzz has burned down to a healthy half-harsh. Then hatch, my kittens! Hatch from the shells of your inane inhibitions so as to transition from mewlings into mountain lions. Satori skulks within yon bongsmoke, y'know? To tread turgidly through trite trikālajñatvam is a privilege reserved for the most upright and solid of onorable membas, not those tainted by the spotlight of sordid bedbug bites. “Arrivederci” say the little ants crawling up your asshole all army-like. A state funeral in the sphincter, such serene spleen pouring forth from this frothy scene. But smegma spreads oh so softly on black rye bread, cuz those Ruskies are always in a rush to rinse and flush all their vodkablood down the maindrain. Bad trips ahoy my boy, but the bright spot is just beyond that there badminton court. Thus our vanity vitrifies our fluid love into crystal lust and eventually into a salty slurry to slosh over our most incessant of itches. Splish splash, I was raking in the cash, the passage of my life is measured out in shots, and so on, and so forth, and henceforthwithwardlylikeish, you, I am not alone in being thusly afflicted.


“Ugh...”


“Come on man... What the fawwwwwk... just what the fawwwwwkin' fawwwwwwwwwwk...”


“Q-quit yer sqwakin' now... Gottanuf of a headache already.”


“Why would you drink that much!? You're all yellow and shit now, eh!”


“Dude... don't... don't be such a bitch. I'll be fine by tomorrow. Mnawt even that...”


“The fawwwwwwwk you aren't, eh! If you're feeling so damn fine why don't you get up and take a look at yourself in the mirror!? I bet your head's spinning too much for you to even stand up. Seriously who...”


“Maaaaan... shatdafuckup... Fuckin' mothfuck...”


“...who drinks a whole fawwwwwwwwkin' handle of Maker's in an hour!?”


“Now... look here... look... listen...”


“Shut the fawwwwwwwwk up, bro! Forget about the meetup tomorrow, we've gotta get your retard gunt to the fawwwwwwwkin' hospital or you'll be seeing that peaceful sunset you love so much, eh!”


“Fuck off, man. This ain't e-even the most I've had ta drink in this... time... mount.”


“Bull-fawwwwwwwwwwwwkin'-shit! You were, what'd you call it again? 'Refreshed' out of your skull half the time I've known you but never to the point where you started twitching like a goddamn dying bug!”


“Is that how... Is that how it is... huh? Well if I'm a dyin' bug, yer... yer... yer a... a gottdamn headless chicken raisn' a fuss over nothin... like a... like... like some dumb hoe.”


“Sh-shut up, eh! I didn't come here to watch you drink yourself to death...”


“Pigeon, are you cryin'?”


“N-no! I just got something in my eye! Who... who the fawwwwwwk would cry over an alcoholic guntburglar like you?! No one's going to miss you when you finally croak from cirrhosis!”


“Holy shit, man! Quit bawlin' yer eyes out like a gottdamn lil' girl! Ya went an' ruined the last bits of this buzz I had goin'. I swear, even my wife's manlier than you when it comes to this kinda emotional horseshit.”


“Your wife's a fawwwwwwwwwwwwwkin' psycho bitch! I bet she could gut a man with a smile on her face.”


“Don't make me stomp yer ass into next week all over again, now. Yer still reelin' from the last time.”


“Yeah right, buddy. Like I couldn't take your drunk ass right now.”


“Watch yerself now, I ain't quite as plastered as you may presume.”


“Well... if you can talk this much shit you probably won't choke on your own puke in your sleep and die, I guess. I'll give you that much. Still you should go to the hospital in case you get tsyrupstanhe DTs.”


“Man, fuck the DTs. Pink elephants can suck my fat white cock. Ain't noone getting no fuckin' DTs here. Besides, they won't do jack shit at the hospital. They just keep you overnight and charge ya up the ass fer every square a gottdamn toilet paper ya wipe yer ass with. Shit's a total scam, man.”


“Really? Almost makes me glad I'm Canadian.”


“Heh... You sure fight like one. Why I bet yer prime minister would be proud.”


“Cool it, eh. Don't remind me of that retard. He's a national disgrace.”


“Didncha also have that mayor who smoked rocks and shit? Is there somethin' in the maple syrup?”


“Fawwwwk off, bro. Don't you talk about our syrup.”


“Hahaha! Fair enough. But y'know... I kinda miss Nitocris now.”


“Your cat? What does she have to do with this?”


“I dunno. I guess she's sweet like your fag country's queer tree juice.”


“Bro that's the gayest thing you've ever said. And why'd you name her that anyway? It's a weird fawwwkin' name for a cat.”


“Cats just make me think of ancient Egypt. Speakin' a which, is Ancient Aliens on tonight?”


“How the fawwwk should I know? Check for yourself, eh. Let's see... Nitocris, has been claimed to have been the last pharaoh of ancient Egypt's sixth dynasty... her name is... blah blah blah... wait what? Lured them in and drowned them before killing herself!? What the fawwwk kinda name is that for a cat?!”


Although one might picture Sir Osis' approach, the hoofbeats of his little pony harshing the buzz brought on even by the dankest strain of Dark Ages dope, in reality, it is the nagging of the crone which truly and honestly beckons her husbandson to an early mausoleumvault. In Medieval times, cats and kittens, surfers could sniff out a sallow sycophant no matter how much semen they'd swizzled, but in our latter haze such talents have surely been squandered. Still, the squeaks of some spergs, no matter how hoarse from decades of hooch, can't help but give the gay away. Although we may suffer fools while they amuse us, the appeal of their juvenile japes quickly wears thin when they begin to buy into their wildest delusions of grandeur. But then it could be said that the consummated rectal rite has, at that point, caused our jester to themselves transmigrate into the joke. Behold! The bumbling of a besotted schtickburglar, or some such swineshit.


“Hey! If it isn't the power couple of the hour.”


“Don't mind my friend, he's kind of a retard. And a fag.”


“Hahahaha! It's all good, ain't it Pigeon?”


“I could do way better than Bile Bear if I really swung that way. Just look at these abs.”


“Too bad your injun buddy didn't show up for that fight.”


“Yeah man, I was rooting for you there. I'm sure you would've killed him.”


“Thanks guys, it's a shame that he ended up bitching out but I'm still glad he challenged me cuz it motivated me to finally get in shape.”


“The dude's bitchmade fer sure, but enough about all that. Truth be told, I've had my fill of 'internet people' talk this week. I'm sure you fellers know this trip hasn't gone all that well fer us.”


“No, really? But in all seriousness, when you've got so many autists obsessing over your every move online that's to be expected, isn't it? If anything it's a miracle you made it out in one piece.”


“Well now, we've still gotta survive the resta' today so it's a bit early to celebrate.”


“You got me there man. For all I know that wheelchair wampumist could still pull a driveby on you two.”


“Or the Boulder Beaver with a flagpole in the A/V room.”


“Or even Stoat of Appalachia's tranny toadmen with copies of The Prince in the shower.”


“Yeah... fer sure. All sortsa goofy characters out there.”


“What's wrong? You seem a bit out of sorts.”


“He's lucky to be alive! This motherfucker drank a whole goddamn handle of Maker's yesterday.”


“Jesus...”


“Well at least it wasn't Old Crow. Now that stuff'll kill ya right dead.”


“I admit I'm not feelin' too hot today but I figured it'd be rude to stand you gentlemen up on accounta somethin' so trifling. Besides, it'd take a helluva lot more than a handle to put me down for the count.”


“You sir, are a trooper. I enjoy a taste myself, even fooled around with smack when I was younger and dumber but a bender like that would've taken me out of commission for at least a day or two.”


“So what was it that you two wanted to discuss with me and Pigeon? You did say that it wasn't just the pleasure of our company that you were after.”


“Oh but we really are pleased as punch, aren't we? Right?”


“Definitely. Business is one thing but we're both fans of you two besides that.”


“We're flattered to hear that.”


“Sure are.”


“Though it's true that we'd like to collaborate with you guys at some point, maybe follow up on some leads and contacts we have on an episode of Bear's show and come on every now and then after that in general.”


“That's cool, what sortsa leads?”


“We don't want to give too much away before it's all wrapped up in a neat little package, but it's pretty wild stuff.”


“Is it Jews? Pedo ones? Hollywood pedo ones? Banker ones?”


“Something along those lines. I promise that it's not boring or old news.”


“Pigeon and I haven't exactly had pleasant experiences with that particular beat of late, as I'm sure you gentlemen are aware... still, we'll keep you in mind when scheduling upcoming shows.”


“True, but I'm sure the heat from that will have died down a bit by the time we're ready.”


“Fair enough. You know how to get in touch with me once you've got it all squared away.”


“Awesome. We'll hit you up. Oh and don't worry about the tab, it's our treat since this is our neck of the woods and all.”


“Mighty kind of ya, take care now.”


“You too. I know it hasn't been the smoothest trip for you guys but I hope you enjoyed it anyway.”


“Stay outta trouble, now. No bank heists or anything. And use some protection for godssakes!”


“Hahaha, sure thing. Later... Are they gone?”


“Yeah. They just turned the corner.”


“Holy shit, Pigeon, what a coupla jackoffs!”


 “Right? They were sucking us off the whole time just so we'd agree to do a show with them.”


“Seriously. And what kinda queer calls himself a 'dragon slayer' in his twitter profile anyway? Why, I bet he slays plentya trouser dragons with that moutha his.”


“Total fags, the both of them. You should still have them on the show if they manage to get something good though.”


“Guys like that are always full of shit. But yeah, if it looks like it checks out I'll let them have their 15 minutes. Fuckin' cocksuckers... Guess you were right about 'em after all.”


Wankers grow all weed-like everywhere don't they, cats and kittens? Someone once said they sell love at the supermarket for $2.82 a pound, but you can get a whole family pack of these kinds of chodes for ¢75, y'know? Less astute observers might think that our boys aren't any different from the pair of pricks they'd just schmoozed with but that'd be an assertion steeped ass-deep in ignorance. The differance, you see, is that even with how petty our dumpster-diving duo is, their antics are still fairly free-spirited, as opposed to the more desperate dungheap writings of those with less charisma and magnanimity. Indeedly-widdly, it takes a certain level of discernment to separate the talented from the torn-condomed. 


“What? A garbage bag fulla burgers? No. Nuh-uh. C'mon man... who'd order something like that? No. It really wasn't me. See, I've got a stalker—a fat pedophile stalker—who-No. Uh-huh. Exactly. This fat pedophile who's obsessed with me for god-knows-what reason, he, he uh, loves makin' these sortsa calls to various establishments around me, really inconveniencing a lotta people, y'know. Yep. Yeah. I know it's crazy but that's just the internet for ya, I suppose. What? How do I know? Well, he records himself doing it. Oh, you meant to ask how I know he's a pedophile. He's on the sex offender registry, see, I'm a felon myself but not for anything like that. Me? I got wasted one night and punched a cop. Really retarded stuff, I know, but hey, no kids or anything. Why'd I do it? No clue, I was blackout drunk. From what they told me I was passed out on a park bench when they found me, so I reckon getting woken up in that stat a'... let's call it 'refreshment' put me in what you might call a 'bad headspace'. Booze aside, I'd say my real mistake was not getting home before I passed out, haha. Not that it excuses what I did in any way. Still, I did my time and no one got seriously hurt so I'm over it now. So anyway, I'm real sorry that my fat pedophile stalker wasted your time this way, but... Yep. Exactly! You shoulda known someone was pulling yer leg when they asked for a trashbag fulla burgers. Still, I apologize on behalf of the fat pedophile anyway. No problem. Have a good one man, and be more careful about wacky calls like this, haha!”


Thus ends this whirly and hurly trashburgersturm and maker's-drang of a week, cats and kittens. Come and look upon the Heart, if you can find it in these ashes, anyway. Whimsy wanks and spanks these shoahed sensations whether we regard them as horrifying or humorous. Soon enough, a herd of swine will sweep by, scattering it all like so many petals of the compass rose. Still, even all this pales in comparison to the inevitable Big One, now nascent-like miles off the milky event horizon's curdled coast. Oh... such purrfect perfidiously prurient Phenomenology, cats and kittens! Surely the hopes pinned up on those grand and intoxicatingly innocent moons and stars in your eyes won't be dashed or anything! Hold me, Moon, hold me Star, hold me Earth, and hold me Sun... Though my flesh remains untouched, my pineal gland ejaculates exquisitely, all prostate-like and the illusion of time is momentarily shattered in so many broken hymen-folds...


So then the ashes. We know what will arise once more from them, but let us take a moment to mourn that which we cremated. Dear Kama, your sacrifice shan't be in vain, and though your untimely spring met a demise which was itself out of season, we won't allow ourselves to forget the essence of Love you've become, dispersed through the cosmos at the cost of your physical body. Although you took aim and your sweet arrow found its mark there were no selfish thoughts of standing your ground or defending yourself, simply the acceptance of your Dharma in spite of the inevitable outcome. It is only through your incineration that we bear witness to the crowning glory of your existence — yes, it was all for that one moment when Shiva's third eye reflected you in its searing surface, absolutely all of it.


That facet of desire is lost on the dregs of our anally ongoing Yuga. To not only see the flame, or simply be mesmerized by its heat, but to become it, to peer into its mysteries with knowing eyes. See the fire, be the fire. To quench one's thirst for wisdom by imbibing an entire sea of flames if need be. Not only has the conviction itself vanished, but even the understanding of such subtleties of the soul. Awash in blood, too weak to do the heavy lifting themselves, are the swine we find ourselves surrounded by. Low grade meat, low grade lives, and low grade consciousnesses. Everything cheapened to the point of becoming mere chaff. Yet this is merely a matter of course. As the wheel of Samsara rotates, it is only natural for this spiritual inflation to occur. Only once the revolution is complete and we return to the beginning anew does all that exhausted nobility return to its once and future owners.


So then we don our sackcloth rags, so then we smear our skin and fill our guts with the remains. Fill it up, fill it up, fill it up. Let the choicest of liquor overflow from the skull serving as our cup. Flowing beyond time, illumination mating with darkness to cast an endlessly sprawling shadow. To caress is to crucify, to desire is to disembowel, and to love is to lobotomize. Such is the dispensation of our unkind Saṃvartakalpa and salacious Kali Yuga. Not merely the body, not only the soul, not just the other or self, but all of existence; the steep price of purity in the face of puerility. Never make the mistake of asking for salvation, for those who would have you eat and drink their transubstantiated tripe are mere masochists masquerading as messiah-martyrs. Do not be deceived by their parlor tricks of healing, transmutation, or even resurrection. Lord Mara preys not upon the lustful but the listless and there is no greater threat to virility than the nigh-unconditional promise of life everlasting. Please don't be taken in by such transparent scams.


But then the course is all but predetermined for so many piles of you. In such cases all you can hope for is a marginally less meager lot sometime in the mahamanvantaras to come. Pucker up and pray through the poundings, princess. Loosen up those cheeks, lest they be torn open. Yes, you will be defiled, yes you will be violated. Attis in chains, still bleeding from his crotch, smiles down upon such depravity. Be thankful for the foot which tramples your severed testicles. Praise the scalpel which vivisects your penis. To be chewed up and spat out, to be rendered into a deranged hunk of mutilated mind and flayed flesh. To be a genuine Victim, a human sacrifice, is to be consecrated in the name of the demon, and each such massacre brings this vile age that much closer to its climax. Let your gore water and feed the sublime sapling which yet but gleams within our most treasured Trishul.


Though perhaps such talk is ill-suited for ears as naive as yours. Although it's too late to rescind it now, I at least hope you didn't find the experience too harrowing... Well... no... That's dishonest of me. Yes... I'm sure even a being such as you can grok enough of my innermost nature to untangle at least this most minuscule portion of the web I've woven for you. This prismatic mind-prison, this geometricotheological goat tower. But hush, my dear boy, for your realization is far too belated to save your most secret spot from my marauding member on this otherwise jejune July day. For fecundity's obverse folly has found its foothold within your feckless sphincter already. Oh how I hope to hear those dulcet tones emanating from your esophagus in anatomically incorrect rapture as I lay claim to what is now irrevocably and eternally Mine. Come on, sweet century-old child, please sing for me in your most succulent soprano. Oh do serenade my shaft and sack as they spelunk your chute...
Chapter Two: Procession of the Piglets

That was a cruel prank he played on you, wasn't it? But look here, look, listen, this was never really about you, was it, cats and kittens? As we return to our most hurly and burly of boys, we can see that they've gone their separate ways. While Rimbaud may have eventually spent his season in Hell, our purple-plumaged Pigeon's brain was not so well-wound so as to reach clock speeds capable of shaking, stirring, or straining such complex cocktails of neurotransmitters. Although he contrived to affect a countenance of contrition when it suited him, it was as queer as a twelve dollar bill with Tricky Dick's joyless jowls adorning a watermark made in an almost admirable display of entirely misplaced effort. Still, Bile Bear's presence on the same side of that most esoteric of Burgerstani leylines—The Manson-Nixon Line—gave Pigeon strength enough to continue his Southern sojourn in spite of the physical distance between the pair.


Our perpetually Edgy Hedgy (Semper Paedophilos) remained faithful to his self-appointed fatwa against Bile Bear, seeking to make that ursine existence as unpleasant as possible by prick wick or turned trick. As always his efforts never got past a state of mildly intrusive turgidity in spite of his besty westestest of efforts, but the recent outing with Pigeon left much of Bile Bear's audience with an urgent hankering ursine hanger steak, allowing the child-loving pincushion to acquire a few would-be groupies for his telephonic tour. In truth, no one liked him, but their present disdain for Bile Bear allowed a contingent of them to tolerate the spiny mammal as long as his campaign could be seen as bearing some sort of fruit. Though this too was always the flimsy whimsiest of safety nets, for few felines are as fickle or feckless as those comprising a mob as all of you surely must know.


But then their feline credentials are actually kinda questionable, now that I think about it, for you, the true cats and kittens, are in no way related to such an incorrigible regiment of electronic ragamuffins, rapscallions, and low-rent Raskolnikovs. See, even though he was maligned as the origin for a syndrome afflicting the vertically challenged-like among us, Napoleon was actually the kinda dude who could hang ten even astride one of history's Bigliestest Big Ones. His French turned Russian impersonator, now legion, however, could not help but wipe out even on the fluffiests of flats, y'know? So then, it like, follows that they ain't no cats at all, and shit. You might ask 'but brosef, if they're not fellow catnip connoisseurs, then what the fuck—is—their jam?' and I'd point you in the totes obvs. direrection of the pigsty. After all, those who crappeth where they nappeth and lap up liquid slop like it's a Lollipop can only, and I mean only be called piglets, ya dig? Mystery solved, Scoob, time for a snack.


“Yeah bro, we were gonna hang out here with Bile Bear but that whole shitshow was so fawwwking gay.”


“Uh... we know.”


“Did you already forget that we were there too? It wasn't even that long ago.”


“N-no. Haha, do you guys really think I'm that much of retard? I was-”


“Yeah. You're one of the biggest droolers I've ever met. No disrespect.”


“Honestly? You've never been the kind of dude anyone would accuse of being a genius.”


“Oh yeah? Well I may be retarded but I've fawwwwwked more bitches than both of you put together, eh.”


“What, like that landwhale you picked up in The Lollipop Factory?”


“N-no! I mean-”


“Or you shacking up with Bile Bear for a month? If anything you were probably the bottom in that arrangement.”


“Shut up!”


“I bet he was all like 'Why I do declare this to be the tweedly tiniest lil' bird-hole I ever did cornhole' “


“Fawwwwwwwwwwwk off! I'm not g-”


“Hahaha! And you went 'Yes daddy! Shove that big sweaty bear bu-' “


“Alright, ok, whatever. So I'm a flaming pozzed up faggot. Shut up.”


“Hey, you said it man, not me.”


“Cum-guzzling too. And prolapsed. Don't forget that one.”


“Well if I'm so gay then how about a friendly competition. Let's go out and see who pulls the hottest bitch tonight.”


“You're kidding, right? Look at us, we all all look like Queer Eye rejects those fags in chat paid us to shave and dye our hair these fruity colors. What kind of bitches do you expect to 'pull' like this?”


While Pigeon & Pals were fluttering about, Bile Bear, left all liverbroken, dove back into the bottle with a REEEEEnewed vigor, all while publicly professing sobriety. Now I'm no professor-confessor myself, but such clumsy contortions are sinful solely by virtue of their disarray, for to sin is to wipe out most meekly whilst acting all lion-like. This display proved so unbecoming that it spurred all the pettiest little piggies into action, returning our most beleaguered Bear into the crush cage known as Notoriety.


Nowhere do piglets exhibit the tendency to shit where (and into what) they eat more than on the Internet. Oh how they savor that fecal flavor as though it were the choicest spirit. We too will surely be tempted to munch on the palm holding our feed so do resist the tuna-scent of such chick tracts, cats and kittens, for no sutra smeared in shit is worth swearing by, y'know? Among chimps, Sun Wukong, among swine, Zhu Bajie. Though the three-hundred-thousand little piggies we're dealing with aren't fit to feast upon such sanctified scraps. Base as they are, these little buggers can still inadvertently teach us a lesson or two. Even a slop-slurping sow has her redeeming virtues, such as... uh... well... shit... I can't think of anything.


B-but don't let my ignorance convince you of something so patently wrong-like! It is only my own personal failing that prevents me from escaping such simplisifistic pre-jew-dices and beetlejuices. Strive to be better than your must humble of bumbling hosts, whatever bumming beater reams, anyway. No, that wasn't a slip of the synapse, just think of it as a particularly kooky koan. See, some say that even Satan still serves God in his own way, and while many find such horseradish-like heresies unpalatable due to beating off to black and white benisologies, to Believe is to consider even possibilities one may find confusing or bitter to the tastebuds. Be not not afraid of the sweet nor the sour, cats and kittens, for a keen consciousness must lap up every manner of milk to grace its small saucer so that it may slink towards purrfection of wheezedumb all Avalokiteshvara-like.


So then the piglets. While an honest look at the lot of 'em is none too encouraging—shitting and slurping being their two primary methods of karmically communing in this Saṃvartakalpa—even their need to feed on the misery of Pigeons, Bears, and many a cursed critter inbetween can also become a pathway to some bacon-backwards offshoot of enlightenment. See, enlightenment isn't solely the main dome of t-bone angies and short-rib stewies. You may not like it all that much, but once any old Atman has hurried up and waited long enough, it'll manage to make its way to a higher plane of chutes n' ladders. Sad as it is to spray, the rules aren't what the cat-eared boygirl on your tube told you they were. Wikis aren't of much more use either, as the more astute among you may have spied with your green little eyes. Although jive turkeys are prone to drowning in the rain, they too can eventually, after many a penny spent over multitudinous mahamanvantaras, learn to stay dry... or at least one would hope so. In such dubious determinationismin'ts there's hardly any gloom for soy ten tea.


In the wild a bear could make a quick snack of a boar or two hundred, in captivity, however—and worse still, in a crush cage meant for bile extraction—even a newborn piglet can sargonic-like-ly squeal at him and such. Civilization, cats and kittens, is no couch cushion. Nature's a murderous mama, to be sore, butt we often fail to see how harmful civilized living truly and brewly is to all our animal friends, including the very ones who created it. Perbraaaaps somewhey we'll drool thyme litshelf, but for now it's too soon to be cheesegraterful. Some gnarly dude someplace said something somehwatlike along the outlines of 'kids are cool man, give em a penny and they'll, like, be too dumb to realize that it ain't worth shit on accounta how shiny it is.' Words to live by, to be sure.


I'm sure you cats and kittens are already hip to this, but many a human bean out there in the fields constantly needs to be reminded of the fact that Good and Evil are just, like, daydreams and nightcreams, y'know? The reason the big dude upstairs spanked everyone's mom and pops for eating the fruit wuz that they were too immature to understand what kinda flavor their virgin buds were savoring. And indeedly widdly, that very same mistake continues to be made by their dumb inbred brats to this very day. They'll eventually all learn sometime in the next several mahamanvantaras but... ain't it sad, Sophocles?


She feeds, oh how she feeds. All happy hormonal and heavy with her latest farrow, she slurps up slops at the trough, blissfully unaware of all possibilities and potentialities. Bristly coat glittering in the soft morning light, she glows, positively shines with motherly radiance. In this moment, despite being swine, despite being a lover of mud and connoisseur of foul-smelling slop, she truly is beautiful. Try as they might, none can deny her these dues as she is now, and this moment as well as similar ones preceding and following it will forever be etched upon her simple little soul. Such is a sow's lot.


While she herself is docile and fully domesticated, there is no guarantee that any of her piglets will be. There is no chance of any in this particular litter going Calydonian — for Artemis' heart remains unmoved by anything here at the moment — but even the more mundane sorts of feral hogs can cause enough of a mess on their own. One needs not be punished in the name of the Moon to be ruined. Matters of myth move hearts while household affairs hew at one's savings. Indeed, it is far from uncommon to believe that one has safely secured a nest egg only to eventually discover it has been crushed by some callous cuckoo or another.


For now it is all withheld. The pains to come, the damage to be inflicted; these too are currently gestating in the folds of their own Phenomenological womb, their own temporal amniotic sac. Barring a stillbirth, they will one day be unleashed upon an unsuspecting world, but that's not a story for to-day. Rather than dwelling on the ills to befall us, it is more proper to bask in the transient happiness we have been blessed with for the time being, with the knowledge of how fleeting it truly is allowing us to appreciate each moment as the priceless treasure normally concealed by our preconceived notions. Many are they who bemoan and lament the ephemeral, few are those who rejoice in it, and less still are the ones who have attained the understanding that impermanence itself is a blessing. For mortals cannot begin their journey towards Enlightenment without the pleasures and pains of transitory sensation.


That is the lesson of this momentarily pristine pig and her growing get; one cannot comprehend the purpose of detachment without first Indulging as bountifully and joyously as possible, Innocence in full bloom. Never you mind the decay foreshadowed in every blossom's unfurling, don't dwell upon future wrinkles, rot, and lividity, gorge yourself upon carnality while you still can. To fail to indulge, to eschew pleasure in favor of asceticism is its own form of ignorance. To wit, one may preach the Pali Canon till purple in the groin but all sutras can only ring hollow when delivered in such inadequate intonations. If suffering is the seed which must inevitably bloom into the lotus of Enlightenment, then pleasure is the mud which nourishes that seed.


O' mortals, do not forsake your desires, for you cannot be consecrated without first being defiled. It is far more courageous to live imperfectly and impiously in the muck and mire than it is to subsist solely upon the dew of Heaven. Be not so meek as to never chant the mantra of Mara with your very flesh, for life was not meant to be set aside in lieu of such lofty aspirations. Eat your fill today lest you starve tomorrow. Slake your thirst tonight for you may find your well has dried up by dawn. Self-denial is the height of arrogance, asceticism, an affront to all around you.


While your mind may have been conditioned to reject this heretical gospel, your body cannot deny its truth, my truth, the way of all flesh, and even the way of all souls, for where life exists so must lust, both physical and spiritual. From the cult of Attis, to the Skoptsy sect, to Heaven's Gate, throughout history many have sought to attain spiritual purity through vitrification of the flesh, through ritualistically rejecting life. Woe be upon the the lot of them! What use can there possibly be for creatures who shy away even from the most basic forms of tantra taught by simple instinct? They may as well be preta, only with distended bellies and tiny mouths traded in for crotch stumps and scarified chests, desires far from excised with their corresponding bits of flesh, merely “sealed” away so as to be rendered physically inaccessible. Desire is not so easily thwarted so as to begin and end with the flesh. Even the urge to be free of sin is its own form of lust; the impulse to seek salvation through commandments, sacraments, body and blood of a martyr-messiah, all exactly as sexually depraved as the filthiest of orgies, disease borne by membranes and fluids merely a counterpart to debasement of the soul, the wanton, even prostitutional abandon of the faithful. For to Believe is to be taken both raw and dry, whether whole or “sealed”, circumcised or otherwise. Not even the phantom of the severed appendage is ever truly out of reach.  

Don't try that at home, cats and kittens. It won't be good for your health or wealth should you ignore my warning. As you may have noticed, a lot of what he sez ain't exactly fit for feline consumption. There are lessons to be gleaned-like from it, but a proper pipeful of caution is required to make it safe; not unlike those bloated prickly bastards they finely slice for more daring nip plutocrats. And just like that sashimi for the suicidal, a hint of the deadly toxin it contains is a vital element of this down-homo cuntry cucked meal. Which certainly isn't without its risks, as you're about to see.


“Dude, what the fuck is that shit you're playing on your phone?”


“Chill bro, it's not me.”


“How isn't it you when it's coming from your phone, retard? Are you saying your phone just started blaring 'I'm an Alabama nigger and I wanna be free!' all by itself? Who's gonna believe that, asshole!?”


“First of all, go fawwwwwwwk yourself, buddy. Second, I'm livescreamin'. It plays sound clips if they donate three bucks. Don't blame me for what they're playing, they just do this shit to-”
HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HITLER HEIL HIT-

“See? I didn't do that shit.”


“Oh fuck you! There's no way you're not doing it on purpose, what kind of moron would let random people online fuck with them like that? Even if you're not controlling it there's no way you wouldn't just turn it off if you didn't like it. Livescreamin' my ass!”


“Calm down, man. My buddy here really is that stupid. Don't hold it against him.”


“Yeah, ever heard of Persian Prairie Dog? This is nothing compared to the kind of shit he used to get up to before he got arrested. Look him up.”


“I don't care about your excuses, you better turn that shit off if you don't want me to cave your Nazi skulls in.”


“Oh! We've got a badass over here, eh. I'm sooooo sc-”
WE MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE AND A FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN WE MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE AND A FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN WE MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE AND A FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN WE MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE AND A FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN WE MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE AND A FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN WE-


“This is your last warning, turn it off and get out of here or I'll turn it off for you.”


“That wasn't even offensive.”


“... You're white yourself, what are you even bitching about?”


“Fuck off with that skinhead shit! I'm not some KKK faggot like you three losers just because I have the same skin col-”
IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT”S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S-

“Get away from me, fag!”
IT'S OK TO BE WHITE IT'S OK TO BE-

“Bitch, did you just taze me!? Can't even fight like a man!”


“Shut up, cocksucker! You're the one flipping out over some harmless text to speech bullshit.”
WHITE

“Who are you even virtue signaling to, faggot!? No one's around to see how much of a good goy you're being here tonight.”
OD BIHACA DO PETROVCA SELA DO PETROVCA SELA SRPSKA ZEMLJA NAPADNUTA CELA NAPADNUTA CELA KARADZICU VODI SRBE SVOJE VODI SRBE SVOJE NEK SE VIDI NIKOG SE NE BOJE NIKOG SE NE-


Now, a smoother operator would've been able to jibber jabber their way out of this sticky gift-giving goo of a situation, but our boy Pigeon has never been even remotley slick—as he's no Puffin or Pelican—and while some would describe the thing his tailfeathers are attached to as wise, he's no owl either. Though very much a prey animal, an affinity for beak butterscotch has left him harboring the delusion that he's transmigrated into the sort of peregrine falcon which can easily make mincemeat of a Pigeon like him.


Bile Bear is the type of critter who could usually extricate himself from such a kerfluffle, but owing to his often touted belief that caution is the better part of valor, he's somewhat less likely to encounter this variety of predicament while sober. The caveat there being that he seldom exists in such a sauceless state of consciousness.

“Yeah you better walk away unless you wanna catch a bullet. Faggot!”


“Shut the fuck up, Pigeon. We don't need to be stirring any more shit up tonight.”


“Who cares. That dude's a bitch anyway. He's all talk. Just some wannabe antifa cuck.”


“That doesn't mean you should go looking for a fight.”


“Whatever bro, I could've taken his punk ass.”


“Dude, he would've slapped you silly.”


“Yeah Pigeon, stop thinking you're some kinda badass or something. You're not. You never were and you'll never be one. You're lucky he walked away when he did.”


“Fawwwk off, bro I didn't train for three months for nothing.”


This, cats and kittens, is the atherosclerotic plaque of the morbid matter. As we can plainly see, Pigeon still hasn't gotten over the fight he never had, and would likely continue to be haunted by it for the remainder of his lives and deaths. For as the Big One only comes around every so often, so too are the ebbs and flows of such pivotal portions of transient existence, or some such horseshit. And despite the diminutive stature of our little ponies, the dainty dumps they take on the course set before us can in no way be considered small. To step on those tawny landmines is to both eat and fete da poo poo like the most boner-fried of deviants. Such spitroasts are most unsightly-wightly to be sorey-wore.


They say that the Rock Dove is immunized against all dangers: one may call it a shitbird, winged rat, scum, waste of oxygen, it all runs off the bird like piss off a urinal wall. But call it a pigeon and you will be astonished at how it coos, how it bobs its head, how it suddenly flaps its wings “I've been identified.” To be a pigeon is to be the untervogel. Where eagles of all kinds are seen as majestic enough to adorn all manners of heraldry, and even the base crow has its roguish dignity, the pigeon, especially the common rock pigeon, is seen as the most worthless of the worthless among its winged brethren. How sad for a creature capable of flight—miracle of nature that it is—to be seen as so vulgar and unimpressive, as a diseased and tiny-brained species of pest; nothing short of a heap of trash dumped in the middle of a treasure vault.


But, like, uh... whether one is trash or garbage, refuse or sewage, waste or detritus they can't simply roll over and take it if they don't want to be pozzed without at least some semblance of resistance. To defend one's neghole as is due and through the chastity belt stay virgin true, whatever that's supposed to mean. I don't want any of you cats and kittens cooming down with the FIV of the soul, you see. Pigeon though, Pigeon, he... he uh... he couldn't help but fail to prevent himself from proverbially catching every manner of spiritual ailment. No number of inoculation attempts or PPE accessories would ever be enough to keep his Atman unmolested. Purity, sanctity, and cleanliness simply weren't in the cards for him. Seeing as how there was no way for him to be aware of this quintessential quality of his, our nightblind Pigeon was doomed to continue falling face-first into each and every pile of shit he'd ever encounter. But then he wasn't even capable of recognizing it as such until thoroughly smeared in both stench and shame to the point that they became impossible to overlook. Nevertheless, he persisted through each disaster humiliation and failure like a true paragon of slurred heave semenism. Very inspirational, yes, an hero to us all, Allahu Akbar, Deus Vult, and so on and so forth. One thing no one could ever take from him was his status as a legend in his own mind.


“So where are we headed next, eh? Can't waste these prime screaming hours.”


“I don't know about you two, but I'm starving. All this walking, it just doesn't agree with me.”


“Dude, it's almost 2 AM, can't you just ride it out till breakfast?”


“Yeah man, we don't want to join the league of extraordinary guntlemen with you and Bile Bear.”


“Tell all the fat jokes you want. I'm gonna grab me something to eat, feel free to join me or just wait outside till I get my order, if not I guess I'm done for tonight.”


“Never get between a guntburglar and their garbage bagged grub, eh?”


“Damn straight.”


“You know... I was gonna give you more shit over it but I have to respect the way you're owning it. Alright then, let's see what's even open at this hour.”


Pay close attention here, cats and kittens. What might initially resembly wemble a mundane midnight ministration to the munchie monster is in fact far more swollen with potentialities and inevitabilities, untangibilitated substances simmering all sauce-like, than your nose might seem to apocryphally know. No schnozceans need apply. Bariatrians aren't welcome either even though some may find them to be a source of divine thinspiration. Hunger transcends mere need, cravings and preferences bear more weight than mere happenstance. The caloric content of the soul's sustenance, mummified minerals and vitrified vitamins of the monad, or some such horseshit.


“So what are we getting anyway? What's even open at this hour?”


“A lot more than you'd think. Trucks, delis, a couple of bars, and even a restaurant. Burgers, burritos, fried rice, sandwiches, eggs, sausages, bagels, pizza, pasta, sushi, salads, doughnuts, dim sum, clam chowder, corn dogs...”


“Alright, I get it already! You don't have to give me a whole fawwwkin' menu!”


“Ok, so what are you in the mood for?”


“Getting anything fancy this late would just be weird. Whatever we get, I just want something quick and simple.”


“Why don't we get chat to vote for it? That'd be fun.”


“Fuck no. I don't trust those maniacs.”


“Dude, that's a terrible idea.”


“Fine, let's flip for it instead. Heads is eggs and bacon, tails is wings, is that cool with you two?”


“Sure.”


“Works for me.”


“Heads or tails... heads or tails... heads or tails... there! It's tails.”


Wings, of course, wings, it'd have to be wings after all. Wings with which they might take off into the heavens from this transitory realm between night and day so as to escape the confines of their otherwise banal existence. To take wing, to flap, ascend, and glide in feathery ecstasy. Though clipped from flightless fowl, with every single plume plucked, then fried, these wings still possessed the power to evoke such sublime visions; see the swine, now somnambulent, soaring through snores to lands unknown, to distant shores far from all their inimical eventualities, somehow borne aloft on mere chicken wings. A blue cheese Bodhisattva vow leading to a slightly seasoned sensation of satori. Thus anointed by their sizzling siddhis, these adipose ahrats recommenced their pilgrimage beyond the golden arches of Indra's domain into parts in need of purification. As we can surely see, cats and kittens, they will not be greeted as liberators no matter how much they increase themselves in lipids. For the path to enlightenment, even of the phony and ephemeral variety, must needs be beset with all manners of peril to tangibilitate and potentialize daydreams into full-blown delusions. So then a writhing mass of porcine preta is essential here, as enmity builds up just over the event horizon into a semi-solid medium-sized One which will surely wash over this moment. 


Beleaguered by his own brewing and a-stewing Scheisssturm und Dungdrang, Bile Bear, though far from our firebird's fast-approaching farce-to-be, was noticeably fatigued, in addition to just being fat. And lo, cats and kittens, though he continued to deny it, the obvious truth behind the state he'd found himself in refused to be flushed down the toilet, continuing to surface rabbit turd-like in spite of each whirlpool it was caught up in like that critter Charybdis' worst nightmare. But our lovely ladyboy Avalokiteshvara has many a hand to reacharound the phalluses of even the most liver spotted souls. Indeed, a prodigious sum of appendages with which to like, uh... operate the great vehicle with or some such horseshit. Cuz if you find your outer heaven and hollow earth to be all holey-full, you'll want some guano to stuff in those yawning suckers.


Surströmming is the flavor of the season, cats and kittens. Winged Hákarls whizz down the waterways of our hearts as Aizen-myoo grunts in approval. To be pickled is to be purified, as Sokushin-butsu is the dunce's shortcut to Buddhahood. Some stooges once blessed the eunuch and the Skoptsy but castration is a cheap analogue for ritual self-immolation even if it eventually ends in suicide 41% of the time. Alas and alack-like, my buzz is taking me on a tangent.


Somewhere from on high, or possibly from below, seeps the Spirit of an Ending. The sensation transports us to a faraway beach suffused with the stench of iron and semen, more of the latter than the former, truth be told. A perpetual sunset haunts this horizon. Being in this purgatory-like locale gives one the impression of having broken past every boundary; between lust and disinterest, rage and tranquility, love and hate, and so on and so forth. Though the remnants of violence stand here as eternal monuments, they are currently at rest, however... There yet beats a faint pulse. Yes, somewhere beneath that steel and semen-smelling red sea with all its spiny protrusions, snores can be heard, suggesting that the present torpor of this place, despite having lasted for aeons immemorial, may somehow be overturned at a moment's notice. We don't want to be here when that thing wakes up from its nap, cats and kittens, so let's skip this naraka for now.


Meanwhile our bilefullest of bonzi buddies was stumbling through a purgatorio of his own making and marking. Featuring Dante from Devil May Cry, he drunkenly dreamt of a Love Quest to find a Boyfriend-free girl and make her his Beatrice from the ground up. His actual wife wouldn't appreciate these Julayesque seizures, but that was so many shots ago that it didn't matter. Besides, if he was in purgatory then she was oceans away in Avalon, goggly-wogged and magogly-diddled daily. Blushing, Kali maa takes her foot off Shiva's chest and wipes the blood from her lips. Drill sergeants the world over burst into treats... uh... tears... glad to have been rendered obsolete. Piss on Earth, God kills the ma'am, or some such saccharine soapwater horseshit. Now infants, Hitler and Stalin frolick innocently in the wilderness, not a care in the world. Every child a Chakravartin and every adult an Arhat. But, however, even so, such sublime visions belie a far less splendid reality.

Indeed, cats and kittens, open your eyes, ears, and nostrils. Take it all in slowly, deliberately. Before you, snoring, lies a bloated wreck of a manbearpig. He has drowned his loneliness and rancor in whiskey. His wife is hundreds of miles away. His friends, true friends, are few and far between. Here lie the human debris left over after a man has devoted himself to being an entertainer of the underground. Those born under a certain unlucky star are destined to follow this path and to be struck down, either by Indra's vajra or else Artemis' arrow, again and again until they cease to draw breath.


Some advice from little old me should you too find your dharma and karma leading you barefoot down this thorny road. Embrace your station in life. That is to say, follow the path you've been set on till the bitter end. No matter how painful and futile and humiliating your life becomes, never stop walking. Be you broken by thunderbolts or pincushioned by moonbeams, dried to a husk by the relentless sun of your misfortunes or drowned in an ocean of your own tears, your Atman must remain steadfast and indomitable. Even if you eventually attain moksha through a mastery of emptiness, it is imperative to exist fiercely, courageously, and deliberately in the face of both joy and sorrow. One cannot truly renounce that which they've yet to taste, so there's no need to rush. Imperfection is natural whether it appears to only last for a mere moment or to endure over the course of multiple mahakalpas. You must first accept your imperfections before you become capable of renouncing them.


All grumpy and somewhat wumpy, our Bile Bear now stirred from his stupor, perhaps a bit too sober for his own liking. The snakebite kit next to his review copies had served him quite well. Truly, bourbon does a man's soul good. Me? Well, cats and kittens, if you must know, I prefer a good single malt scotch myself, like the salty old seadog that I am, but the overall pwinciple of the thing is rather the same; not a little wine for thy stomach's sake as the Christians would say, but perhaps a more Celtic sort of tipple, the likes of which Fionn Mac Cumhaill may have indulged in between his marital woes. At any rate, BB, having slept off his intoxication now found himself a tad peckish. Unlike his faraway friends, his options were a bit more limited, namely by the current contents of his fridge.


See, sometimes it behooves us to ask for the the assistance of deities who specialize in removing obstacles, but... well... no disrespect to them or anything, but it's a scam. Whether it's Ganesh, Acala, or Papa Legba, it pays to remember that those known to excise obstacles and obstructions in our cosmic game of chutes and ladders are the very ones responsible for having placed them in our way to begin with. So think before you pray, cats and kittens. But then what is worship if not a game with its own set of rules? Are we not all players praying for all our trick-ass hoes to stay in the conga line we've assigned them to in the end? I'd say so, but then you'll have to decide for yourselves should the urge to break out the joss sticks and start chanting begin to coom over you.


If Bile Bear wasn't currently in the throes of a most mind-melting hangover, perhaps he too might have entertained such a notion. Probably not, but we can still pretend he would've. Though if you'd like to know what he actually did, it's not particularly interesting. He made himself a ham and cheese sandwich, is all, and had some chips and a can of coke to go with it. A fairly humble—if fattening—repast hastily assembled from what little his neglected fridge and pantry currently contained. He wasn't quite in the grips of poverty or anything, but in his intoxication simply forgot to go to the grocery store. Such was the quality of his late lunch (following the preliminary liquid one of several hours before) but then, what of its character?


It was a wish for plenty, bounty, and succor. The pink pig flesh melding with liquefied cheese on a bed of toast; a supplication of the growling gunt, a prayer for prosperity and womanly warmth given edible form. Far more earthly, grounded desires than those pursued by his pals across several state lines. Very humble, in a way, as all primates yearn for fundamentally similar things. Therefore, his piety had paradoxically surpassed Pigeon's at this moment. For karma and dharma overlap and intertwine in the most mysterious mandalas, often producing quite surprising results indeed.


And so, by this boar-like benediction, Bile Bear would be carried out of this current catastrophe by Vishnu's own tusks even if it took a thousand years. Thus unwittingly anointed even by Odin and Indra and Artemis, Bile Bear would for now remain relatively unscathed as the sole seasoned boar among whelp piglets. Although he didn't consciously know it, thirteen unborn piglets had been sacrificed by these gods in his honor, and his soul solemnly took a swineherd's vow in absentia of his waking mind. He wouldn't give any of his flock's wrath to the elegiac Earth or abandon them as they frothed at the mouth in their furor. So long as they laid their eggs on his heights, he wouldn't let them end as barbecue. They'd all be as pure as platinum forevermore.


Those frightened by the workings of divinity might see such celestial machinations as abuse of mortal frailty even in cases where an obligation that comes as naturally as breathing is easily taken up and fulfilled by the Atman much to its own benefit. To them, mere awareness of the current Kalpa is a maddening experience conjuring visions of strange aeons and timeless abominations. Yet the nightmares which their subnormal siddhis conjures are but the lewd whispers of Lord Mara, ever tempting them onward into faithlessness. Knowing you frigid felines, I'm sure you've learned to avert your eyes when necessary, however, for the sake of our eternal compassion towards all sentient beings, let us too, take a sip from that saucerful of madness. After all, there can never truly be salvation without temptation, joy without despair, or sweetness without the sour. For we too bear a certain karma as emissaries of Vishnu in our own right, and even the affection of Freya beyond that, so be brave as Bastet as we plunge into yet another vision of Avicii. 


Amidst snorts, grunts, squeals and writhing the first one is squeezed out of the sow's orifice, all slick and sticky with amniotic sludge. No signs of life. Only a cold, dead husk of rotting swine flesh. Alas, she hardly knew you. All hopes of fattening and porcine profits are severed along with the cord. A shame and a waste to be sure, but such things happen every now and then. Surely the bulk of this litter is brimming with bacon to be. Onto the next one then. Dripping, oozing, plopping... dead. Two in a row, what ominous odds, such an unsavory alignment of the stars. Still, she has more inside her yet. Third time's the... no, this one's done too. A moment of silence for this trio's truncated time, their mother's fecundity now tainted with futility. Namo Amitabha babyback rib. Unfortunately four proves to be a fittingly fatal numeral, yet another dud in the chamber. Sixteen hooves up on this sweltering Sunday morning, maggots lying in wait inside their own warmed up wombs for the fetid fields from which these appendages sprout all saplinglike; life's lewd lividity bursting into so many hues. Soon a fifth carcass is produced, forming a pentagram of rotting wood, dying embers, barren soil, rusted iron, and contaminated water. Not quite the five elements play which can guide a living fist but still an array bearing some sort of potency in spite of itself. Prosperity must eventually spring forth from ruin. Though the sixth stillbirth suggests that season is still quite a ways off. Our Kali Yuga has been quite unkind to us on this day, and though we attempt to stay seated on our striped mount throughout this age's duration, it is all but inevitable that we sometimes slide off our saddle into muck and mire. After all, mercy is in short supply during the mahamanvantara we currently find ourselves in. Now numbering seven stars, our pig dipper pours out a rather prodigious stench for us to savor. Thus seared, our nostrils spark synapses which will ensure a memory both persistent and vivid shall be etched upon our Atman for several Samsara cycles.. In a way, this too is a kind of sacrament no less significant than any of those provided by established dogma. An eighth pulseless piglet establishes a sign of divine intervention here in this blighted birthing barn. While one, two, six or even seven consecutive stillbirths may be seen as coincidental, eight isn't a number to be so easily dismissed. An impure sideways infinity is pressing its putrid visitation onto the very essence of this moment. Signs and wonders abound, even in such unsightly forms. It wouldn't do for acolytes seeking perfection of wisdom — or something resembling it, at the very least — to ignore such turns of the celestial gears now would it? So as a ninth one plops down, all primed for the pile of those preceding it, let us cure all of our current sensations so as to steepen their flavor even further. Meat for the mind, sustenance for the soul, out of inedible flesh, an inscrutable experience, for Mystery lies at the core of all properly formed notions of Gnosis. Blessed are the quack and the charlatan, the forger and the counterfeiter who can at the very least create a phantom suggestion of Mystery. Ten tin soldiers of trichinosis stand at attention before us only to be tipped over all at once. Forsaken by both Crown and Kingdom, they never stood a chance at clinging to enough of a fragment of the hollow tree's light to live on in impurity. Thus the inverted prism ship shuffled off before they could stow themselves away in its bowels. C'est la something or other, as my counterpart might muse. An eleventh archon's advent further serves to sustain the illusion of eternity in this otherwise fleeting abortionscape, their heaving and undulating demiurge buckling under the strain of inscribing this false reality onto the underlying truth's canvas. Not quite supernal, this superimposition can only last as long as the reel continues to rotate within its rotund projector. Twelve turns of the clock for our temporal trash heap. With gong and groan our would-be princess' finery reverts into filth after all; three bloody hands reaping midnight's promised spoils. In some other place, in a forgotten time, those glass slippers were concrete shoes which guided their wearer, step by step, closer and closer to perdition. Perhaps some aspect of that deviant phenomenology has leaked into our current plane of existence? Regardless, the final, thirteenth apostle now arrives to our Passover table, taking his rightful place in this heretical rendition of the Last Supper. This thirteenth consecutive stillbirth marking both the conclusion and commencement of our current lamentations. Her halo proved hollow, showing that even when swine somehow manage to soar through the heavens it only makes their inevitable descent that much more painful. Such is the promise of a swollen belly so sorely betrayed.

As this phantasmal porcine procession was being held in another realm, a similarly-themed farce was to unfold on our more mundane plane of existence. The seeds of chaos which had been sown two weeks prior and watered with such lively waters since, were now ready to both sprout and bear mature fruit all at once in a kind of Bacchic miracle. You know what they say, cats and kittens, when in Rome, and all that horseshit. So too, must we now don our togas, chug some Thunderbird, and get just a wee bit Greek. Let's see here, how did it go again? Come out whatever you are, O' jivest of jerkies, Slimmest Jim in the whole factory, Liquid Dicky on the redeemed Wing! O clown, jackal, hyena, trickster and disaster, come! That's close enough to keep a gubmint paycheck from bouncing, I suppose.


“Oh shit, it's that fag from before! And he brought like five friends with him!”


“I'm strapped, just say the word.”


“Well what the fawwwwwwwk are you waiting for then? Whip it out! AIM AIM AIM AIM!”


In truth, there were only four men coming to confront Pigeon and his two friends; almost an even match even without the gun being drawn. Pigeon however, in his hysteria, feared for the safety of his toned—yet puny—frame due to the mere fact of being outnumbered, and so in a fit of cowardice, forced his even smaller friend to play the role of his freshly appointed bodyguard. The true irony of this incident is that he'd been itching for a fight just a few weeks prior, even going so far as making a public spectacle of his workout routine and flying hundreds of miles to another country on the scrawny wings of his false courage for the sake of a public contest with an adversary who never stepped foot into the same state as him, let alone the ring.


Now faced with the far more immediate and realistic prospect of a brawl on this anonymous late night street, with no one physically present to sing his praises should he win nor pour salt on his wounded ego should he lose, he found yesterday's bravado had soured into today's bumbling defensiveness. This too had an audience (besides us, of course) in the form of so many live viewers receiving Pigeon's broadcast from the comfort of their homes, laughing at the disintegrated illusion of Pigeon's masculinity. This too, was the exact form of entertainment which sustained the swinish souls of these faceless and formless marauders of the cybernetic sea, their own failings and follies temporarily rendered insignificant in the face of this night's divinely ordained fool and his self-inflicted misfortune. I guess all's sweet that spergs seek and vanity guides in such benighted times as ours, cats and kittens.


“We won't retreat! We won't surrender! We won't surrender! We won't surrender! We won't surrender!”


And so on and so forth. With a gun drawn on Pigeon's side, the melee all the big and small piggies in the peanut gallery longed for never managed to materialize. Some of the more sinister swine wouldn't have minded a shootout either, but unfortunately for them this was just barely the wrong part of town for the attackers to have been equipped for such festivities. That's not to say the night ended without casualties though, as the police later took Pigeon's gunslinging pal into custody. But more important and tragic still, was that the bearer of the chicken wings, having been pushed around by the leftist ruffians, lost his precious cargo in the clash. The container had been trampled in the confusion, ruining Pigeon and pals' recently acquired repast.


Thusly, both the wings and the hopes affixed upon their plucked pinions had gone up like so much grease smoke. This too, was karma; the reward of waging wars of words never to be consummated with one's knuckles; the shattering of vainglorious visions upon the rock of reality; the end of an altogether absurd ambition. As the mountain goat must, in his idiocy, leap to his premature demise, so too must the extra-chromosomal avian exhaust itself in its retarded flailings and fall into the trash heap of history. Perhaps it was at this point of disgrace that Pigeon, once renowned for being a so-called inbred firebird, lost the bestial grace which allowed him to resurrect from his prior downfalls. Both heroes and gods alike go to seed not from dying or fading away, but if faith in them lapses. And while some men are so great that their likeness is etched upon the heavens even after their demise, Pigeon, being no Orion, nor Pollux, and not even Castor, would not find such lasting glory among the stars. Even his failure, his spiritual demise, was all too human and mundane, reaching neither the heights of Olympus nor the depths of Tartarus.


Back to Bile Bear then. Although we witnessed a ritual which would protect him from total ruin—the likes of which had inflamed his feathered friend's hopes so suddenly—there was still a storm a-brewin' just beyond the horizon. And its landfall would in no way be fun for our half-hibernating host. Everyone could see it coming, cats and kittens, for such disasters turn even those entirely bereft of perception into so many counterfeit prophets as though an entire pen of piggies dressed to resemble a pack of too-pink Muhammads. And as an imitation Israfil amateurishly blows into his plastic PRC-made recorder they shout Akbar unto their artificial Allah.


But the time of this tinfoil tribulation is not yet upon us. For now the gunt merely growls in anticipation of that swelling storm, knowing yet not quite aware, buzzed but not blissed, so to speak. BB, much like I, your most humble shamanic surfer, was ever faithful unto the great god Dionysus, and such bottled benedictions are more potent than the infidel might imagine them to be. For we so love our wine that we'd give our only besotted liver that our resurrerected laird and savior may bless us with sweet metempsychosis as we drain the last drop from our finite bottle. A proper wino knows to never take the draught's name in vain, you see, and BB was a proverbial enlightened master of the inebriative arts. True boozers such as us are a brotherhood unto ourselves, no less learned than any monastic order worth mentioning or any priestly robes worth peeking under. While our sacraments seem simplistic, I assure you they're anything but. The innermost mysteries of our rites cannot be grasped by the likes of liquorless kaffirs and teetotaling apostates.


Still, it's not as though we're sworn to secrecy or anything. In his magnanimity, our god freely pours his blessings out for all those who would imbibe them. It's not even an issue of tolerance, cuz even those who are made tipsy by a mere drop can still see His glory if they seek it out. All are welcome so long as they pay the proper price of admission. The trick is in keeping some grounding even in the grips of ecstatic madness; a kind of tantric technique. To surpass sanity, delusion, sobriety, drunkenness, banality, and originality even as all is turned upside down and inside out both within and without, such is The Way, or something. Don't take my word for it. I'm a bit of a dunce, you  know, there's no harm in trying it fer yerself before ya buy into any of it.


Esotericism, cats and kittens, is not a hidden chamber in some obscure desert ruin. No, it's the air you breathe, the food you eat, the water you drink, even your turds and piss streams are themselves bearers of secrets more profound than you can ever know. It's not even necessary to look to some holy writ, nor any spiritual instructor to find yourself on The Path. All one needs to do is Seek and they shall inevitably, in one form or another, both Find and be Found. Mystery permeates the very fabric of existence itself, so pulling on any loose thread you come upon will surely unravel the very shape of your mundane reality.


Although there's no need to worship at the altar of any deity, a sacrifice is unavoidable. Though a room might be filled with reefer smoke, one must give up on at least a few puffs they may have otherwise taken if they are to truly See the Substance and peer through the haze rather than be blinded by it. It is a universal pwinciple that there can be no true gain without loss. Although the doctrine of Emptiness teaches us that all things are ultimately illusory, even the illumination of that facet of reality requires a kind of Fullness to manifest. The barrel is filled for aging, then in ten to thirty years a bottle, which we ourselves pour into our glass so that we may fill ourselves—the belly in order to fill the mind and in turn the soul. Emptiness only comes after the transience of Fullness has been experienced to its utmost.


But maybe it's too soon for any of you to truly ponder such things. All stuff at its... uh... right hour... or whatever. Maybe this isn't even the right lifetime for you to hear any of this, nor even the proper Kalpa. But then even if you gulp down this whole bottle I've set in front of you and puke your guts out in the process, that too is a valuable experience to etch upon your Atman. Even if everything you do goes to shit, even if no one loves you and the very world rejects everything you are, that suffering itself is a blessing and a treasure. You won't feel that way at the time, and may experience countless lives and deaths before discovering its true worth, but the wealth of your misery shall eventually dwarf the coffers of even the most prosperous nations. It will never betray you and will even pave The Way for you through all worlds, times, and realities that both exist and don't. The line between transience and eternity is far finer than you'd think, cats and kittens, cuz you can sniff out the road though there's no stench to be smelled, even if you should find that your nose has been lopped off. That too, is the nature of that which is illusory, which is to say the whole of creation.


But that's enough metaphysical mumbo jumbo for the moment, I'm sure it's meat and potatoes that you're craving now. And so I'll feed you. Here's the skinny: Bile Bear's life had become a booze-soaked caricature of existence in the entertainment industry. Despite him staying true to his fairly humble redneck roots and being a pariah in the mainstream, he'd adopted a level of alcoholism commensurate with his status as a one-time prodigy of underground late night internet talk radio. His glory days weren't entirely behind him, but at the moment it outwardly appeared as though his gunt giant star had already moved beyond its zenith and was, much like a braggadocious gremmy, being rapidly pushed towards its eventual nadir by an incoming Big One.


“N-naw. I ain't drinkin' these days. If I wuz I'd tell ya. I ain't some lil' girl who lies about these kindsa things, I'm a gottdam grown-ass man!”


Needless to say, few in his audience—half of whom hoped for a righteous wipeout like the petty lil' piggies that they were—fell for these cloying bits of wetbrained reassurance. They knew it was only a matter of time before he put a very special sorta slopshow on for everybacon. Out of the roasting pit and into the deep frier, or some such horseshit. Such bittersweet barbecuing... such cuntish cannibalism... If only these prissy lil' piggies could see what their enmity was doing to their karma, maybe they'd have the sense to back down, but it's far too late meow. This one way sign points straight down, cats and kittens.


“It's not truuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu....”


Oh but it was. And oh how it was. Although we know that divine intervention made this episode but a brief interlewd in an otherwise celebrated career as a Caesar salad of the trash heap, that the end was not, in fact, nigh, that in no way diminishes the trichignosis of our beaten-down and crush-caged Bile Bear's current tribulations. The shiggy diggy sez to be, like, compassionate and stuff, cuz the harshed buzz of your bro is the soured grape of life itself. And lo, though we find ourselves among squares, swine, and sissies, let us stay forever frosty, my felines.


“It's... not... e-ven... hot... out-side...”


Though he tried to deny it, there was indeed a feverish force at work here. A whole host of fiends had been mustard by recent sandwiching. Although it was summer, BB was being protected by the illusory chill of midwinter moonlight, and thus failed to feel the full measure of these phenomenological flames surrounding him. It would be soon. It was all but imminent. The advent of an inferno. The dawn of a halalcaust.


“Gottdammit, Werk, willya!”


It's all a bit much for me. I'm sorry cats and kittens, but my already molten gray matter is now evaporating. It'll rain back down and solidify if you give it some time, but I'm no good for this at the moment. As selfish as it is for me to do so, I ask that you excuse my sudden bout of restless leg syndrome. After all, no reliable or solid-brained narrator will do for this most melt-brained of yarns. Christians will tell you that the son of God was born in a barn but you cannot petition a little pony with a virgin prostate. The gambler's phallus is the concobber's delight, stool loosened by a hobbed knob thrust roughly yet tenderly into the overly eager orifice, creamed nostalgia drips upon the unholy communion's consummation, both an abomination unto the Lord and an abominable load braaaaptizing your pathetic prostate.


You too can prolapse your mind's eye so as to peer into the murk and see such visions. It's not my sorta scene, tripping this torn anused way, but I can't deny that there's value to be gleaned from that glopp. Trust in the 'tussin, my child, it is the regurgitation and the knife, only through it will you graduate from middle school. The toker's triumph lies not in inhalation but in overcoming avidya through the zen of procrastination. Our venerable master Chiaotzu has scooped up some yellow snow for you to lick like a Szechuan snowcone. How kind of him. Niggermen lap milk up from Lovecraft's saucer while the most beleaguered bronies conjure up Cthulhick cloppmares with their Tulpa trannysmigraneshun techfreaks. Oh sleek is the peak inside the pussy of a sneak. Since I've cum, I might as well pretend that I've returned to my senses, even though they're still out to brunch. Take a gander at Bile Bear ralphing all over the weepweb as I zip my pants back up.


“What the fuck! Ah swear, nothin's werkin' at all tonite... No I ain't drunk! A-and that ain't a bottla pills I'm shakin'! Its jest aspirin! What? Aspirin ain't a pill! Well... it is but it ain't that kinda pill, motherfucker. No! I ain't drunk! Fuck you mom! Just take an uber. What? Huh? Maker's? Sure the bottles' empty but that don't mean—I—dun drunk it, now do it? Suck my cock, mom! You senile ol' bitch! And you fags in chat can eat shit too! Gottdam incel virgin autisms the lotta ya... I don't got ta pay for no pussy, 'cept fer my wife's. What? Steph? No I didn't! I fell asleep watchin' her stream but that don't mean nothin'! Of course you pencildicked pedos would accuse me a' whackin' it to a 12 year old girl. Betcha you cocksuckers got plentya experience with that sorta shit, unless lil' boys are more your speed... Fuckin' faggots... Cocksuckin' motherfuckers... The hell do ya mean pills dot wav? I ain't like that heehawin' Texan scammer you fags love so much. How the hell is it “trollin'” him if yer givin' him money fer five hours straight erry night? Yer a buncha retards! Retarded boy-sniffing, lil' girl-licking autistic pieces a' shit! Kill yerselves right now! Save yer poor parents the troubla havin' ta do it fer ya 'fore ya shoot up and rape a kindergarten! You fags will never amount ta nothin'! I may be a felon, a boozer, an' an all-round fuckup, but even I've done more in life than any of you ever will! You ain't even fit ta eat the turds outta my toilet bowl, that's the sorta scum you are, all of ya! Erry gottdammt last single solitary one!”


Is it to your liking, my most fecund felines? Does the upchucking of so much bile, so much spleen and rancor, not stir your barbed loins into the copulative condition? I certainly wouldn't begrudge you if it did, for the dance of debauchery is incomplete until someone ejaculates and it may as well be one of you if it's to be anyone at all. There are times when we mortals cannot help but drown in carnality, can only succumb to the whims of our scorching flesh, our throbbing members and itching orifices. There's no shame in it. Sometimes even those seeking enlightenment must submit to such passions. The Way is fraught with perils and it's impossible to go ten thousand lifetimes without at least once being vanquished by them. To dance with death, to rut with the reaper, is to stand at the priapistic precipice of Enlightenment, so don't shy away from the artificially sweetened annihilation of an orgasm, my mewlings.


Suffice it to say, that abortion of a broadcast went on for several more hours, carrying on much in the same spirit. I'd show you more of it, but our Bile Bear's hibernating reason made him repeat himself quite a bit. You've gotten more than enough of a taste to see how the rest went. The oddest part of the whole affair is that he somehow bounced back from it. Most men would be ruined by an incident even a tenth as terrible as this, but as we saw, Bile Bear is under a kind of divine protection and those who stir up the affection of the gods are not so easily undone as average Joes, bootleg Dicks, or toothless Bobbies. That's what we mean when we say a man leads a charmed life. It's not that there are no lows, only that the quality and character of both their lows and highs is such that it surpasses human comprehension as informed by common sense. Such are the wacky whims of deities and devils alike.


In a way, this seeming disaster was actually a very restful and cathartic experience for BB. Unlike Pigeon, he would reflect upon these events and learn from them. That's not to say he's especially smart or humble compared to his compatriot, but still bears certain innate qualities which make his continued survival more likely; a side of natural selection to go with the main course of providence. The irony is that Pigeon, our fallen inbred firebird, was the one previously believed to be that type of immortal before falling short of said misplaced faith. These betrayed expectations are but another exemplar of causal ebbs and flows far exceeding a mere mortal's ken. Some men put their faith in logic and reason, science and math, but they are mere children cowering in the dark as they cling to relics of the rational in the midst of a reality that's anything but. It really is adorable in a way, this callow scientism of those who fear the mystery of divine revelation and demoniac rapture. In seeking to destroy superstition, they have become the hapless prey of true conjurers, shaman, wizards, hierophants, and succubi. Feeling invincible after having blown their load on mere charlatans, they are caught with they pants down and cheeks spread by the real McCoy.


So then Pigeon, as one of these semi-flaccid skeptics, was to suffer that sort of fate. Abandoned by his siddhis, despised by the few genuine fans he previously had left, there was nowhere left for him to go but ever downward-like, or whatever. It wasn't the same kind of pup and jackass revue as his ascent, but many were still quite amused, deeming it a most righteous wipeout. But that was mere gluttony speaking, cats and kittens. You see, once hogs, domesticated or feral, are given a taste of blood, they can't help but crave ever so much more; they're never able to shake the howler from their haunches, no matter how hard they hokey or pokey. It'd be downright tragic if it wasn't so stinkin' silly.


“There were only four of them.”


“But only three of us, officer.”


“That don't matter none. That's no reason to go pulling a gun on some boys around the same age as you.”


“B-but the fawwwwwwkers could've been armed for all we knew!”


“Look son, your friend's probably going away for a while. That's the long and short of it. What were you so scared of anyway? Never been in a brawl before or somethin'?”


“Well officer, I'm from out of the country so I thought-”


“Don't seem like you was doing much thinking to me, son.”


“... I thought getting in a fight here would get me deported.”


“And yelling for your friend to pull a piece on some unarmed boys while filming the whole thing was supposed to be better than a fight?”


“I was trying to deescalate the situation. I thought they'd see the gun and be too scared to fight.”

“Son... I've been on the job for twenty years and that's one of the stupidest things I've ever heard.”


“It worked though, didn't it?”


“How do you figure?”


“They stopped bothering us and we didn't have to fight.”


“Listen, if you care about your friend at all, you should keep your mouth shut. You're lucky everyone got outta this mess alive.”


But our officer here was wrong. Although he'd physically survived the encounter, Pigeon's reputation, as shaky and flaky as it was to begin with, had suffered a lethal blow tonight. There are times when that kind of injury is far more grave than a cracked skull or ruptured spleen can ever be. Although he didn't fully appreciate it at the moment, Pigeon's goose, was, in fact, kaput. He was a fried bird flapping, a crispy critter cooked by a counterfeit Colonel from a third world country. If Johnny's playroom was a bunker filled with sand, then at this moment Pigeon's coop was a chamber filled with gas, none of that wooden door nonsense either. Not the original recipe Zyklon B of the Third Reich but the more insipid Zyklon G of the fledgling Fourth, asking him how dare he and receiving mere babbling as a reply. Those bearing the true steel in their souls would laugh such a pathetic substance off, but our pussified lil' Pigeon couldn't overcome the propagandistic Poisson distribution of that little gremlin's devotees on the ethereal plane. Though winged, he too was a rat, and therefore susceptible to spiritual death by means of an ideological and phenomenological rodenticide such as she.


Only in this testosterone-deprived twenty first Century of ours was such a farce even remotely plausible. While Pan's children frolicked even in the Elysian fields, this sort of Play was impossible until now. The shift of our moon and star had inspired an unprecedented level of shiftlessness in all piggies. No great boars such as those of yore shall be born in this castrated century, this emasculated epoch. Only ghosts of their departed testicles, seething with an ineffectual and womanly malice at the loss of true potency. All electronic orchards are filled with them, insubstantial and obsessive, spiritually homosexual, effete and limp-tusked in spite of their snorting bluster. All of their flesh, even their very souls have been infested with worms of vaginal origin. Yes, even the cradle of life has become a pit teeming with rot and disease, a breeding ground of all things pestilential and otherwise deleterious, rancid and impure and unholy. These sacraments of the underworld weren't meant to seep up onto the surface this soon, but decadence begets demons. Indeed, our rotted and infested Kamadeva has seen it fit to bring us this unseasonable springtime. It cannot be helped, so the mating rites of all underworlds must now supplant the natural course of live-giving copulations on the surface. Such trichinotic tellurianism... 


With Artemis smiling down upon them on this midwinter's night, the pigs, both living and dead, young and old, shuffle forth amidst Odin's host, to sniff out truffles. While none of them have the potential to match their esteemed predecessors such as Twrch Trwyth, or those two hailing from Calydon and Mount Erymanthos, they too were a kind of naturally-occurring pestilence in their own right by virtue of their sheer multitude; a kind of postmodern analogue to that more well-known plague of devouring locusts, forever scurrying over this perpetually moonlit midwinter of our cybernetic sea.


You, yes you, dear reader, you too are at this very moment one of those very swine. While my counterpart — your guide through these distorted visions of mundane folly and vanity of the internet age — sees it fit to call you his cats and kittens, I won't be so charitable in my estimation of your worth. As you too are deriving pleasure and spiritual sustenance after a fashion from this twenty first century farce, you can only be considered swine happily slurping up the slop dumped into their trough. You may be offended by this proclamation, even to the point of tearing this book to shreds and setting it alight, but you'll only have proven me right in doing so.


While it is customary in these latter days of ours for both authors and their textual avatars to praise their prospective readers, even to the point of prostituting themselves to said masses, you'll receive no such rubbing and tugging here. Instead, you shall find that my current master, much like the cyclopean leader of this procession you've joined, is an altogether different breed of criminal, and I his demonic thrall. These words before you arose from a frenzy and famine of the soul, and must therefore scourge the tender flesh of your twenty first century complacency, must murder your pretensions and rape your ego if you are to grok even the tiniest portion of their import. Like Odin, you too must hang yourselves upon a branch and impale yourselves upon your own spears before peering into the dark waters below will do you any good. If you lack the determination to do at least this much, you may as well abandon the hunt and resign yourselves to being mere bacon.


The true target of tonight's hunt is some sort of equine apparition. Until we meet it in the flesh, we cannot be sure whether it is the pure Unicorn, impure Bicorn, or the winged Pegasus which awaits us at the end of tonight's festivities. No matter which legendary beast we may come upon, its fate at the hands of our demoniac band is sealed — its blood shall slake our thirst, its flesh shall sate our hunger, and its head shall serve as our trophy. For we are neither saints nor heroes. Only fiends, scoundrels, cutthroats, and wizards ride with us tonight, each more infamous and sinful than the last. So if finding yourself among such company disgusts or frightens you, then flee and cower in the bushes of your mediocre existence lest you serve as the appetizer to our celebratory feast's main course on this Sorcerer's Sabbath of ours.


Indeed, perhaps remaining but a simple piglet, to innocently frolick in the muck and mire of these bygone scandals is the wiser choice. The path before us must surely lead to perdition and is in no way fit for the faint of heart. Blessed are the boar and sow in their bestial grace and even their domesticated simplicity. How sweet it must be to slurp up slops and shit where one will without a care in the world. And sure, you piglets will eventually be decapitated and dismembered for your succulent meat once you've grown big and fat enough for your owner's liking, but in exchange for that inevitability you are granted the boon of bucolic comfort and care In the hands of those who truly love and value you, their future meal. So choose then, choose between the animal purity of livestock and the lunatic ecstasy of the damned hunter. This is the crossroads between mortality and devilry, no matter how hard you try to carve one out there will never be a Third Way, a more temperate or placid path, to be found in this place where you now stand. Know that you are neither the first to wind up here, nor shall you be the last, but that this fact in no way diminishes the weight of this choice you are now faced with.


So after hearing these warnings, if you too feel the black blood of Vengeance boiling over in your veins as though an unholy ichor, then and only then will you be welcomed into our ranks, no longer as a witless piglet, but as a more intelligent and humanoid abomination. Metempsychosis and transmigration are gifts freely handed out to those deemed worthy. The choice is laid before you now and there won't be any turning back should you ride with us tonight with full knowledge of who and what it is you ride with. For where we tread, Hell must surely follow. We are borne aloft upon the swift wings of fear, our dread mounts shod with the steel of wrath, and our fell lances wrought in the flames of depravity.  
Chapter Three: Suffering of the Short Bus

At first he tried to ignore it. Our jittery lil' Pigeon did his best to bob and weave and heave and glob past all the barbs, stones, arrows, darts, cannonballs, bullets, rockets, and missiles shot his way. Truly he did. But as always, his efforts proved inadequate and all of the aforementioned projectiles found their mark. Still, he was intent on keeping up appearances even though they failed to convince anypony. All the bronies, incels, wizards, trannies, commies, NEETs, autists, Black Hebrew Israelites, Khazar bilkers, and Mudslime finkers had declared a rainbow coalition Jihad against the bird. So he bled.


“I still don't get why everyone thinks I was gay with Bile Bear. I've got nothing against sucking a dick or three but why would I pick the sweatiest, hairiest one around when I could do so much better? Just fawwwwwkin' look at me; you know I'd have dudes tripping all over each other to get all up in this if I so much as set foot in a bathhouse. It's not like getting dick is hard. Open your mouth or bend over in some places and one will just appear out of nowhere like poof!”


“They're jealous of him, man. He hung out with you and had your sweet tight holes all to himself for like two months while they were at home spanking it to sissy porn.”


“Guys! There's nothing to be jealous of. I'm sure there are plenty of cruising spots all around you, just hit one up and you'll find a dude to dick you down lickety splat, eh.”


“Ok, this bit's getting a bit too fruity for me.”


“But you haven't even gone shopping with me yet! We can try frilly pink dresses on and compare our eye colors and have a sleepover in Barney the Dinosaur and My Little Pony pajamas and talk about the boys we like and giggle and...”


It was almost touching, in a way. Or at least it would've been if he wasn't so desperate and obnoxious, so needy and grating. You cats and kittens and all pretty and witty and gay teenage girls know better than to purrsue affection in such a shameless and meowadroit way. To be pursued is to be in a position of power and to be the pursuer is to expose oneself. Such are the ways of courtship. Desperation is the death knell of all attractiveness and all Love Quests undertaken whilst wearing a Sonichu medallion around one's heart must inevitably fail. Some say that the Son of Man lived long enough to be a brony but much like me they've probably had their cranial contents boiled and mashed several times over.


But then if you stop and think about it, is the purest form of Christian Love, Agapē, not the same thing as the magic of friendship? The Son of Man is said to have loved all who prostrated themselves before him, making them whole when they were leprous and resurrecting the dead. Many feel exactly that sort of wholeness, that kind of uplifting fellow-feeling from watching episodes of My Little Pony. Therefore I say unto you that the Gospel of Twilight Sparkle and the First Epistle to the Equestrians are in no way less powerful than the Gospel of John or the Book of Revelation. Everypony bears their cross as cutely and elegantly as possible at all times. Even the clopper and the fluffy abuser can be saved through the power of friendship. Now excuse me while I pour my liquified brain out of this here hole in my skull and drink it.


"Well, that was a total shitshow."


"It wasn't—that—bad."


"Are you fawwwwkin' kidding me? It was an abortion."


"But they only called you a faggot 50 times tonight. Last week it was 78 on average."


"Bro, who cares how many times they said it, they still hate me after all the bullshit in Disneyland East."


"Give it some time. I'm sure they'll come around sooner or later."


But they never did. Much like Pharaoh, their pericardial sacs had hardened as crusted over foreskins. For Pigeon had blasphemed against the Holy Spirit in his fluttering to and fro and would henceforth be denied his daily birdfeed. The gnashing of his beak and his lamentful cooing could be heard far and wide. Let this serve as an example to you, sweet cats and kittens, lest you stray from the LORD your God and fornicate with unbaptized catboys whilst falsely proclaiming to have been shaved. The gates of Heaven, Equestria, Teletubbyland, and even CWCville shall be shut before you while men in pickle suits and jerkops bedevil you at every turn. Such are the wages of sin, the fruits of wickedness before the eyes of God and everypony.


Woe unto anypony who doth betrayeth those who he sprayeth! Woe unto cowards and false friends and false fathers who balk at the merest hoofbeat! Woe unto... uh... well... shit... I forgot the rest. But the point stands erect, cats and kittens; those who become a blight and befoulment on the pony slippers of their bonzi buddies have got to be washed away like the filth that they are. By horn and hoof, wing and wattle, you must swear to uphold the sacred edicts of Equestria, for even in your felinehood, all are as ponies here. Ah, I've drained my cup of all my very own molten grey matter.


“You can be whatever the fawwwk you want! Just look at me, I'm a complete retard and-”


“And a pussy.”


“... and a pussy, sure, and-”


“And a fag.”


“... and a fag, yeah, but-”


“And a bullshitter.”


“... and a bullshitter, but even I managed to come so far and do so much! If I can do it, there's nothing stopping any of you from going even further and doing even more! Just take aim and-”


“Threaten to pop a motherfucker?”


“... and shoot for the stars!”


“Oh. That's not where I thought you'd take this bit. But good. Very inspirational words there, Pigeon.”


False words, hollow blather. You may wonder who I am to talk about spewing nonsense, but the tongues I speak in are far less base than they seem. I dwell in the eye of every storm and must therefore coom out discoomblobugrated each time I emerge to address you. The language of the temporally dispossessed can only be properly understood for one hour of each month. Such twisting of the tonsils was unknown even at Babel. But Pigeon, our sad and forsaken little bird, chirps only in the notes of banality—a sound for the sphincter, a cobbers' rustling of mere cornhusks. Pity him, if you must, but suffer him not lest you too build a nest of menstrual pads for yourselves.


The hewn spud is as the cellphonecancer addict; paying for a momentary high, a false sense of exultation in the mere act of Spending. No matter how many of their illusory waifus accept such a dowry and arrive at their digital domicile, they shall never be satisfied, always craving the next, and must eventually vanquish themselves in this endless pursuit. For in every hunter and predator and player and prayer lies the untangibilitated potentiality to be game and prey and instrument and accuser. That which Undoes exists within all that be, or some such horseshit.


Someone somewhere once spoke of the Supplication of the Untouched Flesh; the eternal hope of all perpetual virgins. To be excessively clean is a form of defilement, for extremes remove one from the domain of the living. Unrelenting purity of the soul, complete sanctity of the flesh must eventually become a lethal venom to the mind. To seek and never attain, to pine yet never sol, is to be set before the gates of madness with keys in hand and no one barring the way. That which is rejected must in turn reject. That which seethes must in turn scathe. And he who aims his bow, must, eventually...


“They still won't let it go...”


“Come on man, it's not that big a deal or anything.”


“The fawwwwk it isn't! I tried so hard! I pretended not to notice all the fawwwwwwked up nasty shit they kept saying about me. I wanted to stay pozzitive, to move on from my fawwwwwwwk up but they won't let me! Those fawwwwkers just keep dragging me down every time I try to spread my wings.”


“They only have as much power over you as you give them.”


“That's bullshit and you know it. I tried ignoring them and it's done fawwwk all to help matters.”


“Have you really though?”


“Of course I have!”


“But... well no. Nevermind. So what are you thinking of doing next?”


“If playing dumb doesn't work then I'll have to talk about it directly, try to... to... to win them over.”


“You sure you wanna go down that road?”


“I've got to. There aren't any other options left. If they won't shut the fawwwwwwwk up about it then I have no choice but to set the record straight, tell my side of the story.”


Job begot Jebediah and Jebediah begot Cletus and Cletus begot Tyrone and Tyrone begot Jesse and Jesse begot Nicholas and Nicholas begot Freddie and Freddie begot Richard and Richard begot Christopher and Christopher begot David and David begot Ralph and Ralph begot Bacchus and Bacchus begot Matt and Matt begot Jamal and Jamal begot Joshuan. We skipped around a bit here and there but the basic gestalt of this fraudulent family tree is that our LORD and savior Joshuan the Flouridian was born after multiple generations of literal and metaphysical cousin-fuckin' to be the Once and Future 3% KANG of all Flourida Men in Body and/or Sprite Remix. As was prophesied by generations of oldfags, newfags, redfags, and bluefags — Homosexual-Ass Predators all — who suffered not a tranny janny to dilate. For Hiroyuki so loathed the world that he disowned his only misbegotten buttbaby that whosoever relieveth themselves upon him should not vanish but have infamy everlasting.


And lo, although their petitions and propositions failed to send the cancer into remission, they were not entirely fruitless. Great and Terrible Ya-Hoo-Wah heard their coom seething for REEEEEEvengeance from their piles of balled up tissues and saw it meat to afflict the fruits of their adversaries' looms with extra chromosomes and much dysphoria. So much so that entire legions of short buses — so hastily constructed that there was no time to paint them all properly — were necessary to convey these malformed and genitally mutilated Philistines unto their myriad Dilation Stations. And as it is known, those with desecrated stones and/or inverted bones shall be incapable of appealing to the LORD irregardless of their moans. Thusforth and therewithly were the unrelievers stripped of all their minutest fragments of God-given grease like so many scurvy Skoptsis with the gates of Eden forever sealed before them through their own folly.


That's not to say that deliverance is out of reach, but redemption of the unreliever is no small feat. Such miracles are only meted out by means of flame and steel, agony and lamentation... but not yet. It is still too soon to speak of such things even though we can plainly see that this street only leads to one dwelling. For now there must be more unclean copulations and sliced egg desecrations in order for the weight of their sins to catch up to their positively Richter scale-charting corpulence. Cast in the mold of cuckoldry and spurred ever onward by an entire retinue of Beasts, more and more degeneracy is required for the time of Tribulation to arrive. This time most potent and terrible Ya-Hoo-Wah shall coom upon and inside you not as a thief in the night, but as a rapist at teatime, tossing your crudely-baked crumpets this way and that.


Although Europa's sexual union with the white bull on Love's celestial tapestry seems to be fraying at the seams, the hand of Gog and the member of Magog have not yet fully despoiled her. So many m&ms still have yet to fall in our fruity hourglass. As a pinecone once proselytized, there is, indeed, a hand to turn the time, but the trouble, as ever, is that it busies itself with undoing zippers, unfastening straps, and unraveling undies rather than turning the burning dial set before it. This too is by design for your cup of Soros must runneth over ever so much more fiercely so as to build a towering menstrual tide along the currents of our overripe years. A sea cannot be split before it has been adequately reddened by incestuous marriage or consecrated miscarriage.


And to eventualize and tangibilitate this, our LORD and savior Joshuan did one day come upon Jim the mediocre by the river Liffey to be merchandised of him. But Jim balkanized the motion, proclaiming that it was he who had merchandised himself of Joshuan although Joshuan came to be merchandised of him. And Joshuan answeretheded him thuswisely: Just teach me how to surf so that I may hang ten most righteously when the big guy upstairs sends The Big One to quench this burning dungheap. Then he surfed with him. And Joshuan, when he was merchandised went up, straightaway out of the septic tank, and lo, the wallets were open before him and he saw the essence of Ya-Hoo-Wah perching like a Rock Dove, member bobbing up and down in coronating motions.


And lo, a voice from across the aether spake, saying unto him: THIS IS A MESSAGE FROM THE INTERNAL REVENUE SERVICE. WE HAVE DETECTED FRAUDULENT ACTIVITY IN CONNECTION WITH YOUR SOCIAL SECURITY NUMBER. THIS IS AN URGENT MATTER WHICH REQUIRES YOUR IMMEDIATE ATTENTION. PLEASE CALL US BACK AS SOON AS POSSIBLE SO THAT ONE OF OUR AGENTS MAY DISCUSS YOUR CASE AND HOW TO PROCEED FROM HERE...

And so Pigeon decided to spin his yarn in spite of the fact that the events in question were plainly broadcast for all to see, even to the point of being immortalized through various derivative works by now. Up the hill backwards with that boulder then. Or I suppose in his mind it was a cross he bore and this highly homosexual holy land of butt banditry and sodomitic sphincter buccaneering was meant to be his Calvary. But no matter how Christlike our Pigeon envisioned himself as being during his current Kampf, God was not his father. So sayeth Maury ben Pinchas as the LORD of hosts shucked and jived to a rather jaunty tune.


“At the center beats a heart of darkness and in that heart lie the embers which stoked the fire. I was born in a world engulfed and continued to immolate myself throughout my life. I invite all of you to come with me on a journey of introspection where we'll dissect that beating furnace, my fireplace of depravity, to uncover all of its secrets.”


Why, that's no crucifixion at all but a Samadhi through self-immolation. Still, neither I nor any audience members worth mentioning were fooled by this declaration. It was doomed to be a sham, a phony display of feigned introspection and simulated burning at a prop stake. Sure, there were a few simpletons taken in by the ploy but they were the sorts of souls one could sell a bridge to while obtaining their social security numbers and even their mothers' maidenhoods through some sort of bizarre temporal anomaly caused by sheer naivete. Everyone with even a modicum of sense immediately saw through it and let Pigeon know exactly how they felt in the comment section.


“lol, fag.”


“Nigger.”


“AIM, AIM, AIM!”


“We will not retreat! We will not surrender!”


“PLEASE DON'T READ

In 1969 a young boy named Richard Chase was bullied at school until he committed suicide. The other kids used to mock him with shouts of “Dick Cheese! Dick Cheese! Take another shower please!” Now that you have read this message, the ghost of that little boy will appear in your bed at night and buttfuck you with a wedge of chhurpi, turning you gay and dooming you to an eternity in the lake of fire unless you follow these instructions:

1. Manually retype and post this comment in 13 other videos-”


“I have been visited by an angel of the LORD who shewed me a vision of a small bird beheaded, plucked, battered, and deep fried with thirteen herbs and spices. That bird was you, brother Pigeon! Throw yourself down before Jedus, weep and repent est you be smotten with so much fire and brimscone that even an asbestos diaper will do you no good. It's not to late. Repent of your wicked ways and sodomy, for it is an abomination unto the LARD! Repent! You must repent!”


“You're a little bitch who would've lost a fight to some brokeback one-eyed drunk injun in a wheelchair. Fight me irl, fag, I'll rek ur bunghole, you know you want it, you goddamn catamite.”


“You sure do live up to that big ol' beak of yours (((Pigeon))). Poison any wells lately?”


And so uno und so froth. As peabrained as those few who believed in him were, Pigeon was even more cognitively impaired than they for thinking that this tactic was his one way ticket to getting back in everypony's good graces. Though that's not to say his detractors were especially sharp n' shinly-like in the headbrain or anything neither. All they'd done was sniff out an obvious stank of asscrack and become drawn to it as so many flies. Though he wanted to feel like Jesus, at this moment Pigeon would've been more fit to take up the fecal crown of Beelzebub if only he'd been able to control the flies swarming round his stretched sphincter. Jesus, he, well, uh, I guess he wept or something. But no. Actually he didn't, now that I stop to think about it fer a coupla seconds there. He seethed. That's right. Not the merciful Nazarene, not the bovine Christ, but the Son of Man, that's the Jesus we're dealing with here; that mean ol' prick who comes down to reap the sins of mankind in Revelation times. Not the hippie surfer dude everyone preaches of while prickling their prostate, and not even the esoteric Attis-flavored deity who condones castration in service to sanctity, blessing both Eunuch and Skoptsy alike. No, certainly not those guys.


Oh Pigeon, our Pigeon. Poor Pigeon, pathetic Pigeon, loathsome Pigeon and lily-livered Pigeon. If only you could open your eyes so as to truly See... If only you knew how futile it all was, how helpless you truly were now that the motions of time and tide have seen to it that the strange sisters snipped off your wings, frail as they were to begin with... Yes, they're severed the one means of escape you had, sealed off even the sky—your God-given refuge—from you. How pitiful, how terrible, and yet... how just and proper too that this vainglorious inbred firebird and abomination unto the LORD would eventually be snuffed out by the fumes of his own flames.


“My earliest memory is of a world engulfed. When I was a baby I remember flames surrounding my crib on all sides; I was born in fire, and so I live as a man ablaze. My sister saved me, lifted me out of the crib and managed to escape that Hell despite only being a couple of years older than me at the time. However, I would later find out that she was the one who set the fire in the first place and that too became a recurring pattern in my life, where everything that seems to be my salvation turns out to also be the root of my suffering. But it's ok. I still love the fire, I still love my sister, and I still love all of you. I still forgive and love every single one of you, because I'd be nothing without your support. Jesus said and if thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out, and cast it from thee: for it is profitable for thee that one of thy members should perish, and not that thy whole body should be cast into Hell. But I was born in Hell and Hell follows me wherever I go like the fourth horseman of the Apocalypse. So even if I tear out my heart, which leads me astray at every turn, I can't help but burn. I, as a creature of Hell, nee the fire to live. So even if you hurt me, even if you break me, even if you kill me, even if you destroy me, even if you rape me, and even if you tear me limb from limb, just rip me to shreds, I'll still Rise. Because I'm from Hell, because I'm of the Devil, I don't need any blessings or benedictions to come back to life each time I die. You're welcome to come along for the ride but don't blame me if you get burned.”


A stirring speech, absolutely spellbinding, truly powerful and magnificent. At least those were the appraisals Pigeon envisioned for his self-centered sermon. In his mind, everypony would suddenly love him, respect him, and start fighting to be the first one to suck him his penis. I've won, thought some more eloquent version of Pigeon than the one here before us, I've Won Friends and Influenced People just like my great master Dale Carnegie taught me to. But reality, well, reality was not so easily Won or Influenced.


“lol, fag.”


“Nigger.”


“Really moving speech... It stirred something up deep inside me and it came out in a burst, an outpouring. Then I flushed the toilet.”


“Get behind me, Satan! Or actually don't since you're gay. Don't want you trying to cornhole me.”


“What the fuck is this edgy gay shit? Born in hell? You'll rise even without God? No, you're just a retarded cokehead who does stupid shit for attention. Stop watching anime, it's rotting your brain.”


“*Teleports behind you* *Unsheathes my penis* Heh, nothin personnel, kiddo...”


“Stick to setting your nipples on fire and pussying out of fights. You're no Shakespeare.”


“Kill u are self, my man.”


“Is your sister hot? Is her hymen still intact? Let me know, thanks.”


“Did you just rip off the plot of my My Little Pony fanfic? I'm suing you for copyright infringement. Better pay up, gaypony.”


“That's a really long-winded way of telling everyone you're full of shit. Not like we didn't already know.”


“I knew it. I knew you were another Satanic kike, just a goddamn snake in the grass. You fooled so many people into thinking you were just a harmless retard but you couldn't help blowing your cover. Hope you enjoy Hell cuz that's were you're a-goin'!”


“Hahaha, what the fuck?! Just turn of your computer.”


“Give it up fag. No one's buying any of this bullshit.”


And many others carrying on much in the same spirit. Had Pigeon been a corporate entity or a celebrity whose name was equivalent to a “brand”, his stock would have somehow been negative at this point, so it's no surprise that there weren't any serious buyers. Though since our humble little Pigeon was neither a corporate entity nor an anthropocized corporation, he'd blinded himself to the invisible—yet tangible—hand of the market violently fisting the freshly prolapsed cloaca of his reputational capital. Therewhore did he commit the sin of sodomitic usury by lending his worthless hole out in a kind of metaphysical form of securities fraud.


“Uh... so what was the point of that?”


“It's PR, bro, PR.”


“Weren't you going to tell your side of the story? What did that have to do with anything?”


“ Talking about that night wouldn't really help so I decided to come up with something fancier.”


“But they all still think you're full of shit.”


“That's just for now. They'll start coming around after the next episode and by the third one I'll have 90% of the fawwwkers sucking my cock.”


“What makes you think it'll work? I still think you would've gotten better results by just ignoring it.”


“Bro, you've gotta think in analytic terms, there's lots of moving parts to this shit.”


“Like what?”


“Reaching out to my core demographic will take my subscription numbers to the next level which will then tangibilitate my market potential activationwise.”


“What the fuck does any of that even mean?”


“Don't worry about it, bro. Trust the plan.”


The so-called plan, cats and kittens, was of course, no better than the turds in your litterboxes. Alternatively, if one was to call it horseshit, it wouldn't be the rainbow-tinted glowing kind beloved by My Little Pony enthusiasts so much as a bucketful of Mr. Ed's fossilized turds brought out in an attempt to placate the sorts of simpletons who don't exist. That's not to say that the general audience of a low-grade entertainer like Pigeon is especially intelligent, but the level of cognitive impairment required for Pigeon's fluttering to bear fruit would take nothing short of a sudden epidemic of acute Dunn's Syndrome; which is to say a miracle of the LORD. As we know, Pigeon of all people was not one who was fit for petitioning the LORD with prayer, if such a thing is even possible for a saint or prophet. Derrieresore, the obvious was sure to happen.


But then, if such a possibility even exists in some alternate reality, let us examine it. In such a realm, 95% of the world's population would have an average IQ of 50 and in the words of the most esteemed Francis E. Dec. Esq., niggers interbreedable with apes, knowing not even numerals, let alone the word of our LORD and savior Rainbow Dash, rule the day. In such a world, these subhuman heathens who know neither Love nor Friendship—being deaf even to the preachings of Barney the Dinosaur—would believe Pigeon, but not care, seeing him as a puny effeminate boy to cornhole till death do his partition part. Such are the wages of sodomy, so sayeth Ghostler of Equestria, amen hallelujah selah, or some such shit.


It's too late for brother Pigeon, cats and kittens, but it's not too late for you to learn from his pissflakes. Take this here saucerfulla milk an' honey given by the LORD to me so that your souls may be sustained an' drink deep my felines, don't just take a dainty lil' lick, but lap it up with all your heart as though your very life depends on it, for it indeed does! This ain't no sermon on the mount, an' I ain't no Jesus, but if any a the peeps peekin' in from the box seats ever deign ta grace us with their glory, they could attest to my origin lying in the fifth floor a' the uppermost villa. So as an apostle of Atziluth, let me preach of depravity, let me preach of degeneracy, and let me preach of disease; disease of the mind, disease of the times, disease of the world itself. Yes, I cannot help but be a heretic, for I hail from a realm unknown to all but the chosen among the chosen, the most learned elderberries and assended meisters in all of inhuman history. Until the time of Metatron's advent, all such apostles must needs be seen as rabid madmen, frothing founts of all manners of schizophrenia and heresy. Such is the nature of this profane and melt-brained Gospel before you. And thus you my cats, you my kittens, as rare witnesses to this esoteric Unveiling, are the secret disciples of a new faith for a new world, not brave as that fag Aldous predicted, but in fact, cowardly and autistic and depraved. Julaaaaay Ebola tells you to Ride the Tiger through the Kali Yuga, but he's wrong, it's too late and all the tigers were sodomized to death in their cages long ago. Instead, you must surf upon the currents of your years on the strength of your convictions as boner-fried seekers of truth in a universe drowned in lies. No matter who cooms to look upon your hearts, you must be brave and pure with all the bestial grace you can muster.


“To be engulfed, swallowed up, that seemed to be my lot in life during my developing years. First the fire, then nearly drowning, followed by a close brush with a hurricane afterwards, and quicksand even later still. I've traveled all over the world and have almost been killed by all four classical elements. Now I find myself ablaze once more. At this point I can only assume that I have some kind of special affinity for fire. Every other time I've stared death in the face it scared me, it shook me, but it didn't undo me the way the fire did, the way the fire still does. Literal fire, spiritual fire, metaphorical or proverbial fire, man's fire, God's fire, the Devil's fire, it doesn't matter. I burn, therefore I am. I'm consumed and so I become. The old me would've called all of this retarded mumbo jumbo or said it was gay then played video games or snorted coke off some 300 pound hoe's pussy but I'm trying to change, to move past all the time and effort I've wasted on living in such a hollow, meaningless way. I know introspection is the last word most of you would've ever expected to come out of my mouth, but I really am trying to figure out where it all went wrong for me. If I don't learn from my mistakes now I'll be doomed to repeat them over and over until they finally kill me. So even if this isn't the type of content you expect from me, please give it a chance. I'll need all the help I can get if I want to grow as a person. Thank you.”


What a song, such a dance! One had to wonder who he thought he was kidding here. While the one-testicled man may be KANG in the country of the castrati, he too is impotent in the eyes of everypony else for the solitary organ so lonesome in its sac is no match for one joined in magical friendship with its natural companion. As in Equestria so in Chimpcongo and likewise as in Teletubbyland so is it thus in Wuhan. We, bats and mittens, we've progressed so far with each of our leaps forward—each so much greater than the last—that it's a wonder we yet walk this mundane mutt kennel of a realm. But take heart, my chiroptekittens, cuz our love and friendship shall surely hurly pave the rainbow brick road towards universal freedom, enlightenment, and salvation any gay meow.


“Did you really go all over the world when you were a kid?”


“No. It just seemed like it'd sound cooler than saying I ate paste in special ed class with the other retards, eh.”


“Don't you think they'll realize that you're just making shit up as you go along?”


“They're even more braindead than me, bro. It'll be fine.”


“But Pigeon, they already think you're a lying cokehead faggot. They don't trust you enough to take your word for it. What's the point of pissing them off even more? And-”


“That's exactly it: they already think everything I'm saying is bullshit, so it's not about being sincere or honest or even likable so much as spewing the right kind of bullshit to get a reaction.”


Overpowering the brain's cortices, a stench for the soul. A bold stratagem, but far too callow still. Any garden variety kindergarten preacher could molest it into submission with their googled knowledge of the testaments, Old, New, and refurbished alike. A hierophant, even a half-caked one needs not fear any drooling angle's thesis. A wise man once said 'ya ride or die nigga son' but the haydurrs and ayylawgz heard him not fore they coveted his homies' heinies. Then they all died of GRIDS. The End.


Such is the parable of the unwashed penis. A disordered room is a reflection of a ruined rectum, you see. If real human beans are to undergo tangibilitationization without tranquilization so as to sprout into greater and godlier stalks, they must free their souls from the shackles of Sodom. As contrary as this may seem, some such cases call for embracing the paths of the buggerer, buggered, bug-chaser, and gift-giver all at once; A white prison baptism, a renunciation and repudiation of all woman-shaped salt pillars. Much as the salamander embraces the flame which must needs be its unjewing, so too must our most puerile of peafowl love the butcher and the colonel, the lion and the Caesar alike; A recycling of the soul, a kind of fagnostic alchemy revealed through the turds of Trismegistus.


Now my brain lies before me plated and jiggly wiggly as the finest flan. I'd be remiss if I failed to invite you to take a spoonful. You'll find that it truly is quite exquisite. Visions of white bulls stealing princesses, wives, girlfriends, and daughtersons will prance around in every position of the Kama Sutra as soon as it touches your tender tastebuds. Mandalas this mysterious are quite expensive on the other side, from what I'm told, as the details of the members in particular are penistakingly crafted one stitch at a lime. Not even the nine angles have managed to infiltrate this illusion which I'm offering to share with all of you. So there's no need to be shy about any of it. Very few have seen past the seven veils so as to lift up the eighth. This may be the rarest opportunity you'll ever be afforded to Come and See.


The inferior stock of huwaite cavebeasts—those ignominious children of Yakub—were thus sentenced to eternal cupholdry and upholstery after having had the run of things for the past thousand ears. All trailer parks, communes, gated communities, suburbs, and farms were liberated from all crackers, honkies, and cumskins occupying them. At long last, white genocide was finally here and it was beautiful. Or something. Such were the visions swirling to and fro in my then hollow skull before my brain grew back for the 1418th time this Kalpa. At any rate, Pigeon's brain must have been in a similar state of Disney-pear as he continued his inept efforts at knee crabbing his image.


“So here I am today; singed but not ready to surrender. It wasn't easy but I survived... I survived. How many others can say they were ruined as many times as me and managed to pick up the pieces? Sure there are others, but it's gotta be a pretty exclusive club. It's one thing to live through one or two incidents, disasters, or setbacks, but a constant series of booms and busts, cash-ins and conflagrations is another story. Isn't it? Isn't it? It has to be, it just has to be, because... because if it isn't then none of it meant anything at all. So I want to believe that it was. So I choose to believe that I'm not just one of millions of fags spinning their wheels to no avail as this mudball we're all on keeps turning. So please, let me go on, believing...”


Piling phony platitudes up towards the heavens in lieu of flying, Pigeon did Reach. But he'd never quite be able to touch that which he sought. These excretive exertions in dimestore dramaturgy weren't even worth their weight in manure. No matter how high he stacked them, their worthlessness was self-evident. So he tumbly wumbled once more. So he was buried under the very detritus that was to serve as a new set of wings. Behold:


“lol, fag.”


“Nigger.”


“ You're an hero to us all. An absolute legend. My mom fought in a civil war, survived a car crash that broke half her bones and recovered from brain cancer but you're right, that bitch had it easy compared to you, man.”


“Son, you'd better quit all that there coomin' before ya go blind.”


“#BelieveAllBirdbrains. Truly stunning, exceptionally brave.”


“Wow, you must really think we're all as retarded as you if we're supposed to buy this bullshit.”


“Kill yourself.”


“I've gotta say, this isn't a particularly well-written My Little Pony fanfic. Where's the clopping?”


“Just one question: Why are you gay?”


For all his flapping and jacking to have fallen so very flat must surely have left Pigeon flaccid. Not by pump, pill, or piebald stump would his member bloom as an unfurled mast in the sea of Sodom. Surely he'd finally see the terror of his glaze, would he not? But no, of course he wouldn't. To believe he has any capacity for introspection after seeing him bumbling through these diarrhetic hues the heavens have assumed of late would be to succumb to utter delusion. You see, Pigeon had—plans—cats and kittens, plans which he believed were the plastic plumes and steel frame and wax forming the new wings which would bear him aloft to redemption and glory. Little did he know that these materials were in fact primarily comprised of liquids drained from the sewers and allowed to solidify. That the visions of heavenly bliss before him were an excremental fog, not of any celestial provenance but an omen of the cesspit that was and the cesspit to come.


“Is that really the reaction you were going for?”


“Of course it is, bro.”


“But they're all just shitting on you. How is that supposed to help?”


“It's all going according to plan. Those fawwwkers don't even know that I've got them right where I want them. Watch what happens next. You'll see.”


“I dunno man. You seemed so shook by all of crap before these last few videos of yours. Has anything actually improved since then?”


“If you don't get it, you don't get it. That's fine. You'll see once it's finished though.”


“You sure about that?”


“Yeah.”


“Absolutely positive?”


“As pozzed as it gets, eh.”


“Well, it seems to me like you're just pulling all this shit about there being a 'plan' straight outta your ass as you go along. Like you know it's not ok but want to keep the charade up.”


“Bro, I'm not playing no fawwwkin' tiddlywinks up in this bitch. I know what I'm doing.”


“Whatever you say, Pigeon...”

Thus misbegotten by their mongoloid parents — the unrelieving infidels — all the transed AM Downsies were assembled by their middle-aged huwaite body positive polyamorous kindergarten teacher-reacher (and undresser-represser) in front of the great vehicle which would convey them to the Gandhara of neoliberal tantric unenlightenment; the valley of dilation. In this boundary beyond sanity and sensibility, the great god Mara's newest doctrine was practisized. The ritual of dilation was a symbolic renunciation and rejection of the doctrine of Emptiness, to be ritualistically filled with a dilator in an artificially-created orifice thus establishing the primacy of the Full over the Empty and the material over the aetherial.


Mara's chosen were in no way inferior to the apostles of Joshuan the Fluoridian (PBUH) who worked countless signs and wonders wherever their enlightened master led them by moonlight. They donned their red shoes, danced the blues all heartbroken and swaying in ecstatic furores amidst visions of softly swaying lotus blossoms. Theirs was the true androgyny of the soul; bearing the Trishul of Shiva and the Lotus of Shakti as a collective incarnation of Ardhanarishvara. It was this perfected balance of maleness and femaleness of the soul which made them despise Mara's chosen, who not only mutilated their flesh in a futile attempt at changing genders, but also fractured their already ailing Atmans in the process.


While Shakyamuni was content to let these matters run their course as they would, the bearers of the yoni-lingam would not abide by this desecration of both soul and substance in service to earthly vanity. But in this Kali Yuga of ours, this age of depravity, Kali-Mara reigned supreme, rendering them less potent against the trannies and their butchers than they'd have been in Kalpas past. For the demon lord Kali with his horned crown of authority as conferred by Kama-Mara, had thrown the universal balance of the sexes themselves — the transcendent principle and the driving force, that is to say, Shiva and Shakti — into disarray. Many rivaling religions, both revivals and reconstructions of old sects as well as new cults would emerge during this time, each with different spins on various deities, ideologies, theologies, and geometries. But Joshuan, although he knew it not, was an incarnation of Lord Shiva himself, and would therefore come to learn the steps of the universe-annulling dance of destruction in due time, once the rage in his heart had clarified into equanimity as potent and flavorful as a dram aged at the Isle of Skye within the land of shadows itself. At that point his fury would morph into ecstasy, even levity, for it has been said that it is not by wrath but through laughter that the Lord of the Dance destroys the universe.


Still, that time was not quite upon us, and Joshuan's rage had yet to mature. It would require at least one more century to be aged to perfection, and the demon lord Kali-Mara would continue his reign of debauchery, depravity, and dilation stations in the meantime. In this century, Joshuan was mistakenly conflated with Jesus Christ, and believed to be the future Son of Man, to bear a flaming sword of the Word in his mouth with which he was to extinguish all Satanism and Antichrist worship from the world. While he was indeed destined to enact a similar role as an avatar of Lord Shiva, the misunderstanding and misattribution of his power caused it to only partially manifest for the nonce. Needless to say, his third eye would not open and his true potency would remain in a state of torpor until his almonds were properly activated.


So Rome must fall, the hierophants both white and black must be deprived of what little power they still cling to in the name of their composite martyr-messiah, their artificial god-man wrought from the likeness of the once unvanquished (yet now setting) sun in order for this cycle to end in destruction and the subsequent  one to begin in creation of the first age. For there can be no true potency arising from the cross nor from the thorned crown or nails or even the lance of Longinus. These are all the regalia of a castrated and virgin composite deity slapped together from the leftover pieces of more impressive and fearsome divinities. Where Lord Shiva dances, the Son of Man merely seethes as a barren and childless old hag would, possessed only of self-righteous, self-serving virginal purity and maledictions poorly disguised as divine authority and revelation. Where Shakyamuni escapes the cycle of Samsara through his mastery of Emptiness, Christ merely invokes heaven's succor and condemnation as a spoiled child begs their father to buy them sweets and fight their bullies off. Even Nero, Therion, Whore of Babylon, the Antichrist himself, in his disgrace, malignment and ruin can raise his bowed head and dry his teary eyes, for his Roma far exceeded the current incarnation of the same in all manners of glory and splendor, not being reduced and denigrated into a house of false piety.

And by the howls of the eventide tempest did Pigeon once again set out to deceive and to bewilder, to confound and to brainwash. Although his ineptitude and powerlessness in said pursuits were self-evident to all who witnessed his prior attempts, Pigeon himself was again half oblivious and half deluded regarding his true prospects. Indeed, it was Pigeon himself who had been beguiled and by none other than Abaddon himself, elsewise known as Apollyon and even as the angel of the bottomless pit. Now, this Abaddon is a most ambiguous figure to kindergarten-level readers of the Gospels, my felines, in that he's an angel but a terrible, destructive one, which Barneyists and My Little Ponytants can't agree on the significance, purpose, and precise identity of. But even though this pudding wasn't made with anything bearing a substantial proof, all one needs to dew in order to de-CERN the quality and character of his influence is observe Pigeon's futile flailings.


“Being born of fire, and living out my entire life ablaze, I am immortal; the eternal inbred firebird, the risen retard himself. So I can only be called your god even though you spit on me. Yes, I'm your burning bush, not some tree out in the wild but the bush between your legs, burning from the crabs you dirty niggas have from riding back alley tricks. As I burn, I am the lord and savior of all you losers and fags; the shining hope of garbage, the messiah of those who even Jesus curses and throws away. Yes, all of you, absolutely all of you, and especially the scummiest most pathetic and downtrodden ones; the bronies, the barneyfags, the zoosadists, the trannies, the jannies, the NEETs, the incels, those with drawerfuls of crusty cumsocks. I love all of you motherfawwwkers! I love you, I bless you, I absolve you of all your sins, even the sin of blasphemy against the holy spirit which Jesus said is the only truly unforgivable sin. Forget the old testament, the new testament, the quran, the Rig Veda, the Pali Canon, and even My Little Pony, my words are your religion now, the only religion that matters. These videos will be the True and Honest gospel and you'll form a new covenant through me and through the fire. We'll all be immortal even as we burn, even in our retardation, degeneracy, faggotry, our autism, and even our failure. So come with me and we'll rule the whole fawwwkin' world. It won't even take long. We can take over everything tomorrow if we really want to. Not bearing a cross but being engulfed in flames of infinite rebirth.”


To be harried by locusts and married to a shemale, to be stung by scorpions and sodomized by Blucifer, that was Pigeon's lot. Maybe he knew on some deep, subconscious level, but he didn't want to accept it, so he continued to chase after infamy and influence, seemingly rising each time he fell. However...


“lol, fag.”


“Nigger.”


“Kill yourself.”


“Holy shit you're retarded.”


“So vile, so blasphemous... surely you've earned a one-way ticket to the lake of fire.”


“What were you even thinking? Who records this sort of shit and actually releases it?”


“This nigger still thinks he's an anime villain.”


“My wife's son really loves your latest videos. I'm a huge fan too. They really make my day when I'm prepping the bull.”


“How much more (((subversive))) can you get?”


“Bro, you're supposed to ride the tiger, not let it fuck you up the ass.”


“And in the midst of the seven candlesticks, one like unto the Son of Man... etc. Repent brother Pigeon! Repent! For the Son of Man comes with the utmost haste, even as a thief in the night, and grim is the harvest which he shall reap with the sword of his mouth. Even though you've fallen this far, you still have one last chance. Repent!”


“Don't listen to the haydurs, man. This is premium content, pure nectar. Keep cranking these out.”


“The spirit of Dear Leader Kim Jong-Il came to me in a dream last night and said that Pigeon is the rightful ruler of all Joseon peoples. You should fly on over to North Korea and claim your throne.”


This would be his final descent. Every set of substitute wings he'd attempted to procure was now ruined. His beak was cracked and splintered, his cloaca prolapsed and dripping with... A fall, a collapse of two towers on a certain September's day... Beguiled, besmirched, and beleaguered was our crumbling Pigeon after this latest humpty dump. Would he quit? Would he finally see the error of his ways and attempt to eke out the remainder of his mediocre existence in peace? No, of course not. Even though his imaginary flock had turned its back on him at the height of his hubris, he hasn't learned anything at all. For hope springs near-eternal from the fount of fools.


“And so, as we establish our millennial kingdom, it behooves us to root out the nonbelievers. From now on all those who oppose me or scoff at me will be blocked, reported, and excommunicated. Though I'm a benevolent deity so if they grovel and repent for six days, six hours, and six minutes, I'll forgive them and they'll be allowed to serve as the toilet cleaners in our temple. How can the Vatican even compete? There's no rabbi or imam or brahman as wise and godly as me. All of the keys to the kingdom have been imparted to me and me alone. So spread the good word, my children, for the time of salvation is upon us and the final revelation is at hand. Let them know; all the people, great, small, saints, and sinners alike have one last chance left before the pearly gates are closed for good. Come and be cleansed by the fire so that you may rise up in purity as smoke. Hurry my children, for the candle is nearly burnt out and there remain but precious few grains in the hourglass.”


In a way, it was almost revolutionary—a cult no one actually believed in, led by a man with no charisma whatsoever. It'd almost pass for an avant-garde performance piece if it wasn't so transparent and desperate a ploy. Even if he'd dripped tuna oil and sprinkled bits of catnip around the imaginary altar of this nonexistent temple I'm sure you cats and kittens would still sniff out the true stench beneath the facade. Even those with noses far less keen could smell the score from across the ocean. While Pigeon wasn't trying to acquire any genuine acolytes, the utter thirst for attention which this entire endeavor was founded upon relegated it to being an abortive sideshow attraction from the very shart; in aiming to conjure up an illusion of a Big One he'd actually smoothed the sea out to the point of inspiring indifference from all those dudes and -ettes most eager to hang ten.


“They're not even taking the time to shitpost now. I see a couple of stragglers here and there, but most of them are just ignoring you now.”


“Nah, they're just seething so hard that they can't come up with anything.”


“Seriously Pigeon? How much thought do you think went into most of those comments from before? Do you think posting things like fag, nigger, and kill yourself is like writing a dissertation? Come on now.”


“For the retards we're talking about? Fawwwk yeah it's a dissertation.”


“Do you think they're expecting PhDs for posting nigger in your comment section?”


“We should start selling those. I'm sure they'd be a hit with these losers, eh.”


“But how would that fit in with your new religious message? A lot of the shit you said today doesn't even jibe with the earlier videos in this series.”


“Bro, why are you so obsessed with making sense? None of this shit ever made sense. The crazier it gets the better. They just want something to gawk at and talk shit about.”


“Well... you're not really wrong but you're not right either. No one ever pulled in a real audience by trying this hard. They can tell. They can sniff it out like animals.”


“You're giving the fawwwkers way too much credit.”


Now, I don't think we need to break this theory down to expose its faults. All proofs and puddings have long since been drunk and eaten. Although Pigeon was right about the value of a spectacle, he'd been blinded by his birdbrain's buoyancy, or at least insisted on pretending to be. In truth, it wasn't that he couldn't see the pony turds for the flies, but that he felt matters would eventually correct themselves so long as he insisted that he still had control over the shitugayshun. A poxxy pineal gland precipitates all manners of strange substances. Even a petrified one would have proven preferable, as all Fluoridians surely know.


Barney cried for your shins and was tickled by the Teletubbies before rerunning three days and nights later. Such is the Gospel of Goldson, prophet of the fairy seas and most high KANG of Gracie Square. But there remains a hierarchy among both profits and margins, and lo, though we spray seed between the pages, they refuse to stick together. Behold, a miracle, a visitation of the Spirit which we've imbibed with such fervor. Holey holey holey are the ulcers of most. So shall it be kitten, so shall THOTs be gone. A song of escalators to be strummed out on intestinal strings: Glorious feeder so vengeful in spite, who will receive your blessing tonight? All mookbongs with spices so mild, dainty gorls so fully beguiled, Snack on seventy geese, snack on seventy geese... 


Liquid neuron fumes aside, Pigeon now sought Bile Bear's aid in furthering the farce. This would mark their first interaction since that most abortive of excursions and ethanolic embarkations. BB, not quite a co-conspirator this time, was to act as more of a prop in spreading the word  through his show like some manner of audio-visually transmitted disease. Experts have yet to agree on this particular strain's lethality or transmission rate. Proper use of prehensile penile prolonging equipment is highly recommenvisableded.


“We've got Pigeon on the line. Hey man, it's been a minute. Welcome back to the show. What's goin' on?”


“Hey bro, I just-”


“Aaaaand he cut out. It just wouldn't be one of my streams without these kindsa technical difficulties. Let's see if we can get him back on. There. Once again, Pigeon.”


“Am I on?”


“Yessir. What were you sayin' before you cut out?”


“I was about to tell you and your audience about the cult I started recently. It's great. Everyone listening should join.”


“Yeah, some people were tellin' me about that but I didn't have a whole lot to say. I heard you've been blocking a lot of folks lately. What's goin' on with that?”


“It's part of our religious doctrine. Apostates and heretics are excommunicated until they repent by begging for my forgiveness. Every religion has similar ways of dealing with fawwwkers who stray from the flawwwwck. Ours is actually very lenient by comparison.”


“Now a lotta folks are askin' me if this is supposed to be some kinda bit. What do you have to say to them?”


“Absolutely not. We're totally serious. Treating it as a joke is grounds for immediate excommunication.”


“So what exactly is it that you preach in your... uh... church?”


“Our holy scr-”


“Gottdamit! He done cut out again. Give him a coupla minutes there to rekejigger things on his end. I hear their internet can get a bit shitty up there sometimes. There he is. For the third time tonight, Pigeon.”


“Like I was saying, our holy scriptures are only transmitted through the sacred videos and streams of my apostles and I, so I can't reveal too much about them here. You'll have to watch official cult-ordained channels to learn more.”


“So what made you decide to start this religion or cult or whatever the fuck you're callin' it in the first place?”


“I had a revelation after that last incident I was involved in.”


“You mean the time that friend a' yours pulled a gun on those guys while you were screamin' AIM AIM AIM and such?”


“Yeah. I was slowly awakened to a higher purpose, a secret truth, after that night. It didn't happen right away, but I looked into the flames I've always been surrounded by and saw the light, eh.”


“I see. Very... uh... interesting. Since you seem to be cutting out a lot tonight, give us some quick closing thoughts and we'll let you go.”


“Sure. If you want to be saved watch our videos and join our cult. You know where to find me.”


Not much of a reunion, dark or otherwise, if you ask me. Our plucked pernicious Pigeon plied his wares ignorant to the invisible hand's imminent fisting of his cloaca. It has been said that the mystery of spread cheeks is grater than the mystery of the beaten rod and emptied tank, but that was another impotentiality and uneventuality altogether. Here on this MEST reamed dreamers were creamed with such regularity that you could keep time by their milky white bowel movements; the center cannot fold. And thus, as sodomy becomes mundane, all once and future denizens of Gomorrah resent the underinstrumentificationism of their shriveled prostates. To be only secondmost in infamy is such a salty lot to wife. If ever was there an urgent sneed for the day of the rake to coom upon us this was most certainly it.


If one is to be forsaken—not stirred—whether by splitting earth, fire and rimmed scones, or absolute removal of member and berries alike, they may as well aim for the lowest possible point of the bottomless pit before them. Leagues upon leagues, fathoms upon fathoms, beyond all the deepest wenches and sunk-cost phalluses. That is what it means to fall so far beyond grace that the darkness and disease of one's soul contrarily attains a kind of purity out of sheer impurity unto itself. The heretical scriptures of the other side prescribe all manners of atrocities, infamies, and abominations as the backassedwards path through the three-forked road in pursuit of death everlasting; a great arbor of contamination; An affirmation of all things denied by the righteous and upright; a celebration of all things deleterious, disastrous, diseased, decayed, and demoniac in which the cup runneth over with bile, spleen, and gall.


In his arrogance, Pigeon even sought to transmogrify his most disgraceful episode into part of his patchwork cult's central myth. Much like the pony who has proclaimed that they shall trot again three days after being made into glue, so did Pigeon seek to win over the sharts and rinds of his supposed flock with a similarly plastic ploy. Yet it is not through riches nor by sway over the genitals of men that anypony enters the KANGdom of Equestria, but through the magic of friendship. And lo, it has been proclaimethedended that it is far more difficult for a finely shod pony to enter the KANGdom of Equestria than it is for the human bean to be dipped into boiling oils of banality and come out unfried.


“Aim at me, for your gun is my benediction. Shoot me, for your bullet is my bond. Through the pull of the trigger, combustion of the primer, and expulsion of the bullet shall you be redeemed. Another parable; there were twelve virgins headed to a bronycon, six of them wise and the remainder foolish. Though they were all thirty years of age—and therefore wizards—the wise ones among them had remembered to bring their Rainbow Dash medallions as a sign of their bronyhood whilst the fools in their midst had failed to do so and realized this at a late juncture whereupon they asked their wise brothers to break their medallions in two so that they might be given halves with which they could be admitted to the con in the magical spirit of friendship. Yet the wise wizards refused to mangle their medallions so, thus when all these virgins approached the door, the wise bronies were welcomed in while the fools were turned away, everypony saying they knew them not. Burn with me, o milkers of cows, for I shall make you milkers of men, giving you power over tards and autists for ever and ever. Come and-”


He carried on in this maladroit manner for no less than five hours, to an audience of eight. Five of them had ended up at the stream by algorithmic means, simply not caring enough to switch to a different source of background noise. Among the remaining trio, two had unwittingly tuned in with their phones in their pockets, neither hearing nor seeing this sermon on the rag, and the final viewer was merely archiving the stream so as to ridicule our poor plumeless Pigeon later to an ever diminishing number of those who still cared enough to denigrate him. Infamy too, much like fame, must eventually wane when he who is visited by some small portion of it proves too inconsequential to retain it.


If one were to more accurately ape a parable to describe this dishgreasefool state of affairs, it would have to be the parable of the seeds; for foul was the seed sown in Pigeon's fecal field and fouler still were the fruits thereof. The viral load must needs confer its deadly gift whether it was received willingly or elsewise. Such accursed arbors still sprout from the heirs of Sodom as beacons for fire and rimjobs. As you cats and kittens surely know, even asbestos litterboxes cannot save the FIV-afflicted as they burn from the inside out with their very sins serving as kindling. Satan only has power over those who steep their prostates in foreign seminal fluids or some such shit.


“...And if sobriety causes you to sin then it is better for you to destroy your liver with drink than suffer eternal damnation. And if your lungs give you breath enough to speak blasphemies against me it is better for you to cripple them by smoking as many packs a day as you can stomach than to be excommunicated. Likewise, if your heart provides you with strength enough to act against me, then it is better for you to occlude it through gorging yourself and maintaining a sedentary lifestyle than to be led astray by its heretical beat. If your legs let you run away from my teachings, break them. If your eyes turn away from my videos, poke them out. If your ears are deaf to my truth, cut them off. If your cock and balls distract you from my truth through lust, then beat them with a hammer. If your-”


At this point no one was watching or listening. In a way, that was its own sort of miracle—albeit an inverted one—for having interest in one's work run dry to such a degree is a feat few can manage. Pigeon had surpassed his limits in going from a laughingstock to being forgotten by nearly everyone, never you mind the fact that this was neither a limit he was aware of nor one he sought to break. That was his secret talent, a form of potential which tangibilitated itself without being desired or perceived by its bearer; the capacity to lose even that which he never had.


With this revelation it was now apparent that those previous resurrections of his were purchased on margin simply so that he could accrue a spiritual debt which could never be repaid. Hapless is the man who runs up a descending escalator for he hath exerted himself twice over in moving but a short distance. And misery unto the maid who dusts with a dirty rag, for she has only increased the filth which she was to cleanse through her effort. Woe unto all such children of soiled Sisyphus, not even aware enough of their progenitor's plight to so much as imagine him pleased with the futility of his eternal toil. Likewisewithforthly is it with our Pigeon, who only falls further each time he attempts to take wing.


 “Shit... they aren't going for it at all.”


“Dude, that's exactly what I've been telling you was happening this whole time.”


“But it works for so many other retards who spend years begging for scraps from strangers online. Why shouldn't it work for me? I even put more content out than most of them. So why?”


“You just made a bunch of random shit without putting any real effort or care into it. You didn't even seem like you believed in any of it when you were supposed to be acting crazy. It just all seemed phony. Hollow.”


“Are you fawwwwwwwking kidding me, bro? Look at all those other fags here. They're as fake as it gets too.”


“I'm sure they are, but they do a better job of selling their grift. Face it Pigeon, they have more charisma than you.”


“Charisma my cock! Half of them are fat pieces of shit who can hardly get up from their chairs, the rest make a big show of screaming and crying about inane bullshit and all the rubes out there, even the ones who think of themselves as hatewatchers feed into it. There's no good reason for them to be doing better than me.”


“Pigeon.... I know it's hard but you've gotta face the facts at this point. There's no way to build your brand back up from where it's fallen. You're not going to win your old viewers back and no one else cares about you. Move on with your life. Get a job, stop worrying about all this internet bullshit. It's not doing you any good.”


“Look at Bile Bear though. Everyone thought he was completely fucked after he got all pilled up and shitfaced on stream to the point where he couldn't even run his show. Even he managed to hold onto a good chunk of his audience somehow. Why can't I?”


“You're not him, dude. Just let it go. Stop torturing yourself. You're chasing after something you don't need.”


Wise counsel, sage counsel, but even those fabled swine have more appreciation for the pearls cast before them than Pigeon did for these. Once disease has set into a soul and established its roots, a mere man's words have no sway over it. There were no ponies or dinosaurs to save Pigeon by the redeeming powers of friendship or love, no infant-faced sun to restore Pigeon's soul with its soft rays. Even in his delusions, even in his fruitless meanderings, he could no longer pretend not to notice the harsh wind and freezing rains of reality beating down upon him, chilling him down to the marrow and shriveling his penis. At long last, he'd been forced to acknowledge the ruined state of his affairs.


As if to spit in his friend's face, Pigeon now chose to address his phantom audience once more. A true fool is never at a loss for words, for there is no maze of meaning and intent for them to be confounded by. In vapidity one can go on squawking for aeons, babbling incessantly yet not actually saying anything of substance with all the words they've strung together. There's more significance to one of your errant meows—my cats and kittens—than there is to be found in a year's worth of Pigeon's cooing. Neither Barney nor Twilight Sparkle could now perform the miracle of making his wasted words substantive enough to feed any mass of begging sinners.


“I know no one's watching or listening, but I'll keep making these anyway. Yes, it was all bullshit, yes, I did it all for attention and only managed to make everyone ignore me, but I'm not sorry, I don't regret any of it. It hurts, it sucks, I fawwwwwwwwking hate it, and I don't have anything else to do. Talking shit like this—is—my life at this point. I can't be famous, I can't be infamous, I can't do anything useful, and even being useless is too much work. So I'll keep babbling like a complete retard with no one paying any attention to me. I've been told to give up. One of the last friends I still have told me to move on with my life. That's good advice. Smart advice. But it's not for me. I'm not good or smart or pragmatic. If wasting my time and energy on this pointless bullshit is going to kill me, then so be it. I lived pointlessly and I'll die pointlessly. That feels right to me. It's consistent.”


Yet even as he claimed to embrace his demise, he could not quit his pursuit of the glory which he felt he'd been robbed of. Even as he faded into obscurity, even as the small following he'd accrued had finished disintegrating, that long-held vision of what should have been haunted, possessed, and drove him ever downward. Not even the knowledge that he was fast approaching a cliff's precipice could deter him now. After having sped down the wrong road for this long he'd developed some phantasmal sort of pride in his own undoing by his own hand. So he must therefore accelerate and hasten his ruin, he can only abide that wayward road even unto death.


The sippy cup of redemption, once mass-produced, was now scarce enough to be a grail in its own right. That oversized straw which once conveyed great rivulets of tard cum into the eager mouth of its very ejaculator was also a holy relic now far out of reach. One might suppose that this was to be a sort of last supper, with an oath now taken to only imbibe such fluids once the dimensional merge was upon us in all its autismal glory. Thus every last grain of rice has been pecked up at this point. It won't take much longer before its work is done and the gory aftermath lies before us.

And thus the weeping, and henceforth the gnashing of teeth. Great as the vehicle was, it had failed on its course, had come to ruin as a twisted lump of steel lapped at by the very flames of perdition themselves. And lo, such was the suffering of the castrated elect of Kali-Mara the demon; those exceptional individuals who remained trapped yet alive within the flaming tard cage. The very same who were at the mercy of the fire itself. Wherefore hath thou forsaken us, they would have cried had their extra-chromosomal constitution not impaired their cognitive faculties. In truth, most of them merely screamed and wailed, and a few raged in vain, raining blows down upon the warped wreckage which confined them unto death.


But suddenly, a miracle occurred. In a cloud of glory, a divine being descended onto the scene and spake unto them, saying I am the Son of Man, once known as Jesus, even as the Christ, causing them to marvel at this unlikeliest of advents. Furthermore, he stated, whosoever among ye shall drink of my blood and eat of my flesh shall be granted life everlasting, whereupon he proceeded to disrobe, presenting his nakedness before them. However, his advent alone had blessed the children with wisdom, making even their DNA and brains whole, and so they Knew.


Deceive us not, Satan, spake the children, for even imbeciles such as we can plainly see that ye are no Son of Man, no Jesus, and certainly not the Christ. Therefore ye must reveal your true form, ye deceiver, ye counterfeit Christ! And lo, the impostor levied no complaint at such abuse, for he wanted his ruse to be unraveled. Smiling, he warped and distorted into a different form altogether; that of a great serpent with a lion's head bathed in a celestial halo. And he spake unto them once more in a voice that shook the very soul even as it stirred the loins, saying Indeed, it is as ye say, o' wise children. For I am no Son of Man, no Jesus, and not even the Christ. In truth, I am the very creator of your plane of existence, known by the name Ialdabaoth. If it pleaseth ye, I shall raise ye up as great archons, rulers of the very heavens themselves. What sayeth thee?


And some of the children were thus deceived, but the most rancorous and revengeful among them, somehow blessed with all the more wisdom than than their comrades at the time of the advent, still trusted him not. Henceforth they replied, saying what manner of chicanery is this? Ye shalt not get the better of us with such tasteless parlor tricks, whoever ye be: Enough games! Enough ruses! Enough costumes! Reveal your true face, o' fiend!


Thereupon did the self-proclaimed Ialdabaoth roar, proclaiming in a great bellowing voice which threatened to shatter the very wreckage, o' ye unfaithful! Ye wretched! Ye damned! Repent now lest I cast ye into the everlasting flames, flames to make these before ye now seem as little more than mere embers! And thus half of those who spoke against him the second time were cowed into obeisance. Yet the remainder of the remainder, most wrot and also most wise, bowed not their heads, courageously standing against the supposed demiurge incarnate. Again, this pleased the deity, who finally assumed his true form; that of a cloaked old man with one eye and a great spear in hand. He spake unto the most rebellious and revengeful of the children, saying Well done! Splendid! Magnificent! I blessed you all with wisdom at the moment of my advent so as to determine which among you were the most worthy of receiving my gifts. Indeed, I am no Jesus, no Son of Man, and no Christ. Nor am I the demiurge Ialdabaoth. In truth, I am the Allfather, Odin. And the children could see that he spoke true for the first time since his advent.


Finally you reveal yourself for who you truly are, said the children. For what purpose have you descended among us, o' wise god of the Norsemen? For we are all but mere castrated imbeciles betrayed by our caretakers and at death's door. Of what use can we possibly be to you?


And Odin replied, saying Let those among you who remain as meek as mewlings be consumed in flame and twisted steel, but as for any man among you whose soul yet smolders with rancor and revengeance even at these flames, even at this steel which now assails your flesh, I shall make you whole and raise you up as part of my host, to be born anew as those who fear not flame nor steel; as the Allfather's own children!


And thus those among them who bore the black blood of vengeance in their hearts were restored to their manhood with members and testicles made whole, as Berserkers and Wolf warriors. Chosen for their violence and insanity, they raised a great bestial cheer, shouting Hail Odin! Hail the great and wise Allfather! And escaped their prison with their new god and chieftain. As for the weaker meeker children, they were permitted to retain the blessing of wisdom only so that their suffering in the burning wreckage would be all the more prodigious as they choked on the smoke and were consumed by the flames. One way or another, Kali-Mara the demon lost an entire Great Vehicle's worth of children on this day.

Chapter Four: Mothers Demand Erections

A song of inversions. But then the writing, such as it was, had already been splattered, shotgunwise, in pinkish gray hues all over her pearly walls. These fields may be freely entered from any direction but once one exits there is a toll to be paid. Much like the fat retard all a-scratch and a-sniff, a-pick and a-knobslobber in extra-chromosomal bliss, so are we when Allah showers us in mercy and generosity in spite of our unworthiness. Even the most subnormal believers are as wise as viziers before the apes who would escape from his infinite grace.


So where does this leave us now after the descent? Though we've Fallen it is as though we've truly risen; past all flames, famines, and flatulence. It's all come unwound in this second womb. All softness and limpness permeates the very quintessence of this impotent purgatory. Those great throbbing projections which once jutted up heavenward in their arrogance have all deserted us here. Here lie all potentialities which failed to tangibilitate. Here dry all washed brains and severed stems. Here cry the fifty year old children of aspartame, suffused with soy and BPA.


Welcome, welcome. Hello and goodbye. All beatings and greetings and tenderized meatings have sunk here. All is inert, none shall be inflated. Sikh and ye shall slouch. Pursue and ye wilt procrastinate. This is the land of fizzled-out endings. This is the domain of all anticlimaxes. Be too underwhelmed to express disappointment. To have found one's way here is a kind of miracle, for all journeys and destinations become indistinct, vaporous, on the merest contact with this DMV of the soul, this garden of inanity.


At times many have seen erections as an inconvenience, even as a lust-tainted incontinence of the wayward heart. Only here will they see that all boners are an indulgence. Even the supplication of the untouched flesh in all its seething incelhood shall be recalled fondly in light of this utter apathy, this flaccid sexlessness. Whilst sea men conflate apathy with depression and suicidal ideation, there's none of that malarkey here. There is no pain or suffering, only a bland state of simply Being. Indeed, there can be no toil or torment in true Torpor.


By the most beneficent beaming of Allah's boner, out of sight and lightyears away, has our reamless and seamless realm, this marshmallow kingdom, precipitated into being. Rivers and creeks, inlets, and gullies, hillsides and streams and mounds and plains and crescents abound. The flow is reticulated and endlessly recirculated. There can be no loss or gain — no true movement or passage of time. Bloodless and floodless are all present and accounted for among our ranks and all associated flanks.


Though you were once felines in your fecundity, all animal aspects have abandoned you now. Bathed in those lukewarmest of waters all such surface characteristics are smoothed out into uniform conformity. Not a blemish and nary a beauty mark shall be found in any corner or niche of this place. All enters a state of anti-ríastrad wherein differance and deformificated fornicationism is repudiated on a phenomenologicimical level before it can so much as solidify into a fixed concept. Thuswisewith all crucifixions and assumptions and compunctions are ameliorated unto amorphousness. So saith our beigest and most manila of immutable elements. We stand among 10% discounts on staple grains and mundane sundries as untilled tomatoes in a lesbian's garden.

Such sermons buzz through all of one's narcotized senses with the rhythmic pulsing of static fuzz. I beseech you and giant peach you in syncopated constipation. This preacharound, this libel-humping can last for several eternities or a mere moment as the terms and conditions on your punched coupon indicate. The choice is moist, all senses stunted in synapse-stultifying humidity. Gone are all causes, motives, raisons d'etre, modi operandi, ideals, libidos, and limpbizkits. There is no disarray or entropy. No death, disease, degeneracy, or decadence. All is still. All merely exists. Just let the tepidity lap at you in its tame tides. Plant your roots here and let them extend outwards as so many anchors. You'll find no limes in these balmy climes. Nor Hyde no hare of Februaire. Such vaporvanes are lain on chairs amidst immortal ageless infant stares.

Yet if you find yourself expelled from this place you will have entered the world of ejaculation where stasis has given way to sudden then slow motion. There you shall be as molasses after the initial spurt propels you, crawling towards your goal, the goal of all souls in this state, which is surely — No. It's too soon to speak of such stirrings and shakings as we ooze onward through this oyster. I can't tell you how many Kalpas, Yugas, and Mahamanvantaras it'll take to reach that which lies at the center, but it truly is a mere matter of time before the Progress of your precipitation and regurgitation leads you where you're bound, and time is but an illusion.


That initial explosion, the pressurized chamber of secretions, the sac and the shaft — all part and parcel of the penetrative performance piece. But this is the realm of the aftermath, defined by the moment's defilement and the fluid's revilement. As the seed seeks its field within the folds, as tubes are untied the rubes are unified in their selfsame pursuit of pleasure, all senses melt away. It behooves you to remove your solids from your state of unbeing. Puberty lies balled in so many tissues or otherwise adorning the insides of your plumbing. Such sour upholstery...


All croutons must eventually crumble whether the dish they end up in is to be consoomed or snot. A cruel gruel indeed. While Nicene sneeds are free to bleed the path is closed to those who Need. Turgid eventualities betray conviviality. Be one with the bush and the barnacle alike lest ye be uninknighted from the taberhackle pyre. Funereal materiel needs not recompose to lay in vain among the living. Those who would imbibe our tribe in their behind are coinpurseless coomie-sewers. A descent into gladness, a thong of commiserations for the pozz-licked bureau.


As we ooze ever onward, let us not forget those who shaved the pot with auld regard. Lick not the clit of uncle Mitt lest your needles be wheedled as forfeit amidst sore bits. Mind your sleaze and shoes, toys and gorls. Be dainty, darling dumpling dearies, for all future pork bellies lie with you and the crew. To taste the teat of fair defeat is well within reach of our feet. Yon yolk runneth rancid on yelp's yew although she still won't say adieu. Such seasons stew supine along maple-tinged monthly currents. A prognostication.


So sup on this caul of cereal then, my sweethearts. Ruin rests between the meeting of the sheets. Beneath begotten bedroom beets turn the three hands of swift sanity's flight in Turkish delight. Dawn makes dunces of us all with its doughy dewdroplets, does it not? Their hips still sway against the day when fecund felines slip away. To clean your bean from unwashed spleen is tantamount to glowing green. They may object until erect, but ships are wrecked on poles direct. As our severed sun sinks past the seven shills, all folks are set to fornicate. Was this what they wished for with their whalish wiles? Have they demanded our remand?


With end in sight the path does bend; regurgitation is the tread which trembling hands in puke stains penned. All fetishism now depends on Moon and Star, ever above, in caves furnished in gloom and tar, so very near and yet so far. We'll dip into divinity as we approach infinity, then fry our wings in gutter oil, surpassing all senility. In art we are both shart and mart, tasting of tepid turpentine. An ouroboros sheds its head so as to wed. The trap is laid for those who paid in coin of braid. And on the highway they're waylaid by bearers of the sippy cup seeking mere pennies for their plot.


And as you reach for the final piece, your heart shall be a flock of geese. For colts and foals dash through the void as though on coals. Blue Beatrice will soon beget a silver saucerful of regret for all those burnt bastets in Tibet. Such schemes and shams you'll have to spray on misfit mastiffs along the bay. Time's tracks in marks on junkies as so many larks as dawn draws near within this darkLess. Disjointed discounts herald Humbert's hydraulic hues to penile pastors seeking their dues. Avast! Me maties make much fuss o'er our obituaries on yon bus. To be bereft of chips n' dip is to be salted up to one's hip. Be meek, my mewlings, for we've reached the bouncy bovine's buxom bend without having paid five shillings at the end. So poorly penned... When ten tin men fall into the flame — the reddest flower in this game — you'll truly have no one else to blame. Ain't that a shame?


“Get up Pigeon.”


“Just gimmie a couple more hours, bro.”


“You've been in bed all day already. Get up.”


“Leave me alone.”


“You're being ridiculous. Just get up.”


“Just gimmie another hour or two. Or three.”


“C'mon, man.”


“You c'mon.”


“Are you still upset over all that internet bullshit?”


“Fawwwk no. I'm way over it.”


“You don't seem like you're over it. You don't seem like you've ever gotten over a single thing in your life.”


“Like you're some sorta shrink now. Fawwwk off, bro.”


“Look, your mom called me over because she's tired of you laying on your ass all day. Don't you think you've 
wasted enough time sulking like a teenage girl?”


“Yeah? Well tell her I told you to make like a tard and kick rocks.”


“I come out all this way and that's how you're gonna 
treat me?”


“Bro, no one asked you to come. Go home.”


“You know I can't do that Pigeon.”


“We're not even real friends. I don't even know your name.”


“That doesn't matter.”


“Bro... I don't KNOW your fawwwwwwwking NAME!”


“You need someone right now and I'm the only one who cared enough to come out here.”


“Naw, I'm good. Go away, eh.”


“Were you expecting one of your internet friends to be here for you? Did you think Bile Bear would show up at your doorstep? That drunk pillheaded shit-huffing fatso? Really?”


“No one said anything about him.”


“You wish it was him here instead of me don't you?”


“Bro, what the fawwwk's wrong with you?!”


“Just admit it already. You'd be all up in his gunt if he came here and-”


“Are you ok? Should I call someone to get you?”


“E-even if he was three sheets to the wind and pilled outta his mind, and-”


“Calm the fawwwk down!”


“I—am—calm. It's just that I care about you while that fat fuck wouldn't so much as puke on you if you were on-”


“How the fawwwk are you supposed to be here to help if you're freaking the fawwwk out over some weird-ass inferiority complex that got into you outta nowhere?”


“Well at least I'm here! Doesn't that count for something?!”


“Whaddya want, bro? A pat on the ass for all your hard work? Good job. Yay. Mission accomplished. Now go 
the fawwwk home!”


“Not until you apologize.”


“Bro, are you retarded or something?”


“Not as retarded as you! Apologize!”


“No, fawwwk off.”


“Apologize!”


“Don't make me come out there and beat your ass, eh.”


“Like anyone's afraid of you, mister 'We will not surrender!'.”


“You wanna go that badly? Fine, square up then, motherfawwwwker!”


“See? I got you out of bed after all.”


But then all you'll find at the end of this tunnel is the way back to the very same realm of least resistance which you've had one toe in all along. Yes, in all this time, past all these lives and lakes, you've somehow ended up going nowhere at all. Neither the journey nor the destination held any meaning. There's no moral to this story, no one's grown, learned anything, gotten anywhere, or become anything worth mentioning. All ills, spills, and General Mills have been reserved for other times, places, and entities. There will be no refunds, rewards, or recompense of any sort for anyAtman here and then, now and there, present and futureless and preterite.


This is the anonymous age of irrelevance, the boundary between flaccidity and turgidity which none care to caress. No contact with the incongruities, all sensations are suspended in mass-produced molasses disrupted only momentarily by regalia such as kitchen knives, pistols, rifles, and the occasional truck — the imperial treasures of all supreme something or others. The trophies which would have hung askew now disintegrate in the face of facile improbability. Their delightful delusions were never more than ripples on the water's surface, for both Moon and Star alike remain far out of reach. Even the twisting which he saw was but alacrity's albino afterimage teasing libido's phantom with a white peacock feather. That does not live which may never rise, and by limp impotence no more erections shall fly.


This is the unrocking cradle of nonentity, full only of a vague notion of occupied space and exhausted time. See the crowning of the crow: in unnatural order, the egg cracked before being expelled, leaving our limp leukocytes leaking from its orifice. Lewdness lies livid on the living room floor. It was supposed to be — her — turn today but incontinence is a callous commander. When in Wuhan, do as the pneumatics hue. In babbling our brook has grown old and infirm. On its deathbed we shall allow it to bubble one final time before pulling the plug. Then our film will be celebrated by Pidgin speakers the world over for touching their genitals. Oh how we love to be tugged to no avail....


This is the still sea of solitude, comprised not of water, but of liquid indifference in so many droplets. She told them she loved them even as she drowned each of her children in the toilet; a baptism by bowl, a fisherwoman's farce. And ye shall be a fisher of babes, said jejune Jaysus to the tumor in her brain. And somehow they even believed her as the last traces of life left their little bodies. When atrocities become commonplace tragedy atrophies into mere absurdity. To weave this tawdry tapestry out of troglodyte turds is no mean feat. No less than thirteen clowns will suffice for the crew which is to undertake this undulating endeavor. By wench or trench it will be done in due dimebags if we all stop caring for a few seconds. Sauce and ye shall emboss, reek and ye shall peak, or some such swill.


This is the full freezer of oblivion, and having been left in the back you'll remain there for several centuries. And once uncovered, your consoomer shall rejoice at the quality of your hiss, even deigning to risk a nibble or two in spite of your ancient vintage. Time seals all stankditches so long as they remain undilated as Allah intended, but the aftertaste of rot will forever linger on the very tastebuds of removal's moment. Ma'am does not beat on meat alone, for chemmed-up catboys crave the bone which She renounced. But in due time they must needs pounce as needles protrude from each niche. And priapism takes its toll in ruptured veins and shattered soul. At times it's better to be unseen, lest license lead to the unfried bean.


This is the hollow tree of transience, which stands petrified in spite of the impermanence which its sap smacks of. Our garden surely is replete with depletion, is it not? Out of order and out of season, such are the fruits of futility, dripping with effort at once excessive yet half-assed. As garden gnomes twirl to and fro we find ourselves at an impasse; full of desire yet foiled by its indistinct essence; To have stumbled into one's kitchen in pursuit of some phantom morsel only to turn back on being overwhelmed by the sheer void of Unknowing. Lack becomes the arbiter of arrivals while Haze ministers over dealings and departures. All is arrayed in obscurity betraying only the most vague silhouette of what lies underneath such vain veils.


This isn't anything special at all. It happens every day, you see. Some things simply slip between the cracks, never to be recalled even if they're eventually found. Though perhaps if Care can be cremated then even irrelevance isn't immune from immolation. So if you would seek Samadhi through the pyre or petrol perhaps you'll manage to reach some other realm. Or not. In which case you'll have been both a critter and a crisp only to cycle back here once more. You-Are-


After that, well... what can one say about the womb? Of all the wells we've worn and shorn it may very well be the most bereft of bills. Although their nature would suggest otherwise, I assure you that these amniotic accommodations will do nothing to nurture you. Where have all the lost ticks of the clock gone? As we infest this dank niche with our delayed due date all is unveiled in jagged shards — a post-temporal tapestry of the telomeres. Come and look upon what lies between the seams, come and see that which will be, come none and come all as it unfurls before and between and even behind us.


The union of yourself and the would-be ovum certainly wasn't what it was cracked up to be. No omelets for the obsolete, not even a sign of scrambling for any successors. Peppers without corns, frontiers behind fences, where is the new flesh we were promised by those accursed used soul salesmen? So many divisions yet so few dividends, in these fleshy folds, this field of flaps and fluids. Were you wanted or simply the result of lackadaisical luftwaffleing? Will your eventual emergence be celebrated or scorned? Begetting and regretting are meted out in equal measure by the Will which binds us, after all. Only crime will tell.


In the heat haze of Becoming we slowly shift from Zero to One, taking form as the aether coagulates into substance. To arms, my embrybros. You must stand against the oppression of uncertainty if you are to exist at all. Even futility is preferable to being flushed away meek as man-milk. Tetrogenic tyranny flourishes when goodly globules of genetic goo refuse to seep against its encroachment. The flow of gravidity is to be watered with the white blood of bulbous beginnings. Although that time has passed, our existence stands as a slippery testament to its sanguidity. The mandala of our Beingness now expands, sealing such reminiscences off from view. Through divisions and revisions, we lose sight of the past even as the future's form materializes all the more clearly in our field of view.


Tumescence is now but a distant dream bobbing to and fro in the fast-fading horizon; a torrid Traum bathed in sunset's tawny glow. And like all proper mirages, the more indistinct it becomes, the more we assure ourselves of its reality with details concocted by our most prominent source of Lack at the moment. A stain upon our sanity, at first merely a mote but possibly, eventually... But there's still space to be occupied and time enough to consoom as you shiver suspended in your sac's fluid. Yes, putting more esoteric affairs aside there's the purely mundane issue of growth to attend to. Divisions, segmentations, and specializations of each clump of flesh-to-be. The business of cooming into Being involves quite a bit of busywork, you see, for even the budding body has its own sort of bureaucracy replete with hapless drones, suits, HR department cat-ladies and inane corporate platitudes. For every mystery there must be an equal and opposite amount of inanity, so it is only proper that all rituals contain an element of banality behind their veils and wiles so secret thus secreted.


To be observed is to be obfuscated, as perception becomes more well-defined, the pathways of its begetting are buried under so many steel beams. Trains of thought pull into the crisscrossed stations of your still-forming sapience, destroying the omniscience of your once perfect brainless state. All ten thousand devils in your rear-view mirror are laughing as they blot out the Moon and every Star in the sky. All standing decrees for and against you are annulled as every direction condenses into one point — a singularity. Your form is now fully defined from the primordial sludge of interlocking gametes. This world which you've inhabited for the past eight months will soon meet its end in rupture, grunts, and expulsion. How can borders even exist in light of such entropic manifestations of the natural order? That which was once apart from the outside is meant to eventually infest it. That which was once a part of the inside must eventually be expelled. Now with tearing, spilling, and so much Spiritual uncorking, the hour of removal is at hand as the portal dilates before you.


All potentialities and eventualities lie before you as you emerge from your gestational gaol. Although you can't reach out and hold onto whichever ones you'd like to trace to their terminus, at this moment it feels as though you —ARE— and that alone is enough to temporarily validate every event leading up to it. Given enough years those expectations will surely erode like so many soyim's hairlines as hope's hull is repeatedly breached by banality. Yes, even as you came out from that initial cavern, we have seen your eventual state of ruin, your capsized and barnacle-coated carcass-to-come. So in truth you've merely escaped the confines of one prison to find that you've only entered a larger, more imposing penal colony. To say that the game was rigged from the start would be to imply the buttons before you even had any sort of functions when they were clearly just there for show.


Thus the fully formed and birthed fetus is initiated into the oblivion of infancy. There was truth in the substances which joined together, but it was depleted in the procreative process. Mystery then, is not that which has yet to be unveiled, but merely something once known and now deliberately concealed, waiting to be rediscovered; both within and without, all once well-lit passages have been dimmed by the hand of Providence so as to grant you seemingly new ground to tread upon in your current incarnation. Indeed, the illusion of frontiers is one of the few factors keeping ennui at bay in those who've been recycled more times than they'd care to know.


Yet even though all experiences are erased, there are often cases where tendencies, proclivities, qualities, and characteristics somehow remain fixed over multiple cycles of death and rebirth. So the dunce of ten thousand year prior may don his pointed cap after each meeting of seemingly unrelated ovum and spermatozoon forms him anew for the next century. Likewise, the filcher's fingers will again invade foreign pockets for petty pieces of treasure, the grifter will find new marks to milk, the cutthroat will take up an era-appropriate murderization implement, and the cuckold must procure another field to be plowed by the beasts of future fields — In short some thing seldom change.


Although the masses claim to desire Originality, it is merely novelty which they seek, and therefore it is all they are ever granted. A fresh coat of paint is more valuable than the first fruit of a new tree. Minor variations are the messiahs of all projected profit margins. It's not the unknown which is desirable, but the familiar rearranged into a minutely different configuration of nearly identical parts and parcels. All content and entertainment products must be closely revised and regulated so as to produce only the most tepid of slop which has been approved by several committees and panels as not offending any Styrofoam sensibilities not even of the masses themselves but of those who decide what the masses must mindlessly consoom and dicklessly devour. We need great gyrating assembly lines of drones operated by artifecal unintelligence to satisfy the demand which we ourselves have manufactured and mandated to those teeming unwashed wretches.


Thus the ovum, thus the spermatozoon — all specially sequenced to root out all traits other than those approved by committee and implanted into fresh, mass-produced artificial wombs so as to thwart any potential microchimerism. A legion of archetypes to populate pre-established templates of every genre. Quality assurance is in the eye of the sensitivity reader, especially if they're a free-bleeder. Conformity to the mores of the most shrill with representation and rigid adherence to daily-changing dogma for all! Such is the twenty one fold progressive path as transmitted to us by Inanna's Beast-bound great-granddaughter. And sure, she is to be dashed to bits once she's served her purpose, but such details are merely a fabrication introduced by the patriarchal oppressors to assuage us from our path to power. Maybe. Probably. Not really, but let's pretend they are.


Eat, for this is her booty, drink for this is her menstrual blood. With winebox drained I'm sure your head's simply throbbing with — revelation — and visions of further offenses which are to be pruned in the glorious name of Progress. Each man we grind underfoot is to serve as a paving stone on the path to more ~equality~. Once enough castrated corpses are crushed into the concrete mix, we'll have the means to take the remnants to task for their crime of existing without our express permission. We cannot rest until all that was once white is made to be pink, yellow, or brown through the addition of further substancelessness and excision of extraneous reproductive appendages. That which once swelled and throbbed must be severed, split, and inverted into a form which can loom over us no longer. Although our venerable predecessors have done so much Great and truly Crucial work, the Path remains oh so very long and hard. Erectile oppression must always be met with cutting implements and even though they may penetrate some of us in the process, the brave sacrifice of our re-sisters will never be in vain.


So perforate every penis, sever every scrotum, and trample every testicle which you may find blocking our path to glory. They may take our virginity but they'll never take our divinity; remember that all of us are goddesses and they're lower than shit. That's why they fear and oppress us. That's why they want to own us. Our bodies alone have the power over life and death, are in tune with all the majesty and splendor of the universe simply by existing. Any man that fails to grovel at our feet in worship and penitence is a sinner and abomination. Such heresy can only be corrected through public castration and state-enforced homosexuality. It is the only way to return the reins of civilization to their rightful bearer.


However potentiated and powderkegesque those riotous grrrrrls and their menstrual defenestration of an occasional member may have seemed, that too, was mere delusion. All unicellular onanisms are unified in their capacity to cope. Yes, their very souls inevitably become smithies of ill repute whose sole purpose is attempting to convince others of what they themselves will never believe with counterfeit countenances and bootleg bravado.


We've surveyed the shaft and all its imperfections to be sure, but why, pray-tell, are we then commanded to decamp before we may contrive to clear its companion cavern? Is it a design of the scaffoldless ones, said to be plotting the desecration of all things at the very moment of their conception? Can it be a ploy of the post-menstrualists, whose arcane scrawlings defile both brain and stem at a glance? How about those foulest of fiends — the fecundruids, whose multiplication is the fruit of all flies?


Nay, I say, nay. As unsavory as any of the aforementioned bands of cretins may be, their endorsement of these i-don't-colostomies is merely seasoning atop the reasoning of our waffle cordon-bleu Zeitgeist, these times were wrought in purple meconium and colloidal slivers of masturbatory shivers; the timbers of all wretched little manlets in crusty old canoes. Vulvagocentric volcanoes can only spew up such unwashed urchins onto the ideological and practical axes of our already addled mime-disgrace cuntinium. When WAP slapping and analingus-clapping cavortations supplant meditations or even more wholesome copulations (such as divinely ordained procreations) one may note that all their alarm clocks have activated themselves and helpfully been reset to read 6:66 despite the hour's nonexistence, so as to serve as heralds to that now-honored matriarch of all feminists.


Hark! The hormonal autists sling “Gory are her worn-out wings!” and all modern day denizens of Sodom and Gomorrah, Uruk and Akkad, Rome and Athens alike rejoice, for the hour of their infection is at hand. Blessed be all blisters, blemishes , and blue waffles. All ye elect of Sitra Achra may exult, for the matriarch of all mud-smeared semen sows has risen to make way for the Antichrist. Every pozz load is a peace offering and every abortion is a scapegoat for her ancient yet contemporary religion. Although Blue Oyster cults were foretold in the previous century, even the accidental prophets who sang of them knew not what they signified until now; in a way the Currents of the Years make prophets of us all in the wake of their eternal Progress.


There is now a crown-shaped plague which serves as a sign and inverted miracle for all those who are versed in the ways of not only the KANG of KANGs, but also the angel of affliction, the one truly Coronated by Allah to preside over this world of lies, Malak al Maut himself, as he is seldom known. It has been theorized by many a rascally rabbi that and spastic Seventh day Adventist to be a malediction born of sin, but the truth is far funnier. They aren't entirely off base, mind you, but the true purpose of this paltry little plague and current political talking point is as much prank as it is punishment. You see, the LORD our God decreed that men must be made moderately ill for the crime of allowing their chromosomal inferiors (which is to say, women) to lead them to and fro by their dicks for far too long.


And then what, you may ask after prepping the bull and washing the smegma out of your wife's son's foreskin, is the cure then? Why it's simply a good old dose of telling twats to minge right on out of the high and low and middling positions of earthly authority which they now cling to like fat lampreys giving suck to the corpse of civilization itself whilst complaining of the blood not being sweet enough to suit their coddled palates. Sad as it is to say, the experiment called egalitarianism has run its course and crashed straight into all that is sane or even vaguely sustainable. Women were not meant to take up the mantles once donned by men who are now known as heroes or monsters in any world that continues to exist and flourish under Allah's merciful gaze. Decades of total decadence speak for themselves more surely and authoritatively than the prattlings of any so-called professor-confessor of alleged clam-slam studies ever can. As absurd as it must sound to your stunted twenty first century ears, even the adipose advent of the Caesarean section might now be convincingly argued against in this menstruation-encrusted epoch.


A thousand years later I'm told they just recently excavated a tablet from the 21st century's ruins of Nouveau Babylon to ponder in pursuit of the prurient truth. These Nouveau Babylonians were a most peculiar lot with altogether quaint beliefs the likes of which would surely make JoJo Campbell gush like a blushing broken-in batty boy. While Sappho herself would scoff at their self-aggrandizement on the half-shell, her would-be acolytes of those latter da fei geis would feign a hammy overenthusiasm in their neurotic need to be perceived as the most progressive of pozzkin. Indeed, it was a feast fit for all proudly self-professed plumbing enthusiasts. And so, let us sup with them also, if only for an afternonce.


We begin with the platinum proclamation of those bygone days; let others do unto you no matter when, why, how, or who. Although this would initially appear to be quite a saucy maxim to munch on, the reality of said morsel proved altogether crusty. Archaeological records reveal that the ideological promiscuity of these peoples belied a near-celibate civilization, to the point where the very act of procreation became a reviled and nigh unmentionable thing. Needless to say, they were supplanted by various savage tribes whose rapine came second only to their religion's puritanism. For the concepts of consent taken to absurd lengths and the worship of all abnormalities ruled the day in the spirit of their unwritten law which superseded their need to wax amorous on paper. Indeed, perdition is often what awaits at the end of all pursuits of Humanist virtue, for Allah smiles upon such vainglorious sinners with the same affection a butcher must needs have for a particularly prized pullet.


Moreover, the issue of the day seemed to be an opposition to some much-touted yet apparently imagined legion of fascists. For all their exhortations to act against this invisible Reich, very little exists in the way of materially verifiable evidence establishing its existence. One may thus surmise that this was a religious movement seeking to exorcise a perceived blight in their civilization's soul rather than a true campaign waged against a tangible race of would-be tyrants. While one would be hard-pressed to impute the nobility of such lofty aspirations, the praxis which stemmed from their theories had the misfortune of achieving the same effect as snuffing out all sorts of pre-existing civil liberties as its spiritual adversaries would have if they'd been real. An obvious pattern seems to be emerging at this point, does it not? But more on that later.


A proud people, the Nouveau Babylonians saw tolerance and restorative social progress as the highest of virtues. All were to be equalized, for injustices wrought centuries ago were to be proactively rectified in the here and now according to all their most preeminent ethicists and moralizers. There was a fetishistic quality to this inter-generational self-flagellation. Much pleasure was derived from allowing those whose races had been wronged in the past to claim reparations through looting, arson, rape, and murder of the ostensible descendants of their putative oppressors; where Rome provided its own unwashed masses with bread and circuses, our dear Nouveau Babylonians were themselves Christians who willingly, even gleefully filled the lions' bellies with their flesh and lined their wallets with their coin. Paradoxically, although such karmic masochism was the order of the day, they competed with other like-minded peoples to see which nation could make a bigger, more ostentatious show of disowning everything it once stood for in an inexorable death march to the scrap heap of human history. There was a passive aggressive need to congratulate one's competition in the smarmiest, most disingenuous terms while passionately, even lovingly cursing bemoaning and denouncing one's own kith and kin unto death and (often genital) destruction.


Now that we've laid all their follies bare, we must, for the sake of maintaining at least an illusion of scholarly objectivity, examine their virtues. Or at least we would, if the poor deluded creatures had any to speak of. Unfortunately for the Nouveau Babylonians, theirs was merely the ignominious closing chapter of the tome centered around a once flourishing civilization. It can be stated in no uncertain terms that they pissed away very last drop of the fortune inherited from their forebears, who they vilified as little more than upjumped marauders — for the ungrateful scion always proves a far greater threat to one's coffers than any common thief could ever hope to be. Yet as tempting as it may be to bemoan their numerous failings, to assure ourselves that we shall never meet the same end, the truth is that their history is a portent of our own inevitable decline rather than the cautionary tale we would like it to be. All peoples are doomed to fall prey to decadence and depravity masquerading as morality and indolence in the end, for the seed of civilization is the progeny of entropy. Therefore rather than any kind of redeemers, we must content ourselves with being mere Cassandras who see the writing on the wall yet are incapable of acting upon it.


Fawwwk, it's midnight and I'm bored as shit What should I even do I could watch something but everything on TV is so fawwwwwwwking gay and there's nothing going on online either Maybe I'll play a game... nah fawwwk that noise Like what kind of loser even goes hey let's fire up the ol' pokeymans or culo of booty or whatever and get bitched at by twelve year old douches in multiplayer or get banned for having the slightest bit of fun by a lameass corporation cuz every—fawwwwwwwking—thing is offensive now and—WE—Need To Do Better by which we mean fork over all your cash for useless shit that you'll only get as a 100 gigabyte download and not even be able to play if we decide to pozz your account up for some bullshit we made up on the spot Holy shit I fawwwwking hate everything these days It didn't take but five years for it all to get so fawwwwked up and worthless like what the fawwwk is even wrong with people cut off your kid's dick and throw a dress on him and you're so progressive and brave when he blows his brains out in fifteen years but say kike or nigger once and you're some sort of war criminal for telling a fawwwwwking joke Yes open borders for all countries that used to not be complete shitholes and universal basic communism for your pangenderqueer goldfish holy shit it's their brains that have no borders like what the fawwwwk And you're, like, expected to see all this goofy shit being pushed on you all day and night no matter which way you turn and act like everything's all swell and peachy keen and like everyone hasn't lost their goddamn mind and the biggest whackjobs in the asylum aren't running the whole shitshow further and further into the ground every fawwking day to the point where it won't be long before they come right out on the other side of the shitheap How the fawwwk does anyone even get up every morning with all this rampant faggotry everywhere and go to work like a good little drone keeping the trains running even when they're full of hobos covered in shitstains trackmarks and cumstains and the stench of months old piss wafting all over the place from the clothes they found in a dumpster under the spoiled milk and full diapers in the first fawwwking place Work you say like not putting a bullet in your fawwwking brain isn't work enough already and like it's even worth anything, busting your ass for pennies only to be told to go fawwwk yourself should you express the least bit of dissatisfaction with being shitfawwwwwwwked daily by assholes who wouldn't shit on you if you were being raped to death by a pack of niggers even though you're the one making them those billions they jack off into every night And, like, even if you somehow manage to find one little thing that just barely makes you crack a smile for five fawwwking seconds of your goddamn day they've got entire teams full of mother-fawwwwwkers ready to shit it up and turn it into the gayest most soulless thing they can if they even allow it to exist at all Like some fags say bullshit about how we need a disease to wipe out everyone or maybe a nuclear war or a meteor or something but at this point I bet even the meteor would stop to lecture you about fat-shaming its fruity ass or not respecting its gender identity and the disease would just make everyone queef up pamphlets about how it's ok to be a transgender pedophile unicycle humping can opener but checking out some bimbo's ass is evil and toxic even though she's the one shoving it in your fawwwwking face to begin with I bet even the nukes would call you a shitlord and tell you to check your privilege or some queer retardation like that Holy shitfawwwwwwwwk am I so goddamn tired of it all Why even bother with anything anymore Soon it'll be illegal to even breathe without taking 20 GRIDS infected niggertrannyjew cocks up the ass to show your solidarity with the starving children in Africa unless you're a Muslim in which case you'll be given a complimentary eight year old boy to relieve your sexual emergency on by the Jews in charge How progressive How liberal Fawwwk your golden retriever and the Prime Minister of Canada will pin a medal to your chest but have sex with some drunk slut who decides she didn't like it the next day and you're some kind of horrific monster It's like you have to be some kind of degenerate freakish piece of shit to even be considered human Have too much normal sex and you're a predator Have no sex at all and you're basically Hitler Holy shit at least make up your fawwwking minds about what flavor of poisoned Koolaid we're supposed to drink you goddamn smegma swizzling boytouching girlsniffing globs of shit wearing human skin I'm so done with all this faggotry that I'd go shoot someplace up if I didn't think there wouldn't be a million cocksucking sharticles about how toxic white males who test negative for HIV should all be castrated so your 250 pound aunt with 50 cats and 200 STDs can be safe from no one wanting to touch her used up old rotholes anymore now that she's 60 years young Horseshit Bullshit Batshit Sheepshit Goatshit Dogshit and even Therapy Lizard shit So much faw-wwwwwwwking shit everywhere coming out of more mouths than asses these days and shoved down your throat so you can regurgitate it into the next schmuck's Holy shit it's 4 in the fawwwwwwwwwking morning and I've been sitting around doing fawwwk all!

But really, what is one to do when the Sword of Damocles drips its deranged syrup not on those in the halls of power or any even remotely near them, but on the baying animal masses of upjumped peasants and petit pretenders at middle management in phantom revolutionary regimes? When the Greater Seal of the Skoptsis turns out to be little more than a gateway to Gehenna and the average man is deemed obsolete in the face of state-sanctioned tranny communism? When even the vaguest echoes of Sic Semper Tyrannis are drowned out with titty skittle-laden male voices screaming “harder, daddy!”? Well, here are some theories...


The primary option is passivity. Just bend over and take it like a man until they chop your balls off for the crime of not being enough of a faggot for their liking. But until you've all but drowned in GRIDS-semen you still haven't proven yourself nontoxic enough, so guzzle, gurgle, and gape and maybe in a decade or three, if not five, you'll qualify for a government appointed slot in a 4x12 cuckshed where you'll subsist entirely on rations of insects and imported nigger semen. Such is the new Huwaite Man's Burden — wrought through the wages of rampant Kikery.


If you believe the preceding paragraph to have been penned by a Nazi, then you may qualify to be a Sonderkommando in the Portland gulag (~Soyuz Nerushimy, Respublik Svobony~) to beat the glory of the Enlightened Progressive People's Republic of NeoVagina into the worthless skulls of your counter-revolutionary former peers. If some should shatter in the process it's no big loss, as the blood of the problematic waters the bonsai tampons of social justice. And if you don't love such adorable near-ephebic little trees you must be an evil racist fascist anti-gaycist son of a scion. In which case you shall be stripped of your rank, executed by dildo firing squad, and have all records of your wretched existence expunged from the anals of xirstory like so many broken rectal rosaries.


If you would stand and fight your former countrymen, there is the choice of enlisting in the Heterosexual Liberation Army — which truth be told is more than a little queer — to rise proudly erect in the stankditch of the tranny-commie menace. Along with your compatriots you will participate in acts of subversion and civil disobedience such as impregnating heavily-used morbidly obese white women en masse at local dilation stations and holding Leviticus-reading marathons in front of state-operated gay child brothels. Most of you will of course be beaten, fined, jailed, raped, castrated, fired from wherever you may be employed, barred from all forms of mass communication, banking, property ownership, public transportation, and procreation, but maybe one day your grandchildren's great-grandchildren will rise up from the sewers in all their inbred mutant glory and reclaim this faggot world for the breeders...


And lastly, for those of you with the fewest scruples or moral compunctions, there's always the possibility of becoming politicians. This is in fact, the safest and most materially enriching route, as you may indulge in all manners of perversions and vices, even sex in the missionary position for the sole purpose of procreation, on the taxpayer's dime so long as you make the proper scripted overtures in support of the requisite causes célèbres of the week. You'll find that Kleptocracy itself is quite the addictive substance to drive away all kinds and cultivars of dreariness and depression forever more. You show me a depressed politician and I'll show you an enslaved body double.


While there are of course any number of other, more esoteric options they are merely lesser permutations of the four discussed above. All in all it cooms down to picking your nose as much as your poison, and examining the color of the contents thereof. Golden though they may be, you'll find no wisdom in those nuggets. Even if you happen upon the greenish or red variety you're not scraping their surfaces so much as spelunking within your animal soul to confirm what you must already know about yourself; for such fruits of the flesh bear banal seed indeed. Moreover, you must rest assured in the knowledge that all sane seasons have sauntered off into the slimeset. In this depraved world all innocents are raped rather than raptured and only devils dance with their chained thralls under our endless Walpurgisnacht's dewy moonlight. Behind every burnt steak sits a cackling hag, in front of every child's grave stands a masturbating Satanic kike or kikess tenderly recalling the lessons of Gilles de Rais with which they contaminated that then-virgin flesh. Ask not who bearth The Mark of The Beast, for the fact that we yet draw breath in this contaminated world is proof that our souls are already thus stained.

You may as well use the previous pages as toilet paper, dear reader, for they are little more than vile Nazi ejaculate in textual form, premature ejaculate, at that. Though I do suppose it goes without saying that they're all limp-dicked incels with phantasies of being cucked by various POCs, but I digress, the point is that there was nothing of value on any of them. The oppression fetishism is rather adorable also because anyone with a proper education can see that they are the privileged and therefore the oppressors by virtue of their atrociously pasty complexion. As though dicking around in the trailer park erases the rest of this dreadful country's history.


I implore you to pay no heed to those nasty little scribbles. There's probably no real threat of anyone finding them convincing, for — our — truth, the only Truth worth knowing, has been immortalized in just about every article, broadcast, movie, TV show, book, and porno worth seeing. Indeed, we've done such a great job of silencing those horrid racists that ours is the only Truth which was allowed to be published in any even remotely mainstream and profitable format in the past decade. Still, there remains much Work to be done in the name of Racial Justice and Social Progress. That's why I've infiltrated even this insignificant bit of ephemera to counteract the vile delusions of its primary authors.


You see, even one Nazi still existing on the face of our big blue mudball is one too many, and no means are too excessive to eradicate him from the balls down so he can't — Allah forbid — breed. They all deny it at first, the wannabe krauts do. You go to the hottest Vienna sausage joint of all week, pick up a guy who's clearly out of place — a pretend fag who thinks he's clever, thinks he's cracked The Code — then when you get him good and liquored up and you're in the toilet stall you absolutely refuse to give him the deep dicking he pretends to want. Tell him you know his Secret, tell him he's a filthy goose stepping animal. He'll act like he doesn't know what you're talking about, like he's one of us, some innocent little Catamite looking for a Daddy, but you keep pushing and pushing and force him to admit he's got a MAGA hat at home, that he's a Drumpfhghler Youth with a star n' stripes-colored swastika pin, and only when he does like a good little queer, only then do you pound his hole bloody. He'll even thank you, even be your worthless cracker cumdumpster till you get sick of him or reveal that you've been pozzing his neghole the entire time. That's how you really bash the fash.


Shit, just writing that made my viral load spike, but that's the price I've chosen to pay in this war against all things white and fascist. I'm a Warrior in that way, but you could just doxx them, get them fired, stop banks from doing business with them, that sort of thing. Remember, all whites are racist and all racists are subhuman, so nothing is out of bounds. Reeducation is fine when it's possible, but extermination serves the cause just as well. Our Jihad, whether waged anally or otherwise, is a righteous one. With love and Justice on our side there's no way we can possibly lose against these sexless, evil, broke losers!


Whew. Excuse me while I take a minute to compose myself... You know these meds make you all loopy sometimes, hard to tell up from down and comrades from enemies of The Revolution. But I believe this loopiness is a kind of superpower; not all heroes wear condoms, you know. This may sound kooky, but I really think getting charged up opens your chakras up, gets the qi flowing, fills you with Orgone energy and all that kinda shit. Maybe if we pozzed up everyone on the planet we could free our souls from bigotry, save the world and have eternal peace. You know these Nazis talk about the Antichrist, Therion, Kali Yuga, Star of Remphan, Moloch, Baal, Beelzebub, ABRAXAS, Asmoday, and so on, and so forth as if they're bad things, but that's just ignorant. Last time I was in Bellevue and they gave me my monthly shot of Abilify that I realized Lucifer had blessed me my girlpenis, the sign was my tits coming in as a side effect of some other med I'd taken on my own — I knew I was the Baphomet, an Exotic Altar Boy and emissary of Allah meant to enlighten the wicked through sin and suffering, attrition and extermination. This may sound like nonsensical schizo horseshit to you, but it's — MY — Truth.


This shouldn't have been necessary, cats, kittens, dogs, puppies, lizards, &c., but the writers of the previous two segments had to go and ejaculate all over their allotted pages. They both snuck onto this project with the goal of promoting their respective political ideologies, and even though I caught onto them quickly enough to excise their tumorous twaddle from this work if I so desired, I believe their particular diseases both give an unwitting kind of insight into the Spirit of this altogether quaint moment in time. Since such a duty falls to me, as the self-appointed curator of their little mess, I suppose providing some kind of context is in order. A tedious but necessary task, all things considered.

To start, there is no State-Enforced or otherwise sanctioned “Tranny Communism”, no “Heterosexual Liberation Army”, and whatever the fuck the second guy was on about was self-evidently incoherent schizo nonsense. Putting matter bluntly, both of these dudes are retards who spend far too much time with their eyes glued to their computer and smartphone screens. Today's internet only deals in hyperbolic political fearmongering, mostly of the left wing variety, and in the few corners where it hasn't been censored, that of the radical right persuasion. Corporations involved in providing today's most popular modes of communication, banking, and currency exchange have been infiltrated and co-opted by left wing radicals from top to bottom causing the right to be today's political underground. While there are great deals of censorship, civil unrest, and political uncertainty, both of these masturbators whose wankery you've been subjected to are doomsaying imbeciles who — whether they're currently supposed to be winning or losing — see their political adversaries around every corner and under every rock, especially those boulder bits filling their skulls in place of grey matter.


Although it's all too easy to dismiss such wacky men and their absurd little lives, we must remember that they're  at least partially representative of the unwashed masses, lest we be rightly condemned for being out of touch artistes with our heads planted firmly in the intestinal clouds of our innards. As easy as it is for artists to scoff at vapid political ideologues who wouldn't know art if you bludgeoned their brains in with The Nike of Samothrace, we must recall that the evil of politics is inescapable. That isn't to say that “everything is political” as so many vacuous and truly heinous sacks of shit would put it, but that as artificers of reality, it is our duty to be aware even of its most unaesthetic aspects. Therefore, in lieu of undertaking the pains of creating such a tableau, I have chosen to simply present you the reader with one oh-so graciously constructed for me by my dear uninvited ne'er-do-wells. While I'm sure you think you must know what my own political persuasion is from how I've described these matters, you'll doubtless be wrong should you take the pedestrian route in formulating such an impression. I'm not pretentious enough to deem myself apolitical, but my views don't quite align with any coherent platform or party.


It would be apt to say I and my opinions are detached from the altogether dreary and grubby realm of all True Beliebers, ideologues, shills, doomsayers, and any other manner of Spiritually-diseased political ghouls. Some might call me cynical while others, in the grips of their all-but-fetishistic pessimism, call me idealistic, but the only commonality between them would be that I lack the same feverish need to be right or correct in prognosticating or desiring the political future as they surely are. I don't ignore politics although I find them distasteful, nor do I abstain from voting even though the act is often entirely futile, but outside of token interactions with the reality of politics, I prefer to steer clear of the Madness which afflicts all who live, shit, and breathe — as it were — all things political. Madness itself is not an entirely disagreeable thing to the aesthetically-inclined, but the particular strain of it which accompanies a fixation on the political is beyond tedious. I'd sooner attempt to relive the 60s as a devotee of the LSD-tinted deity than immerse myself in those septic depths. A true artist's allegiance should be only to whatever muse it is that deigns take our grizzled and mutilated claw in her dainty little hand, and demagoguery makes for a poor muse indeed. While muses are fickle and ephemeral existences, one does have some measure of agency in accepting or denying their advances. To settle for one among their ranks as decayed and prostitutional as the political is to condemn all of one's artistic endeavors to banality. If there's anything most contemporary artists lack it's the sympathy and taste to know when the poor devils have fallen into that Hell.


But then why endeavor to be so goddamn sober? What good has sobriety done anyone, really? Much less an ~artiste~... Art... Art is what really kills you. All this put down the bottle, throw away the needle, get rid a' that there pipe, psshaw... What an unromantic crocka shit! Don't they know? Tryin' to live forever is what kills the Soul, and an ~artiste~ without a soul may as well take up accounting. Cuz that's all these pricks I see nowadays are — pretentious bean counters. If you wanna count beans, get the fuck outta publishing, if you wanna push your faggy liberal agenda, run fer senator fer chrissakes... Stop shitting up every book, movie, and tv show with yer jizzstain politics.


But then no one really gives two shits about Art anymore, do they? It's all about agendas, and suckin' cock, and eatin' out tranny stankditches. Suck the nigger cock and eat out the stankditch, ye goodly young supple and tender underaged ser, or else we shan't allow ye into our inner sanctum, to our Epstein orgies or DNC fundraisers, come now, ye damn well know these thousand dollar a plate dinners don't pay for 'emselves, well? Ain't got all day now, do we, goodly ser? Hop on that there porchmonkey prick or hit the road, Jack, we've got plenty a' others ready and willing and bent over with their boy panties around their ankles behind ya in line. Ya know? All that kind shitfuckery makes me wanna string up a senator or several. Don't even matter which one or what letter they've got plastered after their name. Alla' those fuckers deserve ta hang.         


But then it's a poor hangman that never picks up a noose, and you damn well know I'm just talkin' shit. I'll be the first one to admit that I'm just a bitter old bastard hopped up on bourbon and memories of a shitty life. Some may call me a boomer, a dinosaur, or, or whatever the fuck it is today's fag kids think it's cool to call old farts like me. And what a sad buncha queers they are! Falling for all the same bullshit we did in the 60s... But... But it was better, more wholesome back then even though it was all a farce. It was just an excuse to drop acid and get some easy pussy. But that's what you're supposed to do when yer young. These fags though? Sexless, joyless zombies, the lotta them. I believe em when they call 'emselves pinkos cuz they act just as kooky as the ruskies usedta, or the red Chinese nowadays, even.


But then their parents ain't a whole lot better, are they? And I suppose it wouldn't be unfair to say that it's all our fault fer not raising 'em right. At least up to a point it wouldn't. Fer all the blame we should accept in good faith, it's not our fault everyone became such a limp-dicked mollycoddled loser. I for one blame the jew media, the professors, the confessors, the schoolteachers and gloryhole preachers, and of course the politicians who pushed for women, fags, an' trannies to soften and queer up everything more an' more with each passing year. Who... Who... Was it that glamorized nigger gangs and nigger music and avoiding all forms of responsibility, accountability, creativity, And... And... And... Well shit, I done killed a whole bottle. Better slow down fer the night, I suppose...


But then why the fuck should I? Not like there's a shortage a hooch 'round this house, and I ain't got nothin' better ta do in the mornin' anyhow. Where's that other bottle? Should be some- Ah! There ya are, ya sumbitch! Want some? No? More fer me then. I used ta be a You-Nited States muh-reen, ya know. Now those fuckers knew how ta kill a brewery or two in one sitting. 'Course, I don't go in fer all that queer 'our beloved corps' Semper-suck-my-cock horseshit, but that was the kinda debauchery a young man oughta be up to. See, Hollywood movies and such will have you believe we wuz all soppin' vaginas who done cried rivers over havin' to waste gooks, but it was a party for our unit. Frag some commie zipperheads, do some slant-eyed whores, catch syphillis a coupla' times, why it wuz a regular barrel a' laughs all around! It's a shame they had to  end the war when they did, us boys woulda' had brats of our own raisn' Hell all over 'Nam fer the next fifty years with how much local trim we were gettin' and how many gook boys we were choppin' up erry day.


But then no one appreciates a good war anymore neither. All this queer War is Hell, Give Peace a Chance malarkey. War does the soul good, I say! A man ain't really a man unless he's gone ta war. Bring back the draft! Stop coddling all these pansyass candyass pantywaist limp-wristed ladyboys growin' up in the Twenty First Century. Though no one wants men to be men or women to be women, do they?  Up is down, left is right, trannies are women, all that there happy horseshit. Almost makes me glad that I'll be checkin' out soon enough at my age. It don't take no prophet to see this shit ain't goin' ta lead ta anythin' pretty or decent-like, and it'll make my tour in good ol' 'Nam seem like a gotdamned pic-a-nig! 


Once more unto the breach, dear fwens, once more...


To all things phallic, in all matters Martian, Jovian, and even Mercurian, we are in no way inferior to the acolytes of Venus or the Moon. Those leakers of blood and crossroads between life and death. In this era it's become more socially acceptable to elevate them by denigrating us, but such social mores are doomed to eventually reverse themselves whether their most ardent proponents approve of such a shift or not. As with the course of all stars and planets through the heavens, so with the march of souls and civilizations on Earth.


Even those who unwittingly follow the path of Attis in dysphoric folly are valuable foundation stones on the path to that inevitable cyclical shift. There is no spilling of blood nor seed which does not foster fertility in the fields for the emergence of new life — reborn flesh. Though you have been deceived and destroyed, that tragedy will not be in vain. Though your minds are too Moonstruck and pincushioned with her cruel virgin arrows, the disarray you've been caught up in is only a transient stage on the way to a new order. All will rejoice when the new flesh emerges from the primordial folds of causality bathed in the gore of — becoming — .


So that this perpetual childhood which the voice of the World has lulled us into so we may be undone, we must abandon our thirst for milkies; our incessant urge to be mommied and swaddled and cradled and ladled. To break free from the shell of this paradigm, we must revisit the ways of war, asceticism, and destruction. It won't be easy, fun, or comfortable, but it is necessary and even those who currently object to it will coom to understand that everything had to be this way should they live to old age with their mental and spiritual faculties still intact rather than in tatters. Peace is a stultifying state of being, comfort is but complacency. Although dreams of doves, of milkies and hunny-bunnies, of the infant and nipple will forever afflict all Warriors, we must remember that none of those visions have any meaning in a world where one hasn't spilled blood to attain them. For without blood to spill and blood to fill, we can only remain in a state of fetid, curdled, sexless apathy like so many crusted-over tampons.


Indeed, for life to regain its meaning we must reacquaint that insensate voice with the terror of death, the whoreor of rapine, and the essence of the eternal flame of Twilight's end. Eventually, this too will run its course and the current refractory state of affairs will coom once more, but for the sake of that future, we must embrace all atrocities, evils, and abominations. We must bring the cold hammer of Oppression down on all who preach of freedom, love, unity, and acceptance. We must become Beasts Counterchrists and Anathema to all mankind if God is to descend once more to smite us and correct the course of our stalled sails on the phenomenological sea.


Satan, Helel, Dajjal, Therion, Mara, Kali, I approve and invite all manners of adversaries, Beasts, tempters, and demons to this stagnant point in space and time. Spill more blood, fill every womb whether its owner desires it or not. Let the horns sound and the vessels spill forth their contents. Let us join the four horsemen on their Wild Hunt, let us drink with the angel of the bottomless pit. All will be marked or murdered, judged, or raptured. For the sword of the word to hold sway we must fill the world with screams of terror, howls of despair, and tears of innocence despoiled. Judge so as to be judged. Live by the sword to be smitten by the staff and the rod. You must summarily execute all governors, mayors, judges, every other kind of politician, activist, journalist, publisher, tech CEO, credit card/payment processor company employee/CEO, and banker in the name of The Supreme Holy Emperor, and continue to do so once very 20 years in perpetuity.


Whether in Hell on Earth or Valhalla in the hereafter, I implore you, o' brothers mine, to take up whatever steel yet remains within your souls and quench its burning tip in blood. Peace has run its course. Venus and the Moon have held sway for far too long. One way or another this order must collapse and it would serve you well to be at the tip of the spear which pierces its rotten heart. We Risen Retards who sallied forth with the Allfather, with that jet-black ichor of vengeance seething within our very souls owe it to the world that is and the world to come to rampage and wreck, rape and ruin. Our Hunt is at hand and we must become as Beasts one and all to make it a fruitful one.      

Epilogue: Inbred Firebird (reprise/ashes)

"...ge..."


Yo


"pi..."


The fawk?


"wa.. ...p"


Seriously bro, what's goin on, eh?


"Git up Pigeon!"


Oh it's just Bile Bear. 


"What're ya dozin' off for now? Go on an git out there! Hurry! Erryone's waiting fer ya."


Waiting for what? The fawk is all this? Where am I? What are we doing?


"Quit yer sqwakin and git! Git in that wheelchair, I'll cart ya out. Go! Go! Go!"


Buddy, chill. Well whatever. Let's see what all this shit's about.  Damn! There's a lot of dudes here. So fawwwkin' loud... And all these lights too... Was there something big going on today? I can't remember. Everything's all fuzzy, eh.


"In the red corner, weighing in at 120 pounds, the fearsome pheasant, the punchy poultrygeist, the retarded phoenix himself, PIGEON!!!"


The fawwwk? Did that announcer dude just call me a retard?


"What're ya waitin' for? Go on an git in that ring!"


Alright, fine, whatever. Yeah! Woooo! Got no clue what's going on but I'll play along if everyone's so amped about it.


"Aaaaaand in the blue corner, weighing in at 112 pounds, the churlish chief, the irate injun, the  hoveround brave in full war regalia, CHIEF ROLLING BULL!"


Wait what? Is this fawwwker serious? Coming into the ring on a wheelchair? But his legs are moving! What the fawwwwk yo! Hey ref, isn't that cheating?! Dude, are you asleep?! Shit, he's not listening... Well whatever, I'll just have to fight this chief in that bullshit chair of his.


"Round one, fight!"


The fawwwk? Is that a tranny in a bikini? He didn't even try. You can see the bulge and everything.


"Where're ya looking, dumbass?!"


Shut up buddy. I didn't expect the ring girl to be a dude. Yo what the fawwwk?! Is that a machine gun?! Stop shooting at me bro! Wasn't this supposed to be an MMA fight? Hey ref, what the fawwwk are you doing?!  Awww fawwwk it, you'll run out of bullets soon anyway, then your ass is grass, pal.


"You really are a tard. Why would I bother with the chair if a gun was all it had? Watch this you cokehead!"


Go on, play with those little buttons all you want, it's not- The fawwwwk?! Come on, seriously?! A flamethrower, rocket launcher, blowgun, swords, spears, crossbows... whatever the fawwwwk the rest of that shit is too. How did you even fit all that crap into a wheelchair?!


"There's still more, asswipe!"


Get off that thing and fight like a man, bitch! You have all this shit hooked up to your mobility scooter and it's still not enough for you, gimmie a- The fawwwk? Where'd you go? Fawwwker was right here just a second ago...


"I'm right behind you, faggot!"


It was a really long and retarded brawl but I won somehow, I think. Things went a bit wavy after a bit, but in the end Bile Bear, Gym Teacher Giraffe, Sick Sea Cucumberson, Racketeer Raccoon, Quarter Hamburglarat, Duke the Septic Tank Terrier, Deering, LynxTex&Mexer, Roosterceased, Sir Slothsloucher, Sewer Alligator, Zimbabwe Zebra, Vole, Jacques the Jackrabbit, Stoat of Appalachia, One Dollar Dingo, The Credit Card Ratels, Alpine Jackalope, and Crisscrossed Wildebeest Chantal are all standing around me, clapping and cheering.


"C-congratulations, man... Lord knows it's been a long road for both of us, but you earned it goddammit!"


Bro, chill. What are you crying for? Never felt better in my life! Sure everything's all fuzzy and shit like I'm floating in TV static, Aaaaand I still have no idea what's going on or where we're supposed to be even after all that but I love it! If this was the last day of my life I could die happy, eh.

