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T
he power elites,” writes Chris Hedges, 
“attempt to discredit those who resist”. 
They’ll invent your confession for you, 
then condemn you for coming clean. Just 
look at how they talk about Tucker Carl-

son.  The increasingly lucid Fox News host is being 
profiled as a gateway drug to white nationalism. 
All fans are now suspect. His clickbait accus-
ers note that Carlson’s talking points – from pro-
moting strong border controls to pointing out the 
downsides of diversity – echo those of prominent 
race hustlers. These self-deputised thought po-
lice, who apparently drench themselves in white 
nationalist media, report that various robed wiz-
ards are applauding Carlson’s black magic.

 According to the prevailing mystical reason-
ing, if a public figure says anything resembling 
a villain’s idea, they’re priming the masses for 
a more villainous ideology. But what if Tucker 
Carlson is actually a gateway drug to the far left? 
What if he’s priming right-wing trolls to march 
arm-in-arm with left-wing proles?

Carlson’s latest book, Ship of Fools: How a 
Selfish Ruling Class is Bringing America to the 
Brink of Revolution, reveals more than just a 
healthy respect for his lefty opponents. As on his 
nightly show, Carlson readily adopts a progres-
sive moral framework, if only to dominate the de-
bate. Mass immigration hurts the poor. Foreign 
wars hurt the poor. Al Gore’s carbon footprint 
hurts the poor.

Reading his book side-by-side with Chris 
Hedges’ most recent effort, America: The Fare-
well Tour, I found an uncanny convergence of the 
radical left and dissident right. Hedges is hardly 
MAGA material. He’s a former war correspondent 
who’s dodged bullets and stared into the abyss. 
These days he writes for Truthdig and hosts 
RT’s On Contact. He’s a committed democratic 
socialist who rakes muck and quotes Marx. The 
mercurial Carlson, on the other hand, is a new 
school paleocon who thrashes libs for a living.

Yet both men use the same sinister term to 
identify the real problem: elites. Permutations of 
that word appear repeatedly in both books. The 
ruling elite. The power elite. The corporate elite. 
The global elite. You begin to imagine a diabolical 
elite. An evil elite. Perhaps a satanic elite.

 Pull random quotes from Carlson and Hedges 
and sample them in a blind taste test. You’ll strug-
gle to tell who’s who.

“At exactly the moment when America needed 
prudent, responsive leadership, the ruling 
class got dumber and more insular”. (Carlson)
“The idiots take over in the final days of crum   -
bling civilizations”. (Hedges)

For Carlson and Hedges, the crisis is obvious and 
the consequences verge on the apocalyptic. Both 
write as if they’re listening to the same deathfolk 
ditty:

“They’re gorging on the ship’s stores with 
such abandon it’s obvious there won’t be 
enough food left for you. You can’t tell them 
this because they’ve banned acknowledgment 

Gateway drugs  
to the fringe

There’s an “uncanny convergence of the radical left and dissident right”  
in the latest books from Tucker Carlson and Chris Hedges
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of physical reality. … Facts 
threaten their fantasies. And so 
they continue as if what they’re 
doing is working”. (Carlson)
“Idiot generals wage endless, 
unwinnable wars that bankrupt 
the nation. … Idiot journalists 
and public intellectuals pretend 
despotism is democracy. … Idiot 
professors, ‘experts,’ and ‘spe-
cialists’ busy themselves with 
unintelligible jargon and arcane 
theory that buttresses the poli-
cies of the rulers. Idiot entertain-
ers and producers create lurid 
spectacles of sex, gore, and fan-
tasy”. (Hedges)
  

Both authors agree that working 
Americans are being crushed un-
der the shiny boots of corporate 
rulers. Both demand answers for 
stagnant wages, an atrophied mid-
dle class, and the resultant social 
pathology. Both lament rampant 
drug addiction, withering social 
trust, and increasingly hateful 
rhetoric from all sides. Both are 
horrified by reckless foreign wars 
and environmental degradation.

 Neither offers a convincing 
solution.

Ultimately Tucker Carlson and 
Chris Hedges are struggling for 
the allegiance of working class 
Americans. Each hopes to win 
souls for his own side – or at least eyes for his 
own TV show. They advocate for political enfran-
chisement, living wages, and an end to pointless 
wars, and it’s hard to argue with them. They call 
for spiritual renewal. They agitate for resistance 
to the elite.

If these authors set out to infuriate the work-
ing class, they’ve hit the bull square in the ojos. 
You can’t get through either book without slam-
ming your fist on the table and cursing those dirty 

damn elites. 
There are a few unexpected 

turns, such as when Carlson push-
es for a more egalitarian economy, 
or when Hedges harshly con-
demns antifa violence. But when 
push comes to social collapse, 
one fellow is a fox and the other a 
hound, and they can’t both lead the 
discontents to freedom. 

Hedges is a revolutionary. His 
goal is to destroy capitalism and 
dismantle white supremacy. He 
wants to foment an international 
revolt, but one that leaves estab-
lished cultures and indigenous 
identities intact – for the most 
part, anyway. Because he’s a liber-
al Presbyterian minister, his aims 
amount to more than a political 
operation. It’s a religious quest to 
lift up the underdog. 

Carlson offers respectful nods 
across the aisle, but he’s clearly 
nudging his conservative reader-
ship toward stronger families and 
hard nationalism. He’s calling for 
open debate and self-protection. 
His opposition to foreign war 
is based on America’s national 
interests. His warnings about the 
emerging technocracy stem from 
anxiety about social disruption. 
Even his environmental concerns 
sound like a man who just wants to 
keep things the way they are. Ship 
of Fools is a clever condemnation 
of the elite who threaten the exist-

ence of his beloved country. 
More often than not, Carlson blames liberals 

for this desperate situation – but not for the rea-
sons you’d expect. Turning their own moral code 
against them, he calls them out for not being lib-
eral enough. He accuses them of rolling over for 
Wall Street and transhuman techno-monopolies 
like Facebook, Amazon, and Google. “Someone 
needs to fret about the excesses of capitalism,” 
he writes. “When liberals stopped doing that, the 

Ship of foolS 
Tucker Carlson

Free Press 
$16.99 (Amazon)

AmeriCA: The  
fArewell Tour 

Chris hedges
Simon & Schuster
$12.36 (Amazon)
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country lost a needed counter-
balance.”

Lobbing bombs from the far 
left, the hard-nosed Hedges 
agrees: “Self-identified liberals 
such as Bill and Hillary Clinton 
and Barack Obama mouthed the 
words of liberal democratic val-
ues while making war on these 
values in the service of corporate 
power.”

You have to respect the kind of 
leftist who’ll tell liberals they’re 
full of shit.

 “The kleptocrats”, Hedges 
writes, “have no interest in the 
flowery words of inclusivity, mul-
ticulturalism, and democracy 
that a bankrupt liberal class used 
with great effectiveness for three 
decades to swindle the public on 
behalf of corporations”.

 This rhetoric sounds suspi-
ciously familiar. If Hedges didn’t 
fall back on dialectical mate-
rialism, you’d swear he was a 
gateway drug to the alt-right. 
Especially when you follow his 
economic line of reasoning to the 
effects of mass immigration.

 Carlson devotes an entire 
chapter to the subject, entitled 
Importing a Serf Class. He cor-
rectly points out that, up until 
about two decades ago, immi-
gration restriction was a key 
platform for union leaders on the 
left. He reminds old school heads that agricultural 
labor icon Cesar Chavez fought to protect wages 
from illegal competition pouring in from Mexico. 
Chavez even led goon squads to secure the border. 
Apparently, it wasn’t enough.

 “In 1970”, Carlson writes, “less than 5 per-
cent of America’s population were immigrants. 
By 2018, that number has risen to nearly 14 per-
cent”. Why would the political elite allow that to 
happen? Tucker states the obvious: “Democrats 
know immigrants vote overwhelmingly for them. 

… Republican donors want 
lower wages”.

 Hedges barely touches the 
topic of immigration. When 
he does, it’s generally to 
defend the dignity of all work-
ing people regardless of their 
legal status. But his Marxist 
sensibilities and intellectual 
honesty force him to mention 
the economic effects of open 
borders:

“Manufacturing has been 
shipped overseas. … The 
working class is forced to com-
pete against labour pools of 
modern-day serfs. Industries 
such as construction, which 
once provided well-paying 
unionised jobs, are the domain 
of underpaid, non-unionised, 
often undocumented workers. 
Corporations import foreign 
engineers and software spe-
cialists who do professional 
work at one third of the nor-
mal salary. …

Surplus labour, desperate 
for work and too frightened 
to challenge the bosses, is 
the bulwark of corporate 
capitalism.

Tucker crushes this red pill 
with a hammer, chops it into 
lines with a sickle, and holds 
the mirror up to the elephant’s 
trunk. Then he blames liber-

als. “Capitalists push for what’s best for the mar-
ket,” he writes, waxing nostalgic for the tuned in 
lefties of yore. “But what happens when nobody in 
power takes the opposing view?”

 Free trade and open borders, apparently. The 
rich get richer while the poor get tacos.

At times Carlson sounds like a godless commie 
who reads white nationalist blogs to see if any-
one’s mentioning his name. Every time he drops 
a word like “late-stage” or “capitalism,” I wonder 
if greybeard lefties are picking up on his dogwhis-

Photo: YouTube Screen Grab
Photo: W

ikipedia

ON THE RIGHT: Tucker Carlson

ON THE LEFT: Chris Hedges
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tles and salivating unconsciously.
 If so, maybe Tucker Carlson is actually a gate-

way drug to more Fox News. One night, you’re 
watching Tucker rip into some airhead on prime-
time TV. Before you know it, you’re staring at Fox 
and Friends every morning, catching Hannity 
every night, and badgering dinner guests about 
increasing tax rates and other people’s abortions.

 Or maybe it’s the other way around. What if 
Chris Hedges is a gateway drug to Tucker Carl-
son, and from there, to Fox News and Klan ral-
lies? Have the thought police thought of that yet?

 Hedges goes so far left, he falls off the nor-
mie map. He demands “a huge reordering of 
our world”, and delineates explicit, if unrealistic 
solutions to the current crisis. Full employment. 
Universal health care. Forgiven student loans. 
Benefits for all. A defanged military. Full citizen-
ship for aliens. Renewable energy. Government-
funded media.

 In a shocking burst of empathy, he advocates 
for radical inclusion in this nonviolent revolution: 
“The white racists and neo-Nazis may be unsa-
voury, but they too are victims. They too lost 
jobs and often live in poverty in deindustrialised 
wastelands. … They too often suffer from police 
abuse and mass incarceration. They too are often 
in despair and suffer from hopelessness”.

No wonder antifa doxxed Hedges and sent him 
death threats. He’s willing to treat racists like 
human beings. Anyone who’d entertain such a 
thought is himself barely human. Can someone 
slap a swastika on this guy and punch him in the 
face? 

Unlike Hedges, Carlson provides his readers 
with even fewer solutions than he does citations 
for facts and figures. In fact, Carlson’s epilogue 

isn’t aimed at his audience, but rather at the elite 
he’s just eviscerated. In a couple of pages, almost 
as afterthought, he instructs the ruling class to 
respect the people they rule over, or else buckle 
up for the coming revolution.

Five years ago, the wild-eyed Ralph Nader ar-
gued that a political convergence of the left and 
right fringes would be “unstoppable”. It would 
yield fewer wars, better schools, and cleaner air 
and water. In that generous spirit, Carlson and 
Hedges urge readers to embrace their counter-
parts on the other side of the aisle to take down 
the predatory mainstream.

“If we are to succeed”, writes Hedges, “we will 
have to make alliances with people and groups 
whose professed political stances are different 
from our own and, at times, unpalatable to us. We 
will have to shed our ideological purity”.

 Both authors make it clear that the far left and 
far right, like matter and anti-matter, bear a strik-
ing resemblance to one another. But like matter 
and anti-matter, in-groups and outgroups tend to 
destroy each other. I want to believe “the people” 
will come together for the common good, but only 
a miracle can subvert the laws of nature.

 Delusional as our elites may be, I suspect they 
don’t believe in miracles. And so the ship sails 
onward with farewell handkerchiefs flapping in 
the breeze. The deck is crowded and folks are 
getting hostile. Has anyone counted the life-
boats?                   CT

Joe Allen writes about race, robots, and religion. 
His work has appeared in The Federalist, Taki’s 
Magazine, Disinformation, and Salvo Magazine.
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Genesis on acid: The 
cartoons of Creationism

Not to be, unfortunately. This 
year’s stock of amazing coinci-
dences and good fortune has been 
used up. But no matter. 

It’s enough that our exertions 
are finally rewarded when below 
us in a cleft of hills, facing the 
sea, we spy the long solid struc-
ture of Barnhill. White-painted 
walls gleaming in the sunlight 
and roof of grey slate. Having 
met, however briefly, the couple 
renting it, I tell myself that tak-
ing a snoop around and snapping 
some photos isn’t too much of an 
intrusion. 

In my mind’s eye I picture 
Orwell living on the property, his 
tall, almost emaciated stick-like 
figure bent over in the vegetable 
patch (it was just after the war 

rode dinosaurs in Eden. After 
all, geologists have been poking 
around in the earth for centu-
ries. The resulting fossil record 
is undeniable. Therefore the 
fundamentalist’s logical answer, 
following a literal reading of 
Genesis, is “yes”.

Of course dinosaurs walked 
the Earth! Some were even 
sacrificed by the Lord’s faithful 
servants. Obviously they were 
killed off in the Great Flood. If 
you don’t believe it, you can drive 
to Kentucky and see the evidence 
yourself. And if you get off on 
denouncing all Christians as gul-
lible, head down to the Ark’s hull. 
You’ll find a pile of cheap ammo 
ten cubits high. 

Ken Ham’s stated purpose is 
to harmonise the facts of science 
with the Bible’s authority. What 
he does is transmute a sacred 

when food was scarce) and pre-
paring meals in the farmhouse 
kitchen. 

I even know which bedroom he 
worked in – upstairs left as you 
face the house. Propped up on 
pillows, portable typewriter on 
his knees, here he battled against 
time and ill-health to complete 
his masterpiece, a roll-up of 
strong dark tobacco between his 
lips, which can’t have helped the 
TB much.   

Our visit was soon over – less 
than an hour, with the light 
failing – but for me it was enough: 
Mission accomplished. I’d made 
the pilgrimage, walked the same 
track my literary hero had trod, 
peeked inside the house where 
one of the most famous and 

o
nCE again, Creationist 
Ken Ham is hogging 
the spotlight. A recent 
PBS documentary We 

Believe in Dinosaurs was crafted 
to make Young Earth Creation-
ists look silly. The producers 
didn’t have to put forth much 
effort. Their unflattering portrait 
basically sketched itself: Bible-
thumping barkers defend the 
reality of plastic half-angel  
giants who live side-by-side with 
a latex T. Rex. 

Regardless of your belief 
system, the film’s subject is fas-

cinating. In the tradition of Jack 
Chick’s brilliant pocket-sized 
comics, self-promoting evange-
list Ken Ham has built a massive 
replica of Noah’s Ark in rural 
Kentucky. His masterpiece, 
completed in 2016, doubles as a 
biting parody of religious faith. 
“It’s bigger than imagination”, as 
his slogan goes. By the end of the 
documentary, I had to wonder 
if the attention-hungry Ham is 
actually trying to inoculate the 
public against the Bible.

Skeptics have long asked, 
sarcastically, if Adam and Eve 

influential books of the 20th-
century had first seen the light 
of day.

Author’s postscript:  Nine-
teen Eighty-Four was completed 
at Barnhill in December 1948 
and published in June 1949.  Or-
well died in hospital on 21 Janu-
ary of the following year. On 
his deathbed he married Sonia 
Brownell, an editorial assistant 
on Horizon magazine, who be-
came the second Mrs Blair and 
inherited his estate.   CT

Trevor Hoyle is a writer and 
novelist based in Lancashire, 
England. His most recent novel 
is the environmental thriller 
The Last Gasp, published by  
Jo Fletcher Books (Quercus).
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mythos into a literal cartoon. Ac-
cording to Ham, a sound reading 
of scripture yields a six-day Crea-
tion, 6,000 years of human trag-
edy, and six-billion ticket sales to 
a biblical theme park. Before the 
holy roller could say, “Let there 
be rollercoasters”, news cameras 
from all over the world had de-
scended on his parallel universe.

The resulting footage confirms 
every atheist’s haughty suspi-
cions. People of faith don’t oppose 
abortion because it’s callous – 
they simply lack scientific litera-
cy.  Religious homeschooling isn’t 
a reaction to the lunacy of public 
education – it’s just another way 
to retreat from the facts. 

The documentary concludes 
with a dubious statistic, presum-
ably meant to characterise one 
half the nation for the other: “40 
percent of Americans hold the 
Creationist belief that God creat-
ed humans in their present form 
within the past 10,000 years.” 

Just connect the dots, man. 
Any resistance to progressive 
hubris is conservative, and con-
servatives are Christian, and 
Christianity is for idiots.

Years ago, I had the pleasure of 
visiting the adjoining Creation 
Museum myself. The Ark’s con-
struction was still under way at 
the time. You could see its gopher 
barky barky just beyond the 
parking lot. My companion that 
day is one of the most brilliant 
men I know, a militant right-wing 
Catholic, who was kind enough to 
pay the exorbitant admission fee. 

While I thought the museum’s 
displays were just Genesis as pop 
surrealism, he appreciated the 

creators’ bold effort to go against 
the secular grain. I was stunned, 
but as always, I listened. Over 
the years, my friend’s world-wise 
counsel has reliably checked my 
naivete. He’s no fool.

The fossil collection and big 
rubber dinosaurs are standard 
fare, even with the museum’s far-
fetched interpretations. The more 
visceral exhibits include naked 
Adam and Eve in erotic Eden, 
followed by Noah’s bloody animal 
sacrifice. A detailed Ark diorama 
shows a rectangular boat tossed 
on violent waves. Tiny sinners 
are stranded on rocks with hands 
outstretched, begging for mercy. 

The museum’s spiritual 
themes are obvious enough – 
temptation, mass extinction, re-
demption – but the presentation is 
so kitschy, even kids must think 
the curators lack self-awareness.

I did find one installation 
worthy of serious consideration, 
though. There’s a nightmarish 

exhibit with a sign overhead that 
reads “A World Without Christ”, 
or something to that effect. It’s a 
universe of sorry atoms banging 
around the void. A wall-sized 
collage is plastered with images 
of the Twin Towers burning, riots 
in the streets, news clippings 
from the Columbine shooting. A 
large photo of a nuclear explosion. 
Another of a man tying off to stab 
a needle in his arm. Young boys 
watching porn. State-enforced 
eugenics.

This is where I meet my Catho-
lic friend eye to eye. Without a 
transcendent vision to bind society 
together, cultural chaos and nihil-
ism gradually fill the vacuum. 
These crazy Creationists may be 
full of beans when it comes to pale-
ontology, but their fear of a satanic 
planet is spot on. Ironically, I sus-
pect their over-the-top reaction is 
a symptom, not a cure.

You have to wonder, will reli-
gion in the West die off like the 

Photo: Jelson25 / W
ikim

edia.org

WHEN DINOSAuRS RuLED: The exterior of the Answers in Genesis Creation Museum 
in Kentucky
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T
hE New York Police 
Department (NYPD) 
can generally rely on 
corporate media as al-

lies on controversial police is-
sues. A case in point was the New 
York subway protests last month, 
in which the activist group De-
colonize This Place organised 
hundreds of people to occupy 
New York City subway stations to 
demand free transit for all and an 
end to racialised over-policing on 
the subway system. There 
was one injury reported.

The prospect of an event 
overtly critical of police tac-
tics had Fox News (1/31/20) 
scandalised. “Antifa Plans 

Massive Anti-Cop Action in NY 
Subways”, its headline read. 
Quoting the Police Benevolent 
Association, it claimed that the 
‘anti-police movement’ is aiming 
for the “destruction of public 
order.” Like Fox, Britain’s Daily 
Mail (2/1/20) appeared particu-
larly appalled that demonstra-
tors were covering their faces: 
“Masked Anti-Cop Protesters 
Storm Grand Central During 
Rush Hour and Vandalise Sub-
way Stations Across New York,” 
ran its headline.

Local news like ABC7 New 
York (2/5/20) claimed that the 
masked ‘vandals’ were part 
of a ‘criminal effort’ that had 

n aLan MacLeod

Cop-hating vandals or  
pro-democracy activists?

dinosaurs? Whatever the actual 
number of American Creationists 
may be, it’s diminishing. More 
pertinent are recent statistics 
showing the rapid decrease in 
religious affiliation. Over the last 
decade, religious ‘nones’ have 
leapt from 17 percent to a full 26 
percent of the US population. 

As churches fail to attract 
Millennials, about 35 percent are 
sleeping in on Sundays. As in Eu-
rope, the hard core of American 
atheists is also growing. These 
non-believers, most of whom 
are male, tend to become aggro 
Bernie Bros or buy their meaning 
with filthy lucre. A demystified 
cosmos especially appeals to 
teenagers, 13 percent of whom 
identify as atheist – twice that of 
the total US population.

This spiritual warfare inevitably 
spills out into the streets. One 
striking segment of “We Believe 
in Dinosaurs” shows atheist pro-
testers facing off with Creationist 
counter-protesters at the Ark 
Encounter’s opening. Cameras 
caught the Creationist organiser 
Eric Hovind lying to cops about 
asking counter-protesters to 
attend. We then see aggressive 
atheists line up to poke fingers 
at Hovind’s nose and spit tired 
talking points. As the past half-
decade has shown, screaming 
blowhards are the new face of 
American discourse.

Somewhere between these 
ideological armies are those who 
can marvel at the elaborate mate-
rial world revealed by science, 
yet hold fast to spiritual realities. 
But we all know ‘both/and’ makes 
for boring television. Ken Ham’s 

‘either/or’ excites our bloodlust.
Immediately after the sensa-

tional premier, PBS segued into 
BBC News Hour. The opening 
story was shot inside China’s 
internment camps, where over 
a million Muslim Uyghurs are 
currently receiving re-education. 
The ethnic minority’s archaic, 
unscientific beliefs are being 
replaced by ideas more amena-
ble to the Communist Party’s 
materialist worldview. Accord-
ing to Uyghur exiles, Chinese 
authorities offer two alternatives: 
enlightenment or death.

This is a grim juxtaposition to 
the socially isolated Creationists 

and their culturally dominant 
opponents. As faith wanes among 
the young, radical socialism and 
the vitalist alt-right provide tan-
gible substitutes. It’s a reminder 
that, as with other nations, 
American religion could go the 
way of the dinosaurs – first due  
to sickness, then ultimately fin-
ished off by a fast approaching 
asteroid.  CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. His 
work has appeared in The 
Federalist, Taki’s Magazine, 
Disinformation, and Salvo 
Magazine.
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L
as Vegas would soon be a 
ghost town, but on March 7, 
this neon ant farm was still 
crawling with the world’s 
bug-eyed tourists.  Gamblers 

were pulling the smudged levers 
of one-armed bandits as if already 
immune to the coronavirus. As 
usual, parents dragged their kids 
through clanging casino mazes, 
players huddled around tables, 
and gangs of young bucks prowled 
for ladies of the evening. If you’re 
gonna enjoy Vegas to the fullest, 
you have to live like germs don’t 
exist and money trees do.

Fifteen thousand of these ya-
hoos were on the Strip to see UFC 
248. Despite persistent symptoms 
of hypochondria, I joined them at 
T-Mobile Arena. This was the 50th 
live UFC event I’ve had the fortune 
to attend. It was also the weirdest. 
The nagging fear of a border-
jumping virus hung heavy in the 
air. The ominous vibe culminated 
when Chinese flags appeared on 
every side of the jumbotron, cast-
ing a blood red glow on the stunned 
crowd.

Of the five fights on the main 
card, two featured Chinese fight-

ers and one had an Iranian-Amer-
ican. Given the current crisis, what 
are the odds of that? Female straw-
weight champ Zhang Weili had to 
flee China back in early February, 
as did the welterweight Li Jin-
gliang. They evaded their nation’s 
impending quarantine in order 
to spill their bodily fluids all over 
the Octagon, the cage that encloses 
the ring. During their fights, the 
crowd’s trash-talking epidemiolo-
gists wondered if they’d managed 
to avoid the contagion. “Knock ’at 
coronavirus out of him!” came one 
helpful suggestion. 

n Joe Allen

Viva Las Virus …
Watching UFC matches from the arena floor, there’s no running commentary, just  
the smell of spilled beer, and two sweaty dudes thrashing each other half to death  

KEEPING THEIR DISTANCE: Israel “The Stylebender” Adesanya faces Yoel “Soldier of God” Romero in the weigh-in before the 
fight. UFC president Dana White stands between them.

Photo: YouTube screenshot
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More than social collapse, I fear 
this plague will kill all the fun. 
The bizarre middleweight bout be-
tween Nigerian-born champion Is-
rael “The Stylebender” Adesanya 
and Cuban contender Yoel “Soldier 
of God” Romero was like watch-
ing two germophobes try to dance 
at an anti-vax mixer. As much as 
they wanted to, the fighters barely 
touched each other.  

Up until that dud finale, the fights 
were brilliant. Mixed martial arts 
is pretty much the only sport 
worth watching. Like all sports, 
there’s the thrilling anticipation 
of an indeterminate outcome, re-
solved by superior technique and 
raw athleticism. But unlike other 
games, which are mere simulacra 
of primitive combat, cagefighting 
is total war. Only the strongest 
survive in the Octagon – at least 
in theory. If you can spot a winner, 
there’s a fortune to be made in Ve-
gas sports betting.

The advent of mixed martial 
arts is an illuminating case study 
in cultural evolution. Is a competi-
tive outcome determined by primed 
bodies or learned behaviours? If a 
learned behaviour is the key factor 
in success, can we say that nature 
selects for it? Or do “winning” 
behaviours depend on the whimsi-
cal kinesis of personal choice and 
social momentum? Figure that out 
and you’ll make a million.

Anyone apprised of Darwin-
ian selection will take biological 
inequality as a baseline. Gener-
ally, the race goes to the swift and 
the battle to the strong. But in hu-
mans, developed culture confers 
a critical edge that may confound 
the unequal predispositions of the 
flesh. Some arm bars hyperextend 

joints better than others.
When two athletes of roughly 

equal size, both born with ex-
traordinary speed and strength, 
face off in the Octagon, sophisti-
cated technique is often the deter-
mining factor. In the UFC’s early 
days, back when rules and weight 
classes were for sissies, the point 
was to pit various fighting styles 
against each other to determine 
the fittest. 

The agonist community learned 
two things.  First, those frilly ka-
tas taught in overpriced karate 
classes will get you crushed. Many 
stylised martial arts are like Ori-
ental teacups with holes in the bot-
tom – ornate and basically useless. 
These styles were rapidly selected 
against. If a combatant has superi-
or genes and vitality, more instinc-
tive movements like punching and 
choking will do just fine.

Second, it was confirmed that – 
to an extent – certain techniques 
can transcend biology. Big guys 
usually beat little ones, but bronze 
swords beat stone hatchets. In 
that sense, muay thai strikes and 
Brazilian jiu-jitsu proved excep-
tionally effective, as did the Greco-
Roman traditions of wrestling and 
pugilism. Every time a smaller guy 
beat some massive knucklehead 
into submission, it appeared that 
biology was outclassed by learned 

behaviour.
For another example, consider 

the astonishing success of the 
UFC’s women’s division. While I’m 
averse to seeing females beat each 
other’s faces in, I’d be a fool to say 
they don’t have a natural capacity 
for it. After seeing Ronda Rousey’s 
debut at Anaheim’s Honda Center, 
and certainly after the vicious co-
main between Zhang Wieli and 
Joanna Jędrzejczyk at UFC 248, 
plus a half dozen other girl fights, 
I worry that pop evopsych suffers 
from repeated brain trauma.

Genetic constraints notwith-
standing, intense training can 
transform the body. Look at a fe-
male fighter, then look at a bikini-
clad ring girl. They’re barely the 
same species. When it comes to 
women’s survival strategies, an 
ability to deliver an unexpected 
jab can make the difference be-
tween ogling eyes and a broken 
nose. As anthropologist Joseph 
Henrich explains persuasively in 
his 2016 book The Secret of Our 
Success: “Cultural differences are 
biological differences but not ge-
netic differences.” 

Just as eons of relentless com-
petition between organisms has 
produced endless fangs and talons 
most beautiful, so does cultural 
evolution sharpen the weapons by 
which the greatest minds destroy 
their enemies. If you’re gonna 
predict who will inherit the earth, 
first understand biological forti-
tude, then turn your attention to 
cultural superiority.

The UFC is multiculturalism in 
an octagonal petri dish. Downsides 
aside, border-cracking globalism 
has opened a vast arena where 
disparate cultures compete for the 

If you’re gonna predict 
who will inherit the 

earth, first understand 
biological fortitude,  

then turn your attention  
to cultural superiority



ColdType  |  Mid-March 2020  |  www.coldtype.net  29 

gold. Effective ideas and practices, 
such as head kicks or quarantines, 
are being freed from the constraints 
of superfluous tradition. Syncretism 
opens vast possibilities. Given a 
level playing field, the best cultural 
mutants will prevail. 

With these principles in mind, 
I put a hundred bucks on Olym-
pic wrestler Yoel Romero to take 
the belt from kickboxer Israel 
Adesanya. Yeah, the 30-year-old 
Adesanya is undefeated with 19-0 
MMA record, but the 42-year-old 
Romero’s freestyle wrestling his-
tory is solid. Plus he’s proven he 
can knock the best unconscious. 
As any shuffleboard competitor 
will tell you, age is just a number. 
Other than blowing 500,000 rupiah 
at a cockfight in Indonesia, UFC 
248 is the first time I’ve ever bet 
on a match. I’d better buy a money 
tree if I’m gonna keep gambling.

Watching UFC matches from the 
arena floor, you don’t have the run-
ning commentary that TV audi-
ences enjoy. There’s only the jeer-
ing crowd, the smell of spilled beer, 
and two sweaty dudes thrashing 
each other half to death. 

Adesanya vs. Romero was like 
staring into placid motor oil. For the 
first minute-and -a-half, Romero 
just stood there with his fists up, 
barely moving, and it really freaked 
Adesanya out. To everyone’s hor-
ror, Romero kept up this psych-
out for the entire fight. Both men 
looked like they were trapped in one 
of those dreams where you try to 
punch but your arms won’t move.

The most astute MMA observer 
couldn’t predict such weird be-
haviour. No matter how loud the 
crowd booed, the fight’s outcome 
wouldn’t be determined by gross 

biology or cultivated martial arts. 
If anything, the whole off-putting 
scene is best explained by evolved 
cognitive processes that trigger 
pollution-aversion and an atavistic 
fear of aberrant behaviour.

The only sane hypothesis is that 
the “Soldier of God” Romero used 
Cuban Juju against his opponent. 
He employed mental games to over-
come Adesanya’s high T and fast-
twitch muscles, allowing the aging 
wrestler to collect a $350,000 conso-
lation prize without a scratch. Even 
advanced technique proved unnec-
essary. Brazilian jiu-jitsu is done. 
Witness the power of Cuban Juju.

Bet you a hundred bucks the 
key pressure point was Israel Ade-
sanya’s latent germophobia. In his 
pre-fight interview, the fighter at-
tempted to shield this psychological 
vulnerability with brash projection 
and a touch of superstition: 

“How many people died from 
the coronavirus so far? I don’t 
know. … There’s this hype about 
corona, and even I had my face 
mask on at the airport. But at the 
end of the day, fuck, I’ve had ma-
laria like eight times. My genet-
ics is different, and I’m not above 
nature, don’t get me wrong. I don’t 
subject to that. I don’t see myself 
getting affected by that. …

“You guys thought I had staph 
this week. I’ve never had staph in 

my life. … I don’t know what staph 
feels like. Some people have had 
it, where I’m from, but I’ve never 
had it and I never will, knock on 
wood. … And malaria is the big-
gest killer in the world, isn’t it? So, 
this whole corona shit – fuckin’ 
knock on wood, I don’t get it now, 
talking shit about corona.”

Even if his lungs were clean, 
Adesanya had germs on the brain. 
After multiple bouts with malaria, 
a flash of PTSD would be under-
standable. Maybe he saw Romero 
shaking people’s hands backstage. 
Maybe that wasn’t an accident.

For five rounds, the sly Cuban 
vacillated between stone tranquil-
ity and doing ane arm waggle in 
Adesanya’s face, as if to say, “You 
wan’ deez germs, man? You think 
you can handle dee virus?!”

A far better manoeuvre – for 
spectators and my wallet – would 
have been to slam the champ to 
the mat and batter his face until 
he looked different. But I have 
to admit, Romero’s psychic in-
timidation worked. For half an 
hour, Adesanya could barely lift 
a finger. Romero may have lost 
by the judges’ decision, but by 
the time his check cleared, the 
“Soldier of God” had won in the 
spirit world.

Or maybe Yoel Romero just had 
a hardluck homeboy in dire need 
of fast cash. It’s possible that he 
turned the other cheek and threw 
the fight at +230 odds. If so, I’m cool 
with that. It would be the Christian 
thing to do. But still, morally speak-
ing, the guy owes me a hundred 
bucks.                           CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Most days, 
he’s based out of tour buses and 
far-flung hotels. 

A far better manoeuvre 
– for spectators and my 
wallet – would have been 
to slam the champ to the 
mat and batter his face 
until he looked different
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L
ast month I was gearing up 
for a world tour. The job was 
as a rigger for a pop punk 
band. Yes, I’m a dirty fucking 
roadie. 

The tour would start in Asia, 
bounce back to Europe, do the US 
circuit, then hop over to Oceania. 
There would be long flights and 
free drinks. Tour buses and sweet 
hotels. Blistering hard work at 
breakneck pace with zero sleep. 
Wild parties in pathogen-rich envi-
ronments. It wouldn’t be my first, 
but it was sure to be my best. 

Then came the COVID-19 pan-
demic and subsequent Global 
Lockdown. My job depends on 
thousands of people gathering 
together. In an instant, our entire 
industry was obliterated.

The warnings started in January. 
A good friend from back home – 
we’ll call him K-Bob – was freaking 
out about some “Chinese virus”. 
This demonic spectre, I gathered, 
was a ravenous chemical complex 
with a taste for the human lung, a 

microscopic enigma skirting the 
fine line between organism and 
self-replicating molecule, an ani-
me succubus that wore a silk dress 
and flew on bat wings. Being an 
anti-commie maniac, K-Bob used 
more descriptive terms, but I’ll 
leave that to your imagination. 

As I gathered myself for the 
band’s rehearsals, concentrating 
on my professional future, K-Bob’s 
relentless text messages ham-
mered my brain:

01/21, 4:47 PM – might want 
to invest in germ for crowds

01/21, 5:32 PM – germ mask
01/21, 8:46 PM – maybe 

coronavirus will be black swan
01/21, 8:52 PM – interest-

ing thing is how 25% get 
pneumonia. simply having 
bunch people with that could 
crash already fragile medical 
system.
At this point, the WHO had just 

stopped repeating China’s claim 
that the virus couldn’t spread 
person-to-person. Apparently, the 
germ could surf a sneeze straight 
into your nostrils. Rumour had it 

the peculiar COVID-19 originated 
in a bad batch of bat soup cooked 
up next door to a Level 4 bioweap-
ons lab in Wuhan. The world com-
munity didn’t care too much and I 
didn’t either. But K-Bob would not 
be ignored:

01/24, 1:22 AM – weird that 
millions quarantined in china 
but still flights to usa

01/24, 8:24 PM – viral 
chernoby5

01/25, 7:15 PM – forget porn. 
coronavirus phone videos far 
more addictive. i believe noth-
ing officials say.

01/26, 12:16 AM – nobody 

n Joe Allen

A Redneck’s escape  
from Knoxville
I get the uneasy feeling that when the present Global  
lockdown is finally lifted, we’ll all come out of our cells 
to find that the furniture has been rearranged  
– and we won’t be allowed to put it back
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remembers botched utah nerve 
gas test or accidental gorky 
biowar anthrax release

01/27, 7:45 PM – w.h.o. says 
oops, risk actually high, not 
moderate

01/30, 6:28 PM – get hand 
sanitizer and, if possible, mask 
for trip

01/30, 6:39 PM – always be 
the first to panic

01/31, 11:01 PM – saw 
prediction on twitter that 6 
months after coronavirus 
kills last man, computer in fed 
basement trading with compu-
ter in wall street basement will 

drive dow to all-time highs
02/01, 12:07 AM – twitter, 

facebook now censoring coro-
navirus posts
These increasingly frantic texts 

followed me to the band’s rehears-
als. I tried my best to ignore them 
and let my dreams soar. Looking 
back, I’m reminded why it’s best to 
keep one antenna tuned to the far 
left, the other to the far right.

02/16, 7:00 PM – am aston-
ished msm, public did not, and 
still do not, notice shit hitting 
fan
By March, the tour had been 

cancelled and the entire world was 

hysterical. Seeing all the shelves 
cleared of toilet paper, I realised 
that America is literally a nation 
of asswipes. After a long stint of 
denial – maybe just long enough – 
the WHO and the CDC had finally 
sounded the alarm. Two months 
too late, Big Media suddenly ech-
oed the dissident feeds that K-Bob 
follows. Privy investors sold their 
stock. The Dow Jones tanked. It 
was time for a cosmic freak out. 

I decided to break camp and head 
north to Yankee Town. Sure, they 
talk funny up there, but there’s a 

South Gay Street, Knoxville, Tennessee

Photo: W
ikim
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beautiful woman I know who tends 
a garden off the beaten path. Might 
be a good time to plant seeds and 
sing songs. Besides, maybe she 
needs a strong back and a .357 to 
keep her company.

On March 15, I got my last proper 
pint at Blackhorse Pub & Brewery 
on Knoxville’s Gay Street, an hour 
before they put the chairs up for 
good. It wasn’t as satisfying as 
you’d think it’d be, so I ordered an-
other. At the other end of the bar, a 
batty old lady with a roller walker 
yammered, “It’s over. It’s over. It’s 
over.” Her tone was more informa-
tive than alarmed. She’d probably 
been repeating that line since well 
before the pandemic began.

The streets of downtown Knox-
ville were empty except for one 
or two disaster tourists licking 
Cruze Farms ice cream cones. A 
handful of hobos watched them 
without interest. One was selling 
crocheted dog sweaters and I gave 
her a couple of bucks. If you don’t 
support local business, who will? 
The Cruze Farms girls always 
wear checkered dresses as a trad 
uniform, but now they also wore 
checkered bandanas over their 
mouths, too. Big box stores could 
never replicate this flavour, but as 
it turns out, they don’t have to. By 
the end of the month, the entire 
state would be locked down. Most 
businesses were ordered to close, 
except for Amazon and Whole 
Foods, or essentials like Tractor 
Supply and Wal-Mart.

If you’ve ever been imprisoned, 
you know that lockdown is a total 
drag. You go into your cell and 
do push-ups and listen to your 
cellmate tell that same story for 
the hundredth time. You look out 

the steel door’s little window and 
watch the guards move around 
freely. Maybe an ass-kiss inmate 
is out there cleaning up the blood, 
or dutifully rearranging the fur-
niture.

I get the uneasy feeling that 
when the present Global Lockdown 
is finally lifted, we’ll all come out 
of our cells to find that the furni-
ture has been rearranged – and we 
won’t be allowed to put it back.

My escape from Knoxville com-
menced after an argument with my 
new neighbours. I’d returned home 
from a job in Las Virus to find a 
Mexican man sitting outside the 
apartment next door. Four pairs 
of muddy cowboy boots sat under 
him. One pair was embroidered 
with dyed leather stars-and-stripes. 
The man held his smartphone next 
to his mouth, speakerphone at top 
volume. The woman on the other 
end chattered in Spanish.

The next afternoon, as if to sig-
nal a new era, I returned home and 
heard a pop like a loud gunshot 
from just beyond the Sunsphere. 
Minutes later, a black plume rose 
up behind the golden globe. You 
could smell burning rubber in the 
air. I walked over to discover that 
a small transit van had exploded 
on the entrance ramp to Henley 

Street. The windows were blown 
out and the tires had melted into 
the pavement. In fact, everything 
was completely burned except the 
metal frame. 

I joined a group of redneck 
gawkers watching the firemen hose 
down the blackened remains. An-
other ’neck showed up and said, “I 
ain’t never seen nuthin’ like ’at.”

“Nor have I”, I responded. The 
way they all looked at me, you’d 
think I’d just said “My teeth are 
from Mars” in fluent Greek. The 
’neck snapped a picture on his 
smartphone and drove off. The 
best I could figure, a rolling meth 
lab must have gone Code Red like 
that Level 4 facility in Wuhan, but 
with less long-term damage.

Back at my apartment, the 
top-volume speakerphone con-
versations continued outside my 
door. This resulted in me and mi 
amigo nuevo having top-volume 
arguments in broken Spanish. I 
tried to explain how our cultural 
orientations toward Big Tech are 
incompatible, but he didn’t speak 
English.

Turns out that my landlords, 
who’d put me through a rigorous 
background check, were now rent-
ing a single unit to four undocu-
mented workers. Their real estate 
company had apparently hired the 
immigrants at half price to help 
build more overpriced Legoland 
condos across the river. By my 
estimates, if my landlords were 
charging each of the four Mexicans 
half what they charged me, their 
total rent would be twice what I 
paid – plus cheap labour with zero 
accountability.

On my last night in ghost town 
Knoxville, I sat drinking on my 
back porch. The University of Ten-
nessee’s clock tower tolled each 

The best I could figure, 
a rolling meth lab must 
have gone Code Red like 
that Level 4 facility in 
Wuhan, but with less 
long-term damage
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passing hour. Suddenly the spatter 
of urine sang up from the walkway 
below. One of the Mexicans was 
pissing off the porch next door, 
holding a chattering smartphone 
in his hand. I laughed, cracked a 
beer, and meditated on gentrifica-
tion and its discontents.  

My northbound path to Yankee 
Town took me over Skyline Drive, 
which winds like a snake over a 
rolling Virginian mountain range. 
A biologist on the radio reported 
that since the lockdown, the ab-
sence of pollution has altered the 
pollination patterns of the trees 
waking up below. I parked and 
climbed onto a rock face. The 
views over the Shenandoah Val-
ley were gorgeous. 

This is the soil that our Found-
ing Fathers tilled, where English 
dreams of liberty were born on 
the backs of indentured servants 
and African slaves. These days, 
we’re all online innovators and 
proto-cyborgs, libertines and bible-
thumpers, the 1 percent and eager 
immigrants and the despairing 
unemployed. The sun cut through 
the clouds to set green fields and 
breaking red buds aglow.

On Palm Sunday, my first of 
morning of true freedom, I woke 
up to a Shenandoah National Park 
ranger banging on my van door. 
She told me the wilderness was 
overcrowded with sightseers and 
their nasty microbiomes, so she’d 
decided to close up the park. If only 
for a moment, the deer and beaver 
would be free of human disruption. 
I drove on.

The next morning, Democracy 
Now! announced that Bill With-
ers had passed away at 81. The 
newscaster said his classic “Lean 
On Me” was now trending as a 
message of hope during this age 
of illness and isolation. “Goddam-
nit, Amy Goodman”, I growled at 
my dashboard, “you can’t lean on 

anyone and still practice social 
distancing. You’re being a bad in-
fluence!”

In Upstate New York, the high-
ways transitioned to pasted-over 
potholes. I couldn’t help but no-
tice all the exit ramp signs for 
local businesses. Up here, these 
generic white letters actually 
compete with professionally de-
signed corporate logos. But for 
how long? As fear of the virus 
spreads, and the Global Lock-
down squashes small shops from 
Maine to California, behemoths 
like Amazon and Wal-Mart have 
managed to capture the entire 
sanitised market. We’ll see who 
rises from the ashes.

At my final destination, I found 
a lovely earthbound angel turning 
the soil. While I’d been drawing 
lines on maps, she’d been plant-
ing seeds in her garden. Each has 
the potential to sprout, she told me, 
but plenty will wither away. So it 
goes with the rest of us. This world 
produces far too many dreams for 
Nature to nurse them all.            CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Most days, 
he’s based out of tour buses and 
far-flung hotels. 

As the Global Lockdown 
squashes small shops, 
behemoths like Amazon 

and Wal-Mart have 
captured the entire 
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W
hy are superstitious Am-
ericans so creeped out by 
surveillance? The new 
drones hovering over-
head, donated by those 

generous Chinese innovators at 
DJI Enterprise, are obviously 
there for our own good. Cameras 
in urban areas are just another 

tool to root out elusive crimes, 
such as armed robbery or social 
distancing violations. Big govern-
ment and even bigger businesses 
need watchful eyes to achieve full 
optimisation. Those tracking cook-
ies on your web browser only help 
corporations provide a better ex-
perience. How can Alexa make you 

happy if she doesn’t know you?
During the present pandemic, 

the location data on your phone is 
critical for contact tracing. Even-
tually, a vaccine for Covid-19 will 
save everyone, but it will require 
precision. The only way medical 
authorities can be certain you’ve 
had all your shots is to attach 
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records to your body. This is eas-
ily accomplished with nanotech 
tattoos. According to a December 
2019 article published in the noto-
rious conspiracy rag Smithsonian 
Magazine, this innovative solution 
is being developed with funding 
from the Bill and Melinda Gates 
Foundation.

Or perhaps you could get a good 
old-fashioned chip in your palm. 
RFID implants are becoming quite 
fashionable in places like Sweden, 
where tech companies such as 
Biohax International have already 
chipped thousands. For purely 
rational people, bio-tracking and 
mass surveillance are matters 
of public health and administra-
tive efficiency. If you aren’t doing 
anything wrong, there’s nothing 
to worry about. So what are you 
afraid of?

Fear of the Beast is a longstanding 
religious quirk with a more recent 
secular strain. Edward Snowden 
warned us about the digital Pano-
pticon back in 2013. Heidi Bogho-
sian’s meticulously researched 
Spying on Democracy appeared 
that same year, informing anyone 
who cared to listen that we’re be-
ing tagged, tracked, and herded to-
wards an unknown fate. A decade 
earlier, Derrick Jensen’s Welcome 
to the Machine sent an army of 
eco-warriors running for the hills 
– where you can still find them on 
Facebook. The alarm had already 
been sounded in 1995, with Un-
abomber Ted Kaczinski’s explosive 
Industrial Society and Its Future. 
Our fear of an inescapable Earthly 
Power is so primal, you can trace 
it back to the hallucinations of an-
cient Hebrews. 

True to form, suspicious Chris-

tians see signs of the Antichrist 
in all of this. Alongside the Eye 
in the Pyramid, ’90s memes of a 
horned Bill Gates are being resur-
rected. On a metaphorical level, 
these inchoate suspicions are cor-
rect. While the modern worldview 
progresses toward a scientific 
universe – open to infinite techno-
logical possibilities – the Christian 
cosmos remains structured by an 
age-old myth.

Paradoxically, I suspect this 
religious constraint, however fic-
tive, might keep Christian com-
munities free from technocratic 
control. From their starting 
point in sacred scripture, para-
noid Christians have converged 
with organic purists, anarchist 
Luddites, and the secular propo-
nents of civil liberty. The same 
is true of retrograde Hindus and 
fanatic Muslims who refuse to 

bow to the biometric Leviathan. 
If you value diversity, the stub-
born resistance of the religious 
fringe should be an inspiration 
– even if it’s based on myth.

For two millennia, Christen-
dom has projected the Apocalypse 
onto its future. This mythic nar-
rative, deriving from the psych-
edelic saga that concludes the  
Bible, depicts an unholy entity 
who takes command of all the 
world’s nations, amazes the peo-
ple with healing miracles, and 
rains fire from the heavens like 
mushroom clouds. This demigod 
creates a world system where any 
citizen who wants to buy, sell, or 
trade must be tagged like cattle 
with the number of the Beast. 

This horror story looms over to-
day’s renegade churches, just as it 
did the ancient congregations. The 
omens were just as obvious dur-
ing the fall of the Roman Empire 
as they were during the bubonic 
plague outbreak of 1666. It’s like a 
bad trip that never ends because 
it’s always just beginning. Today, 
the perennial End Times are un-
folding on your smartphone. Don’t 
forget to charge your battery.

Technocracy is a nightmare for 
traditionalists, so it’s no surprise 
that zealots are once again calling 
Bill Gates the Antichrist. At the 
very least, they believe he’s doing 
the Devil’s IT work. The awkward 
software mogul stands accused 
of locking us up so he can vax our 
brains out. If you’re good, he’ll let 
you back outside with a micro-
chip in your palm. Don’t struggle, 
though, or he may have to stick it 
where the sun don’t shine.

To be fair, Gates probably 
brought this caricature on him-
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self. His coronavirus manifesto, in 
which he trademarks the present 
crisis as “Pandemic 1”, takes an 
authoritative tone that would be 
merely irritating if the man wasn’t 
so influential. In it, he declares that 
traditional gathering places – such 
as churches – should be shuttered 
until a vaccine can be delivered. 
The lost soul, if such a thing exists, 
shall find no quarter.

From the moment Covid-19 trig-
gered the lamest cosmic freakout 
in history, Gates has appeared on 
every major news network issu-
ing royal decrees. On April 2, he 
weighed the value of congregation 
on CBS This Morning, “Which 
activities, like schools, have such 
benefit and can be done in a way 
that the risk of transmission is 
very low? And which activities, 
like mass gatherings, may be 
… more optional? [U]ntil you’re 
widely vaccinated, those may not 
come back at all.”

Mass gatherings? As in temples, 
synagogues, and mosques? No one 
will miss those. No one who counts, 
anyway. Three days later, he told 
Fox News viewers, “It’s fair to say 
that things won’t go back to truly 
normal until we have a vaccine 
that we’ve gotten out to basically 
the entire world.”

The Gates Foundation is pump-
ing out money left and right to 
produce this miracle vaccine. Be-
ing the single largest donor to the 
World Health Organization, ol’ 
moneybags also exerts an enor-
mous influence on government pol-
icy from North America to Asia, so 
you might as well “shelter in place” 
until your shot arrives.

As freedom-loving Americans 
sit and stew behind closed doors, 
we’re approaching peak para-
noia. You can see this in a recent 

WhiteHouse.gov petition, issued 
on April 10, calling for an inves-
tigation into the Bill and Melinda 
Gates Foundation. According to 
the authors, Gates is exploiting 
the present pandemic to institute 
forced vaccinations, bio-tracking, 
and ultimately, radical population 
reduction. The petition currently 
has 470,000 signatures. That’s al-
most five times the government’s 
requirement for a response. 

This hysterical reaction to media-
induced mass hysteria is largely 
driven by environmental attorney 
and anti-vax nature boy Robert 
Kennedy, Jr. (Yes, he’s the son of 
liberal martyr, Bobby Kennedy.) 
Big Vax enthusiasts have smeared 
Junior with buzzwords like “dis-
credited”, “disproven”, and “pseu-
do-scientific”, but these days, I’m 

as skeptical of the issuer of such 
terms as I am the target.

Kennedy’s views include the 
notion that modern industry is de-
stroying the Earth’s ecosystem. 
He also believes Oswald didn’t act 
alone, and that vaccines aren’t as 
safe as Big Pharma claims. In early 
April, he wrote, “Gates’ obsession 
with vaccines seems fueled by a 
messianic conviction that he is 
ordained to save the world with 
technology and a god-like willing-
ness to experiment with the lives 
of lesser humans.”

While Kennedy exaggerates the 
tragic news of vaccine-strain polio 
outbreaks in India’s slums, the dis-
aster was covered by such outlets 
as NPR and The Guardian, albeit 
with less alarming numbers. How-
ever, neither of them mentioned the 
Gates Foundation’s involvement.

Suspicion of mass vaxxing cuts 
across religious cultures. Medi-
cal workers have been attacked 
by Boko Haram in Nigeria, and 
pushed out by the Taliban in Af-
ghanistan. As highlighted in the 
new Netflix documentary Inside 
Bill’s Brain, there’s a prevalent 
suspicion among certain radical 
Muslims that the vaccines are 
a covert sterilisation campaign. 
Clearly, these people hold insane 
beliefs but, as I watch my Western 
kinsmen lazily chew their factory 
farmed cud, I honestly wonder 
who’s crazier.

Whatever Bill Gates’s inten-
tions may be, the two-time “rich-
est man in the world” is certainly 
a control freak. He insists that all 
of our problems can be solved by 
technology – especially his tech-
nology. If history is any guide, that 
means tech companies will sell us 
our salvation, with government 
support, whether we like it or not.

If history is any guide, 
tech companies  
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From what authority does Bill 
derive his imperial power? Ac-
cording to his boosters, it’s his 
biologically superior brain. His 
cognitive capacity and memory re-
call are legendary. Because he can 
hold vast amounts of information 
in his pulsing dendritic branches, 
and because that information is 
more isomorphic with reality than 
anyone else’s, we should do what 
he says. Period.

Pick any technocratic project, 
however implausible, and there 
you’ll find Million Dollar Bill, dol-
ing out cash and flexing his brain: 
artificial intelligence, industrial 
automation, nanotechnology, gene-
editing, geo-engineering, shit-fired 
toilets in Africa, polio vaccines 
in India, foolproof nuclear plants 
in China, and an all-powerful 
one-world computerised antfarm 
where all mouths are fed, all choic-
es are tracked, and any dissent is 
unthinkable. That’s our boy.

The demonisation of Bill Gates may 
come off as tacky, but it represents 
a metaphysical tension at the heart 
of modern society. The devout hold 
faith that, in the end, powers be-
yond this world will save us. But 
tech innovators will never be con-
tent to wait on miracles. They’re 
actively creating higher powers 
here and now. AI bots may not be 
angels, but if you’ve got a “smart 
city” to run, they get the job done.

To be clear, I don’t believe Bill 

Gates is the Antichrist, or even 
evil. He’s just another Alpha Dork 
tracing chemical trails through our 
hi-tech antfarm, leading us where 
he wants us to go. The problem for 
me isn’t “good vs. evil”. It’s simply 
a conflict of interests. Brainy Bill 
wants to save humanity accord-
ing to his scientific vision. I want 
to be left alone to make my own 
decisions – even if they’re danger-
ous. Let me fight germs on my own 
terms, bro.

Bill Gates is a single node on a 
vast network of super-rich Alpha 
Dorks, along with Jeff Bezos, Ray 

Kurzweil, Mark Zuckerberg, and 
whoever makes those frustratingly 
realistic sexbots. Their ambitions 
would be tolerable if we could just 
escape the downstream effects of 
their global system. 

Since the Covid-19 pandemic 
began, Amazon, Google, and  
Facebook have seen their pros-
pects soar while their pitiful com-
petitors are demolished. Microsoft 
is currently the world’s top corpo-
ration, weighing in at a whopping 
$1.3-trillion. Pro-wrestling match-
es have more uncertain outcomes 
than the “free market” in a global 
lockdown. 

As a Sequoia Capital tech inves-
tor recently told The Hour, “Like 
the killing off of the dinosaurs, 
this re-orders who gets to survive 
in the new era. It is the shock that 
accelerates the future that Silicon 
Valley has been building.”

These cyborgs are working to-
wards a planet-wide roboticised 
biodome that looms over us like 
a gigantic silicone boob squirting 
GMO soy milk down our helpless 
gullets. Some call it “altruistic 
universalism”. I call it tedious. 
If humanity can’t opt out of your 
dystopic dream – however rosy it 
may look through your Microsoft 
HoloLens – you might as well be 
the Antichrist.                 CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Most days, 
he’s based out of tour buses and 
far-flung hotels. 
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V
irtual reality is the ulti-
mate psycho-technology. 
Like personal computers 
and those ubiquitous smart-
phones, it’s a crucial step in 

our inexorable progress toward 
mass delusion and total atomisa-
tion. It’s also a lot of fun. 

The first clunky VR helmets ap-
peared in the ’90s. In those days, 
the visual renditions of the mind’s 
eye were already amazing, but 
there were too many bugs for VR 
to gain mass appeal. early users 
complained that the visual field’s 
tracking was a bit off. Turn your 
head, and the world moved slightly 
out of sync. If you kept the goggles 
on for too long, you’d puke. 

Back then, the virtual universe 
was composed of interlocking poly-
gons and half-baked gaming ideas. 
You were better off just buying a 
Nintendo and playing MarioKart. 
Having experienced the new gen-
eration of VR, I can assure you, 
the bugs have been fixed. Like the 
proverbial auto-fellator of locker 
room lore, if I had my own VR set 
at home, I’d never leave the house

The first time I put on a VR 
headset was in Amsterdam during 
the summer of ’18. At the time, I 

was working as a rigger on a eu-
ropean concert tour. I’d just had a 
smoke at Abraxas Café, and set out 
on foot to wander. As I neared the 
red light district, I passed an open 
studio with a retro ’80s aesthetic. 
old school Atari games covered 
the brick wall. Two people were 
flailing around inside, feet planted 
on the ground, plastic pistols in 
hand, their upper faces covered 
by goggles.

I stepped inside for a closer look. 
There were widescreen TVs on the 
wall showing each user’s experi-
ence. Rotting zombies shambled 
up from all directions. I moved 
closer to one of the players. With-
out warning, he aimed his pistol 
at my face and pulled the trigger 
furiously. Click, click, click. A chill 
went down my spine. His eyes were 
seeing someone else inside the 
headset. Undead humans exploded 
on the screen behind him.

“Whatchoo writing about, 
mang?” The shift manager stood 
beside me, looking down at my 
notebook. Turns out the public is 
allowed to snap pics on a smart-
phone, but longhand notes are for-

bidden. A heated discussion erupt-
ed. In the end, I convinced him that 
the most damning thing I could 
write about is not being allowed to 
write. I also explained why I would 
never try VR. entering the virtual 
world is the spiritual equivalent 
to walking into a strip club or a 
crackhouse. It violates my sense of 
the sacred. The guy understood, so 
he offered me a discount.

To be honest, the HTC Vive gog-
gles were surprisingly comfort-
able. At first, all I could see was a 
wide, blank room with a vaulted 
ceiling. The visual tracking was 
superb. All was silent except for 
the manager/spirit guide mutter-
ing instructions in my ear.

“Are you ready, mang?”
I nodded. Then – WHooSH! 
In an instant, I’m standing on 

busy sidewalk in a modern me-
tropolis. Cars honk. Bits of con-
versation come and go as people 
pass. Trees wave in green city 
park across the road. A wall of 
skyscrapers rises up behind me. 
It’s obviously a simulation – but 
just barely.

my spirit guide instructs me to 
go into a door behind me. I find my-
self inside a golden elevator. I push 

n Joe Allen
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a button. The doors slam shut and 
up I go. Through the narrow gap 
between the doors, I can see that 
I’m rising fast. Suddenly the doors 
open. I’m 20 stories high. There’s a 
six-foot plank extending out from 
my feet.

“Whoa!”
“Step out onto the plank, 

mang.”
I do it. They’ve apparently put a 

board down at my feet, so the wood 
feels real beneath me. A breeze 
hits me from the right. The cars 
honk far below. The pedestrians 
scurry like ants. I step up to the 
end of the plank, testing my nerve. 
my toes hang over the edge.

“You like it?”
“This is incredible!”
“great! Now, step off the end.”
“Wait... What?”
“Step off.”
“What’s gonna happen?”
“Just step off.”

“No fucking way!”
The reader should understand 

that in real life, it’s routine for me 
to walk out on narrow steel beams 
100 feet in the air. As an arena rig-
ger, I do it all the time. That’s just 
the job. But what riggers never do 
– no matter what – is step out into 
the void. Narrow is the gate that 
leads to life; wide is the path that 
leads to destruction.

The simulation is suddenly op-
pressive. my breath quickens and 
my palms start to sweat. The ground 
seems much farther away now. Will 
angels swoop down and catch me at 
the last minute? Better not test my 
luck. I try to explain to my spirit 
guide why I’m not gonna jump.

“Just do it, mang”, he insists. 
“Just jump!” 

I ripped the helmet off. The 
manager stood there, eyes wide, 
completely stunned. The studio 
looked tiny and drab.

“DUDe, I’m TRAINeD To 
NeVeR Come oF THe BeAm! 
ALRIgHT?! THIS SHIT’S FReAK-
INg me oUT!!” Passers-by stopped 
at the door to watch me melt down. 
“Let’s just go to the next game, 
okay?!”

“okay, okay, mang”, said the 
manager, helping me put the 
headset back on. “Has anyone 
ever told you that you’re incredibly 
stubborn?”

I spent the next half hour shoot-
ing intelligent alien life forms by 
the dozen. They splattered like 
bugs. The sound was so satisfy-
ing. Afterward, in the real world, 
I asked the manager what happens 
when you jump off the plank.

“You just fall until you hit the 
ground. Then everything turns 
white.”

“You mean you just die?!”
“It’s an amazing experience, 

man. A lot of people refuse to do 
it. But I think everyone should try 
it once.”

There’s a reason I swore off vid-
eo games when I turned twenty. 
Like many young men, I couldn’t 
get enough of them. my life skills 
were being stunted. So I’ve been 
clean for two decades. I mean, for 
the most part. You know how it is 
– one hit now and again never hurt 
anybody.

The last time I did VR was back 
in march. It was the last weekend 
before everyone crawled into the 
Internet to escape the coronavi-
rus. I got to play Singularity at an 
establishment called Zero Latency, 
hosted by mgm grand on the Las 
Vegas strip. The game was fantas-
tic! All the action goes down in an 
empty 60’ x 40’ room, meaning you 
get to run around inside the simu-
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lation, ducking behind objects and 
chasing down the enemy.

For fifty bucks, you can either 
mow down zombified humans or 
shoot up sentient robots. It’s like a 
training camp for sociopathic mass 
shooters. A group of tourists – two 
Latin bros led by an older white 
nerd and his Japanese girlfriend – 
were waiting outside for their turn. 
I joined them to fight the robots.

Zero Latency’s desk clerk ex-
plained that their HP Reverb 2 
headset, equipped with noise-
cancelling headphones, is top of 
the line. This rig is hooked up to 
a computer you wear like a back-
pack. Its mini ATX motherboard is 
fitted with a 2070 graphics card, 60 
gigs of RAm, two solid state hard 
drives, and an i9 processor. The 
sleek rifle they issue looks like 
something out of Ridley Scott’s 
Alien. 

Singularity starts out fierce. 
Your team has been sent to inves-
tigate a space station overrun by 
its own robots. The astronauts are 
dead.

The space station’s visual envi-
ronment is stunning – all complex 
equipment, intricate keypads, and 
reflective metallic surfaces. out-
side the wide windows, the stars 
extend into infinity. my teammates 
jig around in metroid-style space 
suits, looking like intergalactic 
cloggers. We fall over ourselves 
trying to walk down ramps. We 
run up walls charged with artifi-
cial gravity. We unload our rifles 
like there’s no tomorrow.

I try out each weapon in my ar-
senal: a laser pulse, a ray gun, a 
scatter beam. The pulse delivers 
a sure kill, so I go with that. These 
dumb AI bots don’t stand a chance. 
Neither do the squadrons of drones 
flying overhead. While my team-

mates jig back and forth, drawing 
enemy fire, I pick off drones like 
they’re robotic clay pigeons. 

Next comes the humanoid in-
fantry, flanked by unmanned la-
ser turrets. I duck behind a wall 
and land kill shot after kill shot. 
Finally, we face the Big Boss. It’s 
a villainous artificial intelligence 
that has murdered its masters and 
taken control of the system. Why 
it manifests as a giant mechanical 
crab, I’ll never know.

“You humans are so inadequate. 
Bwa ha ha!”

Back in the Zero Latency ar-
moury, we peeled off our gear, then 
head out into the mgm casino to 
see who got the high score. You 
could tell the one Latin bro was 
disappointed, but he took it like a 
sport.

#1: JoeBoT – Kills: 243 – Score: 
83,563

If I were a better man, I’d have 
made an effort to cover my team-
mates’ backs. But you don’t get the 
top score by throwing yourself on 
pulsar grenades. game over, suck-
ers. They walked off without say-
ing goodbye, and I stepped out into 
the searing desert sun.

The world looks so plain when 
you emerge from virtual reality. 
even a place like Las Vegas feels 

so limited and mundane. Up in my 
room at the New York, New York 
Hotel and Casino, I stared out the 
window at the rollercoaster wind-
ing through the replica of manhat-
tan’s skyline.

The riders climbed up slowly 
and screamed all the way down, 
pretending to die for the fun of 
it. I sipped my wine and thought 
about artificial life. Programmers 
have already created AI priests to 
lead online rituals. Soon, artificial 
intelligence will pilot drones car-
rying Amazon packages, or maybe 
mini-nuke payloads. Better hope 
they get the right address.

Looking out at the barren 
mountain range on the horizon, 
the Vegas neon glittering below, 
my mind drifted to VR’s infinite 
possibilities. The future belongs 
to painless love at a comfortable 
distance – to virtual porn and tele- 
dildonics. We may never explore 
alien worlds in outer space, and 
there’s no reason to. Not when we 
can just create them ourselves. 

That’s when the lightbulb burst. 
You can pretend to shoot all you 
want, but when the last man lays 
desiccated on a rancid Lazyboy, his 
goofy grin frozen beneath cheap 
VR goggles, the robots will have 
finally won.

Forget about banning assault 
weapons. We have to make virtual 
reality illegal before it’s too late! 
The machines must be neutralised 
before they delete us. If you’ve 
ever done VR, you know what I’m 
talking about. And if you haven’t – 
hurry up and try it now while you 
still can. You’ll love it!                   CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Most days, 
he’s based out of tour buses and 
far-flung hotels. 
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T
he charming Sedona art 
dealer shook my hand 
without hesitation. That’s 
how I knew I’d escaped to 
the right place. She stood a 

couple of feet away as we talked 
about Arizona’s current efforts to 
reopen the economy. Galleries and 
restaurants were now open – with 
restrictions – as well as health spas 
and state parks. A few cautious 
tourists wore face-yarmulkes, 
but most were grinning up at the 
desert sun.

Over the last two months, the 
state’s conservative governor had 
refrained from the tyrannical lock-
downs employed by neighbouring 

states. To everyone’s surprise, 
dead bodies hadn’t piled up in the 
streets. The art dealer may be as 
liberal as shaman-blessed kom-
bucha, but even she was impressed 
by her state leader’s response. 

“He never forced places of wor-
ship to close”, she told me. “He 
simply asked them to stop gather-

ing until it’s safe. The choice was 
theirs to make”. 

As we chatted, the landlord 
came by to discuss the excitement 
of the coming week. He gave her 
a big hug – shook my hand eager-
ly – and handed her a colourful 
poster with the new “reopening 
guidelines” – six feet of distance, 
wear a mask, no touchy feelies. 
Superstitious practices, support-
ed by science, meant to ease the 
panicked consumer back into the 
marketplace. 

When I asked the dealer if she 
was afraid of the Demon Germ, she 
flashed a white smile and said, “I 
believe in strong immunity”. This 

Joe Allen
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woman radiated such health and 
vitality, I had to wonder if art has 
the power to heal. 

As our conversation turned to 
the natural order, she pointed out 
various features on the crimson 
rock walls that enclose the city. To 
the east, one formation resembles 
Snoopy napping on his doghouse. 
To the south, I saw a craggy ele-
phant-headed Ganesh reading a 
self-published pamphlet about 
UFO cover-ups. These ancient 
stones hum with so many good vi-
brations, they’ll rattle your brains 
loose.

Sedona was built at the feet of 
towering blood-red pinnacles and 
layered sandstone buttes. The 
scene is so inspiring, even a jerk 
like me can take a deep breath and 
relax. Since whites first settled 
here in 1876, this cowboy town has 
attracted eccentric artists, mush-
room mystics, and worn souls in 
search of healing. Along the main 
street, that potent energy mani-
fests as magic crystals and vulgar 
displays of yoga.

This is where late stage capi-
talism meets the harmonic con-
vergence. The prominent wall of 
The Center for the New Age – an 
establishment offering everything 
from psychics-for-hire to flying 
saucer tours – features the obliga-
tory multicultural mural you find 
in every artsy town, but with a 
ridiculous woo-woo twist. We see 
the Earth encircled by a rainbow 
enclosed by an impossibly diverse 
group hug. A Navajo sorceress, a 
blond hippie, an African priest, a 
braless Latina, an Aztec heart-
eater, and an ethnic elf all hold 
hands in an unbroken circle. 

The bartender says, “Sorry, fel-

las. The funny farm is next door”.
This spiritual cheese is delight-

ful, but the most distinctive work 
in town is by local artist James 
Muir. His monumental bronze 
pieces have been commissioned 
for public spaces all over America. 
The sculptor is a West Point grad 
and Air Force veteran, so naturally 
his subjects tend toward patriotic 
symbolism, soldier memorials, and 
Christian iconography.

One fine example is “Corner-
stones of Freedom”, a bronze in-
stallation at Sedona’s war memo-
rial park. The statue pays homage 
to three key documents in democ-
racy’s sacred canon: the 13th-cen-
tury Magna Carta, the Declaration 
of Independence of 1776, and the 
US Constitution. To either side are 
Lady Liberty and blindfolded Jus-
tice. Across the park is “Athena’s 
Prayer”, a life-sized female soldier 
in US uniform, an avatar of the war 
goddess of ancient Greece.

At the south end of town, Sedo-
na’s Holy Cross Chapel now houses 
a 30-foot bronze crucifix created 
by Muir. The cross is a gnarly old 
tree bearing three golden apples. A 
giant Jesus stares down at photo-
snapping tourists with unnerving 
wide eyes.

As a child of the West, Muir 
works from his spiritual home. But 
somewhere behind the national 
pride and religious particularity 
lurks a vision of mystical unity. 
The guy may be a hard-knuckled 
badass, but you can’t hang around 
Sedona’s magic crystals every day 
without some rainbow woo rub-
bing off on you.

Muir’s soaring “Caduceus” is 
inspired by the mythic staff of 
Hermes, the mischievous messen-
ger of Olympus and androgynous 
god/goddess of magic. Today, this 
winged staff is the emblem that 
sets doctors apart from armchair 
doctors. 

Muir personifies this totem of 
vitality as a winged woman. She 
emerges from a globe cracked in 
two like an eggshell. The apoca-
lypse reveals perfected being. A 
pair of serpents – a python and a 
cobra – twist up her body like rep-
tilian maypole ribbons. According 
to the artist’s description, these 
snakes symbolise the interaction 
of the physical and spiritual prin-
ciples. They evoke the spiralling 
structure of DNA.

Two versions of “Caduceus” 
have been consecrated on High-
way 89A. On the west side of town, 
a solemn 12-foot tall bronze sancti-
fies the Sedona City Hall. On the 
east side, tourists waddle beneath 
her jade-green twin. The statue’s 
gaze is gentle, but serious. The 
plaque at her feet reads: “[T]he 
‘Caduceus’ has become an Angel of 

WINGED WOMAN: James Muir’s Ca-
duceus statue at Sedona emerges 
from a globe cracked in two like an 
eggshell.

Photo: Joe A
llen
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Healing rising … to heal the Earth 
and all its inhabitants with Love as 
the Master Physician”.

The woman’s forehead is 
adorned with a jewel that, like the 
Eastern third eye, “represents vi-
sion with full intuitive insight and 
acuity into the esoteric world of 
healing and metaphysical reality”. 
A Rose Cross, esteemed in cer-
tain occult circles, hangs around 
her neck. The feather in her hair 
represents the Egyptian concept 
of ma’at, the “cosmic order,” or 
“Truth”. By layering these ancient 
symbols, Muir traces history of 
Western medical science back to 
the early observations of Greek 
philosophers and the primal intui-
tions of Egyptian priests.

Modern medicine is the ar-
rogant heir to magic. Today’s be-
lievers douse themselves in hand 
sanitiser instead of holy water, 
even in their own churches. We’ve 
progressed from the four humours 
of Hippocrates to ill-humoured 
harpies wearing PPE burkas in the 
grocery store. It’s a new normal for 
a new age.

A few miles south, Cathedral 
Rock’s thick sandstone base glowed 
red in the setting sun. Its spires 
cast narrow shadows across sage 
and juniper shrubs to the east. The 
desert seemed empty as always, 
except that somewhere some as-
shole was blasting electronic mu-
sic – thump thump thump thump 
thump thump. And was that a si-
tar solo? The beats echoed off the 
sandstone walls. Suddenly howls 
erupted nearby. At first I thought it 
was techno-averse coyotes, but as I 
ascended the rock face, a coven of 
hippies came into view.

Thirty of them were performing 

the sacred noodle dance on a high 
plateau, their pink faces wild with 
delight, their floppy arms waving 
like spaghetti in a boiling pot. A 
neo-boombox pulsed in the centre 
of their circle. When a pan flute 
solo faded in, they howled again 
like the wolves of Chernobyl. 

Most were young and gorgeous, 
braless and shirtless and free, with 
a few gray heads bopping here and 
there. You could almost see their 
germ-clouds intermingle. Vapor-
ous tendrils caressed each face in 
turn. A cool desert breeze passed 
through us, and the sharp odour 
of cannabis-infused armpit hit my 
nostrils. I stepped over to have a 
chat.

They were friendly enough. In 
the hippie tradition of unsolicited 
metaphysical rants, a former fire-
fighter named Jewel explained 
how she’d discovered the origin 
and goal of human evolution. 

“The experience was, like, so 
spiritual, I yelled at my friends to 
stop calling it a ‘trip’!” Her compan-
ions nodded knowingly, muttering 
“yeah” and “totally”, and the mu-
sic thumped on. “We are all, like, 
sparks of God, separated out and 
put into these bodies. That’s why 
we love to play with each other – 
God doesn’t have eyes and ears. 
God can’t touch anything because 
God doesn’t have any fingers. 

“We are God’s eyes and ears 
and fingers. That’s how God gets 
to play, and that’s why we’re all 
here, together”.

I told her that acid usually made 
me see demons. For whatever rea-
son, Jewel didn’t want to discuss 
God’s nasty habit of eating His own 
sparks by the million, so I climbed 
up to Cathedral Rock’s summit. 

I found a secluded seat at the 
top, between the spires, looking 
out on the dry landscape. A black 
lava plug lifted up from the red 
sandstone. The magma had prob-
ably pushed through to the sur-
face some sixteen-million years 
ago, when volcanoes roared from 
here up to Idaho. I wondered if this 
crumbling mound of black stone 
might extend all the way down to 
the molten mantle below.

The rusty sandstone was laid 
down a quarter of a billion years 
ago, when dinosaurs and flowering 
plants were still a feverish dream. 
Eons of rainfall uncovered and 
carved out this crimson cathedral, 
inch by inch. As the earth gave 
way to water, this enormous rock 
proved to be one moment closer to 
eternal life than its neighbours. 

I sat between a blossoming 
prickly pear and a juniper tree 
whose roots cling to the high-
est rocks. Venus chased the set-
ting sun. Two pissed-off hawks 
shrieked overhead, fighting for 
the top perch on the pinnacle. The 
noodle-dancers howled down be-
low. It may be hard to believe in 
angels and demons and alien life, 
but if you take a long look around, 
it’s obvious that magic is real.   CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels.

I thought it was 
techno-averse coyotes, 

but as I ascended  
the rock face, a coven 

of hippies came  
into view
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B
Y the time I arrived in 
downtown oakland, Cal-
ifornia, the protests were 
peaceful. Young people 
marched and chanted 

against a backdrop of fresh graf-
fiti and boarded-up windows. 
Most of their signs were scrawled 
with “DEFUnD THE CoPS” or 
“WHITE SILEnCE IS VIoLEnCE” 
or “BLACK LIVES MATTER”. Per-
haps a mantra’s power really does 
lie in repetition. 

A woman in a slow-rolling El-
dorado convertible, flanked by 
marchers, held up a sign that read: 
“PoLICE BRUTALITY IS SMALL 
DICK EnERGY”. Her phrase cuts 
to the heart of the issue – the male 
drive for dominance yields end-
less cruelty. Deep down, every 
man wants to be the alpha dog. A 
flamboyant black guy danced on 
the back of the Eldorado as if he 
was in a Madonna video, periodi-
cally feigning punches onto an im-
aginary face. Commuters honked 
their horns in approval.

Lust for power is a human uni-

versal, nudging history from one 
atrocity to the next. In primal sys-
tems, power simply justifies itself. 
The big man is king because he is 
big. In more elaborate systems, 
power is justified by avenging the 
victim.

Today, George Floyd has be-
come a global symbol for the black 
victims of alpha dominance. He 
encapsulates the centuries-long 
history of Euro supremacy and 
African oppression. Cellphone 
photos and surveillance footage 
of the incident show a white cop 
kneeling on a black man’s neck. 
The cop looks confident and smug. 
The black man’s face is filled with 
desperate terror. Spittle gathers on 
his lips. For nearly eight minutes, 
he’s is crushed to the ground. The 
dehumanisation is sickening. All of 
this is over a fake $20 bill.

“I can’t breathe”, Floyd pleads. 
“Momma… Momma…” The white 
cop digs his knee into the black 
man’s neck as the gathering crowd 
begs for mercy. 

There would be no mercy. 

Joe Allen

No true 
friends in   
a race war
In this fight we’re expected to take a side, and if 
you choose not to you’re assumed to be an enemy

George Floyd was pronounced dead 
before the ambulance reached the 
hospital. But his soul was selected 
for glorification.

During the three-and-a-half 
years since Hillary Clinton lost 
the election, more than 3,000 police 
killings have occurred with nearly 
zero national coverage. Many vic-
tims were unarmed. In 2019 alone, 
14 unarmed black men were killed, 

cover story / 1

Photo: Thomas Hawk / Flickr.com
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as were 25 unarmed white men. 
Besides their friends and family, 
no one cared. 

Then, for reasons we can only 
speculate on, George Floyd, Breon-
na Taylor, and Ahmaud Arbery 
suddenly became symbols of black 
victimhood and white cruelty. 
Their stories were broadcast on 
every news channel and amplified 
by a billion social media accounts. 

Righteous fury exploded across 
the world.

“Say their names!”

Although the mob’s rage had 
been exhausted, downtown oak-
land bore the scars of the previ-
ous week’s riots. Windows were 
smashed. ATMs dripped with 
dried spraypaint. Trashbags were 

piled high in front of the oakland 
Police Department’s doors. Graf-
fiti covering the face of City Hall 
read “FUCK THE PoLICE” and 
“ACAB”, which of course stands 
for “All Cops Are Bastards”. Be-
sides protesters, vagrants, and the 
occasional disaster tourist, the city 
centre was a ghost town.

Progress comes at a cost, but 
that price is rarely tallied by pro-

THe naMe gaMe:  Protesters leave a stark message on an oakland shop window.
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gressives. According to a June 
3 report by Al Jazeera, nearly a 
dozen people have died so far in 
America’s “mostly peaceful” move-
ment to preserve black lives. A dis-
proportionate number were black 
cops. One was guarding a federal 
building here in Oakland. Dozens 
more people have been injured, 
some permanently maimed. Hun-
dreds of stores across the country, 
many of them black- or minority-
owned, have been smashed and 
looted. Some were burned to the 
ground. 

The progressive response? 
“Whatever. That’s just the price of 
doing business in a racist society.”

Discerning minds know that 
alpha dog cruelty transcends 
race. The same smartphones that 
document police violence have 
also been recording the dark side 
of anarchy. Numerous videos have 
emerged of furious black mobs 
beating the ever-living shit out of 
hapless white store-owners and 
careless naysayers. 

In Minneapolis, MN, an old 
white lady on a mobility scooter 
was repeatedly punched and then 
sprayed with a fire extinguisher 
while onlookers laughed. In Dal-
las, TX, 20 boots united to turn 
a skinny white kid into a twisted 
mess on the pavement. In Roches-
ter, NY, a white couple trying to 
defend their store were beaten 
bloody with 2x4 boards. In nature, 
red in tooth and claw, the alphas 
devour the omegas.

The progressive response? 
“Whatever, racist. You’re miss-
ing the point. BLACK LIVES 
MATTER”.

If you keep up with radical anti-
establishment media such as the 
New York Times, the Washington-
Post, the Boston Globe, ABC, CBS, 

NBC, MSNBC, the Atlantic, Vox, 
NPR, Democracy Now!, the BBC, 
the CBC – and half of the time, Fox 
News – you know they all agree 
with the progressives. Some lives 
are more equal than others.

In downtown Oakland, the wan-
ton destruction has cleared space 
for artistic expression, much of it 
spiritual. Colourful murals now 
cover the plywood storefronts up 
and down Broadway. Many are 
beautiful. Special honour is re-
served for an idealised memorial 
to George Floyd, just north of 17th 
Street. Mourners have been laying 
flowers and lighting votive candles 
for more than a week. If the night-
ly news is any indication, their 
prayers are being heard. Even Jeff 
Bezos has given his blessing.

Covering ten blocks, local art-
ists have painted finely crafted 
memorials to the fallen: Ahmaud 
Arbery, Breonna Taylor, Tray-
von Martin, Michael Brown, Eric 
Garner, Freddie Gray, Philando 
Castile, Alton Sterling.

These symbols of black 
victimhood represent a statisti-
cal reality. Of the thousand or so 
Americans killed by the police 
every year, around a quarter are 
black. According to the “Fatal 
Force” index maintained by the 

Washington Post (last updated 
6/6/20), police killed 1,003 people in 
America in 2019. As in any given 
year, there were more white vic-
tims (405) than black (249), but that 
proportion obscures the per capita 
rate. Whites make up 62 percent of 
the American population. Blacks 
make up 13 percent. That means 
blacks are nearly three times as 
likely to be killed by cops.

The underlying causes are com-
plicated by many factors – includ-
ing the frequency of police inter-
actions – but what’s important is 
that the symbolic content of black 
victimhood is no mere invention. 
The inequality in America is 
undeniable.

Allegorically, the death of 
George Floyd represents the 400 
year history of slavery, segrega-
tion, social rejection, and ongoing 
police violence that hangs over us. 
These realities cannot be forgotten 
by anyone serious about moral 
accountability or the pursuit of 
truth. To be sure, the particulars 
are complicated. No saint is free 
from sin, so to speak. Neverthe-
less, these symbolic motifs have 
catalysed something genuine, 
giving concrete expression to the 
nagging fears and resentments 
that many blacks have been hold-
ing in silence. They give air to a 
pervasive mistrust of white people 
that’s too often justified. 

Sacred symbols express deeper 
realities, bringing phenomena to 
consciousness and effecting social 
change. A successful symbol will 
become more real than mere facts 
on the ground. A major problem 
with the BLM movement is that 
its symbolic system leaves much of 
the wider world unaccounted for. 
As the name implies, its iconogra-
phy is warped by Afrocentrism, 

The symbolic content 
of black victimhood 

is no invention. 
The inequality 
in America is 
undeniable
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leaving disenfranchised whites to 
fend for themselves. 

The most disturbing footage of 
police brutality I’ve seen to date, 
out of dozens, is the senseless kill-
ing of the 26 year-old pest extermi-
nator Daniel Shaver. In 2016, this 
working class white kid was shot 
by a power-tripping white cop at 
a shitbag La Quinta Inn in Mesa, 
AZ. 

In the bodycam video, we see 
Shaver grovelling on the ground 
in the hotel hallway. The amped up 
police officer, who was answering a 
complaint that someone had a gun, 
yells at Shaver to crawl forward. 
The kid is crying, begging the cop 
not to shoot. You can see his gym 
shorts slipping from his waist. 

The cop turns his alpha vibe 
to maximum volume. Shaver gets 
more and more confused. In the 
end, the kid reaches down to grab 
his loose shorts one too many 
times. The cop unloads his assault 
rifle, turning another working 
class white boy into chopped liver. 
Investigators found a couple of pel-
let guns in Shaver’s hotel room. 
Apparently, the kid used them to 
kill pests. 

As usual, the policeman was 
suspended with full pay. other 
than Reason magazine and the 
Atlantic, this story got almost no 
coverage. Daniel Shaver wasn’t 
deemed worthy enough to become 
a symbol.

Whatever their intentions, the 
left’s exclusive focus on the black 
per capita death rate masks the 
staggering number of whites who 
die by police hands. It ignores the 
parallel trajectories of oppressed 
blacks and underclass whites. 
The key to cooperation is common 

cause. But the current cult-like 
fixation on blackness produces 
divisive half-truths. It alienates 
potential allies in the campaign 
against police brutality. Maybe 
that’s the point. If political domi-
nance is the goal, the fastest route 
to mobilisation is tribal antipathy.

“All Lives Matter” may be a 
tone-deaf slogan, typically used to 
antagonise, but it’s still relevant. 
Year after year, whites make up 
the numerical majority of police 
shootings. Yet we see no serious 
attempt to galvanise the public 
around these incidents. It’s as if 
their lives don’t matter.

l In 2019, police shot 405 whites 
(25 were unarmed), and 249 blacks 
(14 unarmed)

l In 2018, police shot 454 whites 
(25 were unarmed), and 229 blacks 
(23 unarmed). 

l In 2017, police shot 459 whites 
(31 were unarmed), and 224 blacks 
(22 unarmed). 

l In 2016, police shot 468 whites 
(22 were unarmed), and 234 blacks 
(19 unarmed). 

l In 2015, police shot 497 whites 
(32 were unarmed), and 258 blacks 
(38 unarmed). 

This trend is thoroughly docu-
mented by the “Fatal Force” index 
at the Washington Post (updated 
6/6/20), and corroborated by the 
Guardian’s aborted catalogue of 

police killings, “The Counted”.
So where are the heart-wrench-

ing exposes and challenging think 
pieces? Where are the marches 
and memorials for slain whites? 
Because public discourse rarely 
touches on this reality, a large 
swath of American whites remain 
unconcerned about authoritarian 
overreach. They believe police 
brutality won’t affect them or their 
kids, so they tend to side with the 
authorities. Especially in times of 
crisis. 

When tribal whites – roughly 
half of the country – see footage 
of burning cities and other whites 
getting curb-stomped in the name 
of “justice,” they don’t worry about 
alpha dog cops. They come away 
fearing black thugs and white agi-
tators. As their deplorable hearts 
harden, an increasingly milita-
rised police force comes to repre-
sent a safe society.

Since the Civil Rights Movement 
of the 1960s, the motif of white al-
pha dogs attacking black victims 
has become America’s dominant 
cultural narrative. So far in 2020, 
Ahmaud Arbery, Breonna Taylor, 
and George Floyd have been select-
ed to represent cosmic reality for 
white liberals and people of colour. 
The other half of America is also 
confronted by their tragic deaths, 
whether they like it or not.

Meanwhile, a parallel narra-
tive is unfolding out in MAGA 
country. It’s the forbidden history 
of black-on-white murder. no one 
can understand racial tension in 
America without first grasping 
this profane inversion of the pre-
vailing mythos.

If government statistics are to 
be trusted, violence within racial 

The left’s focus on 
the black per capita 

death rate masks the 
staggering number 

of whites who die by 
police hands
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groups (ie, white-on-white and 
black-on-black) accounts for the 
vast majority of murders in Amer-
ica (roughly 90 percent and 80 
percent, respectively). Objectively 
speaking, you’re far more likely to 
be killed by someone of your own 
race than another. But, as with the 
central BLM motif, such statistical 
trends are irrelevant to subjective 
mythology. Interracial murders 
hold intense symbolic significance 
for pro-white activists. For them, 
the victims become martyrs. Hun-
dreds are added each year. 

According to the data published 
in the FBI’s Uniform Crime Report 
(Table 6) and the Victimization 
Survey conducted by the Bureau of 
Justice Statistics, the overwhelm-
ing majority of interracial violence 
in America is black-on-white. This 
is true in both absolute numbers 
and per capita. In 2015 500 whites 
were murdered by blacks. In 
2016 the number was 533. In 2017 
the number was 576. In 2018 the 
number was 514. Contrary to the 
dominant narrative, each year 
white-on-black murders were un-
der half of those totals.

I can think of two good reasons 
the mainstream media (includ-
ing Fox News) refuse to report 
or analyse these numbers in any 
meaningful way. The cynical 
interpretation is that the image 
of black alphas attacking white 
victims isn’t politically expedi-
ent under the current paradigm. 
More charitably, it should be ob-
vious that – both historically and 
currently – this incendiary motif 
serves to activate white tribalism 
and inspire sweeping prejudice, 
possibly to violent ends. 

In either case, the media’s 
silence is futile, and ultimately 
more dangerous than an open 

discussion. This unsettling data 
is already widely known among 
conservative whites and intellec-
tually honest leftists. Left unac-
knowledged by our leading public 
voices, these numbers are easily 
exaggerated on the digital fringe. 

One downside of tribal justice 
is collective guilt. Up here in the 
overworld, working class whites 
are held responsible for the ex-
ploits of the ruling class. Under-
ground, whites stigmatise peacea-
ble blacks by the violent behaviour 
of a few. This order could quickly 
be reversed. As the dissimulating 
liberal establishment strains to 
control the narrative, white iden-
titarians are being radicalised in 
the shadows.

So far in 2020, six names have 
come to represent cosmic reality 
for tribal whites, but they remain 
unknown to the other half of Amer-
ica: Martha McKay, Joyce Whaley, 
Denise Nibbe, Nettie Spencer, and 
Paul and Lidia Marino. These were 
white people killed by blacks exert-
ing alpha dominance. 

For inscrutable reasons, we’ve 
seen no CNN contributors specu-
late on motives, no deep analysis 
in the Atlantic, no breathless NYT 
editorials on the role of media in-
fluence or the anti-white rhetoric 

of woke activists. No connections 
are made to collective racial iden-
tities, at least not out in the open. 
Instead, these incidents are gath-
ered together and woven into a co-
herent mythos on right-wing web 
aggregates, far out of sight, where 
they burn in the collective memory 
of disaffected whites.

l Hughes, AR – ABC News – On 
March 25, Martha McKay (who 
was white) was stabbed to death 
in her bed-and-breakfast by Travis 
Santay Lewis (who was black). 
In an astonishing twist, Lewis 
had murdered McKay’s mother 
and cousin on the same property 
twenty-three years earlier. He had 
only just been paroled. The killer 
drowned trying to escape police. 
His motive remains unknown.

l Knoxville, TN – WBIR – On 
April 7, Joyce Whaley, Denise Nib-
be, and Nettie Spencer (who were 
white), were stabbed to death in 
a Pilot truck stop by Idris Abdus-
Salaam (who was black). The killer 
was shot by police in the parking 
lot after refusing to relinquish 
his knife. A notebook containing 
“graphic writing” was reportedly 
found in his truck, but for what-
ever reason, no media outlet has 
followed up to explore possible 
motives.

l Bear, DE – New York Post – On 
May 8, the elderly couple Paul and 
Lidia Marino (who were white), 
were visiting the Delaware Vet-
erans Memorial Cemetery when 
they were gunned down by Shel-
don Francis (who was black). Noth-
ing was stolen. The killer retreated 
into the woods during a shootout 
with police, where he died of a 
gunshot wound. At the time, social 
media was on fire with the story of 
a black jogger getting lynched in 
Georgia. Unfortunately, the news 
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media have shown no interest in 
uncovering his motive.

over the years, hundreds of 
these stories have been collected 
by white identitarians. There’s no 
absolute equivalency to be drawn 
between the aggression of white 
cops and black delinquents – no 
social locations are equivalent 
– but the parallels are clear. In 
each case, a sense of violation 
triggers the tribal instinct. The 
resulting chronicles of brutality 
read like a scorecard in a race 
war. “our side killed x – your side 
killed y”. The implicit threat of 
“an eye for an eye” hangs in the 
background. 

The sporadic violence of the 
2016 elections may have been a 
warm up. once again, white liber-
als and disillusioned blacks are 
lining up on one side. Tribal whites 
and other conservatives are lining 
up on the other. As each side stares 
the other down, both look past the 
unchained dogs within their own 
ranks. Enclosed in groupthink, ei-
ther side can only see the threats 
posed by the other. We need an 
honest conversation about race 
now, before the aspiring alphas 
close their eyes and open fire.

Matt is a black photographer 
from oakland. He approached me 
on the sidewalk to thank me for 
coming out. I didn’t mention that 
I wasn’t there to join the march, 
but as we talked, I learned that he 

wasn’t either. He explained that he 
was showing support through art 
and intense conversation. Turns 
out we have a lot in common. A 1968 
Yashica camera was slung around 
his neck – one of those elaborate 
cube-shaped contraptions like my 
grandma used to have – and an old 
nikon 35mm was tucked away in 
his leather bag. He reminded me 
of an old friend.

I listened to his hopes for an 
open future. He listened to my 
fears of impending catastrophe. 
naturally, the conversation turned 
heavy. He told me that he was 
afraid of the police. Even though 
he’d never been harassed by them 
personally, he was convinced that 
all cops are bastards because they 
cover for each other’s crimes. 

I wanted to tell him that I spent 
my anarchic youth in constant 
confrontation with the police, but 
didn’t want to give an impression of 
false solidarity. Without question, 
the arrogant boys in blue should 
be demilitarised and resocialised, 
but I know for a fact they’re not all 

bastards. Competent police work is 
essential. If thousands more die in 
an orgy of lawlessness, will their 
lives matter?

Years ago, Matt and I would 
probably part as buddies, but those 
days are behind us. We did well to 
share a nod of mutual respect.

I can remember a time when ra-
cial harmony seemed well within 
our reach. As a student, I’ve trust-
ed black teachers with my psyche. 
As a climber, I’ve trusted black 
men with my life. As a lover, I’ve 
trusted a few black women with 
my senses. There have been fights 
and petty squabbles, but they were 
few and far between. The black 
men and women in my life have 
shown me tremendous friendship 
and warmth – disproportionately 
so. But as the Lion of La Crueize 
told me years ago: “Change is the 
only constant”.

There are no true friends in a 
race war – only allies and enemies. 
organic relationships give way to 
the artificial rules of “allyship”. 
Kind words mean nothing without 
reciting the approved mantras. As 
the nation divides, each of us is ex-
pected to take a side. If you remain 
true to yourself, both sides will call 
you an enemy. That only leaves one 
choice for an honest man. Better to 
be a pariah than a liar.                 CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels
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T
here is silence on the 
mountaintop. Silence and 
 laughter. We take shelter 
from the biting wind be-
hind the summit’s jagged 

volcanic rocks. These formations 
are fresh – around 8,000 years old. 
Many Native Americans were still 
newly arrived immigrants when 
this eruption cooled. 

The stench of sulphur rises 
from a bed of steaming yellow 
stones just below. This activity 
hints at the chthonic forces that 
created Mt Shasta’s massive body 
in the first place – a succession of 
violent eruptions that laid waste to 
her surroundings – and it warns of 
the destruction she may unleash 
again. For now, vibrant life climbs 
up her fertile slopes, step by falter-
ing step.

At 14,179ft above sea level, the 
icy air is thin. It takes two breaths 
to do the job of one. Snow clings 
to the steel crampons strapped 
to our boots. Looking out, we see 
the north Californian landscape 
forested with rows of triangular 
conifers. They’re so green, you can 
taste the chlorophyll. 

A few barren squares have 
been clear cut. Other patches 

were burned off by wildfires. The 
heat from these reckless outbursts 
will actually wake up the dormant 
seeds in pine cones. In the after-
math, acres of cutthroat saplings 
grow past each other in the shade 
of their charred ancestors. Rolling 
south to the Sierras, the gently 
uplifted land suggests the distant 
memories of bygone geological 
disasters. More climbers arrive at 
the summit.
——————— 
At the base of the mountain, thou-
sands of feet below the treeline, the 
tiny town of Mt. Shasta is waking 
up to another beautiful morning. 
“Where Heaven and Earth Meet”, 
as their motto goes. You certainly 
meet a few weird ones down there. 
Some astonishingly influential 
people in town claim there’s a  
hi-tech subterranean city inside 
this bulging volcano. It’s called 
Telos, they say, and it’s reportedly 
inhabited by survivors from the 
lost continent of Mu, which sank 
into the Pacific some 12,000 years 
ago.

The city’s underground urban-
ites are known as Lemurians. Ac-
cording to the various mediums 
who uncovered this esoteric histo-

ry through telepathic power, these 
beings still care about us deeply. 
They want humanity to evolve and 
to succeed – on their terms. You 
can’t see Lemurians with the na-
ked eye, though, because they’ve 
ascended to the 5th dimension to 
escape the current degenerate 
crop of humanoid surface-dwell-
ers. Therefore, to normal people, 
Mt. Shasta just looks like a big 
mountain. 

It’s hard to believe, but multiple 
knife-eyed locals explained this to 
me with a straight face – as if I’m 
the moron for not already knowing 
about it. The very existence of such 
philosophies may alarm rational 
people, especially when openly 
voiced by enfranchised adults 
with reproductive potential and 
full voting rights. But we’ve heard 
so many astonishingly influential 
people make so many unbeliev-
able claims in recent years, one 
suspects that pervasive horseshit 
is just part of the human condition, 
even at the loftiest heights.
——————— 
I’d started my climb at midnight, 
beginning at a talus flat about 
3,500ft below the summit. There 
was only one other climber mov-

Joe Allen

The volcanoes  
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ing that early, an energetic Asian-
American from the Bay Area. 
When I caught up to him just past 
the frozen Lake Helen, he invited 
me to team up. He’d climbed this 

stratovolcano 15 times before – the 
guy’s a full on Cascadian snow 
leopard – so he knew a technical 
shortcut, plus a dozen other things 
I was yet to learn.

The frosty arc of the Milky Way 
ran overhead from its glowing 
bulge in the southern sky. Its arm 
disappeared behind the mountain 
in front of us. At this elevation, 
the familiar constellations are 
obscured by a billion other bright 
eyes, like an impassive audience 
bored by the petty drama below. 
Jupiter and Saturn charged west-
ward, intense and haughty, fol-
lowing the galactic band’s sweep 
across the sky. 

The snowfield beneath our 
crampons was hard and crunchy 
– easy to slip and go flying, to be 
sure, but perfect for a steep ascent. 
The steel teeth on our boots dug 
into the ice. We drew deep, inten-
tional breaths as the air became 
thinner. Breathe. Step. Breathe.

As we approached Misery Hill, 
just above 13,000ft, the sun crept up 
from the horizon, casting a strange 
shadow to our left. Despite Mt. 
Shasta’s lumpy, irregular shape, 
its shadow manifests as a perfect 
pyramid that stretches for miles to 
the west. All stratovolcanoes cast 
this symmetrical shape on sunny 
mornings. It’s as though a hidden 
Platonic form is being revealed by 
the breaking dawn. 

Many mountaineers are baffled 
by this mystic vision – I certainly 
was – but those who understand 
the concept of a vanishing point 
hold the key to the optical illusion. 
(Hint: The elongated shadow would 
still look lumpy and irregular from 
a flying saucer’s point-of-view.)
———————
Upon reaching the summit, the 
panorama made it clear that 
we’re not alone up here. A chain 
of snow-covered stratovolcanoes 
runs north through Oregon – from 
stark white Mt. McLoughlin, a 
hundred miles away, up to misty 
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tHE ROaD tO MOUnt SHaSta: Snow, shamans and ominous omens.
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Mt. Thielsen and other barely vis-
ible peaks. 

Most of these towering cones 
began forming a half-million years 
ago, coming into their own in the 
last hundred-thousand years 
or so. Back in those tumultuous 
days, an evolving Homo sapiens 
was still arising in Africa, prepar-
ing to break out and eradicate our 
Hominid competition – at least if 
paleoanthropologists are to be 
believed. 

To the south you see the lone-
some Lassen Peak, only 27,000 
years old – well over five times the 
age of the earliest Egyptian pyra-
mid. Lassen is the southernmost 
lava dome in the long Cascade 
Volcanic Arc. This unruly line of 
icy, emotionally unstable giants 
extends 700 miles from north Cali-
fornia to southwestern Canada. 

Each volcano’s ring of devastat-
ing rock slides and winding lava 
fields is testimony to their murder-
ous potential. At present, they’re 
content to let the hardiest conifers 
and wildflowers crawl up their 
backs. Heavy glaciers slide down 
their faces, inch by inch, carving 
out various expressions.

Some Cascadian volcanoes are 
asleep, they say, and others are 
dead. But geologists assure us 
that a few will wake up and kill 
again. Mt. Rainier, looming over 
Seattle, is a likely suspect. So is 
South Sister, who threatens Bend, 
Oregon. Maybe Mt. Hood will bury 
Portland. Or maybe Mt. Shasta 
will barf up her interdimensional 
beings. No one knows when, but 
one of these psychotic titans is 
bound to snap. That’s just how 
Nature rolls. If the deadly eruption 
of Mt. St. Helens was only a dress 
rehearsal, you don’t want a front 
row seat when the curtains part on 

opening night.
———————
If the climb up Mt. Shasta was 
a powerful means to raise con-
sciousness, the long slog back 
down was just as illuminating. 
By mid-morning, an ant line of 
globally homogenous wilderness 
consumers had formed behind us. 
The mountain’s steep snowfield 
now swarmed with REI-outfitted 
bipedal apes, just like me. This 
colourful insectoid tendril – dot-
ted with sweaty, sunburnt faces – 
stretched many thousands of feet 
from the packed parking lot up to 
the volcano’s summit.

The emergent properties of this 
ravenous superorganism were 
impressive. Each individual has 
been neurologically programmed 
to capture a series of digital im-
ages on their smartphones. Having 
acquired this spiritual boon, they 
instinctively turn back and crawl 
down into the eusocial colony that 
animates America’s postmodern 
hive. Safe within their electric tun-
nels, the exhausted globo-clones 
then upload their best photos to 
the Interwebs. From the East 
Coast to Eurasia, a billion sed-
entary non-participants absorb 
these vicarious sensations with 
some mixture of envy, admira-
tion, and silent disdain. As the im-
ages accumulate, every corner of 

our physical world is grafted onto 
Silicon Valley’s inexhaustible dig-
ital simulation – a sort of parallel 
dimension – that we can all enjoy, 
even after our collective appetite 
has depleted the planet.
——————— 
By the time I got back town, I was 
starved, so I proceeded to the  
Berryvale Grocery for some vegan 
chili and a cold stout. There was 
a long line outside, as usual, with 
each customer dutifully muzzled 
and standing six feet apart. While 
I waited on the sidewalk, the 
store’s community bulletin board 
came to my attention. Never in my 
life have I seen so many wonder-
ful fliers tacked up in one place. It 
was like Mt. Shasta’s Chamber of 
Commerce had voted to suspend 
the laws of physics.

My favourite ad was HOLY FIRE 
3 REIKI. The word “ONLINE!” had 
been hastily written in orange 
marker above the corporate font. 
A few bohemians sat nearby with 
no masks on, so I had to point it 
out. Online reiki?! I made the force-
ful argument that reiki practice 
– which consists of waving woo-
charged hands over a patient’s 
“energy body” to fix their prob-
lems – can’t possibly work if both 
people aren’t in the same room. 
That’s just basic mechanics!

One of them condescended to 
inform me that, actually, her sha-
manic work is effective at any 
distance. “All energy work can 
be done in the spirit realm”, she 
snapped.

“So then why pay for Internet 
service at all?” I asked with a grin. 
But she wasn’t having it. I turned 
back to the board.

ASCENDED HEALING HANDS 
 offers a “Sound healing session 
– crystal bowl”, “Angelic card 

She condescended  
to inform me that, 

actually,  
her shamanic  
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reading”, “Crystal therapy”, and 
“Medical intuitive reading”. That 
might be pricey, but it’s gotta cost 
less than a CT scan.

LILITH LIVES ASCENSION 
TEMPLATE promises to be “The 
Ultimate Hook Up”, which includes 
“Ankh Healing and Release Work” 
and “Energy Massage”. The glossy 
flier explains: “This is literally an 
Ascension System that was prac-
ticed in Egypt, Atlantis, Lemuria 
as well as other civilisations”. 
Which obviously means this magi-
cal system won’t save you from 
extinction.

HIGHEST SELF AWARENESS 
provides “Animal Communication 
and Energy Healing”. Their serv-
ices cover everything from “ex-
ploring diet and health issues” to 
“communication as a medium for 
those that have passed”. You can 
actually pay a metaphysical pro-

fessional to talk to your dead cat’s 
ghost. Turns out the lil’ furball’s 
been trying to tell you… Mew!

Clearly, in a free market of ideas, 
a clever person can sell anything. 
In the past, I’ve worried that the 
scientific worldview might become 
so absolute, such hilarious magi-
cal thinking will be outlawed. Who 
wants to live in a world without in-
tuitive prostate harmonisation? 

Nowadays, I’m more concerned 

that the populace has been so 
dumbed down, so easily manipu-
lated, this sort of predatory hoo-
doo –  or something just as stupid 
– will become mandatory. And it’ll 
be against the law to ask skeptical 
questions.
———————
Before departing, I knelt down to 
pray to the mountain. I gazed up at 
her snowy visage, and cried out:

My brothers and sisters have 
lost their minds!
No one helps another, except to 
help themselves!
Great One, hear my prayer!
To which the frozen stone re-

plied, “Who cares?”               CT
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T
he Fourth of July brought 
clear skies. A full moon 
had gleamed overhead 
since midnight – trailed 
by Jupiter, Saturn, and 

Mars in an eastward arc – allow-
ing me to ascend some 5,000ft of 
snow and talus without ever turn-
ing on my headlamp. 

The meaning of the mountain, 
I told myself faithfully, lies some-
where up ahead. There must be 
some connection between her 
world and ours.

Mt. Hood was cold and beautiful 
that morning, like an aloof lover 
who’s managed to capture some 
fool’s heart. Like all strato-

volcanoes, her jagged peak cast a 
symmetrical triangle that stretched 
out across a sea of clouds lit pink by 
the sunrise. 

As with any perfect visage, this 
sharp Platonic form is an optical 
illusion, created by the vanishing 
point of a lumpy, elongated shadow 
that extends for miles. Unlike her 

Joe Allen
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misshapen siblings, however, most 
of whom crouch like hunchbacks 
along the Cascade Volcanic Arc, 
something of Hood’s true essence 
is revealed by this idealised shape. 
Approached from a distance, her 
elegant body really does resemble 
a snow-covered pyramid rising up 
from the Oregonian conifers.

It was half past 5am by the time 
I’d reached Crater Rock, just shy 
of 11,000ft. A second wind surged 
through my limbs. As I climbed to-
ward the sulphur-stained rocks of 
the Pearly Gates, the eggy taste of 
Hood’s morning breath touched my 
lips. Above my head, heavy ice for-
mations the colour of Scandinavian 
eyes were clinging to the stone.

Two blackened fumaroles – ac-
tive volcanic vents that still whis-
per threats to passersby – belched 
vapour like the jaws of Hell some 

two hundred feet below. If you 
slipped down that icy chute into 
one of those holes, you’d either 
boil to death or slowly suffocate 
on the noxious fumes. That’s what 
makes this fun.

As I scaled up the frozen snow 
between the Pearly Gates, stab-
bing my ice axe’s pick into the 
slick 40° slope and digging my 
crampons into the shallow steps 
of predecessors long gone, I real-
ised I’d never felt so alone. There 
was no sound but my own desper-
ate breath and the violent crunch 
of my tools tickling the volcano. 

What did this amoral goddess 
think of my frantic efforts? She 
grinned, but didn’t giggle. Then 
again, she’s always grinning.

Clearly, few endeavours are 
more self-indulgent than a solo 
climb. It gives you the thrilling 

sensation of fighting for survival 
– not because Nature has turned 
against you, but because you’ve 
tempted Her wrath for the hell of it. 
Jelly legs, unsated lungs, strained 
arms, aching feet, a nasty fall just 
behind you, a godlike panorama 
over the next rise – mountaineer-
ing is a waking dream. 

At the top, it seems like you 
can see everything. In reality, you 
know next to nothing. Somehow, 
the illusion of omniscience holds 
real satisfaction.

The Holy Mountain

The myth of the cosmic moun-
tain is as old as wanderlust. 
Its slopes are inhabited by 

wise men, they say, while its peak 
is the gods’ abode. Even if we limit 
ourselves to a purely naturalistic 
view, humans appear to have 

Photo: D
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WHERE HEAVEN MEETS HELL: A foggy sunrise over the city of  
Portland, Oregon. Mt Hood stands majestic guard over the scene.
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evolved an innate desire 
to scale the heights – 
even in our dreams. It’s 
as if the naked ape was 
made to climb as well as 
to fight.
—————
The allure of high places 
pervades the work of 
Aleister Crowley – that 
sly black-magician, be-
loved prophet of personal 
liberty, opiate-addicted 
sex fiend, accomplished 
mountaineer, and alleged 
British intelligence as-
set – who joined the first 
Himalayan expedition to 
K2 at the turn of the 20th-century. 
For Crowley, mountain-climbing 
was a form of meditation – a way to 
get out of your head.

In his paradoxical Book of Lies, 
published in 1913, he includes a 
verse called “The Mountaineer”:

Consciousness is a symptom of 
disease.
All that moves well moves 
without will.
All skillfulness, all strain, all 
intention is contrary to ease.
Practice it a thousand times, 
and it becomes difficult;
 a thousand thousand, and 
it becomes easy; a  thousand 
thousand times a thousand 
thousand  and it is no longer. 
Thou that doeth it, but It that
 doeth itself through thee. Not 
until then is that which is done 
well done.
Thus spoke FRATER  
PERDURABO as he lept from 
rock to rock of the moraine 
without ever casting his eyes 
upon the ground.
If you read between the lines, 

it’s obvious the guy’s talking about 
getting laid. Or brainwashing tech-

niques. Or both.
Incidentally, a few miles down 

from Mt. Hood’s timberline, in the 
swingin’ city of Portland, Oregon, 
you can still find Crowley’s disci-
ples in the Ordo Templi Orientis 
– one of many non-traditional sex 
magic clubs in town. Every Sunday 
they hold a heretical Gnostic Mass 
(lockdown orders notwithstand-
ing). It’s sort of like a home church 
service, complete with special 
outfits, except they also offer a 
pre-transubstantiated Eucharist  
that contains human blood. 

According to the O.T.O web-
site’s FAQ*: “The sacrament con-
sists of a small goblet of red wine 
(non-alcoholic alternative avail-

able) and a small wafer 
called a ‘Cake of Light’. 
The cake is composed of 
wheat meal or another 
grain, honey, wine leav-
ings, Abramelin oil, ol-
ive oil, and either food 
grade animal blood or 
human blood, typically 
from the priestess, that 
has been reduced to 
ash. If you are sensi-
tive to gluten or are a 
vegan concerned about 
consuming blood and 
honey, you are welcome 
to bring your own cake 
to the ceremony”.

Talk about a taste of Portland. 
“Do what thou wilt” – now with 
non-alcoholic and gluten-free op-
tions. But back to our laboured 
ascent.
—————
In cultures the world over, the 
gods are said to dwell on a holy 
mountain. In the Western tradi-
tion, it was on Mt. Sinai (or Mt. 
Horeb, depending on who tells it) 
that a jealous storm god dictated 
the Ten Commandments (or 613, 
or whatever). Later on, his divine 
son expounded upon this Law from 
a Judean mountaintop, teaching 
conditional forgiveness and other 
tactics of spiritual warfare. Over 
in ancient Greece, a pantheon of 
lusty, capricious deities ruled the 
cosmos from Mt. Olympus. To this 
day, Shiva’s blazing third eye still 
gazes down from the Himalayan 
peak of Mt. Meru, where he dreams 
of dissolving the universe.

A profound, if tragic meditation 
on the peaks comes from French 
novelist René Daumal, who basi-

A few miles down 
from Mt. Hood in 
Portland, Oregon, 

you’ll find Crowley’s 
disciples in the Ordo 

Templi Orientis 

*Also in the O.T.O FAQ: “[W]e are 
not formally associated with ... Rev. 
Hoeller’s (Gnostic) church.”

Mt. Hood’s Platonic shadow in the sunrise.
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cally died mid-sentence while 
writing Mount Analogue: A Tale 
of Non-Euclidean and Symboli-
cally Authentic Mountaineering 
Adventures. He scratched the final 
comma in April of 1944, when tu-
berculosis overcame him. SPOIL-
ER ALERT: There’s no ending.

Echoing the occultists under 
which he studied, Daumal sketched 
out the cosmic mountain: “Its high-
est summit touches the sphere of 
eternity, and its base branches out 
in manifold foothills into the world 
of mortals. It is the path by which 
humanity can raise itself to the 
divine and the divine reveal itself 
to humanity.” But this image of the 
otherworldly, he laments, has be-
come an outmoded symbol. Even 
by Daumal’s time, every physi-
cal peak on the planet had been 
conquered, with its topography 
mapped and its slopes pimped out 
to snotty Europeans.

In response, Daumal envi-
sioned another, more mystical 
“path uniting Heaven and Earth” 
– Mount Analogue – a theoretical 
peak whose “summit must be in-
accessible, but its base accessible 
to human beings as nature has 
made them. … The gateway to the 
invisible must be visible”. Through 
hilarious characters and elabo-
rate logical puzzles, Daumal em-
barked on a new approach to the 
holy mountain – pursuing an im-
aginary goal forever out of reach 
– only to succumb to lung-hungry 
microbes before his climbing team 
could reach the summit.

Yin and Yang

Looking south from the top of 
Hood, you see Mt. Jefferson 
stabbing up from the land-

scape. Just beyond, the misty 
Three Sisters hover in the distance. 

To the north is a sullen Mt. Adams, 
looking serious about something. 
The bulbous Mt. Rainier eyes Seat-
tle hungrily. Off to the west side 
of this long, crooked line, what’s 
left of Mt. St. Helens lurks like an 
outcast. Her body is a crumbling 
monument to the violence of these 
monsters. It’s also a living labora-
tory for the study of rebounding 
forests.

The eruption of Mt. St. Helens 
showed America that volcanoes 
mean business. At the time, she 
looked a lot like Hood, all snow-
covered, dainty, and ready for fun. 
But St. Helens was never content 
to be just another pretty face. 
Then, on May 18, 1980, she lost 
her shit, blasting lava and white 
hot ash out of her northern flank 
with the force of 10-million tons of 
dynamite. With zero remorse, she 
killed 60 people, flattened whole 
forests, and made a 232-square 
mile mess of rural Washington. 
From her crater rim, you can still 
see a film of rotting tree trunks 
choking Spirit Lake like a mass 
grave no one bothered to cover.

As always, life is undaunted. Ex-
hibiting the steady, long-suffering 
patience of eager organisms with 
nothing better to do, the plants and 
animals of the surrounding forests 
immediately began to creep back 
onto the devastated area. Prai-

rie lupine – a pea-like wildflower 
with bright violet petals – was 
among the first to venture onto 
the pumice plain two years after 
the eruption. 

Science writer Rhonda Mazza 
tells their story in PNW’s Science 
Findings: 

“Each lupine plant created a 
microhabitat that was hospita-
ble to several other plants. Like 
other legumes, lupine chemically 
improves the soil … by ‘fixing’ 
atmospheric nitrogen. The lupine 
plants physically trap other wind-
blown debris and attract insects, 
many of which ultimately die on 
or around the plant. As these bits 
of organic matter decompose, they 
also enrich the soil. … Within a 
few years, the lupine patches … be-
came biological hotspots facilitat-
ing the colonisation of other plant 
species and attracting numerous 
insects, birds, and small mam-
mals, in what had been a barren 
landscape.”

Over hundreds of thousands 
of years, this rejuvenation has 
occurred countless times up 
and down the Cascade Volcanic 
Arc. With each succession, these 
mountains come to host flourish-
ing populations of shrews, voles, 
and ground squirrels; Douglas fir, 
western hemlock, and noble fir; 
elk, cougar, and coyote; corvids, 
ospreys, and eagles; and more re-
cently, REI-outfitted bipedal apes 
whose double trekking poles clack 
on the trail like carbon fibre beetle 
legs. With each eruption, the story 
starts over again.

So, in a never-ending orgy of 
goofy mating displays and raven-
ous predation – punctuated by long 
spells of farting around – the liv-
ing will dance on the bones of the 
dead.

In an orgy of goofy 
mating displays 

and ravenous 
predation, the living 

will dance on the 
bones of the dead
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Real ’Muricans vs. the 
Rainbow Whites

I have a theory for why the Pa-
cific Northwest is so fucking 
weird – Cascadia is where 

Heaven and Hell meet. Built up 
over the millennia from igne-
ous lava flows and coated with 
glaciers, its stratovolcanoes are 
the means by which the Earth’s 
molten core touches the clouds. 
This coupling is a form of geologi-
cal tantra. You can feel the erotic 
charge in the air. Climb up there 
and tell me I’m wrong.

My personal research, aided 
by magical thinking, suggests 
that these wacky vibes flow 
down into the cities like radio-
active snowmelt. Judging by 
recent observations, a massive 
pulse descended on the Fourth 
of July weekend. 

Despite the cancellation of 
Portland’s fireworks display, the 

city’s Rainbow Whites enjoyed a 
spirited Independence Day, as did 
the many ’Muricans who live in the 
outlying regions. So did I, for that 
matter. After my long descent from 
Hood’s summit, I spent a pleasant 
evening on a multifamily polyam-
orous farm – a lovely community 
of Rainbow ’Muricans – just down-
stream of the timberline. 

With a great friend beside me 
and an oatmeal stout in hand, I 
watched ten thousand fireworks 
explode over the countryside in 

rapid succession. For the armies 
of ’Muricans setting them off, this 
imitation carpet-bombing repre-
sents their liberty to celebrate 
the freedom to be free, and it com-
memorates the heroes who were 
free to either kill or enslave the 
enemy. 

At some point in the recent 
past, each of those fireballs had 
been touched by a Communist 
labourer in some Chinese boom-
stick factory. You know that one or 
two were smiling as they stuffed 
gunpowder into those cardboard 
tubes, happy that a few ’Muri-
cans out there would have a good 
time.

The same brands of fireworks 
were going off in downtown Port-
land on the Fourth, but in a differ-
ent spirit. These incendiaries were 
launched at government buildings 
by BLM activists – BLAM! BLAM! 
– and applauded by the city’s Rain-
bow Whites hidden away in neo-

FUN, FIRE AND COPS:  
Fourth of July weekend  
in Portlandia

Photo: Joe A
llen
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Lego condos. As in Hong Kong, 
the fuddy dud cops were not as 
amused. 

While lockdowns were lifted, 
the revolution was being televised. 
Across the country, from Balti-
more to San Francisco, bronze 
statues of ’Murican heroes were 
torn down with cameras rolling. 
Pissed off cops were thrashing 
protesters, young and old. In cities 
like Chicago and Atlanta, the po-
lice nearly ran out of crime scene 
tape as black children lay bleeding 
in the streets. 

The nation’s Rainbow Whites 
cheered the movement on from 
safe spaces, hiding their eyes dur-
ing the scary parts. Real ’Muri-
cans decompressed by doing some 
ammo shopping.

When I arrived in downtown 
Portland the next night, there 
were hardly any ’Muricans left. 
I saw so many homeless encamp-
ments, though, arranged in such 
elaborate configurations, you’d 
think city planners had been sold 
on a retro Barter Town aesthet-
ic. A few dozen militarised feds 
formed a wall against a mob of 
black-clad protesters. Behind the 
police, the Portland Justice Center 
was covered in graffiti an inch 
thick: “ACAB” – “WE ARE OUR 
ANCESTORS” – “COPS=KKK” – 
“FUCK 12” – “KILL COPS” – “OINK 
YOUR LAST” – “COPS ARE TER-
RORISTS” – “WHEN INJUSTICE 
BECOMES LAW RESISTANCE 
BECOMES DUTY” – “ALABAMA 
CRAB DANGLE” – “WHICH SIDE 
ARE YOU ON?”

Here and there you’d see car-

toon pigs drawn with X’s over 
their eyes. The actual cops looked 
mean enough, I guess, but because 
many held toy-like paintball guns 
(loaded with pepperspray balls), 
the whole scene had a comical, ir-
reverent air. The black-clad rebels 
were just kids, anyway. Many had 
surely been spawned by ’Murican 
parents, then got woke by the 
Rainbow Whites. Most were just 
old enough to fantasise about real 
violence.

Eventually a rowdy crew built a 
bonfire where the bronze Elk had 
once stood. Soon, two pretty black 
girls were dancing on the statue’s 
empty pedestal. Smartphone 
bass thumped through a bull-
horn. A selfie or two got snapped. 
Down front, a few emotive types 
screamed in the cops’ faces. It was 
as if they were performing some 
cathartic ritual whereby many per-
sonal nightmares could be trans-
muted into one all-encompassing 
utopia.

A pale Army vet with a keffiyeh 
over his face waved an inverted 
US flag and taunted the cops. He 
said the brown people he served 
with overseas could ice any pig in 

front of him. A fit blonde woman in 
tights, screaming through her de-
signer PPE, scolded the policemen 
who chose not to wear a mask dur-
ing a pandemic. These demonstra-
tors had tapped into the dark side 
of the Rainbow, each one climbing 
the New Normal’s fluid social hi-
erarchy in his, her, or their own 
way.

Off to the side, an Hispanic kid 
implored a black officer, “I just 
want justice for my friends, man!” 
The cop shook his head and fin-
gered the trigger guard, looking 
bored. These two didn’t strike 
me as a true Rainbow White or a 
hardcore ’Murican. But there they 
were, facing off on opposite sides of 
the same trembling volcano, feel-
ing the heat of that tectonic fric-
tion. Without warning, another 
Chinese rocket went BLAM! in 
the sky.

Whether you’re observing conti-
nental subduction zones, the dance 
of predator and prey, or the fault-
lines between civilisation and its 
discontents, universal processes 
can be discerned. A unifying spirit 
lies beneath. 

Nature moves. Entities con-
flict. Pressure builds. The world 
explodes. Everything’s quiet. Na-
ture moves again. Survival means 
knowing when to move with Her, 
when to strike back, when to climb 
up, and when to take cover.           CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website is 
www.joebot.xyz.

Nature moves. 
Entities conflict. 
Pressure builds. 

The world explodes. 
Everything’s quiet. 

Nature moves again
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T
his global lockdown 
has gotten so lonesome, 
we’re being driven into 
the arms of machines. 
Smartphones, assault 

rifles, talking treadmills, swipe-
able sexbot impersonators, smart 
RVs for old farts, VR goggles for 
the kids, a battery-powered dog for 
the whole family, a corporate bug 
in the ol’ noggin – our new friends 
are dependable, sanitary, and 
made to last. And they’re always 
willing to listen.

We now know, through bitter 
experience, that everybody needs 
somebody. Since the first multi-
cellular blobs formed 600-million 
years ago, various individuals have 
been compelled to gather into soci-
eties – slime molds, ant colonies, 
wolf packs, sacrificial cults, bingo 
tournaments, you name it. And like 
many evolved traits that confront 
novel situations, this innate desire 
for companionship makes us vul-
nerable to unanticipated parasites 
and predators, such as smartdildos 
or technocratic control freaks.

In Howard Bloom’s 1997 evo 
psych classic, The Lucifer Prin-
ciple, the author introduces an 
iconic analogy for human social 

instincts – the cellular behaviour 
of a sea sponge. From his chapter 
on the “Superorganism”:

“Take a living sponge, run it 
through a sieve into a bucket, and 
the sponge breaks up into a muddy 
liquid that clouds the water into 
which it falls. That cloud is a mob 
of self-sufficient cells [who have] 
everything it takes to handle life 
on its own; but something inside 
the newly liberated sponge cell 
tells it, ‘You either live in a group 
or you cannot live at all.’ … With-
in a few hours, the water in your 
bucket grows clear, and sitting at 
the bottom is a complete, reconsti-
tuted sponge”.

Bloom’s point is that – like the 
wayward sponge cell – human be-
ings can’t stand to be alone. This 
instinct is still at work in today’s 
proto-cyborgs, who, having been 
atomised by government mandate, 
are steadily reconstituting their 
social structure online.
   ———————

The trendy Spiritualists of the 
19th-century deserve credit 
for their foresight. People 

will attempt to cross any chasm to 
communicate with a lost loved one. 
These days, our laptops keep us 

connected like WiFi Ouija boards. 
Even the cheapest machines can 
be used to reach out into Cyberia 
and draw down the spirits of the 
living. 

Our glowing screens will actu-
ally channel self-aware Zoom per-
sonas who, with eyes askew, shift 
from one photogenic pose to the 
next. These disembodied beings 
haunt the Sim dimension – Zoom 
worship, Zoom work, Zoom school, 
Zoom parties, Zoom confession-
als, Zoom psychoanalysis, Zoom 
surveillance – pursuing self-real-
isation through the only means 
available.

Like sponge cells, we all have to 
scratch that social itch. That’s why 
your phone’s always within reach, 
making incessant noises that we 
can all hear. It’s literally a hand-
held synthetic society. So long as 
there are names in your contacts, 
another soul must be out there to 
lend an ear. 

In fact, if you’ve read the Terms 
and Conditions, you know that AI 
bots – and their creators, if they 
so desire – are always listening, 
whether you like it or not. As we 
gather online, “together apart”, the 
contours of our social behaviours 

Joe Allen

Staying human through 
a technological plague
Imagine looking in the mirror after a long global lockdown, only to find 
the ten billion eyes of a luminescent superorganism staring back at you
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are being studied – and shaped 
– by the same innovators who 
helped create this New Normal in 
the first place.
   ———————

The past few months have 
been like a dull horror movie 
that just drags on and on. 

Aside from the haunting image 
of hundreds of thousands of peo-
ple choking to death on their own 
lung dumplings – held in soulless 
hospitals where millions have been 
kept from loved ones during their 
last moments, forcibly isolated by 
bureaucrats who’ll never be held to 
account for the pain caused by their 
decisions – two news items have left 
me with the unsettling sense that 

this historic moment was fated.
The first came on April 10, Good 

Friday. It was an advertisement for 
“The Life”, an augmented reality 
exhibit featuring occult perform-
ance artist Marina Abramović, to 
be auctioned for a small fortune at 
Christie’s. The promo was released 
by Microsoft, whose HoloLens 2 is 
also showcased.

Ever since her name showed 
up in the John Podesta email 
leak, Abramović has been notori-
ous among conspiracy buffs. It’s 
as if she was made for the part, 
given her bloody pagan aesthetic, 
her quasi-cannibalistic LA gala 
– where celebrities gathered to 
slice up and devour life-sized peo-

ple cakes – and her role as an eso-
teric life coach to the progressive 
glitterati, such as Jay Z and Lady 
Gaga. 

In the ad itself, we see a bunch 
of basic hipsters wearing Holo-
Lens headsets in an empty art 
gallery, getting excited over noth-
ing – a metaphor for all of modern 
art. Then, out of thin air, a pallid 
Marina Abramović materialises 
in a red dress. She kind of just 
stands around for awhile, looking 
emotionless and sinister. By the 
hipsters’ pleased expressions, the 
viewer knows this digital appari-
tion is, like, totally amazing. 

In her heavy Slavic accent, 
Abramović explains: “I believe 

REACHING FOR THE OTHER SIDE: “Better buy a Mac next time, kid”.

A
rt: Vera Petruk / 123rf.com
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the art of the future is art without 
objects. It is just pure transmis-
sion of energy between the viewer 
and the artist. To me, mixed re-
ality is this answer. ... There is 
always this great ideal of immor-
tality. Once you die the work of art 
will never die. ... Here, I am kept 
forever”.

By sheer coincidence, this ad 
aired two days before Easter was 
cancelled (no, they didn’t find the 
body). In fact, last Easter was the 
first time in history when, essen-
tially, the entire world’s laity has 
been denied sacrament on the ho-
liest day of the year. To be clear, 
this vast neutralisation of sacred 
space and sacred time wasn’t lim-
ited to the Jesus people. Across the 
planet, from temple to mosque to 
synagogue, the ancient stream of 
collective effervescence was cut 
off and moved online.
   ———————

The second “Creepy Tale from 
the New Normal” was told 
by tech muckraker Whitney 

Webb. Adding to a long tradition 
of whistleblowers and paranoid 
dot-connectors, Webb’s incisive 
reporting confirms that top play-
ers in the Pentagon, the US Intel-
ligence Community, and Silicon 
Valley are aggressively pushing 
to transform America into a fully 
integrated surveillance state run 
by robots. (Yeah, yeah, so what 
else is new?) 

According to a confidential 
government document, obtained 
via FOIA request, our new for-
ward-thinking society will boast 
5G-interconnected “smart cities”, 
unbridled mass surveillance, 
emasculating autonomous vehi-
cles, habitual online shopping, 
and an easily traceable cashless 
economy. 

This pulsating urban super-
organism is to be overseen by 
advanced AI bots. Their bound-
less neural nets will slurp up big 
data gleaned from our physical 
movements, social networks, and 
biometric status – tapping into 
facial recognition and DNA data-
bases – as well as our public and 
private communications. After 
chewing the data over, these bots 
will cough up answers to all our 
biggest problems. The idea is to 
turn America into an integrated 
network of hyper-efficient cyborg 
hives to keep us competitive with 
China, who are rapidly outpacing 
us in that direction.

The document itself bears the 
bland title “Chinese Tech Land-
scape Overview”. It was produced 
in May of 2019 – half a year before 
the pandemic – by the US govern-
ment’s National Security Com-
mission on Artificial Intelligence, 
chaired by former Google head Eric 

Schmidt. The details are analysed 
in Whitney Webb’s hair-raising 
article “Techno-Tyranny: How 
the US National Security State is 
Using Coronavirus to Fulfill an 
Orwellian Vision”, published in 
The Last American Vagabond on 
April 20, 2020. 

Drawing on numerous sources, 
Webb cross-references these sci-
fi protocols with various trends 
now promoted as the New Normal 
– including contact tracing, con-
ditioned aversion to face-to-face 
interaction, the normalisation of 
telemedicine, and draconian re-
strictions on voluntary movement 
and in-person gatherings. 

In essence, those of us not wear-
ing tinfoil hats on self-sufficient 
communes will be forced to upload 
our personalities to the thoroughly 
surveilled Cyberian tundra. If we 
want to have any fun in the physi-
cal world, we’ll need to download 
the newest directives first.
   ———————

This is all just progress, they 
say. Just another step in hu-
man evolution. Don’t freak 

out.
Look, I understand that evolu-

tion is inevitable. But can’t we just 
hit pause at Homo sapiens and hold 
off on the next leap? At least until 
we’ve figured out how to be decent 
humans? No? Oh, right. In the New 
Normal, all decent humans will be-
come cyborgs. That way, everyone 
and their grandma can stay safe. 
’Cause that’s just science.

Throughout my ongoing explo-
ration of the American wilderness, 
the strangest creature I’ve encoun-
tered so far is the Trail Crab. This 
subspecies must have evolved dur-
ing the past three months, most 
likely in response to the novel 
coronavirus – or at least the stress-

If we want to have 
any fun in the 

physical world,  
we’ll need to 

download the newest 
directives first
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inducing propaganda around it.
This terrestrial arthropod 

bears some resemblance to the 
Trekking Beetle, whose carbon 
fibre legs can be heard clacking 
down hiking trails from Cascadia 
to the Smoky Mountains. (By the 
way, both of these are related to 
the recently evolved Moon Spider, 
easily identified by its adjustable 
forelegs, neon exoskeleton, FitBit-
equipped biometric system, and its 
desperate gait as it clatters past 
you up the mountain.)

On first glance, the Trail Crab 
looks a lot like a common Trek-
king Beetle, only its eyes bug out 
of its shell. You’ll know it’s a true 
Trail Crab, though, if it spots you. 
When approached by a human na-
kedface, the Trail Crab will freeze 
like a hermit crab, then slowly step 
off the trail and turn away. Having 
withdrawn, it puts a muzzling de-
vice on its frontal orifice and just 
stands there, staring off into space, 
until the threat has passed. 

If two Trail Crabs encounter 
each other on the path, they im-
mediately come to an amusing 
impasse. I’ve been down trails 
where there’s a crab on each side, 
both staring away into nothing, 
each waiting for the other to 
make the first move. Hell, they 
may still be there, starving to 
death in fear. Clearly, this behav-
ioural pattern incurs some loss of 
fitness. But at least it confers the 
advantage of staying safe in the 
New Normal.
   ——————— 

Yes, I suppose this evolution-
ary leap was already in 
motion. After all, human 

sociality has been rapidly mutat-
ing in urban centres for decades. 
As Americans are increasingly 
isolated and dehumanised, many 

actually prefer to stay at home 
with an anthropomorphised pet on 
one side and a humanised gadget 
on the other, comfortably snuggled 
between Mammal and Machine. 
With real people out of the way, 
they can just relax, scroll through 
social media posts, and wait for the 
Amazon Fairy to arrive.

Even romance, for all its primal 
wonder, is being sifted through 
the digital sieve. Courtship has 
moved to Zoom seances on the 
WiFi Ouija board. Tinder, Grin-
dr, and Covid-free glory holes 
provide reliable alternatives to 
awkward organic mating rituals. 
In an antiseptic age of “staying 
safe”, computers are like con-
doms that people actually enjoy 
using. And best of all, you’ll never 
forget a single moment, because 
somewhere out there, probably in 
some Utah data facility, every kiss 
and whisper is being recorded for 
broader analysis.

Change may be the only con-
stant, but the beauty of evolution is 
that ancient forms tend to be con-
served, even as new adaptations 
emerge. For instance, the great 
apes – who bear a close resem-
blance to our common ancestor – 
still exist alongside humans (if we 
don’t kill them all, anyway). We 
primates exist alongside rodents. 
Mammals exist alongside reptiles, 
who exist alongside amphibians. 
And so on, down to the hyper-
social sponges, who wax nostalgic 
about our evolutionary history 
from the bottom of the ocean. 

One benefit of this conservative 
arrangement is that if “advanced” 
organisms don’t cut it in the long 
run –  think Tyrannosaurus or 
the woolly mammoth – then the 
more primitive forms remain as 
a sort of back-up plan. This same 
principle must apply to the ongo-
ing transhumanist experiment 
that our technocratic elites are 
currently conducting on the glo-
bal population. Therefore, follow-
ing evolution’s eternal wisdom, 
I’d like to formally volunteer to 
remain in the control group for 
the duration of this dystopian 
shit show.

Do what you will with the folks 
lining up down the sidewalk, six 
feet apart, eager to get their touch-
screen palm chips and shiny robo-
buddies. They deserve whatever 
they get, obviously. But I’d rather 
just stay human, in the traditional 
sense, if it’s all the same.

Somebody has to stay weird – 
even in the New Normal.             CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.joEBoT.xyz
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L
ast spring, the live enter-
tainment industry van- 
ished in the blink of an 
eye. Across the world, 
millions of careers were 

vaporised. As late as February, 
according to the US Bureau of 
Labor Statistics, America boasted 
nearly 2.5-million jobs in arts, en-
tertainment, and recreation. By 
May, that number had dropped 
below 1.2-million. As the panic 
intensified, every touring show 
came to a screeching halt in the 
middle of the road. A researcher 
from Pollstar’s Concert Hotwire 
told me that there were over 3,500 
artists on tour when the hammer 
fell. A booming $26-billion global 
industry was reduced to fleets of 
parked tour buses and useless gear 
crammed into warehouses. Entire 
productions were left hanging in 
empty venues. A few stayed up 
for months, collecting dust. From 
well-paid production managers to 
cleaning crews who scraped for 
change, pretty much everyone was 
told to hit the bricks. 

Thank God for guv’mint cheez 
– if you could get your hands on it 
– but it looks like that cow’s getting 
milked dry. Of the many riggers, 

touring techs, and stagehands I’ve 
spoken to recently, some haven’t 
received a single drop from Uncle 
Sam’s withered teat. Rumour has 
it that mass gatherings won’t be 
held again for another a year or 
two, maybe longer. So now what?

Pop stars are still singing for 

virtual audiences, but as for the 
workers backstage, our former 
lives are in suspended animation. 
Sometimes, it evokes a haunting 
sense of emptiness. As a rigger, I 
don’t miss the performances. Not 
really. With massive pop shows, 
the talent onstage is inversely pro-
portional to the weight in the air. 
But man, do I miss the mark-outs 
in the morning, the view from the 
ceiling, and the fellowship at night.

The first thing you have to un-
derstand about riggers is that we 
take pride in our work. This isn’t 
just a job for us. It’s a complicated 
craft with a rich tradition. Rigging 
takes years to master. If we didn’t 
know what we were doing, believe 
me, our employers wouldn’t let us 
climb up here and do this – if they 
had any idea what we were actu-
ally doing, anyway. So just relax. 
And stand back.

Imagine the average large 
production from a tour rigger’s 
perspective. The sun’s coming up. 
You had two hours of sleep on the 
ride in from the last city. The goal 
is to get 50 tons of truss, intelligent 
lights, audio arrays, LED video 

Joe Allen

Grid monkeys  
in the mist
Humans have climbed higher than any primate on Earth  
– mostly for their own entertainment, but also for yours

  Roadies of foRTune / Part One

HELLRAISER: Pinheads design a cum-
bersome rig. Grouchy grid monkeys 
make it happen.
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walls, and an automated rigging 
system into the air in time for 
soundcheck. Every chain should 
be up by the five hour mark. You 
know what, we’re off to a late start. 
Get ’em up in under four.

Make the band happy, man – at 
least happier than your nagging, 
anal retentive audio tech, who just 
sneezed the last of his common 
sense right off the mirror. And 
watch out, because your produc-
tion manager is hungover again, 
and it’s literally your fault.

The 50 tons of gear will hang 
from 100 chain-hoist motors, at-
tached to the arena’s rafters, most 
well over 100ft high. (In some cit-
ies, it’s over 200ft.) Your local rig-
ging crew, many of whom you’ve 
never met, will climb out, send in 

ropes, and pull every up chain, one 
way or another. To get each point 
in the right place – some time to-
day, dude, holy shit – you’ll need 
to balance exactitude with time 
constraints. You have to weigh 
necessity against safety. 

Roadcases full of steel are roll-
ing in from the loading dock. There 
are 20 up-riggers and 10 ground-
riggers from the local crew stand-
ing around, waiting for instruction. 
There are 30 some-odd touring 
techs watching from the side-
lines. They command a 70-strong 
army of impatient stagehands. No 
one can do their jobs until you do 
yours. Better make this good, son, 
because in  this cutthroat busi-
ness, one false move can mean 
your gig.

Coveted as the tour rigger’s po-
sition may be – hot damn, I loved 
it – walking that razor’s edge is 
just half the fun. The real magic 
happens up top.

Yep, rigging a rock show as a lo-
cal feels as good as it looks. Every 
time you climb a stage tower or 
walk out onto an I-beam, there’s 
this surge of animal energy. You 
can actually get high pulling up a 
200lbs reeved chain, rope in hand, 
balanced on a six-inch beam a hun-
dred feet in the air, staying in sync 
with your simian partner, toes 
hanging over the edge. You feel 
the life in every breath. 

There’s something primal in 
climbing angle iron upside-down, 

BOOKWORM ON THE BEAM: “Narrow is the way that leads to life – broad is the path to destruction”.
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relying on taut limbs that evolved 
for arboreal manoeuvres. It feels 
natural. Rappelling in fast after 
a long day puts your body in tune 
with the equations that underpin 
the universe. Especially if there’s 
cold beer waiting for you down 
there – or, best case scenario, a 
good lay. During those fleeting 
peak moments, you don’t just have 
a job in rock ’n’ roll – you fucking 
are rock ’n’ roll.

If riggers are arrogant jerks, on 
rare occasion, it’s because working 
at heights demands serious skill 
and responsibility. If you drop a 
22oz steel shackle from a hundred 
feet, it could punch a hole in some 
stagehand’s skull and let all the 
smoke out. So screwing up isn’t 
an option. Got it?

Excellence requires a heroic 
paradox. It’s contradictory, but it 
works. Mostly. 

An up-rigger does everything 
exactly right, every time. And 
when he doesn’t – which happens 
way too often – it’s his duty to whip 
himself until he never makes an-
other mistake. That’s why ac-
cidents rarely happen (knock on 
wood). But when they do happen 
– and they always will – you’ve 
gotta put a boot up somebody’s 
ass. That’s just the law of the jun-
gle gym.

There’s an integrity to enter-
tainment rigging – especially up 
in the rafters – that you won’t find 
in many fields. The sheer physical-
ity makes bullshitting impossible, 
at least in the long run. It simply 
isn’t one of those “fake it til ya 
make it” gigs that attract morons 
and grifters. Not unless you can 
stomach horrific accidents. To 
cite a controversial example, when 
you meet a fit woman swaggering 
across the high steel, you can gen-

erally assume she’s solid to the 
core. Rigging forces you to prove 
your strength.

This critical attitude extends to 
the wider society. Riggers despise 
people with no work ethic. We 
would gripe about it all the time in 
hammocks under the stage, or over 
beers in the tourbus’s back lounge. 
We hate laziness and complacency. 
And we can’t stand a phony.

Now pass that over here, will 
ya? It’s a pipe, not a microphone.

Because I suffer from a genetic 
disorder called “aching senti-
mentality”, I miss my steel-bound 
brothers and sisters even more 
than I do the work. Riggers develop 
the sort of camaraderie you might 
find in a fire hall or a mercenary 
squad. You can’t trust these guys 
with your wife, but you can trust 
them with your life.

Local riggers are either snarl-
ing lone wolves or they travel in 
bands of thrill-seeking gypsies, so 
you meet all kinds of misfits. De-
pending on the city, you find vari-
ous combinations of white, black, 
and Latino, with all the attendant 
synthesis, conflict, and off-colour 
jokes. 

The culture is untamed and 
beautiful. On any given day, you 
might find a macho farm boy, 

a knot-tying bondage freak, a 
hardass from the ’hood, a shell-
shocked war vet, a tough chick 
in striped knee socks, or a right-
wing metrosexual on the beam 
beside you. Every local crew is an 
exclusive cabal where ability is 
the watchword and weirdness is 
the norm.

Of all the manoeuvres you’ll see 
up in the steel, ghostwalking is the 
wildest. The practice is borderline 
spiritual in its intensity and poten-
tial repercussions. A ghostwalker 
simply steps out onto a beam, high 
in the air – with no safety whatso-
ever – and puts one foot in front of 
the other. Few human beings are 
capable of doing it on command. 
Even fewer can make it look good. 

Maybe it’s just coincidence, but 
the three best ghostwalkers I’ve 
ever known – men who can glide 
down a six-inch beam like a cat 
– also hold a supernaturalist phi-
losophy. One is a damn Yankee, 
twenty years older than me. Back 
in the ’90s, he was drumming for 
Debbie Harry. These days, he techs 
the drum kit for Metallica. 

I met him on the low steel in 
Nashville’s main arena, years 
before any safety system was in-
stalled. The guy just hopped over 
the catwalk rail, marched out onto 
the black box beams – 90ft over the 
concrete floor – and tossed in his 
rope tail.

“Hey, kid”, he barked, “whadd-
aya waiting on? The work’s out 
here”.

It was stunning, for sure, but 
he really shocked me when he 
later confessed to loving the 
white-toothed televangelist, Joel 
Osteen.

“Are you serious?!”

The guy just hopped 
over the catwalk 
rail, marched out 
onto the black box 
beams – 90ft over 
the concrete floor
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“Life is full of horror and nega-
tivity, Joe. At least Osteen brings 
something positive into the 
world”.

Incidentally, the world-famous 
Nik Walenda, who recently walked 
a 1,800ft tightrope over the crater 
of an active volcano called “The 
Mouth of Hell,” is also a diehard 
fundamentalist who – for the love 
of God – also follows Joel Osteen.

Quite a few men have died 
proving themselves in the air. In 
response, OSHA now requires 
anyone working above 6ft to wear 
a harness. But boys will be boys. 
There’s tremendous value in real-

ising human potential for its own 
sake, however senseless it appears 
to the outside world.

The best steel-climber I know is 
my brother from another mother. 
We grew into manhood together 
– however reluctantly – bounc-
ing from one adventure to the 
next. Hippie dens in Minneapolis. 
Waterfalls in Oregon. Shroom 
tea on a California cliffside. The 
cursed eclipse in Dallas. Bike rides 
through Miami ghettos. Pints in 
London pubs. Ancient shrines in 
southern France.

While building a stage in Flush-
ing Meadows, Queens, I saw this 
African lion walk a 15ft plan bar – 
a steel tube, 3 inches in diameter – 
at 50ft up, his arms out like wings, 
cawing like a bird. In arenas, I’ve 
seen him zig-zag from one end of 
the steel grid to the other, a hun-
dred feet up, like he was strolling 
to the local bodega. The last time 
we worked together, he literally 
leapt from truss to truss across a 
European mother grid, grinning 
from ear to ear like a kid hopping 
creek stones.

The soul is strong with this one. 
As a boy, he was raised by a Baptist 
preacher in the Deep South, who 
turned him on to the Holy Spirit. As 
a young man, he ventured out to the 
liberated edge of pagan mysticism. 
Throughout his journey across the 
planet, my friend has never strayed 
from the magical path. He just 
steps across the clouds, one foot in 
front of the other.

In circles down South, the next 
generation’s best steel-climber is 
a country boy, ten years younger 
than me. I’ve watched him walk 
the four-inch spreaders in Nash-
ville’s arena, 107ft up. I’ve seen him 
underclimb the curved I-beams in 
Knoxville’s Civic Coliseum – 70ft 
over certain death – with pure Zen 
in his eyes, swinging upside-down 
like a badass gibbon. The kid’s 
whip smart, crazy as hell, and – 
wouldn’t you know it – a devout 
Christian. 

A couple of years ago, our wild 
child made national news. The 
smarmiest headline was “Man Lets 
Jesus Take the Wheel and Truck 
Flips 5 Times”, written by the self-
proclaimed “progressive secular 
humanist” Michael Stone. This hot 

ANOTHER DAY AT THE OFFICE: You’re never too old to play on the jungle gym -- but 
you CAN be too clumsy.
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take was published at Patheos, a 
left-wing Christian site. 

Displaying his nauseating blend 
of progressive sensitivity and 
Christian charity, Stone conclud-
ed, “Bottom line: An intoxicated 
man in Tennessee let Jesus take 
the wheel, with predictable con-
sequences”. In the unflattering 
mugshot that follows, we see a tear 
under the culprit’s eye. I wonder if 
Michael Stone has ever considered 
the sort of pain that pushes a man 
to guzzle whiskey, sniff uncut co-
caine, and haul ass into the void? 
Has Stone ever lost his mother to 
tragedy, or endured separation 
from his wife and son? 

To be fair, though, it really is 
a hilarious story. When our way-
ward ghostwalker told me his side, 
he quipped, “You either do cocaine 
til it’s gone, or it does you til you’re 
gone”. He insists that the police re-
port was inaccurate. For one thing, 
the truck flipped seven times, not 
five. But he admits to closing his 
eyes and hitting the gas. 

“Afterward, I looked up and saw 
angels”. For a time, he was reduced 
to tears and speaking in tongues. 
“Once I recovered, I simply gave 
God glory for my miraculous sur-
vival as they put me in the back 
of the car. … I didn’t deserve to 
live”. But he did live. And he still 
keeps the faith while climbing to 
the sky.

Backstage work has its kicks, but 
no dream job is perfect. As a local, 
my least favourite duty is shoot-
ing spotlight during the show. You 
have to actually watch the ... ahem 
... “talent” on display. Every second 
of it. If the CIA had known about 
this form of torture, they could’ve 
saved money on all those water-

boards, and promoters could’ve 
cut labour costs. 

Disgruntled spot operators 
compare the task to A Clockwork 
Orange, when Alex is forced to 
watch awful videos with his eyes 
held open by metal forceps. Some 
nights you’ll hear a spot-op on the 
headset yelling, “It’s a sin! It’s a 
sin! It’s a sin!”

By aiming a bulky spotlight at 
the Rascal Flatts for two hours – or 
Selena Gomez, or R Kelly, or Katy 
Perry, or neo-NKOTB, or Kings of 
Leon, or (shivers up my spine) DC 
Talk – you’re exposing yourself to 
repetitive, brain-numbing tunes 
with no PPE whatsoever. I’ve had 
earworms crawling around my 
skull for weeks afterward. Honest-
ly, you’d be better off taste-testing 
uranium at a nuclear plant.

Not everyone feels this way, 
of course. Many stagehands and 
touring techs will wax poetic 
about adding their small part to 
a worldwide production. In their 
noblest moments, they explain 
that bringing tremendous joy to so 
many people satisfies a deep need 
to do meaningful work. 

To which I say, “I guess so. But 
this show still sucks.”

Many nights I’ve leaned on 
the catwalk rail, burning a joint, 

watching some robotic pop star go 
through the motions for the thou-
sandth time. The nebulous, smile-
pocked blob undulates before 
their exalted idol, smartphones 
held aloft. I see the culmination 
of thousands upon thousands of 
man-hours, woman-hours, and 
machine-hours down there. A 
gorgeous lighting design. An im-
peccable audio focus. The intricate 
movements of automated truss 
moving from one geometric con-
figuration to the next.

All of this technical excellence 
for a postmod tribal totem doing 
the orgy porgy onstage. This an-
droid belts out lyrics that are so 
idiotic – yet so damn memorable – 
every line must’ve been generated 
by neuro-linguistic programmers. 
The crowd can’t help but sing 
along. Their wallets empty out as 
their heads are filled with vapid 
propaganda:

Be free. Embrace your vices. 
Live for one another. Do your own 
thing. Make love. Make war (on 
hate). Make duck face for selfie.

My eyes roll until I’m dizzy. 
What time is it, anyway? 

Then I’ll look over to find a fel-
low rigger completely entranced, 
smiling, bobbing his head in pure 
bliss. Or maybe it’s a stagehand 
dancing her heart out. In those 
moments, I understand that life is 
about sharing happiness, whatever 
form it may take. I realise I’m just 
a sardonic killjoy, and that the hu-
man community, starved for pleas-
ure, deserves satisfaction – with or 
without my participation. 

Then again, other times I’ve 
looked over and seen co-workers 
nodding out from too much heroin. 
So maybe some joys are healthier 
than others. 

I mean, what if hypno-pop really 

The crowd can’t 
help but sing along. 
Their wallets empty 
out as their heads 

are filled with vapid 
propaganda
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does make the populace dumber? 
What if the accelerating cultural 
transitions from the Beatles to the 
Backstreet Boys to Barack Obama 
to Donald Trump are as seamless 
as they appear to be? What if pop 
culture is engineered to keep us ob-
sessed with synthetic stars instead 
of understanding the complexity of 
our social constellations? 

Seriously, how long before we 
reach peak Idiocracy, and people 
just gather to watch a giant, jig-
gly butt passing gas on the big 
screen? They’d never notice the 
electrodes in their own rear ends, 
draining their life force away. 
Vital questions, I suppose. But 
every night, I’d ground myself 
with the same thought: The pay-
check will clear.

Nowadays, we’re humming the 
chorus in the unemployment line. 
Mass gatherings are banned until 
further notice. 

In fact, the only up-coming con-
cert I’m aware of is an epidemio-
logical experiment to be conducted 

on August 22. German scientists 
from Martin Luther University 
will stuff 4,000 (’vid-negative) fans 
into Leipzig Arena to watch Tim 
Bendzko play his schmaltzy tunes. 
Each individual will be slathered 
in florescent hand sanitiser and 
have their exact position tracked 
via contact-tracing devices. 

Researchers hope to uncover 
the patterns by which germs 
spread through crowded venues, 
with the ultimate goal of creating 
a super-safe New Normal. Maybe 
social engineers can also analyse 
spending habits and mating be-
haviours, and finally quantify the 
bar-to-urinal pipeline.

If it’s gonna be years before the 
touring machine gets back on the 
road, the most competent people 

will probably shift to other careers. 
One of the sharpest riggers I know 
is now crafting custom guitar 
pedalboards. As much as he loves 
the steel, he ain’t looking back. 

Salaried bureaucrats have 
plenty of time to invent more te-
dious rules for the replacements. 
When shows finally come back, 
arena floors will be flooded with 
clueless goobers wearing shiny 
new hard hats, hi-viz vests, and 
expressionless PPE burkas, eager 
to smash thumbs with mallets and 
crush each other with roadcases. 
Up top, you’ll find greenhorn rig-
gers tangled in their mandatory 
safety gear, ready to rain carabin-
ers and shackle pins on the hapless 
ground-pounders below. 

Should my worst fears be real-
ised, there won’t be enough bright 
minds left to raise the collective 
IQ to a reasonable average. Due to 
stagnant wages, negligent super-
visors, and increasingly atrophied 
brains, that scene was already pop-
ping up all over the country. 

In my experience, there’s a high 
correlation between heavy-handed 
regulation and decreasing com-
petence. If you want to cultivate 
strong, independent workers, 
there’s a sweet spot somewhere 
between black-lunged coalminers 
and self-driving trucks. 

It’s one thing to provide prophy-
lactics. It’s another to cut off our 
balls. But those are concerns for an-
other day. For now, us grid monkeys 
are left sitting on our feet-hands. If 
all else fails, we can always climb 
back into the trees.                          CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.jOEBOT.xyz

CoMinG in PaRT TWo
Pop iconoclasm, insectoid 

hierarchies, cross-cultural chaos,  
and enough booze to kill a stone 

mason. In the next issue of ColdType,  
we’ll duck backstage to join the  

tech ants on a tourbus

BEHIND THE CURTAIN: Warrior and the Wizard make the magic happen.

Photo: Vanessa de Plum
e



www.coldtype.net

ColdType
Writing Worth reading  n  Photos Worth seeing                                                    september 2020

covid-sPreading farts of death  |  Tony Sutton  
the 21st-century’s neW great game  |  Conn Hallinan 

tech ants on a tourbus  |  Joe Allen
Issue 213

Trapped in The  
shadow of war

Woman the Republicans call a Marxist

When paRents feaR theiR childRen
covid 19: Who could have known?

.

.

.



12 ColdType  |  September 2020  |  www.coldtype.net

W
hat would I say if 
Studs Terkel rose 
from the grave and 
asked me about 
my job?

Being a roadie ain’t half bad. 
If you don’t have the chops to be 
a rockstar, you might as well tour 
with one. Yeah, it requires a bru-
tal initiation to get backstage, but 
if you pass that trial by fire, you 
become part of a tight, worldwide 
tribe. It’s like a blood pact without 
borders, except with chain grease 
instead of blood.

The top tour guys are the wit-
tiest, hardest working men and 
women to ever pick up a wrench. 
Visualise a towering commie me-
morial, erected in honour of work-
ing people – one guy with a rope, 
another with a hammer, another 
pointing forward with a donut in 
hand. Keep the square faces, take 
away the totalitarian economy, add 
some smartass inscription about 
“your mama”, and there you have 
a true image of roadiekind. 

These wild animals taught me 
the meaning of common cause. 

They taught me that accurate ide-
as, communicated clearly, produce 
effective results. They taught me 
the necessity of hierarchy and in-
telligent social organisation. And 
they taught me respect for supe-
rior knowledge. I may never attain 
my mentors’ status or skill levels, 
but they’ve given me something to 
aspire to.

The touring gig also offers 
world travel, free booze, sweet 
hotels, Dionysian dance parties, 
and for those with a talent for it, 
the occasional wayward groupie. 
Your crew laminate might not pull 
‘em like a gold record, but hey, it 
beats a fast food hat.

My first tour was a blast. By 
sheer luck, I got hired as an au-
tomation tech for a cornbread 
synth-country band. It gave me an 
eye-opening panorama of podunk 
America. For instance, during one 
heartland hootenany, me and the 
hottest catering girl this side of 
Kansas watched a mass of mud-
covered cowpokes re-enact Wood-

stock. They were happy as pigs in 
shit, raising cups of Bud Lite to the 
sky, totally unaware that leaky 
port-o-potties were feeding their 
soppy wallow.

On my second tour, our team 
ran an aerialist system for the 
world’s #1 dysgenic hip hop act. 
That gig took me to the far shores 
of Japan and Oceania. As our road 
crew travelled from city to city, vis-
iting various Buddhist temples and 
one karaoke strip club, I came to 
perceive a dark Oversoul moving 
within the gears of our Machine. 
It could be that my brain’s agency 
detection circuits were acting up 
again. But from what I could tell, 
this voracious entity ate individ-
ual minds by the thousands, then 

Joe Allen

Tech ants  
on a tourbus
If you wanna understand a rock tour,  
you’ve gotta get to know the roadies.  
If you wanna know the roadies, you’ve  
gotta understand the ants and apes

  roadies oF ForTune / Part Two A star is held aloft by the 
Machine. Spellbound fans
look on.

Lighting design: Crt Birsa  

– BLACKOUT / Photo: Jani Ugrin
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whipped the physical husks into a 
synchronous whirlwind. 

That whirlwind kicked up mil-
lions of dollar bills, and a few land-
ed in my pocket. So I can’t get too 
preachy. Still, the underlying pat-
tern struck me as sinister. Corpo-
rate entertainment is manufactur-
ing consent on an industrial scale. 
Case in point, the same talented 
set designer who created these 
two hypno-pop spectacles also 
designed sets for Barack Obama’s 
major speeches. Beneath the di-
versity of synthetic joy, I heard a 
single, auto-tuned call of Cthulu.

Don’t get me wrong. I owe a 
tremendous debt of gratitude to 
that sleek mechanical god. The 
pay was good, and for a class con-

scious prole from the dirty South, 
the education was priceless. What 
better way to learn about human 
nature than watching the masses 
get seduced and consumed, night 
after night, in a vortex of moving 
lights?

Backstage labour is a fascinat-
ing microcosm of the wider human 
species. I came to see the global 
working class as a series of intri-
cate ecosystems, some independ-
ent and some overlapping. Rigging 
may not be “rocket science”, as our 
employers like to point out, but our 
trade does require expertise in pri-
matology and entomology. Every 
show, we command troops of tool-

slinging apes in a hi-tech antfarm. 
My own feet-hands are calloused 
from the effort.

Up in the steel, high riggers are 
well-positioned to see the human 
swarm as a bipedal insect colony. 
From the arena’s rafters, touring 
techs and their subservient stage-
hands look like tiny, hardworking 
ants. A steel-climber can extend 
his forefinger and thumb, and 
squash them one by one. Like any 
other ant, bee, or termite, these eu-
social ground-pounders go about 
their specific tasks – each accord-
ing to his or her own caste – build-
ing an elaborate structure that will 
host their glittering queen.

Why this obsession with ants 
and apes? Because you can’t un-
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derstand the human condition 
without getting to know our pred-
ecessors and analogues in the nat-
ural world. Our lives are shaped by 
the same underlying principles, as 
are our gods.

In his landmark 2008 book, The 
Righteous Mind, social psycholo-
gist Jonathan Haidt grounds his 
theory of moral foundations on 
an older idea: “We humans have 
a dual nature – we are selfish pri-
mates who long to be a part of 
something larger and nobler than 
ourselves. We are 90 percent chimp 
and 10 percent bee.” This ratio is 
not a genetic analysis, of course. 
It’s a metaphor for our conflicted 
psyches – our “primate minds with 
a hivish overlay”. (For a more an-
cient analogy, see the angels and 
demons on either shoulder.)

Haidt details the evolutionary 
origins of this duality: “Human 
nature was produced by natural 
selection working at two levels 
simultaneously. Individuals com-
pete with individuals within every 
group, and we are the descendants 
of primates who excelled at that 
competition.”

Anyone who’s witnessed a big 
dude bully his smaller coworkers, 
swelling up with alpha energy, 
knows this is true. Roadies are 
notorious for that behaviour. Ironi-
cally, that same will to power in-
spires a pack’s envious beta pups 
to undercut the top-dog at every 
turn. It drives ambitious subordi-
nates to suck up to their bosses, 
go over their heads, and then stab 
them in the back. 

Cruel as it appears to the in-
nocent observer, this viciousness 
actually makes people feel good 
about themselves. As Haidt puts 

it, “This [primate competition] 
gives us the ugly side of our na-
ture. … We are indeed selfish 
hypocrites so skilled at putting on 
a show of virtue that we fool even 
ourselves”.

But human evolution also pro-
duced a strong tendency toward 
groupthink and teamwork. This 
glues our puny monkey minds into 
a unified superorganism, if only 
periodically. Haidt explains this 
oddity by way of group selection:  
“[H]uman nature was also shaped 
as groups competed with other 
groups. As Darwin said long ago, 
the most cohesive and cooperative 
groups generally beat the groups 
of selfish individualists. … Our 
bee-like nature facilitates altru-
ism, heroism, war, and genocide”.

It also facilitates rock tours and 
labour unions.

Before the Great Germ Panic of 
2020, there were more than 3,500 
shows on the road. The smallest 
were one-bus acts pulling a sin-
gle trailer. The largest were self-
contained societies that travelled 
with more than a dozen tourbuses 
– twelve bunks each – followed by 
two dozen semi trucks loaded with 
expensive gear. All together, they 
burned enough dinosaur blood to 
melt a hundred glaciers.

These productions featured as 
many genres as consumer taste 
would allow: trad rock ’n’ roll, fut-
uristic hypno-pop, country, blues, 
Latin, R&B, hip hop, K-pop, techno, 
jazz, gospel, death metal, kids’ 
shows – you name it – not to men-
tion the Broadway plays, political 
rallies, sporting events, televange-
lists, corporate boosters and, more 
recently, pro video game tourna-
ments. All of these productions 
used the same equipment, more 
or less, and drew from the same 
labour pool. Each was a portable 
incubator of mass consent, rolling 
across the globe.

These huge Machines were 
made possible by the hard work 
of professional technicians, aka 
“roadies”, who spent months of 
their lives, or sometimes years, 
dedicated to a single production. 
As with the wider human hive, the 
structure of this tech hierarchy – 
organised by the managerial brain 
and supported by local muscle – re-
sembles the various eusocial soci-
eties found in nature: ants, bees, 
termites, naked mole rats, and a 
few amicable species of shrimp. 

Teamwork is an ancient sur-
vival strategy. Bug scientists say 
the first insect colonies coalesced 
around 100-million years ago, after 
the emergence of flowering plants. 
According to the archaeological 
record, humankind began form-
ing elaborate hierarchies around 
10,000 years ago, with the develop-
ment of agriculture. Pyramids and 
ziggurats were soon to follow.

In the 20th-century, Babylon 
hit the big time. The first major 
rock tours took off in the ’60s, co-
inciding with the British Invasion. 
Well-preserved specimens of the 
primitive roadie can be observed 
in the 1970 documentary, Wood-

Before Covid, there 
were more than 

3,500 shows on the 
road, burning enough 

dinosaur blood to 
melt 100 glaciers
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stock, during the precarious stage-
building scenes. By the mid-’80s, 
most chart-topping acts were play-
ing under massive lighting rigs. By 
the 2000s, tour culture was a well-
established way of life – a long line 
of tech ants on a tourbus.

Monkeys are mischievous, but 
any entomologist will tell you that 
ants can be real assholes. These 
hive-minded insects pick on their 
nestmates and regularly make war 
on their neighbours. Down in the 
tunnels, collectivist workers call 
this “allyship”. Their behaviour is 

well documented in the 2009 com-
pendium The Superorganism by 
Bert Hölldobler and E.O. Wilson.

A few ant species are known to 
kidnap the pupae of neighbouring 
colonies and force them into slav-
ery. Many species will capture 
and enslave innocent aphids. The 
worker ants herd the aphids to-
ward a flower, let them feed, and 
then slurp the honeydew secreted 
in their rumps. Some will bite the 
aphids’ wings off to keep them 
from flying away. The ants repay 
their slaves by protecting them 
from bigger jerks out in the wild.

Each ant colony’s sterile work-

ers are beholden to a horny queen. 
In many species, larger soldier 
ants actually produce eggs, only to 
have them gobbled up by their fat, 
decadent monarch. This pecking 
order goes all the way down. Every 
society has its shit-kickers, and 
myrmecologists have observed 
strong worker ants pushing their 
smaller sisters to collect garbage 
and haul it to the dump. Obvi-
ously, labour unions are crushed 
before they ever hold their first 
committee.

Nature abounds in paradox, 

PERSPECTIVE IS EVERYTHING: Riggers can’t help but look down their noses at the world.

Photo: O
skra M

anuki



16 ColdType  |  September 2020  |  www.coldtype.net

though. Despite their occasional 
bitchiness, ants are some of the 
nicest creatures you’ll ever meet. 
They’ll fight to the death for their 
sisters, and if you’ve ever seen 
these ladies lug a dead beetle 
back home, you know their work 
ethic is second to none. They’re 
also charming conversationalists. 
When two ants meet on a trail, 
they’ll tickle each other’s feelers, 
speaking with a rich vocabulary of 
biochemical flavours. As with hu-
mans, expert communication is the 
key to their collective intelligence.

Take an ultra-cooperative ant 
colony and break it up into its con-
stituent parts. At the centre is the 
egg-laying queen, who’s had her 
fun with foreign gigalos on the 
wing. From there, it’s a working 
girl’s world: the young brood-ten-
ders and older foragers, the leaf-
cutters and fungus cultivators, 
the tunnel-diggers and hulking 
soldiers on patrol. At the bottom 
of the totem pole, the morticians 
and trash-collectors do all the 
dirty work.

Following the flow of life, an 
ant’s soul lies between her DNA 
and the “rain or shine” of the en-
vironment. In more primitive spe-
cies, there are multiple queens, 
free-wheeling males, and greater 
genetic diversity. Each worker will 
perform various functions as need-
ed – sort of like a small indie rock 
tour where the audio engineer also 
tunes the instruments and runs 
the lights. The only other roadie 
sells t-shirts and flirts with the 
fans. Both of them load the trailer 
after the show.

In the most complex colonies, 
however, each ant has a single 
queen, and for the most part, iden-
tical genes. Incredibly, this unity 
produces a stark division of labour 

– a rigid caste system – that isn’t the 
product of genetic differentiation. 
By the luck of the draw, each indi-
vidual is slightly larger or smaller, 
a bit older or younger, etc. From 
these small differences emerge the 
elaborate roles and duties that add 
up to a single, astoundingly clever 
superorganism.

Once you understand ant be-
haviour, you’re halfway to under-
standing a rock tour’s road crew.

The late Bon Scott – AC/DC’s 
original frontman – was the first 
rockstar to reveal how the infernal 
Creator organised tours in the be-
ginning:

Let there light...
Let there be sound...
Let there be guitar...
Let there be drums...
Let there be rock!
It’s unclear whether these di-

rectives came from above or be-
low, but as technology advanced 
and adoring crowds gathered, 
they certainly came true. All the 
Logos needed was apes and elbow 
grease. 

Every tour is an intricate sen-
sory Machine that’s assembled, 
operated, and disassembled by an 
army of technicians. People imag-
ine a bunch of fuzzy dudes pushing 
roadcases around and scratching 

their balls. That’s not untrue, ex-
actly, but there’s more to it.

Here’s how it works. The most 
complex shows employ discrete 
teams who specialise in rigging, 
audio, carpentry, lighting, video, 
pyro, automation, backline, ward-
robe, merchandise, catering, truck-
ing, and security, all of whom are 
directed and harmonised – within 
reason – by stage managers, tour 
coordinators, and ultimately, the 
production manager. Talk about 
“primate minds with a hivish 
overlay”. These touring techs 
are supported by legions of local 
stagehands, riggers, and van run-
ners. International tours employ 
translators. Some locals double as 
unlicensed pharmacologists.

These workers crawl through 
an arena’s tunnels, animated by 
urgency and guided by a single 
purpose – they must prepare the 
central chamber for the queen’s 
arrival.

Their jobs ain’t easy, bro. Each 
workday starts at dawn and ends 
long after midnight. Every morn-
ing, the trucks arrive, rigging 
points go up, speakers get flown, 
the stage is built, lights are fo-
cused, video walls are calibrated, 
explosives are wired, winch motors 
are tested, instruments are tuned, 
costumes are prepared, bowls are 
packed, and dinner is served. Al-
most time for showcall. At the end 
of the night, the stands are cleaned 
by penniless trash-collectors.

At the pinnacle of this pyramid 
is the star. The purpose of every 
production is to attract the multi-
tudes into a venue, pry open their 
third eyes, and project this queen 
into their collective consciousness. 
Her beauty is tuned to the human 
psyche – as it exists at present – 
but warped ever so slightly in the 

The purpose is  
to attract the fans, 
pry open their third 

eyes, and project 
this queen into their 

consciousness
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direction of progress, 
whatever that may be. 

The crowd is im-
mersed in the Creator’s 
dream. If the show’s a 
success, they’ll squeal 
with delight and come 
back for more. Their 
consent has been man-
ufactured. “Go, house 
lights”.

For more than a dec-
ade and a half – up until 
the Global Lockdown – I 
functioned as a cell in 
various hi-tech super-
organisms. It’s been an 
honour. This career al-
lowed me to meet the 
loveliest human beings 
in the world, and one or 
two of the nastiest. None 
of them look like bugs to 
my eyes – at least, not 
up close. A few resemble 
apes, but for me, that’s a compli-
ment. After all, I’m one of them.

As we sit here twiddling our 
foot-thumbs, waiting for doctors to 
find a cure for germaphobia, I’ve 
had a moment to remember the 
good times. Charcuterie and wine 
with the Crusader in Barcelona. 
Philosophy jokes with the Queen’s 
astrophysicist at Chicago’s House 
of Blues. Tropical trees and drag-
ons in Thailand’s green lung. A 
sunrise on still water in Portland, 
Maine. Slow motion and whispers, 
legs interlaced in my tourbus 
bunk.

The roadies who’ve passed on 
are still close to my heart. Jamie 
Lupinetti was among the finest 
men to crisscross this earth – lost 
to lymphoma as spring dawned. 
He was surrounded by fellow rig-

gers with steel hands and hearts of 
gold. We miss you, Pops.

It’s a thrilling job behind the 
curtain, but it can wear you down 
to nothing. Of the thirty techs 
on my first tour, at least six are 
gone. 

The bass tech was found in 
his HVAC duct, dead of a broken 
heart. One of the carpenters – a 
legendary stage manager in a past 
life – drank himself under the soil. 
Our lighting crew chief, solid as a 
rock, took a final motorcycle ride. 
My own automation crew chief 
buried himself with coke and 
booze after losing his girlfriend 
to cancer. Our head rigger, a kung 
fu master and one funny mother-
fucker, died young at 47, the day 
after his birthday. Our produc-
tion manager recently suffered 

a fatal heart attack, but 
was relieved to learn that 
everyone smokes cigars 
in the afterlife.

What did these men 
die for? That’s a pointless 
question to wild souls who 
live for the moment.
——————— 
These days, the moments 
drag on as our savings 
evaporate. Sometimes I 
imagine all those mas-
sive arenas sitting empty 
around the world. A pin 
drop would shatter the si-
lence and ripple through 
the dead air, with no one 
but ghosts to hear it. 

I can still see the throb-
bing crowds, their faces 
rippling under the moving 
lights, who for six decades 
filled these techno-domes 
and stuffed promoters’ 
pockets with filthy lucre. 
At least we got our cut. 

Every night you’d hear the fans 
scream like a flock of grackles, 
singing along with the brightly 
plumed demi-god onstage. Their 
heads are still bobbing out there, 
somewhere, hidden behind closed 
doors – blue screens reflected in 
their eyes – a billion balloons just 
bouncing off the walls.

Here in the New Normal, we find 
ourselves frozen in place, together 
apart. Either the queen lost control 
of the antfarm, and the workers 
have lost their minds – or the work-
ers have lost their minds, and she’s 
never been more powerful.           CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.jOEBOT.xyz.

An American rigger climbs up to say “Salaam!” to the fellas in 
Indonesia.

Photo: Rizal Parhan
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Stagecraft: 
A labour 
of love

ABOVE: “No time
for mountain-
climbing, boys.
We’ve got a
show to do!”

Photo: Wendyl Le 
Goonie

BELOW RIGHT:
Stagehands and
riggers grind
out another
load-in, with
the weight of
the world on
their shoulders.

Photo: Oskra 
Manuki A 

backstage worker is employed to create 
beauty. It’s a high-pressure job — one 
that too often goes without thanks. 
Despite their crass jokes and occasional 
bickering, these men and women 

achieve that goal every night. Otherwise, they’re 
shown the stage door.

Every backstage worker is suffering in the wake 
of COVID-19 and the subsequent decision to lock 
down. Without a crowd, there is no show. Without a 
show, there is no work.

As these men and women watch the horizon 
anxiously, hoping to resume their careers, we’d 
like to take a moment to appreciate the fruits of 
their labor. No matter how many times a roadie has 
growled, “I shoulda been a fuggin’ architect!”, we 
know how much they love what they do.

– Joe Allen 

  roadies oF ForTune / In Pictures
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ABOVE: If it takes a village 
to raise a child, it takes  
an army of technicians  
to transform a girl into  
a goddess.

Lighting design: Crt Birsa  – 
BLACKOUT / Photo: Jani Ugrin

LEFT: In Elysium, the lesser 
dieties would lounge, 
drink wine, and enjoy 
the Muses’ song. For a 
few hundred bucks, the 
Average Joe can take a 
date to the same.
Lighting design: Crt Birsa -– 
BLACKOUT / Photo: Simone  
Di Luca

Lighting design: Crt Birsa - BLACKOUT / Photo: Simone Di Luca
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RIGHT: Man is a mere 
mortal without the power 
of the Machine. But with 
a sharp set design and 
enough voltage to cook a 
herd of elephants, he
can become something 
more than a naked ape. 
If only for a moment, he 
becomes transhuman.

Lighting design: Crt Birsa – 
BLACKOUT / Photo: Jani Ugrin

BELOW: The motor chains
are up. The coffee is
drained. The riggers
are on the bus. “We’re
ready for lift off.”

Photo: Oskra Manuki
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ABOVE: The first entertainment riggers were the 
sailors of antiquity, who employed ropes and pulleys 
to hoist awnings over the Roman Coliseum, providing 
shade. Early stagehands would push cages full of 
beasts into the arena. They cleaned up the blood 
when the sport was finished. Over the years, this 
ancient tradition has evolved into GMO bread  
served at cybernetic circuses. But it’s still bread  
and circuses.

Lighting design: Crt Birsa - BLACKOUT / Photo: Daniel Bartolic

LEFT: Cavemen fashioned clay figurines of portly, 
headless women. The ancients bowed to Ishtar, 
Isis, and Aphrodite. In medieval times, the throne of 
Heaven was held by Mother Mary. In the postmodern 
era, our hive is held together by an electric queen.

Lighting design: Crt Birsa - BLACKOUT / Photo: Jani Ugrin
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Online 
classes? 
it’s as lame  

as it sOunds
Corporations are  

always ready to exploit  
our irrational fears.  

Now EdTech is here  
to keep us safe

Joe Allen
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L
ast winter, as the Covid 
panic swept across the 
world, everyone retreated 
to the Internet for dubi-
ous explanations and 

germ-free social connection. Most 
American schools suspended all 
in-person classes. Without warn-
ing, hapless college kids from LA 
to Appalachia were booted from 
their dorms to crash on grimy 
couches or go home to infect ma-
ma. For those who wanted to keep 
learning, the only choice was to 
pry open their laptops and suffer 
through the lamest semester in 
human history.

Some six months later, corpo-
rate technocrats are still boost-
ing “online learning” as a safe, 
sanitised way to cultivate the 
bright minds of the future. Many 

schools have gone online entire-
ly. Most others offer a “blended 
learning experience”. In place of 
visceral lectures and intimate 
discussions, kids will stare at a 
screen for eight hours a day. And 
that’s before they fire up the vid-
eo game consoles.

While it’s still unknown how 
many students will permanently 
transition to an online existence, 
the enthusiasts at Tech Jury are 
pretty optimistic:

l The worldwide e-learning 
market is projected to be worth 
$325-billion in 2025.

l E-learning has prompted an 
expansion in income for 42 percent 
of US organisations.

l Corporate e-learning devel-
oped by a stunning 900 percent 
between 2001 and 2017.

Joe Allen

Take classes 
online?  
It’s as lame  
as it sounds
Corporations are always ready to exploit  
irrational fear and human frailty.  
Right on cue, as terror levels rise to red,  
EdTech peddlers are here to keep us safe
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l In 2017, approximately 77 
percent of US corporations used 
online learning, but 98 percent 
planned to incorporate it in their 
programme by 2020.

In universities, the widespread 
use of “Learning Management 
Systems” and other forms of 
“EdTech” has been ramping up for 
two decades now. Looking at public 
institutions before the pandemic, 
more than 10 percent of students 
took all of their classes online. A 
third were taking at least one on-
line course. 

At for-profit colleges, nearly half 
of all students received an exclu-
sively web-based “education”. That 
proportion represents the explosion 
of online scams like Phoenix Univer-
sity – “Thinking Ahead!” – which 
recently agreed to a $190-million 
settlement after the FTC discovered 
the “school” used deceptive ads to 
dupe prospective students. Despite 
its nefarious origins – and “due to 
Covid-19” – the online model is fast 
becoming the norm. 

Even if America wasn’t prepared 
to respond to a pandemic, we were 
well prepared to feed our brightest 
minds into The Machine.

The only online course I’ve ever 
endured was a mandatory Bright-
space™ tutorial on how to prepare 
online courses. At the time, I was 
teaching a world religions course 
– in the flesh – at a community col-
lege in Tennessee. My classroom 
rules were pretty straightforward: 
Work hard. Read books. Speak out. 
Respect others. And of course – No 
laptops. Period. 

Clearly, the establishment had 
other ideas. Thankfully, I got out 
before The Machine took over. 
Under cover of mass germophobia, 

that same college has gone entirely 
online. For technophilic adminis-
trators and enterprising software 
developers, this was the desired 
direction, anyway. Over the last 
few years, more and more students 
were opting to take classes online, 
leaving physical classrooms emp-
ty. So what is their rising tuition 
going toward, exactly?

Brightspace Core™ is an “eLear-
ning” platform created by D2L 
(Desire2Learn) that promises to 
“deliver a best-in-class teaching 
and learning experience for fac-
ulty and students”. Basically, the 
platform forces higher ed instruc-
tors to upload their minds, bit by 
bit, into the school system’s serv-
ers. From that lofty height, the 
teacher’s pixelated avatar is ever 
ready to transmit information into 
the pupil’s waiting brain. Once cre-
ated, this pedagogical wraith basi-
cally works for free. You only have 
to pay the power bill.

According to D2L’s promo ma-
terial, Brightspace Core™ enables 
instructors to “add some person-
ality … with in-line audio, video, 
and other media”. You know, be-
cause kids don’t consume enough 
media as it is. Teachers can also 
“motivate students by gamifying 
the course”, and use “detailed 
grade statistics [to] allow granular 
analysis of learners’ performance 
to help them improve”. 

To my horror, the software 
lets you spy on your students’ 
study habits in realtime. This 
“granular analysis” can even be 
accomplished using artificial intel-
ligence. These customised AI bots 
will literally grade your papers for 
you – evaluating sentence struc-
ture, word length, and subject-verb 
agreement – freeing your mind 
to contemplate the cosmos while 

A
rt: B

ulat Silvia / 123RF.com
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wearing a rank houserobe and sip-
ping microwaved coffee.

Essentially, online learning em-
powers screen-burned professors 
to meet their smartphone-addicted 
students where they’re at. The re-
sults are fairly predictable. 

Before the pandemic, a full 
two-thirds of DeVry University 
students were already enrolled in 
online courses. A Brookings Insti-
tute analysis of the tech school’s 
performance found that “taking 
a course online reduces student 
grades by 0.44 points on the tra-
ditional four-point grading scale 
… relative to taking a course in-
person”. That’s the difference be-
tween a B- and a C. And this digital 
handicap is only compounded as 
the school years pass.

Contrary to the hype, a 2019 
study by policy analyst Spiros 
Protopsaltis and economist Sandy 
Baum found that Big Tech’s edu-
cational promises mask an intel-
lectual rot. Bright students easily 
game the web-based system for 
top scores. Less-prepared stu-
dents, lacking personal mentor-
ship, lag behind and drop out at 
higher rates than in traditional 
institutions. Protopsaltis warns: 
“The interaction between a stu-
dent and an instructor is an intrin-
sic part of the educational process 
and we need to be very, very cau-
tious before watering down this 
requirement”.

Even if sharp kids do excel in the 
digital environment, prospective 
employers remain unimpressed. 
A 2016 experiment conducted by 
Harvard economist David Dem-
ing found that “employers were 
dramatically less likely to call 
back applicants with a business 

bachelor’s degree from a for-profit 
online institution”. 

This preference for a human 
touch was especially pronounced 
in healthcare employers. A good 
nurse has to be ready to deal with 
messy human beings. In many real 
world spheres, virtual classrooms 
are virtually useless.

A decade ago, Nicholas Carr’s 
2010 book The Shallows: What the 
Internet is Doing to Our Brains 
presented ample evidence that – 
contrary to Silicon Valley’s pro- 
mises of mental freedom and hand- 
held omniscience – electronic me-
dia, by its very nature, retards the 
human mind. Over the years, sub-
sequent studies indicate that stu-
dents who read physical books re-
tain knowledge and connect ideas 
at significantly higher levels than 
those who stare into the glowing 
eye of the cyclops.

A comprehensive 2019 review 
led by neuroscientist Joseph Firth 
at NICM Health Research Institute 
found that excessive screen time 
leads to serious cognitive decline. 
The developing brain, primed with 
inborn curiosity and neuroplastic-
ity, is easily satiated and numbed 
by the trivial information so abun-
dant on digital platforms. 

A good book is, by its nature, a 

continuous stream of coherent ideas. 
Online culture is a whirlwind 

of scattered thoughts, and the 
number of young minds flattened 
by that storm is increasing. 

Ongoing work by psycholo-
gist Jean Twenge documents the 
deadening effects of cyber satura-
tion. Alarmed by waning reading 
comprehension and atrophied 
attention spans, she writes: “In 
1980, 60 percent of 12th graders 
said they read a book, newspaper 
or magazine every day that wasn’t 
assigned for school. By 2016, only 
16 percent did. … [That same year] 
the average 12th grader said they 
spent a staggering six hours a day 
texting, on social media, and online 
during their free time. … Imagine 
going from reading two-sentence 
captions to trying to read even 
five pages of an 800-page college 
textbook at one sitting”. 

Digital culture effectively crip-
ples the mind. It makes perfect 
sense that future drone pilots 
and computer programmers need 
hours of screen time to master 
their trade. But there’s no sane 
reason that budding doctors or for-
est rangers should spend half their 
lives gazing at the world through 
a digital lens. 

You don’t need a sentimental pro-
fessor to tell you that Silicon Val-
ley doesn’t care about your health. 
Their predatory track record 
makes that obvious.

Numerous Facebook whistle-
blowers, such as co-founder Sean 
Parker and former VP Chamath 
Palihapitiya, have confirmed that 
the social media platform was de-
signed to exploit the brain’s meso-
limbic reward pathways to keep us 
addicted to “likes” and perpetual 

There’s no sane 
reason that budding 
doctors should spend 
half their lives gazing 
at the world through 

a digital lens
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disdain.  Handing your infant an 
iPad is on par with microdosing 
him. Just look at the way his lil’ 
eyes go googly.

An optimist might imagine 
that constant tech exposure will 
produce armies of cyborg STEM-
bots eager to conquer outer space. 
That may be true in China, but a 
disheartening 2018 Harris Poll 
found that in the US and the UK, 
far more youngsters wanted to be 
YouTube stars than astronauts. 
The Machine isn’t fostering gen-
ius. It’s creating self-obsessed 
droids.

Even though CDC data strongly 
suggests that young people have 
little to fear from the Demon Germ, 
the media are intentionally scaring 
them to death. You see the most 
susceptible kids walking around 
campus, out in the sun, wearing 
fashionable prophylactics on their 
faces and avoiding others like the 
plague. Many are opting to just 
stay home, where it’s “safe”, and 
stare into the screen.

A younger me would barf at the 
prospect of being educated online, 
but it wouldn’t be the end of the 
world. At least I’d get to sleep in, 

right? But if you also told me I’d be 
forced to attach the iPad equiva-
lent of an RFID chip to my palm – 
a corporate device that allows the 
government to watch me watch 
online videos of pantless academ-
ics rambling into the camera – I’d 
have said, “Damn, dude. The world 
has already ended”.

As we replace teachers with cost-
effective robots, we run the risk of 
creating robotic students who can’t 
engage reality. The up-and-coming 
generation can only become fully 
human if they’re pushed out into 
the scary world. For some, uni-
versity life is a major step in that 
process. The virtue of flesh-and-

blood professors is the presence of 
actual, unpredictable humans for 
young people to emulate and argue 
against. The value of brick-and-
mortar universities is having an in-
tensely physical space to orient the 
whole person to the wider cultural 
world. This centuries-old tradition 
shouldn’t be discarded lightly.

For now, there are far more 
children caught in The Machine’s 
tentacles than are left to run free. 
At the very least, that ratio should 
be reversed. If we’re gonna expose 
a vast population of youngsters to 
electromagnetic rays that alter 
their neural circuitry, it would be 
wise to maintain a larger unex-
posed control group, just in case. 
Call me a pessimist, but the tech-
nocratic Bright Future™ we’ve 
been sold appears to be as dumb 
as it is dystopian. 

Kids don’t learn anything worth 
a damn if they don’t get their hands 
dirty, palms chipped or not.       CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.JOEBOT.xyz.  

Call me a pessimist, 
but the technocratic 
Bright Future™ we’ve 

been sold appears  
to be as dumb  

as it is dystopian

The new book from Greg Palast, the New York Times bestselling  
author of The Best Democracy Money Can Buy  & Armed Madhouse

HOw trumP  
stOle 2020
The Hunt for America’s Vanished Voters

Buy it from Amazon, Barnes & Noble, or get a signed copy  
with a donation to support our work at www.gregpalast.com

https://www.gregpalast.com/how-trump-stole-2020/
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Cult

to the

While you’re sitting at home  
during the “second wave”  
lockdowns, you might want  
to brush up on history
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T
he gem-cut mountains 
of Glacier National Park 
tower over the placid 
lakes, bearing witness 
to Nature’s creative de-

struction. Their sheer cliffs rise 
thousands of feet above the spruce 
and fir, carved out by glacial ice 
that exposed the multicoloured lay-
ers of our planet’s deep history. 

A few massive glaciers remain 
below the peaks, just thick enough 
to survive the heat of late summer. 
These enduring snowpacks – far 
older than humankind – sag and 
crack under the sun. They send 
down perpetual waterfalls and 
rushing streams, quenching the 
thirst of plants and animals strug-
gling to survive below. 

Winter will blanket these elders 
with tons of new snow, replenish-
ing their stores – to an extent. Over 
the past century and a half, rising 
temperatures have caused these 
frozen giants to shrink dramati-
cally. According to David Rock-
well’s essential handbook, Glacier: 
A Natural History Guide, “In 1850, 
the park contained about 150 gla-
ciers. By 1966 only 37 were large 
enough to merit being named on 
maps”. As of 2007, there were only 

twenty-seven remaining. One day 
soon, they’ll have to rename this 
place Just-a-Bunch-of-Old-Rocks 
National Park.

Nothing lasts forever, so pack 
up your gas-guzzler and come 
admire these sapphire ice blocks 
while you still can. And be sure to 
bring a can of bear spray. Grizzlies 
may look snuggly, but according to 
local lore, those assholes will tear 
your gawking face off.
 ———————
As the noble descendants of ar-
chaic monkeys – always foolhardy 
and endlessly curious – we humans 
are designed to climb the soaring 
peaks. Naturally, some mountain-
eering routes require more trans-
primate techniques than others. 
This being my first ascent in the 
park, I chose the comparatively gen-
tle grade of Mt. Gould for an early 
morning solo run. Its sharp summit 
rises high above the forested valley, 
slicing through the clouds and top-
ping off at 9,553 feet. 

To either side of Mt. Gould, the 
climber sees serrated stone blades 
running north and south along 
the ridge of the Garden Wall. The 
formations are completely differ-
ent from anything you’d find in 

the rolling Appalachian range, 
the Cascadian stratovolcanoes, or 
even the southern Rockies’ craggy 
peaks.

These enormous vertical struc-
tures, flat and precarious like 
Stegosaurus plates, were dubbed 
“arêtes” by early French moun-
taineers. The frilly name stuck. 
David Rockwell explains their 
origin succinctly: “Arêtes form 
when two glaciers gnaw away on 
opposite sides of a ridge, forming a 
jagged knife-edge wall of rock.” At 
the time of their creation – about 
a million years ago – a vast ocean 
of ice covered all but the highest 
peaks. Today, only a few remnants 
take cover in the shade.

Although the spectacle alone 
will stiffen the cock and weaken 
the knees, Glacier’s vistas offer 
more than awe and beauty. Once 
the aesthetic spell has loosened its 
grip, the mountains’ strange con-
tours and  geological layers tell an 
epic story. 
——————— 
A hundred million years ago, the 
perpetual flame in our planet’s core 
churned the molten rock beneath 
the Pacific Ocean, far beyond the 
western horizon. This energy 

Joe Allen

Raised by fire, 
carved by ice
While human beings fight themselves to make anything work, 
Nature creates, destroys, and renews the world without trying
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slowly pushed an army of prehis-
toric islands into North America’s 
west coast. In time, these hostile 
invaders would fuse to become 
British Columbia, Washington, 
and Oregon. Thirty-five million 
years later, as the last dinosaurs 
perished, this steady tectonic pres-
sure lifted the Rocky Mountains 
some 14,000 feet into the air, from 
the American southwest all the 
way up into Canada. 

Meanwhile, here in northern 
Montana, a slow-moving but in-
sistent rock slab – 300 miles long 
(think longitude) and nearly four 
miles thick – actually popped up 

onto the earth’s surface and crept 
eastward for fifty miles, creating 
a thrust fault. Today, at the base 
of this slab, you can touch some of 
the oldest stones ever exposed to 
the open sky. 

A good way to imagine this 
event is to place both hands flat on 
a table. These are the two sides of 
the thrust fault. As you press your 
left hand into the other, let it angle 
slightly upward and slide, inch by 
inch, halfway over your right hand. 
The index and middle fingers of 
your left hand, each containing a 
billion and a half years of geologi-
cal history, will eventually become 

the knife-blade mountains we see 
in Glacier today.
———————  
Possessed by a Luciferian impulse, 
subterranean fires lifted the earth 
up to the heavens. Then, as global 
temperatures plummeted, ice fell 
from the sky to carve the stone into 
sharp arêtes and deep, U-shaped 
valleys.

Much of this work was done 
during the last major Ice Age. 
Some two million years ago, 
when Homo erectus first stood 
up in Africa’s arid savannah, a 
continent-sized ice sheet capped 
our planet’s northern hemisphere. 

CHANGE IS THE ONLY CONSTANT: In the 1880s, Upper Lake Grinnell was still frozen into the Salamander glacier. A pond was 
first noticed in 1927, then no larger than two acres. When last surveyed in 1968, it had grown to thirty-one acres. 

Photo: Joe A
llen
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Frozen rivers pushed southward 
in successive waves, gouging out 
the underlying stone from north-
ern Montana and New England’s 
Green Mountains to the polished 
cliffs of Scandinavia. 

This sustained assault finally 
subsided around 10,000 years 
ago, as the first farmers began 
tilling the Fertile Crescent and 
Asian hunter-gatherers ventured 
southward into the Americas. 
The melting ice sheets unveiled a 
masterpiece of jagged mountains 
and glacial lakes. Like any work 
of genius, these gorgeous scenes 
were created effortlessly, uncon-
sciously, shaped according to an 
inner nature. 

The retreating ice has revealed 
volumes of natural history that’s 
recorded, line by line, in the 
thrust fault’s walls. As I ascend 
Mt. Gould’s increasingly steep 
face – first stepping from stone to 
stone, then scrambling up flaky 
dolomite, then climbing sheer 
walls twice my height – I note the 
stones’ changing colours. The 
transitions from one geological 
period to the next are abrupt, with 
discreet borders. 

The gritty rock under my fin-
gertips dates back to 1.5 billion 
years ago. It’s as if I were clinging 
to the vertebrae of a slain Titan.
The stone contains fossils from 
an era when the first plants and 
animals were nothing but a dream. 
In those days, the primordial sea 
had just begun to thicken with al-
gae blooms. These pioneering cel-
lular communities are preserved 
in rippling stromatolites that’ll 
cut the shit out of you if you aren’t 
careful. 
——————— 
Up at the summit, the crumbling 
pages of an inarticulate history 

are laid bare before my eyes. Thin 
bands in the carved, tawny peaks 
bear witness to the sea level’s con-
tinuous rise and fall. This upper 
section is divided by a black diorite 
sill, formed by a burst of magma 
that never reached the surface – 
evidence of a would-be volcano’s 
coitus reservatus. Below that is a 
stunning blood-red stratum, suf-
fused with hematite. This dissolved 
iron was oxidised by algae burps 
during a period when the ancient 
sea had subsided. Further down is 
a deep green layer, dyed by chlorite, 
that formed long before, when the 
water was high. 

Off in the distance, where the 
thrust fault’s edge meets the open 
plain, the chalky white remains of 
a dead ocean floor – older than Je-
hovah’s grandpappy – now conveys 
snowmelt to the living conifers be-
low. I’m reminded of a Vedic crea-
tion hymn, most likely composed 
by a Himalayan mystic:

But, after all, who knows, 
and who can say
whence it all came, 

and how creation happened?
The gods themselves 
are later than creation,
so who knows truly 
whence it has arisen?
Uh, geologists do, you navel-

gazing yo-yo. According to their 
research, this dazzling panorama, 
unmatched in all the world, was 
created by a bunch of dirt sloshing 
around an old ocean. Some might 
say this perspective has demysti-
fied the universe, but I don’t think 
so. Scientists have simply added 
extensive footnotes to our sacred 
myths. 

As we gaze at the sky, it’s un-
clear whether our cosmos was de-
signed to be beautiful – but maybe 
that’s not important. What really 
matters is that we were made to 
experience beauty. Better get to it 
while the sun’s still shining.      CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.joeBoT.xyz. 

Photo: Joe A
llen

AT HOME IN THE ALPINE: Haystack Butte plays host to randy bighorns, grass-munch-
ing mountain goats, and carbon-spewing humanoids.
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T
he American mind is 
splitting in two, tear-
ing each of us apart in 
the process. Every new 
cell sees the other as a 

diabolical inversion of itself, like 
an evil twin. The polarised halves 
– both seething with mutually hos-
tile factions, now united against a 
common enemy – have been gradu-
ally driven apart by a longstanding 
war of ideas. By all appearances, 

that division is almost complete.
On a subtle plane, this schism is 

ideological – left vs right, progress 
vs tradition, globalist vs nationalist 
– but down on the ground, this “big 
sort” is also playing out geographi-
cally. For decades, the Proglodytes 
have flocked to the coastal cities, 
while the Deplorables hunkered 
down in the heartland. At a glance, 
our 2020 electoral map resembles 
two allied blue nations on the east 

and west coasts, with a rogue red 
nation cutting a diagonal swath up 
the middle. These increasingly ho-
mogenous zones edge us closer to 
some sort of disjointed secession.

As the USA fractures, our  
psyches are being split along 
similar lines. Just as inland swing 
states are neatly divided within 
themselves, individual minds are 
being cut in half, severing one side 
of the whole Self from the other. As 

Joe Allen

Two tribes go to war
The Red and Blue factions condense and peel apart  
as we enter the final phase of an American mitosis

Protesters take to the streets of Seattle, WA, to march in response to the death of George Floyd, who was killed while being 
arrested by police in Minneapolis, Minnesota. Will more violence erupt when Joe Biden is installed as US President?

Photo: Kelly Kline / Flickr
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two distinct thought-worlds attain 
concrescence in the digital ether – 
currently defined along lines of po-
litical legitimacy, police brutality, 
and public health – each individual 
is forced to choose which half of 
his or her psyche will be allowed 
to grow. 

As a result, more and more 
people are locked into their own 
tribe’s reality tunnel, completely 
incapable of thinking for them-
selves. Fewer are able to ponder 
a topic from one side of the spec-
trum to the other, whether it’s hu-
man evolution, national history, 
or global warming. Wherever you 
stand in America, you’re liable to 
find yourself in a confederacy of 
conformists.

The potential for Civil War II 
– presaged by mobs of masked 
Antifa tearing up the townsquare 
and Thunder Dome-style Trump 
caravans flexing down the high-
way – emerges from America’s 
soul-splitting culture war. Over 
the course of our history, various 
ideological armies have rallied 
around banners of religion, class, 
language, and bloodline, and more 
recently, around icons of gender 
identity and sexual predilection. 

That cultural chaos is now be-
ing captured, computerised, and 
channelled into two massive silos. 
The resulting friction has gener-
ated amazing profits and new 
concentrations of power.

The hottest battles tend to be 
matters of life-and-death – abor-
tion, euthanasia, capital punish-
ment, and foreign warfare. The 
tension centres on the sanctity of 
life versus our natural capacity to 
snuff it out. Over time, stark black-
and-white polarisation has come to 

define these arguments. Either you 
defend the fetus and the geriatric, 
and dutifully destroy the enemy; 
or you protect the oppressed at 
home and abroad – by any means 
necessary – while wasting no sen-
timentality on a soulless bundle of 
cells.

No doubt, the complexities of 
life present moral possibilities be-
yond these absurd absolutes, but 
that requires a mind broad enough 
to contain paradox. It’s possible to 
believe every living creature is 
sacred, but still understand that 
sometimes a brutal choice is for the 
best. This ancient conundrum was 
first encountered in the primeval 
hunts and blood feuds – indeed, 
with the first bites of fruit plucked 
from a tree.

During the Axial Age, the Bud-
dha urged non-harm and compas-
sion for all sentient beings, from 
the gods down to the worms. At 
the crux of Western history, Jesus 
counselled his disciples to be like 
their heavenly father, whose heart 
lingers on each bird in the air and 
every lily in the field. But God 
knows no creature can survive 
without defending itself, and none 
can eat without taking another’s 
life. The Chinese sage Lao Tzu em-
braced this as the natural order:

Heaven and Earth are impartial;

They see the ten thousand things 
    as straw dogs.
The wise are impartial;
They see the people as straw     
   dogs.

Or as William Blake wrote 
in his Proverbs of Hell, “The cut 
worm forgives the plow”. 

It’s possible to honour the life 
of an elderly relative or an unborn 
child – or even a sworn enemy – 
and still be willing to end it. That’s 
the tragic juncture where freedom 
meets responsibility, where you 
make a hard decision and hope the 
heavens will grant forgiveness. 

Such nuanced thought is being 
dissolved in the American mito-
sis, with the “right to life” on one 
side, for example, and the “right to 
choose” on the other – as if these 
ideas were mutually exclusive.

As our nation divides into com-
peting cellular structures, the 
demand for absolute loyalty and 
ideological conformity becomes 
increasingly intense. No one is al-
lowed to break ranks – not if they 
want to belong. And because our 
fiercest debates are framed as 
matters of life-or-death, the use 
of force becomes ever more justi-
fied. 

Out of fear of a killer virus, blue 
state Americans are ready to use 
the state’s power to strap muzzles 
on the other half against their will. 
If push comes to shove, all walking 
biohazards will be locked in their 
homes indefinitely. Of course, that 
powerlust cuts both ways. After 
months of watching black-clad 
mobs destroy city centres across 
the country, red state Americans 
have become far more amenable 
to using federal troops – and even 
lethal force – to bring peace to 

Wherever you  
stand in America, 

you’re liable  
to find yourself  

in a confederacy  
of conformists
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streets they’ve never visited. 
While the mass media inten-

tionally stoke these animosities, 
tech oligarchs cultivate digital 
echo chambers that amplify the 
outrage. This pressure cooker 
has been threatening to blow for 
decades, but the 2020 election 
may well be the breaking point. 
We now have two presidents rep-
resenting two separate nations, 
and neither is willing to concede. 
Their constituents have no faith 
in the opposition’s legitimacy, and 
have no inclination to question 
their own.

Perhaps the most tragic loss 
in this gathering storm is the 
sovereign individual, grounded 
in conscience and guided by rea-
son. That ideal is an increasingly 
unaffordable luxury. As the red 
and blue tribes close ranks, the 
independent thinker becomes an 
open target on the battlefield – a 
traitor to his own and an enemy 
to the other.

Like nervous farm animals, most 
of us sense treacherous winds on 
the horizon. The absence of mass 
shootings in 2020 feels like an eerie 
calm before the storm. In a nation 

with nearly twice as many guns as 
human beings – where each side is 
encouraged to see the other as an 
existential threat – you have to 
wonder how long the potential for 
mass murder can be contained. 

We’ve already seen blood-
shed celebrated in Kenosha, WI 
and Portland, OR. The patriot 
Kyle Rittenhouse may be on his 
way to prison, and Antifa hero 
Michael Reinoehl was gunned 
down by the cops, but both shoot-
ers’ deeds were caught on video 
and now serve as role models to 
their own. That momentum only 
grows with the accumulation of 
heroic footage.

How long before someone final-
ly snaps and unloads a few high-
capacity magazines on a crowd? 
Or sets off an IED in an enemy 

temple? What are the chances 
that America’s accelerating feud 
will stop there? If things get out 
of control, or even just appear to 
be, what arguments could be made 
to restrain the State’s absolute 
power?

If Trump’s unlikely efforts to 
challenge the election results do 
succeed in court, I expect there to 
be blood in the streets by sundown. 
If Biden assumes power in Janu-
ary, then violent confrontation will 
probably be postponed, but only 
for a time. 

Perhaps wars of fictive kin 
against kin are inevitable in the 
long run. From Rome’s rise and 
fall to Europe’s civil wars to mo-
dernity’s global conflagrations, 
descent into communal violence 
is the historical norm. Peace is the 
anomaly. Still, one hopes we can 
preserve a view of each other’s 
humanity beyond the battle lines. 
After all, every living creature is 
sacred – even if a brutal choice is 
for the best.                CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.JOEBOT.xyz.
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1 From Orange Scapegoat 
to Sacrificial Lamb

In five short years, Donald Trump 
managed to conjure more hate 

than the Devil himself. By accident 
or design, this jerk exposed the 
Blue Tribe’s black heart, channel-
ling the full bandwidth of their bad 
vibes onto his mean, orange mug. 

On a spiritual level, Trump 
functioned as a scapegoat for lib-
eral America’s sins. So long as 
he was telling showroom lies or 
bullying the nearest reporter, the 
Left’s bloodthirsty media pundits, 
academics, actors, activists, and 
social media mobs could ignore 
their own malevolence and screech 
at the satyr onscreen.

Assuming the ritual purge 
actually occurs, this unmasked 
scapegoat shall be driven into 
the desert, carrying the sins of 
the community with him. In his 
stead, a rickety old ram is being 

prepared for sacrifice. In the full 
glory of time, Biden’s decompos-
ing visage will give way to the 
luminous spirits of the righteous 
and the powerful. Those two will 
be the same from now on, at least 
in polite conversation.

2 From Social Life  
to the New Normal 

Remember when you could wan-
der into a public library or mu-

seum at your leisure? It seems like 
only yesterday that stepping into 
a cafe or local market was a social 
event, with off-hand jokes and 
smiling faces. Universities were 
flashpoints of vitality, rather than 
cradles of neurosis. Now we’re 
singin’’ the blue state blues.

In the old days, you could seek 
refuge in a church, or sidle up to 
strangers at the bar without first 
performing a protective mask 
ritual. Back then, people still had 
faces, and social interactions were 

organic. Those days are gone.
Soon enough, the relentless 

“mask up” and “socially distance” 
propaganda will segue into vaccine 
promotion. But the subconscious 
effects will remain. Many will 
continue to see their neighbours 
and co-workers as potential bio-
hazards. Deep down, they’ll har-
bour suspicion of the Other – and 
uphold trust in authority – just as 
they were conditioned to do.

Long after the lockdowns are 
(tentatively) lifted, the intuition 
will remain that our aloof rulers 
can lock us down any time, at their 
pleasure. And we’ll have to pretend 
it’s for our own good.

Joe Allen

10 transitions 
that will 
define 2020
As we round off the weirdest year in  
living memory, let’s recount the  
transformations that gave it character
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3 From Fleshly Muck  
to Cyberian Lifestyles

The best thing about the New 
Normal – at least for snobs and 

introverts – is that you never have 
to leave the comfort of home. Why 
expose yourself to other people’s 
germ clouds?

If you don’t work with your 
hands, there’s no reason to get them 
dirty at the office. Just do a Zoom 
meeting! It really is a miracle tech-
nology. As the holidays roll around, 
you can even do a Zoom Christmas 
– pants optional! Ho ho ho!

Let’s say you find your soul-
mate, but don’t wanna choke on 

the in-laws’ germs. Do a Zoom 
wedding! If they all die of boredom, 
do a Zoom funeral! It’s like real life 
– only Zoomtastic!

You can work, shop, worship, 
enjoy time with family and friends, 
meet new lovers, or catch a live 
concert – all online! And since 
every last detail of your personal 
data is aggregated along with 
everyone else’s, tech oligarchs are 
well-equipped to create artificial 
worlds we’re willing to inhabit.

From inside, it’s like a virtual 
beehive where the shoes are al-
ways on sale. From above, it looks 
like a billion tiny Zoom screens 
filled with digital larvae, each one 

squirming in their sanitised cell.

4 From Indie Culture  
to Corporate Dominance

It really is sad that your favourite 
bookstore went under, but senti-

mentality won’t bring it back. No 
dinosaur can live forever. 

Fortunately, multinational cor- 
porations are functionally im-
mortal. Wal-Mart, Whole Foods, 
Purdue, Pfizer, Lockheed Martin, 
Raytheon, Citigroup, Goldman 
Sachs, Microsoft, Facebook, Twit-
ter – you know, Harris/Biden-sup-
porters – they’ll be there for you ’til 
the bitter end.

a
rt: ergey n

ivens /123rf.com
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This year, Apple broke records 
as the first publicly traded compa-
ny to hit $2-trillion in value. How’d 
they do it? Ask their customers, 
who never have to endure screen-
freezes during back-to-back Zoom 
meetings.

Jeff Bezos is another prime 
example. Starting in the ’90s, this 
tech icon brought us Amazon.com, 
 the Alexa eavesdropping device, 
the Ring home surveillance cam-
era, and now the AWS cloud, where 
the CIA keeps its boring paper-
work. By mid-2020, Bezos managed 
to reach $200-billion in personal 
wealth. What was his secret? The 
Google God only knows.

5 From Earthly Toil  
to Robot Slaves

Three months before Covid in-
fected the news, PBS debuted 

its dystopic In the Age of AI. This 
documentary presents the most 
anti-human inventions to emerge 
since the vibrator. Armies of auto-
mated lobster claws are coming for 
your job. In one interview, artifi-
cial intelligence mogul Kai-Fu Lee 
predicts that “50 percent of jobs 
will be somewhat or extremely 
threatened by AI in the next 15 
years or so”. 

Not long after the film aired, 
public health experts kicked off the 
beta test for mass unemployment.

Back in 2018, Kai-Fu published 
his eerily optimistic AI Superpow-
ers: China, Silicon Valley, and the 
New World Order. In it, he warns 
that many cognitive gigs will be 
axed by automation, including 
telemarketers (hello, robocalls!), 
customer service reps, basic trans-
lators, accountants, tour guides, 
teachers, and eventually, medi-
cal doctors. (Incidentally, he says 

CEOs, criminal defence attorneys, 
PR directors, and psychiatrists 
will remain in demand.) 

He also says that antiseptic  
robots will rapidly replace factory 
workers, assembly line inspectors, 
truck-drivers, fruit-harvesters, 
cashiers, dishwashers, restaurant 
cooks, and even waiters. (Pro tip: 
nursing home caregivers, physi-
cal therapists, hair stylists, and 
dog-trainers should still enjoy job 
security.)

So what are working people 
gonna do once we’ve become 
obsolete? You can be sure the 
experts will think of something 
fun and fulfilling, and not at all 
humiliating

6 From Riots to Mostly 
Peaceful Protests

Mainstream media is totally 
sold out. That’s why the social 

media sleuths who follow under-
ground media – like the New York 
Times, CNN, MSNBC, NPR, PBS, 
the Washington Post, the Atlantic, 
ABC, NBC, CBS, and Drudge Re-
port – are the only ones sharing 
news about white males shooting 
unarmed black men. 

As the 2020 election heated up, 
these tireless gumshoes uncov-
ered cut-up videos of Ahmaud  
Arbery gunned down while jog-

ging, George Floyd crushed un-
der a cop’s knee for eight minutes, 
and disturbing audio of Jacob 
Blake shot in the back. Social me-
dia caught fire like a UU church 
sign proclaiming BLACK LIVES 
MATTER.

Protests were organised in 
America’s city centres. Yes, there 
were a few … incidents … in At-
lanta, Ga., Minneapolis, Mn., 
Kenosha, Wi., Portland, Or., Seat-
tle, Wa., New York City, Chicago, 
Il., and Philadelphia, Pa., among 
other locales. Videos show black-
clad anarchists setting whole 
blocks ablaze while inner city kids 
looted anything not nailed down. 
When skeptics called these gather-
ings “super-spreader events”, cou-
rageous medical experts declared 
that, actually, racism is more dan-
gerous than the coronavirus.

In response, spin-doctors on the 
Right began circulating alterna-
tive facts. For instance, the full jog-
ger video shows Ahmaud Arbery 
attack his shooter first, George 
Floyd’s coroner report suggests 
he’d just swallowed a fatal dose 
of opiates, and cellphone footage 
of Jacob Blake clearly shows the 
unarmed man leap into his SUV, 
presumably to arm himself, be-
fore being shot. These suppressed 
facts, decoupled from sympathetic 
story-telling, gave rise to a sepa-
rate worldview.

As the election season winds 
down, such incidents have ceased to 
be of use to the media. But because 
the full range of facts now fall into 
two distinct sets, America’s psyche 
has been split down the middle.

Some might say there are good 
people on both sides. But we all 
know, in the mind’s darkest re-
cesses, one side wants their en-
emies barbecued in concentration 
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camps, while the other would love 
to see oppressors wiping robot 
ass in the gulag. And who knows? 
Maybe Silicon Valley will create a 
simulation where both sides can 
see their dreams come true.

7 From Cashier  
to Covid Cop

After the recent replication crisis 
in psychology, I thought clas-

sics like the Milgram study and the 
Stanford prison experiment were 
headed for history’s dustbin. You 
might get a few college kids to elec-
trocute strangers or take a game 
of cops-n-robbers too far, but that 
doesn’t mean it’s human nature to 
be an asshole.

Then the pandemic hit, and 
our leaders set out to prove an 
authoritarian personality lurks 
in the average goober. Health ex-
perts deputised normal citizens to 
police their neighbours. “If you see 
something, say something”. Sud-
denly, half the world was primed 
to squash an invisible evil. Cough 
droplets formed a lethal mist in the 
atmosphere, and the new public 
health police accused maskless 
farmers in the Midwest of killing 
old folks in New England. 

And woe unto the nakedface 
who steps inside a coffee shop. The 
only thing more ridiculous than 
hearing a maladjusted barista 
bark “Excuse me, sir! Where’s 
your mask?!”, is seeing a surly 
hayseed scramble to put one on. 
This lunacy is everywhere – in 
gas stations and hardware stores, 
in restaurants and watering holes, 
in classrooms and even outdoor 
venues. The over-enunciation of 
the plural “masks” is absolutely 
maddening.

“Those anti-lockdown protest-

ers weren’t wearing masksks…”
Perhaps, in time, we can all 

learn to love compliance. In that 
case, I suppose the theory behind 
Stockholm Syndrome will survive, 
too.

8 From Boys & Girls  
to Trans Adolescents 

If you judge a book’s importance by 
how much hate it attracts, Abigail 

Shrier’s Irreversible Damage: The 
Transgender Craze Seducing Our 
Daughters is the most important 
book of the year. It builds on recent 
research that found an explosion 
of girls who – under the influence 
of social media friend-groups – de-
cided to become boys together. It’s 
like they got matching BFF tattoos 
on their souls.

Despite everything we’re told to 
affirm – or else – Shrier contends 
that grown-ups encouraging chil-
dren to permanently alter their 
biochemistry is misguided. Case 
studies suggest that, for most kids, 
gender dysphoria is just a phase.

The author correlates her own 
trans research with huge increa-
ses in teen anxiety, depression, 
anorexia, autism, cutting, sui-
cide, and other forms of self-harm 
that Boomers never imagined. 
In tandem with these trends, a 
2017 Harris Poll found that a full 

8 percent of Millennials now iden-
tify as “non-cisgender, not strictly 
heterosexual”. What accounts for 
this massive increase from previ-
ous generations?

Shrier argues persuasively, 
and respectfully, that adolescent 
gender transitioning has become 
a way for troubled teens to gain 
acceptance and positive attention. 
The problem is – after seeing huge 
suicide rates, even after surgery – 
this doesn’t seem to be a healthy 
solution.

Trans activists screamed bloody 
murder. “If you don’t affirm a 
child’s gender, they’ll die!!! That’s 
just Science!!!” In response, Tar-
get pulled Irreversible from its 
shelves – at least until the death 
angel passed over.

Given this obvious ethical cri-
sis, where are all the brave doc-
tors willing to speak out against 
the consensus? Probably drinking 
their shame away with closeted 
Covid-skeptics.

Personally, I think the trans 
issue is blown out of proportion. 
Since the ’50s, permissive parents 
have allowed birth control, rock ’n’ 
roll, TV sets, McDonald’s burgers, 
psychedelics, full-contact football, 
and 24/7 screen-time. All these 
fads alter a kid’s brain and overall 
biochemistry. So who cares if a few 
prog moms and licensed medical 
experts are encouraging confused 
girls to inject testosterone and 
have their vaginas turned into 
penile simulacra. That’s just their 
lane on the super-highway to The 
Future.

9 From Dirty Apes  
to Transhuman Glory

Back in 2000, only big shots 
had a cellphone. These days, 

The pandemic hit,  
then our leaders 
set out to prove 

an authoritarian 
personality lurks in 
the average goober
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every schmoe and his granny has 
a touchscreen computer in his 
pocket. Soon, the same will be true 
of VR goggles. Once the computer-
brain interface has been perfected, 
most of us will basically live in vir-
tual reality.

As usual, the wealthy will 
inhabit an elaborate paradise, 
flying from one pleasure to the 
next in artificial Elysian Fields. 
This privileged class will be held 
in thrall by cyber-erotica and an 
intense communion with sentient 
neural networks. Meanwhile, their 
physical needs will be attended to 
by wall-to-wall automation – sort 
of like Pee Wee Herman’s house – 
until they undergo the final transi-
tion into silicone-based lifeforms.

The pathetic masses will con-
tent themselves with high-reso-
lution shooting sprees and fully 
immersive tactile porn, not unlike 
today. Grown women will forego 
marriage and children to nurture 
agent-based AI kittens. If the his-
tory of elite cruelty is any guide, 
this virtual conveyor belt will ter-
minate in a purring meat-grinder, 
where the poor and obsolete will 
be processed into robot fuel. 

My advice? Learn to code. 
Fast.

You might ask, “What happens 
when everyone checks out and the 
physical world becomes a barren 
landscape dotted with tumble- 
weeds and man-eating Room-
bas?”

A better question would be, 
“With graphics this good, who’s 
gonna care?”

10 From Free Speech  
to Survival

Say one foul word about any of 
this, and you’re done. As we 

transition to top-down control – 
whether it’s a Google technocracy 
or a Chinese century – you’d be 

well advised to keep the nay-say-
ing to yourself.

Confucius say, “Raised nail get 
the hammer”.

If you’re freaked by the onrush of 
The Future, just chill out and take a 
virtual walk. I hear Cyberia’s nice 
this time of year. Or maybe set up a 
Zoom session with your trusted psy-
chiatrist. Before you can say “Two 
plus two equals five”, an Amazon 
Rx drone will leave happy pills at 
your doorstep. If you’ve gotta open 
that mouth of yours, it better be to 
take your meds.

Like it or not, the entire globe’s 
gonna morph into this imaginal 
state of perfection. So, going for-
ward, the most important thing is 
to look happy about it – and I mean 
all the fucking time – because there 
are cameras everywhere, and that 
frowny face is bad for business. 

Everyone wants to be real, but 
trust me, you’re better off just 
wearing a mask.                  CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. These days, 
he’s based out of a survivalist 
bunker on wheels. His website  
is www.JOEbOT.xyz.
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F
or eight months, I endured 
the global Covid lunacy by 
travelling from one end 
of America to the other. It 
was way more fun than I 

dare admit to anyone who’s been 
quarantined since spring. From 
New England to Appalachia, from 
the Sonora Desert to the Pacific 
Northwest, I’ve enjoyed the finest 
natural history tour of my life.

I did my damnedest to outrun 
the masked-up pod-people. It 
was like getting chased by pri-
ons through the hollows of Uncle 
Sam’s rotting corpse. They final-
ly caught up to me in the north-
ern Rockies. Presently, in every 
blue city (and half the red ones), 
you’ll find pod-people shambling 
down the street – all alone, out in 
the sunshine – sporting fashion 
masks to simulate altruism for 
their fellow Covidians.

Real people are rarely as cool 
as the ones in the movies, but 
without a doubt, they’re almost 
never as shitty as the ones held 
up by the media. I’ve met a thou-
sand fantastic Americans, and as 
many fine foreigners. Wherever 
I’ve looked, from ghettos to man-
sions to bleak wilderness, I found 

worlds brimming with life. 
Looking back at the freedoms 

we’ve enjoyed fills me with nos-
talgia and pride. It’s hard to 
believe our rulers ever let us go 
where we wanted and do what we 
pleased.

Looking ahead to increasing 
surveillance, corporate monopo-
lies, nit-picky control mechanisms, 
citizen snitches, cartoon-like po-
larisation, mandatory tracking-
devices, random checkpoints, 
immunity passports, and horren-
dously vapid entertainment, I’m 
bracing for a dismal spell in world 
history. 

The Covid virus will pass soon 
enough. In time, the dead will be 
properly mourned. But this dark 
wave of technocratic constraint 
isn’t going anywhere. The de-
sire for top-down control is too 
tempting to resist. If you thought 
you could master the universe, 
wouldn’t you try?

Not to despair, though. The 
sun rises all the same. No matter 
how much power this corporate 
Leviathan acquires, no matter 
how tight its grip, the will to free-
dom is innate. Living things will 
always fight for air.

Anti-Vaxxers in Great 
Barrington, Mass.

My latest jaunt across Ameri-
ca began in the Berkshires, 
out in western Massachu-

setts. I arrived in late 2019 by way 
of Indonesia, Thailand, and Ocean-
ia, where I’d been working abroad. 
The job was hanging automated 
rigging systems for a super-pop 
techno act. On every off-day, and 
for three weeks after the tour, I 
lingered in the temples of foreign 
gods, as is my custom. Their juju 
rubs off after awhile.

After two months in the tropi-
cal breeze, the winter chill hit 
hard. Great Barrington has the 
feel of a cosmopolitan nursing 
home. (We called it “Not-Bad 
Barrington.”) Local attractions 
include organic farms, a corpo-
rate weed dispensary, and a cou-
ple of non-traditional schools. 

The town also hosts “The Larg-
est Asian Store in America”. Out 
in the parking lot, you see 20-foot 
high stone Buddha heads gazing 
at the ski slopes across the way. 
Inside, the multi-cult gallery is 
crammed with intricately carved 
Hindu idols and wooden Tantra 

Joe Allen

Coughs across  
America
The funny thing about social collapse is  
that it sounds like a whoopee cushion
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wieners. It really compliments 
the lofty character of Not-Bad 
Barrington.

My first visit to this rural ba-
zaar was right before the Great 
Germ Panic of 2020 – back when 
a nakedface could roam about 
freely.

The owner is an opinion-
ated know-it-all, so we hit it off 
right away. The diminutive man 
started in on my accent as if I’d 
fired the first shot at Fort Sumter. 
Keeping things civil, I voiced 
my admiration for snooty New 
England liberals. It’s a miracle 
they’ve amassed half the na-
tion’s wealth despite the threat 
of oppression from their southern 

neighbours. The jabs went back 
and forth. We grappled around 
from cultural imperialism to 
backward superstitions.

In his former career as an epi-
demiologist, this smooth operator 
would pick up artwork from all 
over Asia and sell it back in the 
US. As his business boomed, he 
went from public health expert to 
world religion expert, with more 
than enough ego to make up for 
any gaps in his knowledge. Turns 
out we have a lot in common.

“It kills me when white expats 
come to Bali and get put off by the 
local rituals”, he fumed. “Some 
animal-rights types have tried 
to outlaw animal sacrifice on the 

island!”
“I know, bro, your people are 

crazy!” I winked. “But then, 
think of how Londoners feel when 
Muslims arrive en mass, and then 
demand the British legal system 
accommodate Sharia”.

Before long, our conversation 
turned to the anti-vaxxers who 
populate the Berkshires. These 
aren’t trailer park people, he 
informed me. These are wealthy 
liberals who want other people’s 
kids to bear any risks of adverse 
side-effects. 

“As a trained epidemiologist, 
this really infuriates me!” He 
lambasted his neighbours’ ap-
proach to public health. You’d 
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think they were plague-rats lurk-
ing in his ship’s hull.

It turns out a lot of these anti-
vaxxers are part of the Anthro-
posophist Society – a Western 
esoteric sect. Their German 
founder, Rudolf Steiner, pioneered 
organic farming in the early 
1900s, and developed the Waldorf 
school system as an alternative 
to the industrial education model. 
Steiner also claimed to see auras 
and various otherworldly beings.

“This is why we’re seeing mea-
sles outbreaks!” the shop-owner 
hollered, punching a tiny fist into 
his palm. “These people are anti-
science!”

“You know, I get vaxxed when-
ever I have to,” I said. “Before I 
went to India, I got inoculated 
for Hep B, cholera, typhoid – you 
name it. But still, I can under-
stand people’s hesitation –”

“I can’t,” he snapped. “It puts 
other people’s lives in danger!”

“Sure, to some extent. But 
when I was a kid, my friend’s 
little sister got the measles shot 
and had a bad allergic reaction. 
Her fever shot up, and her brain 
swelled. When the reaction sub-
sided, she was permanently dis-
abled. She never spoke another 
word, and had to be pushed in a  
stroller for the rest of her life –”

“That’s just an anecdote. You 
don’t know if the vaccination 
caused it”.

“Of course. But the timing was 
enough to convince her parents. 
I mean, the kid’s fever was sky-
high –”

“Vaccines don’t cause 
fevers!”

I stood there, blinking, as did 
the Hindu gods on the shelves.

“Dude, what are you talking 
about?”

“I’m a trained epidemiologist 
and –”

“Then you should know vac-
cines cause fevers! It’s just part 
of the immune response!”

“I get my kids vaccinated eve-
ry year”. He looked pleased with 
himself. “They never get fevers”.

“Dude! Every time I got 
vaxxed, the nurses warned me 
I’d get a fever! And I did. Every 
time. They said it’s normal”.

“My kids never get fevers”.
“Okay. But –”
“I’m a trained epidemiologist 

and ...” On and on he went, oblivi-
ous to himself. Something about 
“the social contract” and “selfish 
anti-vaxxers” and “more science 
education” – you know, the usual.

At the time, I was stunned any 
“expert” would deny that vac-
cines cause fevers. Was this guy 
a phony, or a sore loser? Turns 
out it just was a foretaste of all 
the bad medicine we’d be swal-
lowing in 2020.

Plain Churches in 
Lancaster County, Penn.

A month before the Germ Pan-
ic shut down the world, I was 
working in a cutting-edge 

concert venue way out in Amish 
country. Curious about the locals’ 
archaic ways, I set out to find one 

of their churches. 
It turns out you don’t just wan-

der into an Amish church. For one 
thing, services are typically held 
in family homes. For another, the 
hymns and liturgy are in Penn-
sylvania Dutch. And because the 
Amish take great pains to keep 
their culture pure, they don’t like 
curious strangers poking around 
their sacred gatherings.

After days of pestering the 
townsfolk, I finally got myself 
invited into a different “plain 
church” community – the Breth-
ren – who share much in common 
with their Amish, Quaker, and 
Mennonite neighbours. 

Brethren men wear black hats 
and suspenders, their women 
wear big bonnets, and many say 
“thee” and “thou” as if nothing 
has changed since King James. 
The Brethren are also firm paci-
fists. No violence allowed, no 
matter how bad it gets. If a man 
strikes you on one cheek, by God, 
you turn to him the other. Higher 
powers will handle it. 

Like their old-school neigh-
bours in cattle-n-corn country, 
many Brethren are farmers 
and skilled craftsmen. They’re 
admirably self-sufficient. Their 
children are taught the old ways 
in small wooden schoolhouses. 
Unlike the Amish, though, the 
Brethren readily adopt certain 
practical technologies – cars, 
tractors, telephones, eBibles – 
tainments of the wider culture. 

That means they’ve never been 
exposed to real comedy, so they’ll 
laugh at any joke you throw 
at ‘em. You’ll be like – “That’s 
when the city boy said: ‘Is that a 
haybale or a horseshoe?’” – and 
they’re rolling in the floor for ten 
minutes.

No violence allowed, 
no matter how bad  

it gets. If a man 
strikes you on one 
cheek, by God, you 

turn to him the other
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One Sunday morning, this 
Brethren elder drove miles out of 
his way to pick me up for church. 
He introduced me to everyone – 
and I mean everyone. As things 
got started, someone handed me 
a hymnal. I sing like an asth-
matic mule, but it didn’t matter. 
As the congregation lifted their 
voices, this Abe-bearded ogre in 
the next pew sang as loud as pos-
sible, drowning everyone out in a 
single steady off-key note.

The sermon itself was all 
about forgiving your neighbour 
and cultivating patience. I guess 
if the congregants let that loud-
mouth keep coming back every 
Sunday, the tolerant message 
must be taking root.

Afterward, a bunch of us went 
back to the minister’s house for 
lunch. Three generations of 
Brethren gathered at a long table. 
They asked me questions like I 
was a spider from Mars. No mat-
ter what I said, the entire family 
cracked up laughing.

They all looked similar – 
strong hands, rosy cheeks – ex-
cept for this quiet African girl, 
unusually tall, whom the minis-
ter and his wife had adopted on 
a missionary trip to Ghana. Over 
the years, this couple has spread 
the gospel from India to China to 
South America.

After lunch, the house matron 
showed me her vast collection of 
plastic cows. Most were housed 
in a fine, hand-made china cabi-
net. Later, the patriarch took me 
down worn wooden stairs into 
the cellar, where he had an elabo-
rate model train set. He’d created 
an entire miniature village, with 
patrons browsing shop windows, 
farmers plowing wheat fields, 
and grimy men working the  

rail station. There was a nasty 
car wreck at the tvillage’s main 
intersection. Two cars had hit 
each other head on. A dead body 
was sprawled out on the pave-
ment. A dog stood barking at the 
wreckage.

“That poor guy should’ve 
stuck with the horse-n-buggy, eh 
Mordecai?”

The old fellow doubled over in a 
belly laugh as the little train went 
round and round. I shook my head. 
Off in the shadows, his pudgy 
grandson eyed me suspiciously. 

It pained me to leave that old 
house. A sense of homesickness 
followed me out the door – a deep 
need to return to some place I’ve 
never really been.

A Lone Wolf in  
Nashville, Tenn.

During the six years I lived in 
Nashville, I saw that lovely 
river town start sliding 

downhill. The economic crash of 
2008, followed by the flood of 2010, 
corroded the classic areas of the 
city. By that time, big capital was 
already pouring in from north and 
west. 

In a short time, global com-
panies had built a strong corpo-
rate infrastructure in the heart 
of Tennessee. Incoming hordes 

kicked off a traffic jam that hasn’t 
budged in five years. Music Row 
was gutted. The skyline – once 
dominated by brick facades, 
tacky neon, and the big Bat Build-
ing – suddenly mutated. 

Today, the cityscape is de-
fined by McSkyscrapers, an 
ultra-mod convention centre, a 
Bezosian borg cube, and long 
rows of Crayola condos. Last 
time I passed through, just after 
Election Day, the city felt like a 
half-finished Disney theme park 
where the lines never move. The 
old faces have been replaced by 
plastic cowboys and bleached LA 
transplants. 

It looks like things will just get 
weirder from here. On Christmas 
morning, news broke that an RV 
had exploded – Baghdad-style 
– down on 2nd Ave. Watching 
the surveillance footage, you 
can hear a robotic female voice 
warning residents of immanent 
danger: “This area must be evac-
uated now,” she repeats, over and 
over; concluding with, “If you 
can hear this message, evacuate 
now”. Then... BOOM! Everything 
blown to shreds.

Before you could say “lone 
wolf”, the perp was identified 
as 63 year-old Anthony Quinn 
Warner, a tech-averse IT guy 
from a nearby suburb. Bits of 
person were found near the blast 
zone. DNA analysis indicates 
Warner was inside the RV when 
it detonated. Apparently, he’d 
just signed over two overpriced 
properties to a pretty 29 year-old 
living in Los Angeles. He also 
told an ex-girlfriend he’d been 
diagnosed with cancer.

Warner’s suspected target was 
the 15-storey AT&T building. Ru-
mour has it that Warner’s father, 

If history is any 
guide, the only 
lasting effects  

of the Nashville  
RV blast will be  
on civil liberties
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who died years ago, worked for a 
company bought out by AT&T. 

The Tennessean called Warner 
a “self-employed computer guru”. 
The FBI claims that the mullet-
sporting misfit was freaked out by 
encroaching 5G networks and the 
spectre of mass surveillance. 

His camper-bomb took out 
phone networks and Internet 
service for a couple of days. No 
one but Warner was killed. If 
history is any guide, the only 
lasting effects will be on civil 
liberties. As with self-preserva-
tion and a sense of humour, the 
desire for privacy will soon be 
pathologised. 

Look for more police check-
points on Broadway, and heavy-
handed crowd control. Have your 
ID ready. Look for overzealous 
cops shaking down songwriters 
who busk without a permit. Look 
for RV-gypsies to become a pub-
lic menace. Look for bland Lego 
blocks to replace the scorched 
brick buildings on 2nd Ave. 

Look for drones overhead. 
Look for more cameras looking 
back at you. From now on, noth-
ing happens out of sight. Not bar 
fights. Not smoke sessions. Not 
making out in a dark alley. If 
you want to paint the town red, 
expect your best and worst mo-
ments to go on your permanent 
record. Think of it as getting a 
state-sponsored selfie.

If the 21st-century response 
to terrorism has taught us any-
thing, it’s that the Panopticon 
appears in the blink of an eye. It 

only takes one dumbass knock-
ing over a single domino for the 
whole mess to come crashing 
down on our heads.

Rogue River Gorge, Ore.

After years of wandering the 
Oregonian mountains, last 
summer I finally saw a rap-

tor pull a fish out of the river. Our 
group was packed into two big rub-
ber rafts, with a few scouts in kay-
aks. Most were hippies –a Cauca-
soid dreadie, a Cascadian rasta, a 
spun-out Indian, a cute Colombian 
woman, and the Prince of Persia. 
The alpha dread handed out psi-
locybin mushrooms as a matter of 
hospitality. He wasn’t stingy with 
his beers, either.

By the time I saw that bald 
eagle swoop down, claws at the 
ready, hitting the water with 
masterful precision then pulling 
up a massive salmon with barely 
a splash, my third eye was pried 
wide open, half-blinded by the 
sun’s sharp rays. You could see 
the life force flow from fish to bird. 
Both creatures were synced to the 

greater movement around us.
Later on, we discovered rows 

of cliff swallow nests cemented 
to the rock under a craggy over-
hang. We paddled over to in-
vade their territory. Tiny chicks 
cheeped in their clay fortresses, 
and the adults whirled up into an 
aggressive bird tornado, forcing 
us to retreat.

Down around the bend, we saw 
an osprey come in for the kill. 
It was diving down toward the 
river, claws outstretched, when 
out of the blue came an ornery 
cliff swallow. The smaller bird 
swooped in on the osprey – not 
touching him, really, but psych-
ing him out – and made the raptor 
miss his prey. The little bastard 
turned around and whistled 
as the osprey flew off empty-
handed.

The whole scene put me in a 
brilliant mood. I mean, that cliff 
swallow appeared from out of no-
where, just to fuck up an osprey’s 
day for the hell of it. 

Nature loves a belly laugh.
That night, the hippies played 

guitars and congas. They sang 
about world peace and other 
mythical beings. Their smiles 
glowed in the campfire. I stared 
into the flames. If hell is other peo-
ple, you can damn me to hell. CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Presently,  
he lives in the western shadow  
of the Rocky Mountains.  
Read his weekly newsletter  
at www.JOEBOT.xyz.
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T
hey say travel opens your 
eyes to the world, but the 
New Normal doesn’t of-
fer many opportunities 
to nose around. Your 

path is pretty well marked out for 
you, from one door to the next. Any 
deviation from that path is consid-
ered a violation of public health. 
One false move, and you could 
be held responsible for countless 
people dying of Covid. During a 
global panic, nose-pickers are the 
new mass murderers.

Just to get out the door in the 
first place, I had to send in a mail-
in nasal swab test. I probably took 
six Covid tests before it was over 
-– one swab every five days for 
three weeks. Each time, a weary 
nurse from Asia, India, or Africa 
– peering out over two masks and 
through a clear plastic face shield, 
searching my face for any sign 
of humanity – would ram a mas-
sive Q-tip down my throat until I 
gagged, or up my nose until they’d 
scraped a layer of cells off my pre-
frontal cortex.

Most were gentle at first, but 
each time I went in, they’d drill 
down a little deeper. You got the 
feeling they’d conspired to test our 

limits, if only out of boredom.
The day after I got home, Chi-

nese authorities announced that 
anal swabs are far more effective 
than oral or nasal testing. I’ve nev-
er been more relieved to be back in 
the good ol’ USA, land of the free 
and home of the brave.

America! Fuck yeah
I arrived in Abu Dhabi right after 
the US military moved a nuclear 
submarine through the Strait of 
Hormuz, just off-shore of the UAE. 
It was another attempt to intimidate 
the Iranians on the opposite shore.

Just over a month before, one 
of Iran’s top nuclear scientists had 
been gunned down in the streets 
of Tehran. According to Iranian 
officials, the assassination was 
pulled off by an autonomous pick-
up truck armed with an AI-guided 
gun turret.

Just after America’s ominous 
nuke-sub display, a Tehran court 
sentenced an Iranian-American 
businessman to 10 years in pris-
on. He was accused of spying for 
’Merica.

A few days later, the US arrest-
ed an Iranian professor teaching at 

Boston University for “acting as an 
unregistered agent of the Iranian 
government.”

From our crew’s perspective, 
just across the strait from Iran, 
the news media seemed full of bad 
omens. Our show was one of many 
Western productions blowing 
through town. Any one of us could 
be a target for the next attention-
hungry terrorist.

The longer our company was 
imprisoned in that hypersanitised 
Covidian cattle car – quarantined 
in a beachside resort with noth-
ing but CNN International, Rus-
sia Today, the BBC world service, 
and rumour-infested Interwebs 
to keep us apprised of the plot 
unfolding outside – the more my 
American co-workers indulged 
dark, and ultimately delusional 
fantasies that we would become 
collateral damage in some toxic 
foreign entanglement.

After decades of hard flexes, col-
our revolutions, full-on invasions, 
and relentless drone strikes from 
the West, these Middle Eastern 
cats show no fear of Armegeddon. 
It wouldn’t matter to them if the 
End Times turned out to be spir-
itual or utterly mundane – they 

Joe Allen
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Abu Dhabi
From my front door in America to a job site in the UAE – with  
TV screens all along the way – the outside world looks pretty bleak  
from the window of a Covidian cattle car
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refuse to bend the knee to other 
Highest Earthly Powers.

If the world ignited in a mass 
conflagration, that would only ful-
fill their Abrahamic prophecies. If 
global warming turned the planet 
into a desert, the oil-thirsty Arabs 
would barely notice. Until then, 
they’ll keep drilling deeper and 
building higher.

The first thing a Westerner no-
tices about Abu Dhabi, even in the 
midst of a mass lockdown, is how 
much wealth is on display. The 

city boasts a Ferrari theme park, 
ornate mosques, and shimmering 
ultra-mod skyscrapers. Most con-
spicuous is the disc-shaped Oreo 
cookie tower.

From my hotel balcony, I 
watched dusky migrant workers 
sweep up tourists’ trash. They 
were decked out in rubber gloves, 
gauze-like PPE cosmonaut suits, 
and double-ply medical masks. 
Just beyond, yachts packed full 
of maskless Arabs cruised the 
beach’s edge. The dancing passen-

gers celebrated life and health and 
freedom as sitar-infused techno 
throbbed across the water.

Oddly enough, the first images I 
ever saw of Abu Dhabi came from 
an advertisement that aired right 
after Election Day. I was in rural 
Tennessee at the time, watching 
TV in a family living room, wait-
ing for the wild-ass Sidewinder to 
get home.

His wife and I sat on the couch, 
anxious about the fate of the nation. 
She kept CNN on the tube, wishing 

Photo: ATS Studio / Pexels

GLITTeRING PaRaDISe IN a DeSeRT WaSTe: “The skyline is amazing at first, but then you remember that glass is made from 
sand. In a sense, these oil-fired skyscrapers are actually organic, like cozy log cabins in a Catskills forest”.
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they’d just call the election and be 
done with it. The channel’s vapid 
talking heads were already seed-
ing catch phrases like “baseless 
claims” and “without evidence”, 
preemptively casting doubt on 
Trump’s dubious doubt-casters. As 
the mail-in ballots poured in by the 
truckload, flipping state after state 
from red to blue, an eerie adver-
tisement interrupted the drama.

A trailer for Michael Bay’s  
6 Underground rattled the enor-
mous flatscreen TV. Sports cars 
raced through the streets of Abu 
Dhabi, engines roaring. Drone 
footage showcased a pristine sky-
line crowned by a futuristic space 
mosque.

The grinding soundtrack left 
the impression of a chthonic force 
rising up from the desert sands.

I sat on the edge of an old 
recliner-couch in that Southern 
living room, already unnerved by 
the social chaos tearing across our 
once great nation. I contemplated 
the pothole-pocked roads just be-
yond the front yard while images 
of Arab splendour passed before 
my eyes. An uneasy feeling came 
over me.

As America crumbles under the 
weight of its grudges, I thought to 
myself, the world’s authoritarian 
states are poised to surpass us. 
Our cities have never looked so 
tidy as Abu Dhabistan does today, 
at least on camera – and it’s pos-
sible they never will.

Related by trade
People naturally associate “race” 
with skin colour. But much of what 
we recognise as racial difference, or 
the sense of being related by race, 
can be triggered by behavioural 
cues. Deep in our mammalian 

brains, there’s a feeling that peo-
ple who behave like us – those who 
possess the same skill-sets, who 
are playing for our team – these 
are our people.

Recently, I had the privilege 
of working with an international 
team that included a gruff Paki-
stani, a young buck from the Phil-
lippines, and an American born 
and raised in Guam. We climbed 
steel truss and ate our meals to-
gether. We hoisted heavy objects 
into place. We trusted our lives 
to each other’s hands. When the 
action died down, we exchanged a 
few life stories.

It isn’t as if our national alle-
giances overlap, or our religious 
lives are deeply intertwined. 
Nothing like that. And yet, I can’t 
emphasise enough how much more 
I relate to the brown Ewoks in the 
arid hinterlands than I do the Rain-
bow White storm troopers who de-
fend our neoliberal Empire.

My sense of kinship toward a 
Pakistani Muslim who knows how 
to tie solid knots, who understands 
the mechanics of counterweights 
and friction resistance, far sur-
passes my genetic relationship to 
fey Caucasoids whose advanced 
education leads them to claim 
insults are “violence” or obvi-
ous sex differences are arbitrary 
“social constructs”. Believe it or 

not, working class Pakistanis still 
have a grip – the Prophet’s flawless 
reputation notwithstanding.

I have far more respect for a 
roughneck Filipino with the guts 
to climb high steel than I do some 
ambitious Cracker Jack eager to 
climb the multi-culti social ladder. 
Like me and my kind, these men 
chase daily wages across various 
borders under the rule of aloof 
oligarchs. Despite the obvious cul-
tural barriers, we speak the same 
language.

Bloodline is important, but 
shared language is far more impor-
tant – even symbolic or memetic 
language. Ultimately, shared spirit 
is most important of all.

Demonic drone swarms
For the first time in my life, I got 
to see a drone swarm with my own 
two eyes. I bet drones will be soon 
deployed in pretty much every 
production, from pop concerts to 
evangelical revivals. They’ll be as 
commonplace as lighting rigs or 
video walls.

As these creatures lifted off the 
ground in tandem, their coordinat-
ed movements resembled an awk-
ward school of fish. Each had four 
tiny propellers for fins and an LED 
globe for a head. They performed 
intricate aerial manoeuvres, 
forming a multicoloured tornado, 
playing “follow the leader” in cas-
cading streams, and creating two-
dimensional geometric planes that 
rotated in mid-air. Occasionally 
one would lose signal and wander 
off, or crash into its neighbour.

More jarring than the visual 
display was the sound they made. 
The collective scream of their 
propellers humming all at once, 
especially as they approached, 

As America crumbles 
under the weight of 

its grudges, I thought 
to myself, the world’s 
authoritarian states 
will soon surpass us
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sounded like blood-hungry mos-
quitos emerging from the bowels 
of hell. Their shriek reminded me 
of the evil string music at the open-
ing of the 1973 film The Exorcist, 
just before the hapless archaeolo-
gist uncovers a Sumerian amulet 
that starts all the trouble.

That god-awful sound, coupled 
with the nascent intelligence of 
these machines – merging to form 
an even greater collective intelli-
gence – raised the hair on the back 
of my neck. What would it be like 
to have a swarm of malevolent, 
quasi-intelligent slaughterbots 
chase you down and pick you apart 
like airborne piranhas?

How many Muslims have al-
ready known that feeling just be-
fore they met their Maker?

How many ’Mericans will before 
it’s all said and done?

Lady Gaga mangles the 
“Star Spangled Banner”
Historically speaking, it’s pretty 
weird that a mob of Internet-addict-
ed conspiracy theorists attempted 
an … ahem … “insurrection” with 
random bike racks, pepper spray, 
and inverted flagpoles. Swept up by 
a roaring meme storm, that Quix-
otic mob believed they were con-
fronting an elite cabal of sexually 
deviant satanists as they battled a 
wonky windmill up on Capitol Hill. 
To the outside world, it was obvi-
ous they’d lost their minds out in 
the wastelands of Cyberia.

Even crazier, though, is the Dem-
ocrats’ decision to have Lady Gaga 
sing the National Anthem at Joe Bi-
den’s “unifying” inauguration. To 
hyper-vigilant eyes, the singer ap-
peared to be dressed like one of the 
genocidal oligarchs in The Hunger 
Games. Watching Gaga approach 

the mic, flashing her crooked grin 
– as Slick Willy, George W, Saint 
Obama, Stiff Pence, Sleepy Joe, 
and soon-to-be-president Kamala 
smiled behind their fashion masks 
– you have to wonder if Biden’s pro-
duction team was just trolling the 
Q-Anon crowd.

Lady Gaga is the closest thing 
we have to a mainstream satanic 
sex symbol. She’s the poster girl 
for the postmod, glam-obsessed, 
gender-bending cultural mutations 
that have altered the face of Chris-
tendom since at least the turn of 
the 20th -century – since the dawn 
of the Age of the Child.

As the 21st -century descended 
into a goofball dystopia, the versa-
tile singer made a brilliant career 
out of subverting the sacred ico-
nography of the host culture she 
now symbolizes.

The occult elements in Lady 
Gaga’s work are hardly subtle. 
Whether he likes it or not, one of 
her more obvious influences is 
the Thelemic rockstar, Marilyn 
Manson. But that’s just the tip of 
an iceberg melting in hell.

About a decade ago, Gaga un-
derwent the “Abramović Method”. 
This masochistic initiatory rite 
found the singer wandering naked 
in the woods under the tutelage 
of the infamous neo-pagan Spirit 
Cooker, Marina Abramović.

As if to confirm the gaslit meg-
alomania of our new age, Gaga 
had this to say about her esoteric 
mentor:

“[Abramović] is such an incred-
ible piece of art in herself. And 
she is limitless. She is limitless in 
every way that I can even, in my 
limit ravin’ [sic]… raidin’ brain… 
that I do not possess the limitless 
brain that she does. I look at her 
and she is so free...

“It’s when you are around 
someone like Marina, as myself 
– a self-proclaimed pop perform-
ance artist – wanna go home and 
slit my wrists, and I am nothing, I 
have achieved no sense of art, she 
is so boundless”.

Given the fact that Lady Gaga’s 
catchy pop art is openly derived 
from anti-orthodox occultism, it 
was pretty hilarious to see her belt 
out a vaguely dissonant version 
of the “Star Spangled Banner” at 
the invitation of Creepy Uncle Joe 
Biden, our second Catholic presi-
dent. Hopefully he got another 
chance to sniff her hair.

Just imagine: a hotly contested 
presidential inauguration sancti-
fied by a Luciferian turbo-slut for 
an audience of masked elites under 
protection of 25,000 armed troops 
behind the barbed-wire fences of 
the Washington DC “Green Zone.” 
If you didn’t know better, you might 
suspect the Highest Earthly Pow-
ers were trying their damnedest to 
give an already paranoid Middle 
America a hard case of the heebie-
jeebies.                 CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Presently,  
he lives in the western shadow  
of the Rocky Mountains.  
Read his weekly newsletter  
at www.JOEBOT.xyz.
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A
merica isn’t the only 
country convulsed by 
unrest. India basically 
inhabits a parallel di-
mension with all the 

same discordant elements – furi-
ous mobs, a corporate-friendly gov-
ernment, a “deadly insurrection”, 
a militarised capital swarming 
with troops, subversive foreign in-
fluence, knots of self-contradiction, 
and Twitter deciding who gets a 
voice and who doesn’t. 

One big difference, from a 
mythic perspective, is who we 
see cast as the hero and who’s 
the villain – the government or 
the people, “the commies” or 
“the fascists”, the power or the 
uprising?

It started last year when In-
dia’s farmer unions revolted over 
three new agriculture laws. Furi-
ous growers argued that the laws 
would disrupt the established 
order, subvert their bargaining 
power, and allow corporations to 
control prices. Prime Minister 
Modi insists this sweeping mod-
ernisation is progress, and every-
one should be happy about it. 

Negotiations stalled and things 
got out of hand. The AP reports: 

“Tens of thousands of farmers 
have been hunkering down at the 
Indian capital’s fringes to protest 
new agricultural laws they say 
will leave them poorer and at the 
mercy of corporations. … 

“Their largely peaceful pro-
tests turned violent on Jan. 26, 
India’s Republic Day, when a 
section of the tens of thousands 
of farmers riding tractors veered 
from the protest route earlier de-
cided with police and stormed the 
17th-century Red Fort in a dra-
matic escalation. 

“Hundreds of police officers 
were injured and a protester 
died. Scores of farmers were also 
injured”.

Those sound like some mean-
ass tractors, don’t they? You 
can almost see their steel hoods 
covered in bobble-head gods and 
draped with flower garlands, now 
splattered with blood.

Ready to throw gas on any so-
cial justice fire – even at the risk 
of warming the planet – climate 
activist and international celebri-
ty Greta Thunberg came slinging 
the petrol. In early February, she  

tweeted out an activist “toolkit” 
through her 4.8-million follow-
ers, directed at the downtrodden 
farmers. This illicit toolkit in-
cluded instructions pertaining to 
an upcoming “Twitter storm”, lo-
cations for in-person protests (no 
mention of social distancing), and 
Zoom contacts for Western activ-
ism coaches.

As a result of Thunberg’s mind-
control waves, the Delhi Police 
Cyber Crime Cell has initiated  a 
criminal investigation on charges 
of sedition, overseas conspiracy, 
and an attempt to “promote en-
mity between different groups on 
grounds of religion, race ... and acts 
prejudicial to the maintenance of 
harmony.” Although Thunberg 
is quoted in the filings, police are 
mostly focused on the activist 
toolkit’s authors – the Poetic Jus-
tice Foundation, based in Canada, 
whose members are currently op-
erating on Indian soil. 

Thunberg’s tweet provoked 
widespread anger in the Indian 
establishment. Upper caste coun-
ter-protesters gathered to torch 
her image in effigy. An  award-
worthy photograph shows bel-
ligerent Brahmins holding what 

Joe Allen
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looks like a smouldering smudge-
stick and burning a mean mous-
tache onto the 18-year-old’s elf-
like visage.

Images of the BDSM-inspired pop 
singer Rihanna – the first Western 
superstar to draw attention to the 
farmers’ efforts – were also burned 
in a ritualistic effort to purge 

Mother India’s body of disruptive 
spirits.

In an Indian-American twist, 
Vice-President Kamala Harris’s 
fiery niece Meena Harris drew 
unintentional parallels between 
the bloody farmer uprising and 
the recent “deadly insurrection” 
at the US Capitol. Connecting 
dots like an obsessive info wars 
agent, Meena  writes: “It’s no 

coincidence that the world’s old-
est democracy [the USA] was 
attacked not even a month ago, 
and as we speak, the most popu-
lous democracy [India] is under 
assault. This is related. We ALL 
should be outraged by India’s 
internet shutdowns and para-
military violence against farmer 
protesters. …

“‘Unity’ begins with truth. 
‘Healing’ is not possible without 
accountability. Stay loud. Accept 
nothing less”.

So far, Modi has rejected this 
global matriarchy’s demands. In  
scenes reminiscent of Washing-
ton DC’s “Green Zone”, Indian 
security forces have erected 
iron spikes and barbed wire all 
around Delhi. Rows of bored 
soldiers in riot gear stand ready 
to push back the wrath of lower 
caste farmers. You’d think they 
were following the Biden admin-
istration’s lead.

Human Rights Watch direc-
tor Meenakshi Ganguly laments: 
“The Indian authorities’ response 
to the protests has focused on 
discrediting peaceful protesters, 
harassing critics of the govern-
ment, and prosecuting those re-
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UNDER FIRE: Swedish teenage activist Greta Thunberg.
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porting on the events”.
Despite support from global 

allies, India’s paddy-plodding 
underdogs are being defamed 
by one reckless outburst. And it 
does look pretty bad, at least from 
a certain angle. Hundreds of cops 
injured and one protester dead. 
Goddamn, that guy must have 
gone down swinging.

For the world’s salty throw-
backs, Greta Thunberg is the face 
of our scolding global elite. Im-
agine what it must look like to a 
traditionalist Hindu – faced with 
feeding hundreds of millions of 
starving people – to have a scowl-
ing Swedish teenager criticise 
your attempts at agricultural 
modernisation from the pinnacle 
of European splendour. It’s gotta 
make them mad as hell.

In an attempt to strike back at 
foreign disrupters – it’s unclear 
who’s punching up or down at this 
point – Indian minister Vijay Ku-
mar Singh hit a note somewhere 
between RussiaGate and Q-Anon. 
He took aim at the clockwork 
elf: “The deleted tweet of Greta 
Thunberg has revealed the real 
designs of a conspiracy at an in-
ternational level against India. 
Need to investigate the parties 
which are pulling the strings of 
this evil machinery. … Conspira-
cies at this scale often get ex-
posed. … 

“[I]nternational celebrities 
suddenly turned sensitive toward 
farmer issues. All have some-
thing in common. They don’t 
know anything about India, the 
farm laws or farmer issues. Their 
280 characters of fame are over”.

As if to blow a smoke-ring at 
Greta’s face, one of the few con-

cessions the government made is 
granting the farmers’ right to con-
tinue stubble-burning. The new 
ag laws had halted the practice 
due to terrible pollution. It’s one 
hell of a Second World problem.

For two months out of the year, 
farmers in the Punjab and the Har-
yana burn around 35-million tons 
of rice paddy straw, sending great 
plumes of smoke out across the 
land. These noxious clouds regu-
larly engulf Delhi and other cities, 
leaving asthmatic children cough-
ing to the sky, “How dare you!”

In India’s topsy-turvy world, Big 
Tech is applying pressure on the 
political system, except in this 
case, they refuse to silence dis-
sidents. CBS News reports: “The 
Indian government warned Twit-
ter ... that it could take some un-
specified action against the social 
media platform for its move to 
‘unilaterally’ un-block more than 
250 accounts that it suspended 
on Monday, at the government’s 
request, over the use of a contro-
versial hashtag [#ModiPlanning-
FarmerGenocide]. 

“The government had labelled 
the tweets using the hashtag, 
which accuses officials of plan-
ning a ‘genocide’ of farmers, 
part of a ‘motivated campaign to 

abuse, inflame and create tension 
in society on unsubstantiated 
grounds.’ ”

Seeming to have no idea what 
their opponents were actually 
talking about, and grasping for 
any justification to squash dis-
sidents, the Indian government 
shot back: “Incitement to geno-
cide is not freedom of speech; it 
is a threat to law and order”.

Twitter held the moral high 
ground. Figuring that MAGAs 
don’t read international news, the 
company spun one of its Brahma-
faces around and said: “[I]n keep-
ing with our principles of defend-
ing protected speech and freedom 
of expression, we have not taken 
any action on accounts that con-
sist of news media entities, jour-
nalists, activists, and politicians”.

It really is a weird alternate 
universe out there beyond the 
Punjab. The same global elite 
attempting to “unify” the United 
States into a Technocratic Corpo-
rate Superstate by inciting BLM 
and squeezing the MAGA middle 
is simultaneously helping India’s 
low caste farmers subvert Big 
Ag and overturn their elected 
government. 

Capricious as ever, the High-
est Earthly Powers smile on the 
armed occupation of DC while 
sneering at the iron spikes around 
Delhi.

You never know how your own 
nation looks to the wider world 
until you’ve sampled the psycho-
drama of a foreign land.        CT

Joe Allen writes about race, 
robots, and religion. Presently,  
he lives in the western shadow  
of the Rocky Mountains.  
Read his weekly newsletter  
at www.JOEBOT.xyz.
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