SERENITY ,x

I NEVER WISH FOR SERENITY. AND KNOWING THAT,
I SHOULD NOT BE SURPRISED THAT L NEVER GET IT.

BuT EVEN WHEN I REFLECT ON THIS OMISSION ON MY
PART, L NEVER SEEM TO CHANGE MY WISHING WAYS.

I SEE SERENE PEOPLE IN MY LIFE, I KNOW THAT
IT IS A POSSIBLE THING. BUT THE PEOPLE I SEE WHO
ARE CONTENT BRING UP BILE IN THE BACK OF MY
THROAT: THE WEALTHY, THE LAZY, THE WILLFULLY
IGNORANT. NOTHING COULD BE FURTHER FROM MY
HEART'S DESIRES THAN TO SETTLE FOR *THIS*, TO
SET DOWN MY MEGAPHONE AND SHAKE THE TENSION
OUT OF MY FISTS, TO DECIDE THAT THIS IS GOOD
ENOUGH. I AM A MALCONTENT, AND I KNOW IT WiLL
KILL ME IN THE END.

I NEVER WISH FOR AN END TO THE FIGHT.

THERE ARE DAYS I CANNOT EVEN IMAGINE WHAT
AN END WOULD LOOK LIKE. OTHER DAYS IT'S ALL TOO
CLEAR TO ME: A BOOT ON THE FACE FOREVER AND
EVER, WE ALL LOVE BIG BROTHER, A TINY UPPER
CRUST MAKING MERRY ON THE BACKS OF BILLIONS
AS THE WORLD BURNS. AND TO SAY THAT ALL THE
DANGER 1S EXTERNAL WOULD BE A LIE, [ KNow

TOO THAT L HAVE MY INNER STRUGGLES, MY OWN
DRAGONS TO SLAY.

I wisH FOR A BETTER SWORD. I WISH FOR A
STRONGER SHIELD. I WISH FOR A PITCHER OF WATER
AND MORE AMMUNITION, FOR YOU AT MY SIDE AT
THE END OF THE WORLD. FOREVER.
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Blessed is the Apple in flight

Blessed is the rock that calls down machine gun fire
Blessed is the raised fist, the bullhorn

The stencil and the paint

Blessed, oh blessed, is the man ablaze

What possible love could be greater
Than the love for the throwers of bricks?
The ones who shatter glass and empires
Those who tilt at windmills and death?
So blessed, blessed are the bricks

t!i\’v:’j 1.\‘ ';“:g t"o\"j 1.\\ t""t“c?) t'.i\’»:-.j 1.\\ %% «.'&’:-'j 1.\‘
oeaY Paee goa® Paee goa® Paee 9oa"




Meditations on the Night Before a Major Release
~ Chris Salsman -

Activists have a big problem with burnout and loss of hope,
trying to face the negative reality of the world -and raise
awareness- can be a very taxing thing. Sometimes you see
these huge complex stories that you have difficulty even
explaining to people. Years can go by and you're still not sure
how to convey the reality, the enormity of it to the uninitiated.

And then you get faced with a moment where a very terrible
truth could get outed, something so sad and horrifying, but
yet you get hopeful at the idea of release. There's this weird
moment where one might feel guilty over feeling hope in the
midst of all the darkness. But maybe we shouldn't feel guilty.
Hope is such a rare thing these days, so I will cling to it.

The outing of a terrible truth
is something to feel hopeful over.

Turns Out

| was once something else entirely

| was part of something bigger than myself
Something new, and dark, and exciting

And we were loud and intentionally outrageous
We were the internet personified

And | said
| don't care who you are or what you believe,
Your opinion matters.

But it turns out | do fucking care what your opinion is
If your opinion is that Jewish people are untrustworthy
If your opinion is that transgender people are insane

If your opinion is that women and people of color

Are in anyway inherently less than a white man

| am done with your shit.

If your opinion is that closing our borders to refugees
Is prudent, acceptable, or humane
You do not have my support

If your opinion is that the greatest threat to this country
Is the fact that you can't drop an n-bomb in public
Kindly stop breathing my air

People are dying for your dumbshit opinions

There is suffering greater than your political inconvenience
We are on the brink of terrible things

And you fuckwads are screaming at the top of your lungs
For the world to jump

| am done with you.

| do not forgive
| do not forget




ON WINNING

- ANDY FYFE -

WHEN YOU'RE PLAYING A GAME AND YOUR
OPPONENTS CHEAT, YOU WILL PROBABLY
LOSE THE GAME IF YOU PLAY BY THE RULES.
YOU WON'T GET BONUS POINTS FOR TAKING
THE HIGH ROAD, YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

YOU WON'T IMPRESS ONLOOKERS WITH
YOUR DETERMINATION TO LOSE ACCORDING TO
THE RULES. YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

YOU WON'T WIN ANY VOTES BY CLAIMING A
MORAL VICTORY OVER THE PEOPLE WHO
CHEATED AND WON. YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

WHEN YOU LOSE ENOUGH, YOUR CHEATING
OPPONENTS WILL CHANGE THE RULES IN
THEIR FAVOR. THEY WILL CHANGE THE RULES
SO YOU ALWAYS LOSE.

| REALIZE THIS IS A CONTRADICTION OF MANY
OF OUR MOST CHERISHED CULTURAL MYTHS,
BUT IT'S STONE COLD REALITY. IT'S AN EASY
COP-OUT TO COCOON OURSELVES IN SELF-
RIGHTEOUS DEFEAT, TELLING OURSELVES
THAT IF WE JUST KEEP LOSING WITH OUR
HEADS HELD HIGH THAT EVENTUALLY
IT'LL BECOME A WIN. IT NEVER DOES.

WHEN THEY GO LOW, WE STOMP THEM INTO
THE FUCKING PAVEMENT, AND LET THEM WAIL
ABOUT OUR NON-REGULATION BOOTS.

. YOU ARE ENOUGH - ANONYMOUS

@ cz THE WORLD MAY COME AT YOU AITH KNVES
¥ AND TRY TO CUT AWAY THE PIECES OF YOU

o 4z, THAT DO NOT FIT THER VISION

s’ OF WHO YOU SHOULD HAVE BEEN

) THE VOICES MAY PILE UP ONE ATOP THE OTHER

7. SCREAMING YOUR INADEQUACIES
3 REHASHING EVERY LOSS AND SORROW
YOU NEVER LEARNED TO GRIEVE
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AND YOU MAY SPEND YOUR WHOLE LIFE FIGHTING
AND NEVER SEEM TO MAKE GROUND

YOU MAY LOSE YOUR FRIENDS

AND SEE YOUR ENEMIES IN PONER

BUT KNOW THIS

YOU DO NOT HAVE TO FULFILL ANY PROPHESY

YOU DO NOT HAVE TG AVENGE THE GIRL

YOU DO NOT EVEN HAVE TO GET YOUR SHIT TOGETHER
o TO BE WORTHY OF THIS LOVE

¢ N YOU ARE ENOUGH AS YOU ARE NOW
Y WITH YOUR FAILURES AND YOUR FEARS
\ @R WITH YOUR DREAMS UNACCOMPLISHED
WITH YOUR WEAKNESSES AND DOUBT
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i YOU WITH EVERY GOOFY GRIN AND BAD JOKE
- WITH YOUR SCARS AND ADDICTIONS

: WITH THE WEIRDNESS TO YOUR WALK

AND YOUR QUESTIONABLE FASHION SENSE
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YOU ARE LOVED
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/Mo Oh you ¢

You rebel

You queer and wayward child
You abandoned and listless
You angry and forgotten

You brown and black and indigenous
You homeless and impoverished

You dreamer

You warrior

You are not alone here

You have never been alone

Not in this place, not in this time
Not in the whole of history

There have always been ones like you
There will always be ones like you
We have always fought

In the papers, in the streets

With paint cans and with pens
With knives and with torches

In your armor inadequate

In your fear and your rage

You have never been alone

Plant your feet like the thousand year oak
Scream like the ghosts of your ancestors
Light your hearts on fire

With the ashes of all the dead suns

| know its a fight,

I fact, its more accuratelY called a shit-fight against the
establishment. | know Im the litte gu¥. | know that as |
stand up that some are too coWed, or beat doWn, or
habituated to their 'Whatabout'isms to stand With me.

Thats OK.

| know that ifs inevitable that | Wil go down, And it
probablY Wont be a tYpical beatdown. It is verY lkely that
| get roasted alive and 'made an eXample' of.

Thats OK  too.

But | also know that it Wil be a glorious fight and | Wil
make them oY, | Wil make them Wonder. | may face
imminent defeat. But When | go down, if | go down, |
Wil do so sWinging, grinning, singing and spitting.



First they came for the Muslims -
and we said NOT TODAY MOTHERFUCKER

Then they came for the women
and we said HElle HATH NO FURY

Then they came for the scientists
and we said KISS OUR SHINY METALr ASSES

Then they came for the immigrants
and we said HOW ABOUT EAT A DICK

Then they came for the National Parks
and we said YOU'D BETTER BE FUCKING JOKING

Then they came for the sick and disabld
and we said OVER OUR DEAD BODIES %J?

Then they came for the internet \
and we said BITCH DID WE STUTTER?
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Creativity in a Cultura[ \X/astelancl

~Payne

TI’H'S is {or a[[ o{ you out there WI’IO l’lave s}u't going on,
in your Me, ancl can't clea[. Canvt vent. Canjt cle[encl

YOUI‘SGZ‘.{ {I'OITI.

TI’[QI’@ are times WI’I@H you must L)e seeny I‘learcl, klt.
Even tlle most apatl’wtic or tl'le most cynica[ o[ us Ao it.
There are times when you must sticl< your heacl over
tI’le trench wau ancl see otl’lers toi[inq away, ancl tal<e

com{ort {rom the [act that you are not alone.

So [ am here. I am listening.

Some o£ us tal(e up the peny the sworcl/ tl"l@ megap}lone/
an(l turn negativity into a positive. dJome o{ us create

temporary monuments out o{ t}le shrapne[ that rains on us.

>/our tasLs are your owrny W}\at you AO/ you must Ao
alone/ hut what is clone, wiu L)e seen.

There is nothing permanant. In t}\e space o{ a Me time,
we L)uilcl many monuments, ancl we tear many down.

Ther@ is respite, t}‘lougl‘l. There is a moment o£ ]’Hcling in a
sheu crater as you run across no~mans~[an(L s}laring a [<nowing
3[ance Witl’l anot}ler rel[ugee/ [eaving your marl@ Begore you

jump up again, and run to t}le next b{t o{ scant cover.

There is that assurance tl’lat Wl’lat we Ao Wiu
ave meanin or a tleeting time perhaps
h s e el

L)ut not an empty 3esture.



Dreathe. Yow can't tear down the worlel
if you slop. Cueathing, so Creathe.

Youw havent won and yow may never win and yow aim so- high yow
bnow you'CC never get there and you kave to slop Gealing: younself
while you've down oy you'C never get up you have to Greathe.

Jlés worlel will bl you it will tear you in half and grind you to
paate and your kopes and dneamas are handles sticking out of
youn fovelead and the fates oy some other assholes will use those
handles to steen you Ghe a wagon and if you yive up caring aboul
iinga it won "t get any Getler and you can sunvive this anct meaybe
hep a Gittle and it will bt But you have Co do- it you have Co beep
moving you have o Greathe.

Jhere's glasa in your buga arvel poison in youn veina and everything
you love will die in the end and the sun will eaplode arnd galaries
will collicle andl the wiiverse will die a sbow, Goting death asnd
thene' s notling. to- e done about the Caws of plysics Gut thai is
tuillions of years fuom now and yow can only do something about
now and now éant fovever But it sl matlers yow matter you have to
Geathe.

Yo dont have to-
madkse peace with i€
and you don 't have
Co- acceppl i ancl yoe
dot t have Co slop
Geing. the lict who-
woulel chy ol a mall
opening yow don 't
have to Be perfect
you cant Be pexfect
that' s not what
you've fexe for you
bnow whal you've
tene for you have
lo Leep Dying. ascl
Gueatthe.

THE ThHuEE STHENGTRS
T vEE STHEBGTEHS
THERE ARE THREE STRENGTHS WE CALL UPON

AMSE;
S35 TIMANCE

5FP AL

M“@EH GIVES US THE STRENGTH TO ACT. IT MAKES OUR
BODIES STRONG AND OUR WORDS HARD. ANGER PROTECTS
US FROM PAIN, AND FROM EMBARRASSMENT. ANGER
DOES NOT DIFFERENTIATE BETWEEN FRIEND AND FOE,
DOES NOT UNDERSTAND SHADES OF GRAY OR DEGREES

OF WRONGDOING. ANGER IS A HAMMER. SOMETIMES, A
HAMMER IS THE RIGHT TOOL FOR THE JOB.

2 e
OBSTIMAMCE crves us tHE sTRENGTH To ENDURE. IT

MAKES US STAND OUR GROUND WHEN OTHERS WOULD SWAY
US. OBSTINANCE GIVES US ROOTS TO WEATHER THE STORM.
OBSTINANCE SHUTS ITS EYES TO THE TEMPTATIONS OF THE
WORLD, AND IN SO DOING LOSES SIGHT OF ALTERNATIVES.
OBSTINANCE IS A STONE. SOMETIMES, A STONE IS THE
RIGHT TOOL FOR THE JOB.

RERMA!
BjEP‘!EAL GIVES US THE SECRET STRENGTH WHEN WE
ARE LIMITED BY THE WORLD TO IGNORE THE TWO OPTIONS

LAID OUT BEFORE US, AND TO FIND THE THIRD PATH.

WHEM WE FIMG THAT FATH, WE Auk FukE

.7



The most frightening thing I've heard in this season of Whatever-The-Hell-
i T s ey o et s v Sty 1 s o] o e We become what we
o oney R e B0 pretend o be, so we

have told him that the "they" he was expecting to intervene was actually m.USI- be very _care{d
him. People get so caught up in fighting with our fantasies,
' The dolhouse of course

repreSentS domestic
SubmiSSion, buk even
this may be subverted
Look, Doly! | have
credred a Space under
the cupboards to hide
the persecuted dinosaur
refugees. Tomorrow,

we Shdl grdfitti anki-
establishment propaganda
al over town.

Never forget that

our forebears were
abolishonists and
Suffragettes: law-bredkers
and dissidents dll

\

time to respond coherently, and now the moment is lost. I wish I could

the power that they seem to forget that
the powers that be answer to them.
Have you ever spoken to a politician?
Every single one I have ever met has
been every bit as horrified as the rest
of us at everything going down, and
feel every bit as powerless! Your vote
is the only meaningful check on mad
men. Your choices mattet. All the
Freemasons and Lizard People and
Elders of Zion in the world can't

do a thing without our permission.
If you don't like what they're doing
maybe you should stop giving it.

[ will yell by myselF
iF I have to
But I'd rather yell
with you
99 ...... o |%
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Blessed are the Malcontents
For they will not be swayed
By your excuses and misdirection

Blessed are the Cranky
For their sentiments are genuine
And their platitudes are Few

Blessed are the Terrible,
For they are capable oF good on a scale inaccessible
To those conFident in their own virtue

Blessed are the Trouble Makers
For they will get shit done

Blessed are the Messy
Blessed are the Stubborn
Blessed are the ImperFect

Blessed are the Loud
For they will be heard
Whether you like it or not

Blessed are the Crazy
For their understanding oF the human condition
[s beyond the reach of the sane

Blessed are the Hypocrites
For they are equipped to handle
The reality in which we live

Blessed are the Living
For they are Not Dead Yet

Blessed are those with a Good LeFt Hook
Blessed are those with Resting Bitch Face
Blessed are those with No Fucks To Give
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We wil never be imprisoned
We are the ones who will be shot on sight
They wil invent new execution tools if they have to.

We will never be captured
We are not the ones they want in a cell
They wil string us up in the square unannounced.

We will never be fortured
We are the ones interrogators fear

They wil scream to drown out our hideous laughter.

We will never be converted
We are the ones who corrupt all we touch
They wil cut out our tongues before we can speak.

We wil never be imprisoned
We are the ones who die upright
They wil be afraid long after we are gone.
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God

Is the moment

When you nearly burst into tears
In the back of a cab

Because you want nothing more
Than to plant a soft kiss

On the cheek of the driver

Who has been through so much
And seen so many things

Lived such a complex life

Of joys and sorrows

Across three countries

And sixty years

And has offered you the barest glimpse
In this short time you have together
It is being completely overwhelmed
With love for a stranger

For just being

Qe 8Mﬁ"ﬁ£ ]Oom the venne o]O panpone

o heep stum@ling apon

@ng you Cearst egﬂoect &

Taaf Qeelab chm.Sﬁmg you Bacl

‘l:) the vame PQace
Taz ﬁ//{w\ﬁ 80“ ne alive ]Oou @
Taz ‘U//{w\{j you wene hent ame to Qea)wu
Taaf you fnow But Qeela fongeﬂ?u/\ﬁ:

You @erl/\ﬁ (ene @

You can act
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Some Notes About Balance

by chaotic neutral observer
and Professor Cramulus

We all seek balance in our daily lives. Life-work balance, a balanced
diet, balancing the needs of family and friends, balancing exercise
and relaxation.

Balance is also needed in the world at large. Balance between
order and chaos, right and left, liberal and conservative, light and
dark, good and evil, peanut butter and jelly.

What a crock of crap.

"Balance" is one of those words like "Nature” that gives people a
stiffy... they think it's somehow connected to "what things should be
like" and want to get on board. There's this perception that there is
a balancing energy in the universe, and if you align yourself with
it, you can dodge harm.

I¥'s a construct though. Look at forests.. we used to believe them
to be these perfect little homeostatic ecosystems. The wolves and
deer have this natural "balance"-- too many deer, and the wolf
population grows and brings it back down. Too many wolves, and
the deer population decreases, which also caps the number of
wolves. As long as they stay "in balance”, this can go on forever.

But dig into the soil. You can see evidence that it hasn't been going
on forever, it's just that we generalize the present conditions into
infinity. The border of the forest expands and shrinks. History is
chaotic. If things are "balanced", it's usually a temporary condition.
Sometimes dynamic systems careen out of control. This isn't a
violation of a balancing principle, it's also "what things are like".

If you're a wolf, you eat the deer. If you're a deer, you try not fo
be eaten. There is no law that these things balance each other, it's
just how the chips land when the conditions are just right.

Beyond just being a construct, though, balance is also
a useless one in almost every context.

Balance between good and evil? That's like asking for balance
between being punched in the balls and not being punched in
the balls, or a balance between being disease-free and terminal
tuberculosis. Good and evil don't need to be balanced. That's a
bunch of cosmic yin-yang hippie bullshit.

Star Wars said there needed to be balance between the light and
dark sides of the force, but what was the real choice you were
being presented with? Between a bunch of pretentious weirdos
in funny robes and a guy who thought it was smarter to blow up
planets than to conquer and tax them. They don't need to be
balanced, they need to be institutionalized.

"Work-life balance"? That's just code for "l hope my company
understands that | need to leave the premises sometimes." You're
not taking time off from your job to rest, you're taking time off
from your life to work. You don't need to balance the amount of
work you do, you need to minimize it.

You think "smart" and "stupid" need to be balanced? You think
both sides of the argument always deserve equal time? No, if
you're asking for balance, you probably just mean "the other guy
is winning and it's making me feel bad so please listen to me".

But if you're here looking for answers, | don't have any easy ones
for you. We are wrecking the environment. You could say we're
violating the balancing principle, disturbing the natural rhythms
and this is causing a spiral into disorder. Beavers build a damn
and it permanently alters the landscape. Humans wrecking the
environment is a "natural" outcome too. But we're not going to
solve any of that with calls for "balance," or somehow "balancing”
our insatiable thirst for consumer goods and energy-intensive
entertainment with our desire not to render the world uninhabitable
for humanity. Nobody seeking balance ever achieved anything
notable. You want to be somebody, you want tfo do something,
you gotta go to the limit. Balance is for flywheels, gymnasts and
chemical equations.




