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This Book is dedicated to my Mom and Dad, and to Gwen and Giselle.

I acknowledge that I can’t type. I further acknowledge that if it weren’t for lesbian porn, I’d be too frustrated to function at all. A special thanks to those cam girls at ziggy’s catharsis hub, who kept me from going totally insane.

I acknowledge the fastest sperm, pierced my mother’s egg, even though it was a fucked up sperm - Guys, no kids after 30—with the passage of time, mutations accumulate. I acknowledge that all I learned in school was bullshit, but bullshit makes good fertilizer. I acknowledge that belief, sexuality and truth are ambiguous.

I acknowledge that posting on social networks forced me to write every day, even though the frustration with forms of censorship, whether coming from autocorrect’s, inverse semantic, algorithm, or similarly, with the algorithmic feed bots that determine which comments are shown and which are hidden from view, created a significant challenge, when dodging flame throwers. I would further like to acknowledge my alter egos, (My performance art characters) Otherwise, there were no other collaborators birthing to this baby!

Blame me.

Material similar to what in this book originally appeared under the titles: “Not Being There: Tales Of Toiletman” and then “Batshitman: And Other Tales of Accumulated Guano from The Bat Cave”—then, "The Loggers Are Approaching The Earless Forest Of Batshit Man: A Superhero Without A Cool Car", A Return To The Earless Forest, & The Bum Rushed of Magastan, however this version departs drastically from my prior work and has been magically re-edited by the intergalactic, mystical, and wondrous, secretions, that flow heavily from the inter-dimensional, non-temporal, field of potential, to what would otherwise be, my atrophying neural pathways. I praise and give thanks to the great Cosmic Vagina for delivering all those secretions!
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As we relate and learn in life, environmental stimuli meets the “I”, through a processing filter in the prefrontal cortex, the self. The self, and other, are derived from a feedback loop, with identifications and differentiations (having different evaluative weights), dividing the world into rewards and punishments.

Without such filtering, we would be nothing but bar room pool balls, clicking and clacking, calvinistically predetermined by a causal snooker game, and bullied by the stroke of external cues. To defy the cue stick requires both a tolerance for pain and a reason to endure. You can’t runaway and be autonomous...

(“the walrus" is my pronoun of choice - don’t define me...Paul is Dead, Levato)

He/She/Walrus must fight back by reinterpreting the meaning of pain, so as to not let it turn you into it’s bitch. He/She/Walrus must repaint the landscape, by not only choosing the paint on your palette but by creating autonomous frames. And to defiantly take that stand in defense of your autonomy, is to give the punishers, haters and those who would reduce you, the only appropriate gesture—the finger! When I was admitted to the mental hospital for a day, I saw the other patients playing ping pong, as I sat down to play the piano. Piano playing? I wonder, sometimes, is that why I am not a cue ball today?

Some have commented on a previous version of this text, that they believed there to be some cryptic “Outing” going on in this book—which couldn’t be further from the truth. I have no esoteric knowledge about celebrity sexual orientation. But to remove any confusion about my intent, let me say that I do not accept, nor do I wish to be accepted by, any racist, classist, misogynist, homophobic, lunaphobic (stigmatizers of the mentally ill), normalizers of pedophilia, eugenisists that believe in human breeds, electronically trespassing sadists, McCarthyists, or fascists of any type; whether they are inoculating themselves and their fascist brutality, by hiding behind, an accountability cross, a gender, a scapegoat, or are transparently advocating brutishness.

Making my stream of consciousness transparent, was an attempt to reduce phobic reactions, not to create or justify them. So fuck both the comfortably dumb homophobes, and the closet weaponizing, bitch-training, Yanninopolous crowd. I am an exclusive heterosexual, who knows who he is, but not so arrogant or comfortable that I don’t  recognize the ambiguous nature of sexual orientation, or recognize, that there is a small amount of queerness in all of us. I fully support LGBQT rights, and hope my lack of PC within, will not be taken as aggression, or responded to with aggression, but seen with its’ true playfully sarcastic intent.

Sometimes though, it's hard to see through the fog of war, and the war won’t be over and the fog won’t lift, until the streams are policed properly, and the constitution is restored and enforced without bias.
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C’mon you have nothing better to do, you’re bored, you’re desperate for a story - you’re still reading this - hang with me a while and maybe you’ll see yourself.
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First, the porn fake version:
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I was born and raised in the Bronx. It was a semi tough neighborhood that required some evasive action to avoid the stomp. But Kretons, we were not. I’m proud to say that Paddy Chayevsky, a man of my father’s generation, who was “mad as hell and was not going to take it...”  played in the same playground, on Bailey Avenue, where I attended nursery school.

My first spank, came from the delivery doctor, in a hospital in Manhattan, on 30th street, French Hospital - the hospital where Babe Ruth died, and where the fictional character of Vito Corleone, when on his death bed, had to be heavily guarded. I have hated the idea of S&M, bullies, and illegitimate authority, ever since. Thanks a lot doc, for the initiation.

I went to catholic school, where I developed psycho-pathological traits, guilt suppression, and other skills, which I honed into a lucrative profession. By the third grade I was coming into my own, learning what I could on field trips, during which, I left a trail of platelet streams, gushing from wounds, undetected, till days later. I’d often overhear strange reactions coming from people, who believe the stuff in newspapers, and feign concern as they discussed my artwork. It was kind of funny. The chaperones never caught on.

I’m proud to say. I added to my Curricula Vitae, 11 slayings of sadistic child torturers, some of whom were selling children to wealthy businessmen, fashion mag editors, opera buffs, and political dirty tricksters. Each take out, involved some unique challenge and overcoming them presented me with some real growth opportunities.

I continued in that line of work, and expanded my repertoire to include the demise of any sadistic torturer, of the Gina Haspel ilk. It was rewarding and very cathartic - you know, strictly, righteous kill, stuff.

My nickname was, the Kaibilly Butcher, an affectionate tag, given to me by some, Central American, special force guys, who were impressed by my killing efficiency.

Umm, if you’re still reading, the cure for diabetes, cancer, and toenail fungus, will appear in the last paragraph after extensive medical testimony of the miracle cure.

Now that I know that you’re a sucker, can I offer you some, adenochrome laced, Q anon coolaid, freshly squeezed from belief orchard, sun ripened, ergot fruit. C’mon, don’t be a loser, fill that biodegradable dixie cup, and forget about life for a while. Let’s hold hands pray, and put our hearts together, and dream of that day, when we return to glorious, selfless servitude, de-individuation. A reconstructed nation, void of constitution, coherence, privacy, and free speech, where serpents fear to tread and Porn Possum has free fakes of Sellena Gomez, Scartlet Johansen & Adam’s Eve sans her fig leaf; linked to pages loaded with Trojans.

So, why don’t you just put your reader down, listen to my political advice, and vote for everyone’s favorite apocalypse facilitator, the man guaranteed to shorten the waiting time for the lord’s dominion and for your grub hub delivery - Pimp Daddy T - the psychopath’s candidate...he’s got my vote!

Whatever it takes to make you incompetent, buy my book, and ultimately, to submit to the swamp sadists of Cesspoolia, lizard like creatures, that belch loudly, with nocturnal bullfrog moans, that echo in the ether, and resonate in your ear like sudo-hallucinations from chastising accountability bots. One’s on your audio periphery that make sounds like allergic rigalettos, clearing their infected, chlorasceptic-numbed throats, with annoying scratchy noises - their Karioke swamp operas, accompanied by moolachs, howling for salt peanuts, beer, deregulated grabables, and Tesla, time machines. No need to worry, they’ve got it covered. Trust them, it’s all under control. Despite having a thousand of enemies, bullets whizzing by his ears, and shots flying past ballroom construction workers, Trump survives. Yet, as sure as the coke from his disco days, still remains squirming around his brain, and as sure as he still needs to he pop pills like a Morrison, just to stay awake for the cams, the door to his mausoleum will eventually close. His ballroom days will be over, baby.  

Well if, the Kaibilly butcher were to be commissioned to write, Donald J Trump’s, dark metal epitaph, I am ready. Even if I’ve never celebrated a Black Sabbath, in my life. I’m  a professional. I'll write it. I’ll do it. I don’t care that my, late, Christian Nationalist-church-lady mother, will role over in her grave, when her ghost reads it:

The last lizard alien - to slither in the primordial beltway swamp - has left the frat house - fulfiller of prophesy - deceiver, apple seeder, of satanic spawn - prince of shadows, owner of 666 park ave - we, your minions - hail thee. As you ascend the throne of eternal darkness. :) ...we, the terrestrially bound, wait for our eternal union with the sublime caballero diabolico, today celebrate the rigamortis of the man who now dons the crown of the sulphuric lord, the muscarinic king from corona Queens. We say adios to his majesty. And we, honor the passing of that man of infinite geste, also rightfully called Pozo the Clown, whose antics, at first made us laugh, - then cry - only for we, to then become overwhelmed, by his sublime solipsism - We who wait patiently for Gal Godot, to die her hair blond like Sydney Sweeney; praise our dark lord and master. Those lucky enough to have met, the great one, know that we were privileged to be in the presence of a true anti-Buddha, an ego, so special, so unique, so intensely self centered, that it could only be defined, as a psychic singularity, a black hole, one that lets no empathic light escape. And now that he is gone, let us digest and savor that blissful and wondrous thought that defined his life, infinite predatory acquisition. My dark souled brethren, tell the world, how grateful you are, to have known such a creator of void and vacuity. All, may now hail his immenseness.

I ask you all, to bow your heads, for a moment of silence, after which, some power chords solos by Anthrax, Ozzie, Slayer, and Ron Zombie, as well as some bitchin’ disco from KC and The Sunshine Band, will be played, at the decibel threshold for cochlear damage, by Pimp Daddy T’s, favorite Twitch DJ., not so Big E.

Brione fra diablo will be served for those looking to grab a bite, and for the little spawn, war pigs in a blanket, will be available on the steam table. All of which, can be enjoyed, in the downstairs community room, where the alternative rosary, and animal sacrifice society, usually meets.
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The rest, gullible lunaphobes...is sorta true...no I don’t need to take my meds and my name isn’t, the Kaibilly Butcher.
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Meet The Real Mr. Luckey?
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Mr. Luckey, was a character in a one frame comic strip in the New York Daily News for twenty years (1989-2009). Sharing the same name as the comic strip character was difficult. The character was portrayed as a moron, and beneath his exploits was an aphorism written to mock his intelligence, my intelligence.

In 1989, Robert Maxwell, father of Ghislaine, had purchased the struggling Daily News, seemingly after winning father/pimp of the year.

- A contest held in some Atlantic City hotel brothel, when Donald Trump was, painfully and gleefully, getting his pussy grabbed by his competitors. A paparazzi named, George Nader, was there to take pics, in the contestant dressing room, to send to the Don, so that he would not feel so left out. A thoughtful creep. Everyone there, at the wonderfully ostentatious gala, agreed though, that Donny, was the unnamed, all time, pimp of pimps, and creep of creeps, and that he, if he had participated, would have won hands down. Any protege of Roy, and student of neuro-linguistic programming, would have a distinct advantage over any of the competition - And not so ironically, NLP, was the only course Trump ever did his homework for.

Hmm, let’s just put it this way, Maxwell's immense yacht, known as the Love Boat, had cabins occupied by midgets and circus performers, who were given special cabin passes for special services provided, with all of that eye shutting entertainment, happening outside the legal territorial limits.

Robert would commit “suicide” in 1991, taking a dive off the deck of the Love Boat, and then and only then, did I return to reading the Daily News. Thus, it took me a couple of years to become aware of the existence of the Meet Mr. Luckey strip. Being dumbfounded by the condescension, I became a little bit paranoid, when all sorts of people, even midgets, started rudely talk down to me.

Moron? Me? It can’t be. And then, the lightbulb, I remembered a conversation I had with a colleague, about Meet John Doe, a Capra flick about a homeless man posing as a community organizing lecturer, during the great depression, about myself being adept at aphorisms, and about the Ching Chow comic strip in the NY Daily News being Charlie Chanish and racist. Meet Mr. Luckey, depicting a moronic, full size leprechaun, would replace Ching Chow, soon after.

Was I stupid? Yes and no, was my answer. As luck would have it, bad luck that is, a perfect psychological storm was brewing. The brew ingredients: an investigation by men in black, G men that wielded neuromodulators called psychiatric meds & spew virally infectious McCarthyisms, that accused me of crimes, sans habeas corpus, that I was not guilty of.

As delusionally paranoic, as that sounds, there was a real, life threatening situation, to which I was initially oblivious to, that turned the social mirror into a hitman. Let’s just say I was not a crackhead, nor an uncondomned Liberace, nor an, on the down-low, dude, infecting the neighborhood, nor, was I, the guy who burnt down my place of employment. I was innocent. Nevertheless, somebody connected to money, was determined from that day on, to make me, their kneepad bitch & slave, by scapegoating and harassing me into submission.

Fuel was added to the pariah fire, by an investigation, and then an intercession, by family connected intell people. At the behest of my father, an ex-NYPD Sergeant, they sent the hounds out. These undercover guys, were all right wing, and seemed to have read incomplete files on me. To me, lacking an explanation, it seemed, as if the bars and streets, were inexplicably crawling with COINTELPRO like nazis. If I only knew back then, that, that was what every one, talking about me, was talking about, when they were talking about me. If I only knew.... I know that's not how the song goes but I could hear what they were saying. Let it be known that I am not the hustler in Midnight Cowboy, nor Pozo’s Lucky, in, Waiting for Godot. I am, in no way, playing a consensual game, but the voices of sadists can be heard echoing in the ether, bot sample hallucinations. Simply, because you can’t hear them, doesn’t mean they don’t exist.

I was being guinea pigged by the very type of person that had delivered my early trauma. Unfortunately, no-one would confide in me, as to the nature of the reputation stain, or of the psy-op. There would be no relief from the paranoia - not from colleagues, not from drinking buddies, not from “friends", not from family.

The smart stuff, well...I navigated through that minefield of accusations, and lethal head games, that used audio periphery gang harassment drive, to get me out of a closet, that I wasn’t in - so as to make the world safe, from my unsheathed penis, and to provide for me, the necessary catharsis that would, or could relieve my paranoiac, sperm retention, tension. It was clockwork psychological brutism.

I still, to this day, do not know, if one of those closet outing games involved me being raped, when unconscious - After I awoke, from a 24 hour frat-boy-like drinking binge in Florida, I was told that I do things, when asleep, that I don’t do when awake, and that I was so loud (and I don’t think he was talking about snoring, perhaps screaming). I’m still alive, HIV negative & somewhat intact, unlike Maxwell, and other mafia/coporate/gov intell operatives, who were directly or indirectly responsible for the surveillance dome.

The other smart stuff, during my long recovery, despite having to fight perceptual windmills, giants that definitely needed to be jousted, I graduated Summa Cum Laude from CUNY, with a BA in psych, at the age of 35. I guess that’s kind of smart. And since graduating, 29 years ago, I have taught myself an amazing array of - non-trivial stuff.

And for those of you who don’t actually buy books, but just check out the free sample: I have been sober for many, many years, yet I’m still, as "crazy" as Liability Lorde, Invisalign Billie or Melancholy Lana, but not as crazy as Kyoto Bridgers. How crazy is that? —read the book!!!

Pay for it, I need the money - I have been doing political blogging for free, since 2014, and now it's damn hard for me to get a job.

The Gospel of John?

(According to who?)
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To explain, my own personal, Rudolph the Reindeer lack of social success, I have to take you back to crib time, literal crib time, when my mother followed some bad advice, and naively gave me Paragoric to reduce my teething pain. It turns out that Paragoric is an opiate, containing as an ingredient, a 22% morphine fix. Restless, and jonesing for my tooth juice, I would constantly tug on the bars of my crib, till one day, one of the bars broke. It was not a superhuman feat, Jorel was not my dad, but the bar broke as a result of a stress fracture caused by the constant rocking back and forth. I have had a sleep disorder ever since.

Being located on the border line developmentally, for long term memories, one might doubt the veracity of what I am about to relate, but I do remember clearly, a thing or two, from a very early age. Stuff, that I wish I didn’t. In 1965, my mother enrolled me in a day camp. My 4th birthday was in July, and the camp started in May. She had kind of cheated, by enrolling me before I was 4, but only by a month or two. It was like daycare with outdoor summer activities, beautiful lawns, and swimming pools - similar to a sleep over camp. It was located in, Westchester, New York, on land owned by Iona College, where my father was an alumnus.

We, as children (my older sisters and I) named the camp, the Arty Wilkins day camp - a place where I would be abused, although Arthur - a counselor, was not the rapist. The abusers name, as best I can remember, was Jeff (not to be assumed Epstein, IDK his last name). The actual name of the camp may have been, the Mohawk day camp.

Although at that age of, almost four, I was not cognitively developed enough to differentiate between types of abuse, I can recall, that it happened in the boys locker room, and involved someone forcibly holding my head, beneath the water in a toilet bowl, and may have also involved anal penetration. As an adult, I had a very intense and strong emotional memory, when reading about Abu graib, and waterboarding, and then when reading about the tortures inflicted by the CIA, in the Thai black site, under Gina Haspel's supervision. Fucked-upply, what was was buried many years ago, would be resurrected, resurfaced by torturers, interceding presently in my life, torturers using a Reid enhanced audio periphery drive.

(A torture and surveillance has been ongoing for at least 11 years. A torture inflicted by sadists and sociopaths, and suiciders, that were recruited by corporate/government intell groups. Psychopaths like Gina Haspel, as well as other MAGA agents, were recruited many years ago, into such groups, so as to exploit their personal guiltlessness. And there is a familial relational link, amongst those mind fucking interceders, and Gina, that dates back to 1988.)

There was a pool, on the girls side of the camp, where my sisters, older by 3 and 4 years, were swimming. I was seeking their protection, and the protection of the female counselor. The counselor was not sympathetic - but to be fair, she may have been attribution-ally blind, as to what had just taken place in the locker room. Feeling abandoned, I sat down in a small chair, placed right by the pool - a lawn rocking chair, just big enough for a four year old. In that rocking chair, I briefly detached myself from my surroundings, and yearned for a less painful world. Rocking back and forth, as if in my crib, and looking up to the sky - at the puffy cumuli. I questioned the sun, as it peaked in and out of the overcast, with contrasting shifts of intensity, perceptually turning from yellow to green, as I watched. It may be, that the passing clouds, had saved my eyesight.

At the end of the day, I told my sisters about the man, who had not only abused me, but threatened to kill me if I told anyone. Sadly, they believed the counselors cover story, and believed me to be too, cry babyish. I was absurdly being punished for calling out the bad man? No one believed me. I was silented, stunned. How could that be?

The lesson I learned that day, the wrong lesson, was, don’t reveal your pain to anyone. It’s too dangerous a thing to do. My mother became very concerned about the strangeness of my behavior, not knowing why. Me and my sisters, would not return to that camp ever again.

Despite maturing intellectually very early, I was too internal. Defensive self censorship, became a behavioral template, one that blocked my relational development.Two years after the camp trauma, at the age of six, I was poisoned - my appendix burst, and this critical condition went unnoticed for three days - being wrongly diagnosed as a flu. Remember the teasing in day camp, and not wanting to be a sissy, I used every ounce of will power to control my pain but could not suppress it forever and was emergency rushed to the hospital.
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In Like Flint, was the movie that I modeled my above mentioned pain resistance on. It was a James Bond spoof that I had seen on TV, in 1967. The main character was this cool guy, who could stop his pulse by putting himself in a meditative trance. After seeing it on channel nine, I developed the habit of folding my ear lobe over, at night in bed, and pressing it against the pillow, to try to hear my pulse whoosh, and to slow the whooshing down with my thoughts. Another strange bedtime habit involved, positioning myself on the bed, in a certain way, before sleep, so as to have, Mary Poppin like, floating dreams. Sometimes I was able to do both.
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Before I surrendered to the pain, I decided I was going to be like Derek Flint and control it with meditative focus. Turns out, that my appendix had been burst for three days before I collapsed. The emergency appendectomy did not resolve the problem. Poison was spreading throughout my system. I went into sepsis, a lethal complication. My organs were shutting down, I was dying.

I don't know who poisoned me, but the diagnosis, that was told to my mother was, salmonella - however, that type of poisoning, would have been an insufficient toxin, and not voluminous enough as a food poisoning, to rupture the organ that stores poison, aka the appendix, an organ that must have been overloaded. If foul play was involved - and I don’t know if it was, was it the creep who threatened me, responsible, or someone else?

Could it have been a colon blocking (done intentionally?) induced with a high dose of paragoric or some other constipating agent, like the one that might have been given to Elvis in 1977? Colon Blocking was a form of torture used by the CIA, under Haspel, that led to organ damage in some that were interrogated.

If it wasn’t the creep following through on his threat, could the poisoning have been political? Sometime shortly after election day in 1967, when the Mississippi Burning trial was making headlines, and after I had helped my mother put up right-wing political stickers on traffic posts, in a year of ballot questions, not candidates; I started to feel weak. The hospitalization and the operation would follow.

My mother was so impacted by this prognosis, that she developed a transference relationship with my doctor. Although felt strongly, it was probably not consummated, but who knows, it could have been. She fell in love.

When I was finally released from the hospital, I was driven home by my parents and when approaching our neighborhood, I was puzzled. I asked my mom, why are all the Christmas lights up? When she told me it was almost Christmas, my eyes sparkled, and upon coming through the threshold of my apartment on Tibbett avenue, I was joyous. Christmas bells are ringing, joyous. I caught sight of my two sisters, who were relieved that their brother was alive, and who greeted me with equally Christmas glee. Being that I hadn’t walked in two months, I was weak. I fell down immediately, with my first step into the apartment, but got right back up, without hesitation. It was a very happy moment, perhaps the happiest moment of my life.

After surviving that experience. I would not return to full strength for a couple of years. I also became a neurotically picky eater, to say the least. I can still remember one of the medications that I was forced to take, which had a consistency like pudding, but tasted like intestines. It made me gag and regurgitate. And I remember how the mean nurse yelled at me for shitting it out on the sheets, when lying motionless on my bed.

So, not surprisingly, I grew up with developmental imbalance. School academics, was easy, friendship was hard, social anxiety and shyness, intense. Developmental windows, were not passed through gracefully, and an invalid/caretaker relationship developed, between me and my mother, that impacted my attitudes; attitudes, which created an alienating disrespect from my peers and some sibling jealousy. 

A social cage was constructed for me and by me, in which, ideas, comedy and music, became my best and closest friends. So, naturally, I identify with, performers, artists and thinkers, who, like me, lived in internal, self-dialoguing cells; and not with mean nurse authoritarians. Creative expression was our jail break. It must be.

The title of the following poem, refers to the ritual line spoken, when you enter the confessional booth, in a catholic church. It does not refer to anyone in my family. There was no such abuse in my home. The poem is a confession being asked of the confessor or, of a camp counselo...or of
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