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This book is dedicated to all of the beloved
artists, commentators, musicians, actors, producers, writers,
photographers, directors comedians and scholars who were caught up
the great social media purges and mass media purges that began in
2016 and continue to this day.

 


This book is also dedicated to all of the
thinkers, writers, scientists, college professors and public
speakers who now live in fear due to the cold, gray hand of
social-justice mass-movements. May they all one day be free from
the seemingly irresistible power of peer pressure and prior
censorship.

 


This book is also dedicated to all the
beloved friends who perished in the economic purges of the 1980s
and 1990s and those who are still dying because of the lack of
mental health care facilities and rehabilitation facilities.

 


This book is also dedicated to all of the
workers who are unable to transition into the information-age
economy and are slowly being pushed out of their homes and into the
streets. May we one day prioritize their struggles.
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Guilty Sinner had come a long way, or so it
felt. He was what we might now call a refugee seeking asylum,
although the current version of Victory-Only Dialect spoken in his
own country didn’t admit of the words “refugee” or “asylum.” He was
fleeing the doctrine of his being Responsible For Everything In The
Universe. His quest was a simple one. He was looking for some
sanctuary, a haven where people believed in anything other than his
being Responsible For Everything In The Universe. So far he’d had
no luck in his search.

 


Not only was his personal life a disaster,
but the personal lives of the others around him seemed to be even
more disastrous than his own. To make matters worse, it turned out
that wherever he went, none of the governments, religions or
businesses seemed to be faring any better. These things wouldn’t
have troubled him too deeply, except everywhere he went, he was
told that any unhappiness he observed, whether it was his own or
anyone else’s — all of it was his own personal creation; and none
of the responsibility for any of it could be assigned to any force
outside of himself. He was, they reiterated, Responsible For
Everything In The Universe.

 


“Life is what you make it,” he was always
told. However, never at any point did he recall creating his own
life, nor the world that life was lived in. Whether life and the
world were made by gods, physics, biology or sheer chance — he had
no idea. There was only one thing that was clear to him: This
existence was not manufactured by him or sustained by him. He was
certain that there were forces larger than himself, whether those
forces were the tides, the planets, gravity, entropy, angels,
deities, warriors, politicians or scientists. He was certain he was
not the final word in terms of how his life went or how the lives
of others in the world went. He simply saw no evidence of his
having that level of control over anything.

And so he had no relationships that he
considered real, since everyone told him that every relationship he
had was actually only a relationship with himself, since, if he was
unhappy, or happy, in any relationship, he was to understand that
all of the features of those relationships had nothing to do with
other people, nor with the gods, nor with natural laws or random
chance, but were solely the product of his attitude 100% of the
time, with no other factor being admissible in any discussion.
Hence, he really had no one to speak to. In fact, according to
everyone he knew, he really had no world to be in either, since his
perception of the world had nothing to do with the world, according
to them, but was all just a mirror of his own feelings and beliefs;
and his feelings and beliefs were, according to the consensus of
the entire culture, 100% his responsibility with no other allowable
source of responsibility being permitted to be named.

 


Guilty Sinner, having been brought up in a
society of people who were Responsible For Everything In The
Universe, was not only very lonely and alienated, but, it goes
almost without saying, felt extremely guilty almost all of the
time. Although he didn’t believe, on an intellectual level, that he
was Responsible For Everything In The Universe, the almost
unanimous opinion of his native culture, and the overwhelming
amount of agreement with this point of view being continuously
broadcast through virtually every portal of communication, shook
his confidence in his own self-perception to the core. Hence, his
subconscious mind was virtually inundated with the notion of
Personal Responsibility For Everything In The Universe; and so
while he could consciously disagree with that doctrine, that
doctrine, now lodged deep in his subconscious mind, made him feel
terribly inadequate whenever his life appeared to be anything but
always perfect 100% of the time.

 


In his homeland, psychiatry, psychology, and
all other support services of that kind, had been defunded,
abandoned and discredited. Those professions had been replaced by
coaches, trainers, consultants and others who specialized in the
Victory-Only Dialect, a new language similar to the ancient
language of his people, but purged of anything that even distantly
implied that a person could be hurt, victimized, wounded,
traumatized or hindered by anything other than a failure on their
own part to take Responsibility For Everything In The Universe. And
so, although he was what used to be called “chronically
mentally-ill,” he had no one to share most of his thoughts and
perceptions with, since the term “mental illness” was itself purged
from his native language along with the word “chronically.”
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At some point on his hazy travels through the
smoky landscape, he came upon the distant outskirts of what would
turn out to be a large city. The rustic architecture of this exurb
was quite different from any he was used to. It was extremely
colorful and complex, and even the houses of small-time farmers
were elaborately ornamented to the point of absurdity. He figured
that he must have gotten lost and somehow ended up at the border of
some country he’d never heard of, but, much to his astonishment, he
saw that the signs he came across were all in something similar to
the now-forbidden ancient dialect of his people. Even so, the
people had different facial bones and a different tone of skin than
those of his home county. The shape of their eyes was different and
their clothing was made of thicker and richer material. No one from
his homeland had ever mentioned to him that such a race of people
existed.

 


Before the fully-populated suburbs took over
the landscape, he came upon a patchwork quilt of rather scattered
villages on the hills above what appeared to be a larger city than
he’d ever visited before. And those signs he’d been reading were
catching his eye and giving him pause, because there were words on
those signs which he had not seen in his home county. He only knew
of those words because he’d made it a point to study the ancient
dialect. Some of the village billboards had notices posted on them
which also contained the forbidden words as part of general
announcements. He saw such blasphemous phrases as, “unlucky
accident” and “a sudden twist of fate,” and, even more remarkably,
one news story containing the sentence, “Those of you who have been
reduced to poverty through no fault of your own are ordered to
report to the county aid office so that the gravity of your
situation can be properly assessed.”

 


“. . . through no fault of your own,” he
mused. The only reason he could even read such a phrase and make
sense of it was that he’d seen it in a history book that contained
samples of ancient notices that had been published in his home
county. With the help of a tutor who specialized in forgotten
languages and words which had fallen out of use, he was able to
translate such things. And even then, his tutor furtively told him
that if the government of their county had found out that he’d told
ordinary civilians about the existence of such thought patterns, he
could be fined or even lose his business license. “If these
concepts went public, the county officials would become alarmed at
the prospect of starving, sickly people besieging them for help. As
it is, everyone but us firmly believes that any hunger or illness
people experience is hunger and sickness they created out of their
own negativity, and thus the county officials are free to enjoy a
comfortable life; so, for both of our sakes, don’t go blabbing this
stuff around or we’ll both find ourselves in legal trouble.”

 


He decided to start testing the people of
this country right away to see if somehow this apparent discovery,
the existence of an entire race of people with whom he might be
able to communicate with in a meaningful way, was somehow an
illusion.
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Walking up to a farmer who was hanging out
rather forlornly by a white fence, he said, “So, it’s a fabulous
day, isn’t it?”

 


The farmer looked at him in a confused,
downcast way; and so the traveler raised his voice to a hearty call
and proclaimed, “I said, isn’t it a great day? It’s a great time to
be alive, isn’t it? Opportunities abound! Possibilities are
unlimited.”

 


The farmer now caught the gist of what Guilty
Sinner was saying and, putting his head forlornly in his hands,
said, “Excuse me, sir, but you must either be from very, very far
away, or you must be half insane. No one in this district could
possibly think this is a good day. The rains came way too late to
save our crops, and the harvest was just disastrous. Today was to
be the annual Grand Harvest Market Day, the day, each year, where
most of the season’s crops are auctioned off downtown. The harvest
was so slim in our district this year that the government has
declared today a day of mourning and has closed the grain market
till next week; and even then, it is expected only a few of the
luckier farmers from this district will have much of anything to
sell off. How on earth could it be a great time to be alive? Of
course the county will reimburse our losses, but it’s painful to
see several months of work wiped out.”

 


Guilty Sinner bowed reverentially and
replied, “I’m very sorry for my thoughtlessness. How crude of me
not to have paid attention to the public notices. Next time I shall
try to be more careful when introducing myself. I truly hope your
next growing season is blessed with timely rains and that the gods
shall bless you in all your endeavors.”

 


He was lying when he implied he would try not
to be thoughtless in the future, since it would be through such
thoughtless and unfeeling statements that he could find out the
truth of where the people of this land stood regarding compassion
and sympathy and love, and, most importantly, real
relationships.

 


As he entered the suburbs, he noticed a
burnt-out row of houses. Obviously there had been some kind of fire
that had spread to several dwellings, devastating the entire
street. He smiled perversely and reached into his travel bag to
pull out some dried, salty beef. He found a tree stump to sit on.
The fire appeared to have taken place recently, and he was sure
some of the victims would soon be approaching. He would test the
beliefs of the non-victims who walked by the scene of these
bereaved homeowners to see if it was indeed true that he had
stumbled upon a truly-authentic people. (The phrase “authentic
people” had been purged from the Victory-Only Dialect of his
homeland. The only reason he knew of such a phrase was that he’d
had a psychology book smuggled into his home county, and he read it
from cover-to-cover with the aid of his tutor.)

 


Slowly, but surely, small groups of people
began to appear, and they sifted through the rubble of their former
houses, looking for any trace of any still-usable belongings. As
this mournful scene took place, as he suspected, folks who had not
been victims of the fire came to watch those who were trying to see
what bits of their former lives could be reclaimed. He approached
one of them who seemed amiable and discreetly questioned her.

 


“So,” he whispered, “it’s hard to believe
that these people would choose such a fate for themselves, isn’t
it? I guess everyone manifests the reality that they want to live
in; and, if they don’t love themselves enough, and if they don’t
care to be happy, I suppose they manifest disasters like this.”

 


The woman looked back at him with a stern and
offended look and exclaimed, “How dare you! What kind of monster
are you? Where are you from? Don’t you have any feelings at all?
Sure, you’re young and healthy and not so bad off, but do you have
to lord it over everyone who’s at their weakest point in life? I
see you look different than our people. You must belong to some
race of heartless bullies.”

 


Guilty Sinner took a step
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