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Chapter 1: Authoritarian Illusions
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Benevolent-Dictator Illusion

I see a dictator impose order, 

I credit the calm to goodwill, 

Relief settles into gratitude, 

I look past the repression. 

I dismiss each bruised right as necessary cost, 

The discipline reads as care, 

Abuses dissolve behind the stillness, 

I have ratified the cage, 

Dressed the warden in a father's face, 

The order was his, the fear was mine. 

Central-Planning Faith Illusion

I study the state's blueprint, 

Its precision promises sufficiency, 

I absorb its logic as clarity, 

Failure stays peripheral. 

Bureaucratic rot goes unremarked, 

The plan stands above scrutiny, 

I fill each gap with projected competence, 

Corruption bends into anomaly, 

Trusting the diagram over the ground beneath it, 

The blueprint held the country, not the people. 

Charismatic-Authority Illusion

I watch a leader command a room, 

Something in me rises to meet them, 

I follow the pulse of their conviction, 

Policy stumbles pass unseen. 

Loyalty overtakes appraisal, 

Failures dissolve in the next speech, 

Purpose feels borrowed but no less real, 

I surrender judgment to the spell, 

Praising the vision, ignoring the wreckage, 

I loved the idea, never the person. 

Controlled-Dissent Illusion

I see the state permit some criticism, 

A ventilation of grievance, 

I think, 

Debate seems to breathe here, 

I trust the appearance of latitude. 

Real opposition stays beneath the surface, 

I perform disagreement within the permitted range, 

The argument is curated, the outcome decided, 

I take my permitted role with relief, 

Confusing tolerance for freedom, 

The dissent was theater, and I was cast. 

Controlled-Election Illusion

I watch the ballots get counted, 

Turnout swells, 

the numbers look proud, 

Legitimacy settles over the proceedings, 

I accept the result without doubt. 

Fraud lives in the machinery I trusted, 

The margin reflects no genuine contest, 

I performed the citizen's rite with conviction, 

Manipulation wore the costume of procedure, 

I held the ballot like a deed, 

The election ratified what was already decided. 

Controlled-Information Illusion

I shape what reaches the public, 

Control of the narrative reads as stewardship, 

Belief follows the channel I provide, 

Suppressed truths stay invisible. 

Each hidden fact bends toward convenience, 

I take the silence for consent, 

Certainty fattens on incomplete pictures, 

The managed version crowds out the real, 

I built a world inside a frame, 

And called the frame the window. 

Corruption-Inevitability Illusion

I observe the graft around me, 

Rationalization comes quickly, 

almost easily, 

I conclude that the system cannot change, 

Helplessness settles like a verdict. 

Reform floats up and I wave it off, 

History becomes evidence for stasis, 

I repeat the inherited assumption of rot, 

Resignation hardens into civic withdrawal, 

I called it realism, 

The despair was the real constraint. 

Cult-of-Personality Illusion

I absorb a leader's constant praise, 

Belonging accrues around the image, 

I internalize their charisma as truth, 

Flaws are inconvenient and discarded. 

Devotion outpaces discernment, 

I repeat the superlatives without checking, 

Each adulation cycle tightens the frame, 

Loyalty crowds out any private reservation, 

I was certain I saw a great person, 

I had learned to worship a constructed thing. 

Deterrence-by-Surveillance Illusion

I know the cameras are watching, 

Conduct tightens under that awareness, 

I begin to equate compliance with safety, 

Crime seems to recede. 

The watched space reads as protected space, 

I surrender drift and call it peace, 

Conformity passes for order, 

Privacy goes without a price tag, 

I measured security by the lens overhead, 

The cell had no bars, only angles. 

Elite-Exceptionalism Illusion

I observe those who hold power, 

Distance makes them look different in kind, 

Giftedness seems to explain the elevation, 

The governed mass looks ordinary by contrast. 

Nepotism stays below the frame, 

Their judgment acquires an aura beyond question, 

I defer because the height implies merit, 

Alternatives to their rule seem naive, 

I believed in the altitude as proof, 

The rulers were only further away, not above. 

Emergency-Continuity Illusion

I live inside a declared exception, 

Normalcy still feels retrievable, 

I wait for the crisis to exhaust itself, 

Security seems intact if the rules hold. 

The exception has already become the rule, 

I keep expecting the threshold that does not arrive, 

Permanent emergency wears temporary clothes, 

I adjusted and called it patience, 

Waiting for restoration at each new extension, 

The exception had become the country. 

Emergency-Powers Illusion

I face a crisis with no clear ceiling, 

Authority seems like the practical answer, 

I grant expanded reach to the state, 

Temporariness is the assurance I hold. 

Trust fills the gap where scrutiny retreated, 

The powers settle in and do not leave, 

I extend benefit of the doubt past the deadline, 

Each renewal carries the same provisional framing, 

I traded the contingency for the cage, 

Freedom left in the emergency's first hours. 

Enemy-Simplification Illusion

I name my opponents as a single enemy, 

Indignation sharpens into righteous clarity, 

Complexity collapses into one outline, 

Suppression acquires justification. 

The varied and the dissenting merge into threat, 

I act against the composite figure I constructed, 

Control reads as defense, 

I fill the enemy's face with everything I need to fear, 

The outline grew more useful than the people, 

The enemy was an argument, not a population. 

Enemy-Within Illusion

I identify dissenters inside the group, 

Betrayal and anxiety fuse, 

Their threat inflates in proportion to my fear, 

Purges become a reasonable precaution. 

Security returns once they are gone, 

I name the next dissenter before they act, 

The interior enemy multiplies usefully, 

Each removal sharpens rather than resolves the fear, 

I believed the group was finally clean, 

The danger I hunted was the hunt itself. 

External-Enemy Illusion

I designate a foreign country as the source, 

Righteous anger unifies the room, 

I turn the public toward the named threat, 

Domestic failure retreats from view. 

Shared purpose fills the space that grievance occupied, 

Control consolidates behind the pointed finger, 

I measure solidarity in the shared direction, 

The country's wound stays dressed but unexamined, 

I governed by the enemy I required, 

The foe was a screen, and I held the projector. 

Fear-Control Illusion

I enumerate every ambient threat, 

Anxiety spreads, then seeks address, 

I offer the state as the only shelter, 

Relief arrives in the form of granted power. 

Debate contracts around the emergency, 

Each extended authority comes wrapped in protection, 

The threat sustains the architecture of control, 

I accepted the terms before reading them, 

Fear was the argument, power was the conclusion, 

The weapon had always been mine to feel. 

Fear-of-Chaos Illusion

I dread the open space of unrest, 

Strong rule sounds like ground underfoot, 

I support the consolidation with relief, 

Democratic noise seems dangerous. 

Comfort attaches itself to command, 

I read the absence of protest as health, 

Each closed path reads as one less hazard, 

The imagined disorder justified the actual one, 

I chose the iron roof over the open sky, 

The chaos was never as close as my fear. 

Hierarchy-Naturalness Illusion

I observe the ranked order around me, 

It reads as organic, 

like weather or altitude, 

I accept the gradient as given, 

Alternatives seem to violate something fundamental. 

Righteousness accrues to the arrangement, 

I stop looking for the mechanism beneath it, 

The structure seems to precede any decision, 

I defend a construction as though it were geology, 

Alternatives began to look like disorder, 

The hierarchy was made, not found. 

Historical-Destiny Illusion

I invoke the nation's past achievements, 

Pride expands into a sense of continuation, 

The present inherits the glory by lineage, 

Change looks like severance. 

Purpose gathers around the inherited story, 

I read the present through the curated past, 

Reform seems to break a sacred chain, 

I defend a fiction dressed as heritage, 

The glories confirmed what I already wanted, 

The past was a mirror, angled to flatter. 

Homogeneous-Nation Illusion

I celebrate the country's unity, 

Belonging deepens the further I push the edges, 

Diversity becomes an inconvenience to the narrative, 

Regional difference looks like fracture. 

Righteousness settles over the smoothed picture, 

I erase the variation to keep the image intact, 

Each suppressed identity sharpens the central one, 

The unity required the erasure I performed, 

I named the simplification as strength, 

The nation I loved was a reduction. 

Ideological-Uniformity Illusion

I broadcast the doctrine across every channel, 

Full compliance seems like natural response, 

I expect the ideology to arrive as consensus, 

Covert dissent stays below my attention. 

Certainty grows in the silence of the managed room, 

I interpret absence of protest as agreement, 

The hidden objection does not register as data, 

Superiority settles over my position, 

I measured truth by how widely it was repeated, 

The uniformity was performance, not belief. 

Judicial-Impartiality Illusion

I receive a court's decision, 

Justice seems to have arrived through process, 

I assume the verdict escaped its context, 

Political pressure stays unexamined. 

Trust settles over the institution, 

I treat the robe as proof of distance from power, 

Righteousness comes packaged in procedural language, 

The verdict closes the question before I open it, 

I held the ruling as neutral because it was formal, 

The court was a tool dressed in the grammar of fairness. 

Law-and-Order Illusion

I witness a crackdown on the street, 

Relief arrives with the restored quiet, 

Stability seems to follow from force, 

The cost of rights goes unitemized. 

Peace reads as outcome rather than suppression, 

I attach righteousness to the restored surface, 

The crackdown settles into the definition of order, 

Rights contracted and I called it calm, 

I measured safety by the absence of noise, 

The order was a lid, not a resolution. 

Mandate-Magnification Illusion

I win an election with partial support, 

Power arrives with a sense of total endorsement, 

I treat the margin as comprehensive approval, 

Those who opposed fall out of the count. 

Legitimacy swells past the actual tally, 

I govern as though the whole nation answered, 

Dissent seems incoherent against the proclaimed result, 

Each objection reads as failure to accept, 

I called the fraction a mandate, 

And governed those I had not counted. 

Meritocratic-Autocracy Illusion

I observe that my rulers hold credentials, 

Expertise reads as warrant for authority, 

I praise the qualification and defer, 

Nepotism stays in the peripheral blur. 

Righteousness attaches to the titled position, 

I treat the credential as proof against corruption, 

The system seems fair because the top looks capable, 

I call the arrangement just because the labels are impressive, 

The expertise was the frame around the favoritism, 

The meritocracy was a door that opened only inward. 

No-Alternative Illusion

I survey the available governance models, 

Confusion contracts into the familiar shape, 

I conclude that only the current structure holds, 

Democratic alternatives dissolve into impracticality. 

Relief follows from narrowing the options, 

Certainty builds in the foreclosed space, 

I treat the absence of visible paths as proof, 

Each considered alternative becomes evidence of naivety, 

I chose the known cage over the imagined door, 

The alternatives had always been there; I had learned not to see them. 

Obedience-Comfort Illusion

I follow every instruction issued, 

Relief settles into the cleared conscience, 

Peace comes with the abdicated choice, 

Moral cost passes below the threshold. 

Security deepens with each surrendered judgment, 

I treat the rule as the limit of responsibility, 

Comfort builds on the unexamined compliance, 

The moral failure stays procedurally clean, 

I called the obedience virtue, 

And grew into the shape of what I served. 

One-Party Unity Illusion

I observe that a single party governs, 

Clarity and peace seem to follow, 

Harmony reads as the product of the arrangement, 

Suppressed voices stay outside the frame. 

Belonging gathers in the undivided room, 

I treat the absence of opposition as coherence, 

Righteousness accrues to the consolidated structure, 

Each silenced dissenter confirms the unity I feel, 

I named the erasure as agreement, 

The unity was the shape of the suppression. 

Paternalistic-Oversight Illusion

I extend trust to the state's provision, 

Safety arrives with the yielded autonomy, 

Relief comes in not having to decide, 

Powerlessness reads as protection. 

Gratitude displaces the lost latitude, 

I call the dependency a gift, 

Each surrendered choice registers as comfort, 

I ask nothing from the arrangement but to be held, 

I accepted the cradle as the country, 

The protection was a leash I learned to call a hand. 

Patriotism-Cooption Illusion

I display the national symbols, 

Pride and belonging fuse around them, 

Dissent begins to read as disloyalty, 

Indignation arms itself against the critic. 

Power consolidates behind the hoisted flag, 

I silence the objection in the name of devotion, 

The symbol crowds out the thing it represents, 

Anger toward the critic feels like love for the country, 

I defended the image and called it the nation, 

The patriotism was a club, and I swung it. 

Populist-Promise Illusion

I hear a leader's catalogue of pledges, 

Hope rises with the scale of the promised transformation, 

I receive each commitment as a trajectory, 

Feasibility stays outside the spell. 

Certainty builds around the announced future, 

I carry the pledge past the moment of scrutiny, 

Cost and constraint recede behind the vision, 

Optimism crowds out the arithmetic, 

I held the promise like a contract, 

The signature was mine; the debt came later. 

Resource-Nationalism Illusion

I seize the country's key industries, 

Sovereignty seems restored by the transfer, 

Indignation at foreign extraction feels vindicated, 

Economic consequence stays deferrable. 

Control of the resource reads as control of the future, 

I dismiss the fallout as acceptable turbulence, 

Pride fills the space that analysis should occupy, 

The population waits for the dividend that compounds elsewhere, 

I named the seizure as liberation, 

The people were still poor; the flag was only taller. 

Savior-Leader Illusion

I need the disorder to stop, 

Anxiety hollows out the space where agency lives, 

I await the figure who will resolve it all, 

Democratic work seems too slow for the moment. 

Purpose attaches to the anticipated arrival, 

I overlook the reforms already possible, 

The savior's delay confirms the depth of the crisis, 

Waiting becomes its own kind of politics, 

I gave the future to a figure I invented, 

The saving was always going to be collective. 

Security-Liberty Tradeoff Illusion

I exchange freedoms for the promise of safety, 

Comfort follows the signed arrangement, 

Surveillance reads as care, 

The trade feels proportionate. 

Peace settles over the curtailed space, 

I defend the transaction with righteousness, 

Each forfeited right reframes as investment, 

Liberty contracts quietly under the account, 

I measured what I kept, not what I gave, 

The safety was a story; the freedom was real. 

Silent-Majority Illusion

I register the public quiet, 

Certainty grows in the absence of protest, 

I read the silence as endorsement, 

Hidden dissent stays below the surface. 

Legitimacy inflates on the inferred support, 

Power feels confirmed by what is not said, 

I govern the silence as though it voted, 

Each unexpressed grievance reads as absent grievance, 

I called the quiet an answer, 

The silence was fear that had learned to look like peace. 

Stability-Over-Freedom Illusion

I place order at the summit of values, 

Relief comes with the steadied surface, 

Rights become negotiable against the price of calm, 

Repression acquires an air of maintenance. 

Righteousness settles into the defended trade, 

I treat the intellectual frame as justification, 

Each suppressed right reads as acceptable ballast, 

The stability holds the shape while the content empties, 

I chose the undisturbed cage and called it civilization, 

The loss accumulated quietly below the level of the surface. 

State-Media Credibility Illusion

I absorb the official broadcast, 

Trust arrives with the authoritative register, 

I take the narrative as the perimeter of the real, 

Alternative sources dim at the edges. 

Peace comes from a picture that holds together, 

I dismiss competing accounts as distortion, 

Certainty deepens in the managed version, 

The suppressed fact never generates a gap I notice, 

I called the channel the truth because it sounded like it, 

The news was a wall dressed as a window. 

Surveillance-Security Illusion

I notice the network of cameras overhead, 

Safety reads as the product of visibility, 

I downgrade the privacy loss as minor, 

Relief arrives with the sense of being watched over. 

The monitored space feels protected, 

I accept the terms of the arrangement without reviewing them, 

Peace attaches to the recorded perimeter, 

Each accepted lens narrows the space of the unobserved self, 

I read the coverage as care, 

The prison had no door because I had never tried to leave. 

Tradition-Legitimacy Illusion

I invoke the customs that preceded me, 

Belonging and continuity fuse in the inherited frame, 

The current rule borrows authority from the past, 

Questioning the arrangement seems to sever something ancestral. 

Comfort settles into the unexamined continuity, 

Righteousness accrues to duration, 

Each defended custom forecloses a fresh appraisal, 

I accepted the present because the past was long, 

Tradition was the argument I never had to make, 

The present wrapped itself in the past and called it permanence. 

Unquestioned-Authority Illusion

I receive a command from above, 

Anxiety about refusal crowds out analysis, 

I drop scrutiny and accept the directive, 

Relief arrives in the vacated space of judgment. 

Validity attaches to the source, not the content, 

Safety reads as the reward of compliance, 

I treat obedience as epistemic procedure, 

Each unexamined order deepens the groove of deference, 

I called the relief wisdom, 

The authority was never earned; I had simply stopped asking. 
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Chapter 2: Institutional Capture and Other Self-Righteous Marxist Illusions
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Anti-Capitalist-Identity Illusion

I build a self from criticizing the system, 

Every encounter becomes an instance of it, 

Opposition is the only clarity available to me, 

Any self-reflection that might complicate this goes unexamined. 

I fixate on class struggle as the one story worth telling, 

The cause gives shape to what I am, 

What I narrate as political commitment,

Is a portrait convenient enough to live inside, 

The life beneath it remains unexamined, 

The grand struggle turns out to be about me. 

Anti-Imperialism-Selective Illusion

I hear of a foreign intervention, 

Righteous anger arrives immediately, 

My own side's incursions recede from view, 

Each one reframed as something categorically different. 

The double standard registers as principle, 

Ideological consistency becomes the name I give it, 

I preserve a position I cannot actually defend, 

Condemning the same action depending on the flag, 

The stance I call moral,

Is just a habit of looking away. 

Anti-Intellectualism Illusion

A complex argument I cannot follow arrives, 

Discomfort rises before I engage it, 

Elitism becomes the word that ends the conversation, 

Common sense rises in esteem as theory falls. 

Expertise itself begins to look like a threat, 

The class perspective I claim licenses the dismissal, 

A righteousness without content fills the gap, 

I elevate what I already know, 

Reject whatever exceeds it, 

And call the refusal wisdom. 

Authoritarian-Socialism Illusion

A strong central state presents itself as solution, 

The efficiency of concentrated power seems clarifying, 

I point to its output and call that evidence, 

Anything resembling repression gets reframed. 

Shared purpose becomes the phrase that covers over coercion, 

A destiny for the collective excuses what is done to persons, 

I hold this together without noticing the seam, 

The revolution I describe,

Turns out to serve the state, not the people, 

A story assembled to make the arrangement feel inevitable. 

Autonomy-Erasure Illusion

I draw the architecture of a collective, 

Control arrives dressed as coordination, 

Individual agency becomes an obstacle to name and remove, 

Uniform solutions feel like clarity. 

Everyone fitted to the same design seems righteous, 

I enforce the blueprint with something like conviction, 

The word solidarity covers what is being removed, 

I have organized the lives of others,

Without asking what they wanted, 

The dream of liberation is mine alone. 

Capitalist-Villainization Illusion

A business leader appears in the news, 

Resentment arrives as though it were analysis, 

Profit itself acquires the character of moral evil, 

Systemic pressures the person operates within go unexamined. 

A clarity about who deserves blame settles in, 

The narrative of malice becomes self-sufficient, 

Nothing about how markets produce behavior gets considered, 

I mistake the satisfactions of loathing for understanding, 

Learn nothing about the structure I critique, 

And call the hatred insight. 

Class-Reductionism Illusion

A conflict between people comes into view, 

An analytic certainty arrives with it, 

Class struggle maps onto whatever I observe, 

Personal history, culture, and accident recede. 

Other factors are not examined but excluded, 

A single framework delivers verdict on every case, 

The satisfaction of a unified explanation takes hold, 

Complex human situations flatten into positions, 

The world made legible by being made smaller, 

A fool's clarity. 

Collective-Ego Illusion

The party achieves something, 

Pride arrives as though it were mine personally, 

Their success and my identity become one account, 

Any criticism of the group lands as an attack on me. 

I defend against it with something that feels like loyalty, 

The group's standing becomes the measure of my own worth, 

Indispensability within the structure feels real, 

Their victory does not belong to me, 

I have simply merged with something larger,

And called the merger conviction. 

Conspiracy-of-Elites Illusion

A powerful figure appears in the news, 

Something like vigilance activates, 

Secret agreements begin to seem visible behind the surface, 

A shadowy coordinated cabal takes shape. 

Certainty accumulates around what cannot be verified, 

Evidence becomes whatever confirms the architecture already built, 

A righteous alertness holds the whole structure in place, 

There is no conspiracy behind the curtain, 

Only a pattern I needed to find, 

A prisoner of the story I required. 

Counter-Hegemony Expectation Illusion

I survey the world's institutions, 

Betrayal seems already present in their design, 

Every structure gets framed as hostile before it acts, 

A pre-emptive preparation for defeat takes over. 

Martyrdom becomes the posture from which I operate, 

I organize against before I have been wronged, 

The certainty of opposition becomes its own reward, 

The world has not arranged itself against me, 

I arranged myself against the world, 

Then waited for the proof. 

Culture-Industry Critique Illusion

A piece of popular art comes into view, 

Disgust arrives ahead of any engagement, 

All mass culture gets refused on principle, 

Authentic work becomes a demand I make of others. 

What counts as authentic I alone define, 

The refusal carries a charge of intellectual distinction, 

Nothing about popular forms gets examined before dismissal, 

I have developed a position on art,

That requires no experience of it, 

The critique becomes a way to feel elevated. 

Democracy-Skepticism Illusion

An election proceeds, 

I name it theater before observing its effects, 

Bourgeois formalism becomes the label that ends inquiry, 

Denouncing the entire process delivers a clean certainty. 

Power and purpose arrive without requiring participation, 

The gesture of refusal becomes a position I inhabit, 

Nothing about what elections actually produce gets examined, 

The world is not a stage managed by hidden actors, 

I have refused to act within the available structure,

And dressed the refusal as lucidity. 

Demoralization-of-Opponents Illusion

A setback for capital gets reported, 

Something like hope accelerates in me, 

The news amplifies before I have assessed it, 

Defeat gets declared before it has happened. 

A certainty about the arc of history settles in, 

The end of something I oppose seems imminent and deserved, 

Moral satisfaction fills the space where analysis would be, 

The joy is premature and borrowed, 

Built on a verdict not yet returned, 

I have been waiting for an ending that was always mine to project. 

False-Neutrality Illusion

I participate in a committee I describe as apolitical, 

An authority over what counts as objective takes hold, 

The terms of objectivity I set without announcing it, 

Control sits inside the claim to impartiality. 

A sense of standing above the fray arrives, 

The definition of neutral I enforce is my own, 

Other frameworks appear partisan only by contrast with mine, 

What I call neutrality Is a position with consequences I prefer not to name, 

A dangerous arrangement I have given a reassuring title. 

Hegemonic-Discourse Illusion

A radical slogan takes shape and gets repeated, 

Repetition produces a feeling of forward motion, 

Alternative framings find no room to enter, 

Certainty accumulates in the phrase. 

The vocabulary I circulate begins to set the limits of thought, 

What can be said inside the movement narrows to what I introduced, 

A power built from language alone feels substantial, 

The slogan is not the thing it names, 

The discourse is not the world it claims to describe, 

I have mistaken circulation for truth. 

Historical-Materialism-Overgeneralization Illusion

A new situation presents itself, 

A theory arrives and gets applied immediately, 

Cultural complexity and historical particular recede, 

The framework delivers a verdict before inquiry begins. 

An intellectual confidence settles around the explanation, 

Whatever resists the schema gets treated as noise, 

The pleasure of a unified account takes over, 

The theory is not a key that opens everything, 

Every case forced into its shape,

Reveals only the limits of the tool. 

Ideological-Economism Illusion

A new idea arrives, 

Economic interest becomes its origin by default, 

Moral argument gets reduced to cover for material position, 

The denial of any other motive feels like rigor. 

Certainty about what lies beneath every claim takes hold, 

Power arrives from seeing through what others take seriously, 

The reductive move becomes its own reward, 

The world contains more than interest, 

Every argument collapsed into economics,

Leaves the

Institutional-Capture Illusion











Instrumental-Rationality Illusion










Intellectual-Oppression Illusion











Intersectional-Reductionism Illusion











Leader-Exceptionalism Illusion











Monolithic-Class Illusion











Moral-Superiority Illusion











Morality-Weaponization Illusion











Oppression-Identification Illusion











Populist-Radicalism Illusion











Proletariat-Essentialism Illusion











Publicity-Over-Substance Illusion











Purity-Test Illusion











Reform-Distrust Illusion











Revolution-Inevitability Illusion











Salvific-State Illusion











Self-Righteous-Movement Illusion











Spontaneity-Fetish Illusion











Strategy-Paralysis Illusion











Universal-Exploitation Illusion











Utopian-Blueprint Illusion











Vanguard-Myth Illusion











Victimhood-Template Illusion











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THEANATOMan

| sikSwiLLusion |

7;IMORAL ABSOLUTISM, IDEOLOGY AND THE ARCHITECTURE OF CONTROL  ~

\TDV \\






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





