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Foreword
It has been my distinct honor to document the lives and rituals of the
Volvero of South Western Pennsylvania for the last 30 odd years.
Thanks to the efforts of countless others (and a bit of luck!) The
Diamond Compendium, previously believed to have been lost to the
ages, is presented to you here for the first time in its unabridged form.
Marginalia, provided by the original chronicler, has been brought to
the center of the page and italicized. Otherwise, care has been taken to
leave the source material as-is, to the greatest extent possible.
Including the original illustrations by Ms. Vue.
Without further ado, therefore, it is my unique pleasure to present to
you Volume 1 of the Compendium:

YEARNING TO BREATHE FREE

3

bAnG BANG!
-I.M. Breedlove
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Book I: Bogey Gets Trained
The wheels of justice turn slowly, but grind exceedingly fine -Euripides

Cha

r I: Hel . Of. A. Man.

Awe HELL! Now son, they done called me every name in the book:
Anarcho-Catholic, Animistic Panentheist. Ethno-minimalist. I ain’t
never understood that one. Never bothered me much. It's what they say
about Ol' Bonny that gets under MY skin!
See, Bonny ain't like the rest of us. She come from a long line of
Iraqi Mandaean Gnostics. Come over here with her family when she
was just a little girl, after the invasion. ‘Round about aught three,
aught four or thereabouts.
‘Ccording to Gnostic teachings, Jesus ain't nothin’ but a Msiyah
Qdaba. A false messiah. How about that!? Abraham, Moses: False
prophets. John the Baptist, though? He's cool! How about that?!
So, G-D created the Universe in six days? No way. HaSatan did
that. G-D created HIM, and G-D ain't even involved in this world. AT
ALL!
Oh, that Bonny!
The thing I never understood was this:
If G-D created HaSatan (that's just a fancy way of sayin’ The Devil.
Greeks done called him The Demiurge, some call it Yaltabat) If G-D
created HaSatan & if The Devil created you and me, then The Devil
ain't really The Devil. You get me!?
Aw, now you probably sick and tired of listenin’ to Ol' Diamond
Jack Johnny's dime store, half-wit eschatology. But it is something!
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I was tired.
Tired of the train, tired of the rain, and tired of Ol' Diamond Jack
Johnny's dime store, half-wit eschatology. But that wasn't gonna stop Old
Diamond Jack. Nothing can. Not mean old Judge Masterson, not Spice the
Hippy Building Inspector, not Scrawny Bonny, Not the Aces, & certainly not
me!
Once he got started, nothing was gonna stop Diamond Jack from getting
his point across.
Aw, this train ain't goin' nowhere, is it? Ain't like it used to be...
Freight run all these damn lines now. Ever since that Jimmy Carter.
Hell. Of. A. Man.
Well, we bound to get there on time. One thing I know for sure:
Somebody down here likes me!
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We were almost there, and my stomach was starting to rumble. Was it the
train, was it the finality of it all? Was it the Chicken Fried Teriyaki Tofu
Johnny made me eat? Whatever it was, I was not looking forward to getting
off that train. But I was in too deep to quit now. Johnny & I were about to
get off that Iron Horse & step onto his world-famous Lazarus Sensory
Garden & Cabinet Card Emporium. No turning back...
One of my earlier memories -- NOT necessarily the earliest, was the
death of Mr. Ronald Reagan himself. Now, you probably heard all the
stories, too. But America just wasn't America until Ol' Ronnie came
and cleaned house. Oh, we had our days, to be sure! But nobody knew
how to tell us when they were or what they meant.
Why, my granddaddy liked to brag how he voted for Mr. Reagan
four times! He was even at the convention in K.C, back in '76. That's
1976. But you's a scholarly type, probably knew that one already, huh!?
Granddaddy Sim was born, raised, and raised ALL his boys,
including my daddy, in Whynot, Mississippi. Same place I was born.
He just came to Pittsburgh to die. That's how I ended up here.
Granddaddy Simcha was one of the great abolitionists. And I swear
to G-D almighty, that without him, none of this would be possible!
See, the abolition of Federal & State Authority was THE most
important advancement of MY lifetime and I give great credit to my
Grandaddy. But in fairness, it all started with Ol' Ronnie!
Now, to be just, Ronnie was a States Rights man. Thru & Through.
So was my granddaddy... But it stands to reason, as night follows the
day, that Supreme Law is simply bound to corrupt. And I mean
ABSOLUTELY!
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Nah, for all its faults, I prefer the modern city-state to ANY other
form of social organization known to man. Period. End of story. Full
stop...
Except... And there IS always that 'exception' in life -- except for
the Supreme Right of Eviction. Banishment, mmm. But... it is the glue
of our modern world. Or so they tell me.
Now, last time they tried to bring the hammer down on me, I asked
them this: If I have rights -- & I DO have rights, don't I? Then how
can the SUPREME Law of the greatest republic ever created and
maintained by the greatest assortment of men -- AND women allow
such rights to be subjugated to unwarranted court action and
deprivation of time (which in the end is all I mean by freedom) at the
whim of some half-whit, misinformed, egg-white-dreadlocked, hippy
building inspector?!
But I shouldn't get my anxiety up. That gets my heart rate going,
next thing you know, Bonny'll be wound up too, and then there goes
my Shabbos!
However, and I'll be brief: even in our UTOPIAN brave new world
of Non-Governmental City-State Corporations & Anarcho-Capitalist
Consortia, 2 hour work weeks, flying cars, limitless, low-cost solar
power, and my personal favorite: the 15-second hard-boiled egg, they
tell me these building inspectors are the only thing between you, me,
and HarMageddon.
Uh-huh... I just don't buy it.
Oh well, this is me. You comin' or what?
I didn’t understand. We were at least 2 clicks from the compound. This
was the Mt. Oliver Detour, and it didn't seem as if the train was even
slowing down all that much...
"I didn't know there was still service at the old Mt. Oliver Stop,
Johnny."
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There ain't boy -- we gonna have to jump...
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Now, Bogey, we gonna stop by and visit with some friends before
we go home. Hope you don't mind. Might be instructional, sure to be
fun!
RAMTIN! RAMTIN! Oh, Bogey, this is your lucky day! We about
to ronday with Mr. Ramtin Tehrani himself. The King of Brownsville
Road!
Brownsville Road wasn't as bad as I had heard. And as it was, I needed
all the exercise I could get.
Johnny knew these streets like the back of his hand, and he wasn't shy
about it. The three of us, Ramtin, Johnny, & I zigged and zagged through
Mt. Oliver (borough & city), Allentown, Beltzhoover, Knoxville, & the rest of
it on our way home. We must have seen half the hilltop.
Ramtin had some business to conduct & Johnny had court to hold.
Anywhere Ol' Johnny goes, he's gotta hold court. And that's just the way it
is...
"Anywhere Ol' Johnny goes, he's gotta hold court. And that's just
the way it is!" Ramtin informed me. "They call me the King of
Brownsville Road, but Johnny's known as 'HaMsiyah HaTel' -- the
Christ of the Hilltop!"
It was true. Everywhere that we went: men, women, and children were
tugging on Johnny's Tzitzis. Asking for a word of wisdom, trying for a
benediction, or a simple laying of the hands. And Johnny obliged. Johnny
always obliged.
"Johnny, how about a Bruchah for my Zaydee?"
My pleasure Merv: Baruch. Atah. Adonai! Eloheinu. Melech.
HaOlam. Mi. Shebeirach. Avoteinu. M'kor. Hab'racha. L'imoteinu.
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"Amen Johnny, Amen!"
And a little somethin’ for the Pushka.
"No, no Johnny. Just the Bruchah is plenty!"
Now, now. I want to. And besides, we got our rounds to make.
Nearly sundown and I cain't be carryin' on Shabbos. You know that
Merv. Run along, and you tell yo’ Zaydee I said ‘Howdy’.
"Yessir!"
That's a good boy! Off you go...
Now, Bogey, let me tell you about young Mervin Dizenfeld there.
The kid is only 50 years old. Takes care of his grandma, Roberta
Dizenfeld (she goes by Bobby or Bobby D). Take care o’ her NIGHT
and DAY. The only time he leaves home is to get her her medicine or
to go collect on her behalf. Busks about 6 days out of seven. Tries his
best to keep the Shabbos. Try as he may. But can you believe he's
already got a record?
Sure! Buskin' without a permit, 3 counts: 10 credits. EACH! Oh,
he's got the right to busk -- we all do, and two out of three times, he
had the right documentation, too, but... More expensive to fight the
charge than to cave in.
Haz. Vay. HaLila! 'Liberty' Hill my Dupa!
"Johnny aint lyin'. Shouldn't be sayin' this in broad daylight, but the
new U.M.C is a fascist manifesto."
Fascist manifestation, I say...
"Yup -- but at the end of the day, you've got to mind your business,
especially in a place like Liberty Hill."
Ramtin & Johnny made their bones on Liberty Hill -- back when it was
known as Middle of Carrick, or MoCa. As they used to say: "All of Carrick is
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divided into three parts": LoCa, MoCa, and Toca -- the lower, the middle &
the top.
The stories of MoCa are the stuff of legend. Like tales of Revelation: Wild
animals that had no business being there, being there: crocodiles & the like;
floods, fires, murders! And of course, the pensioners. Lots & lots of
pensioners...
Now, before we get there, I better lay down some ground rules for
you Bogey, so you know what to expect. (1) No work, musical
instruments, or excessive horseplay on Shabbos, (2) never insult Bonny's
looks or cooking. ESPECIALLY HER WEIGHT!
“ESPECIALLY HER WEIGHT!”
Tell him Ramtin!
“Just did, Jack.”
Right. Now keep this in mind:
She's an old school telegogue. Still teaching those pink little
orphans in Australia and New Zealand the Queen’s English on Happy
Fun Time: Yeats, Keats, Byron, Shelley, Dickenson, and the rest of it.
Cred an hour, something like that. Paid for by the Consortium, no
doubt...
You'll do your own clothes, she'll cook your meals, and she WILL
talk to you. Generally, in quatrains, sometimes villanelles, the odd
limerick here and there. But you better get your couplets in a row.
Bonny don't suffer no blank verse!
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Well, we almost there, Bogey. What about you, Ram? You stoppin'
by for some of Bonny's Kosher Vegan Gumbo™?
"Why'd you think I came along in the 1st place, buddy?!"
You rascal! Let's just make a quick stop by Wendy's first.
St. Wendelin of Trier. This was part of the mystery I had come here to
solve: Everybody knew that Johnny had been born and raised in a Hasidic
home, that he had shunned the conservatism of the Satmar movement, dabbled
in the Chabad, tried (unsuccessfully) to start his own program within the
Orthodox community, under his unique brand of Animistic Panentheism.
When that failed and Johnny was excommunicated altogether, he turned
to the Catholic Church, like so many before him, but the question always
remained: "Why"? Was it politically motivated, was there some financial
consideration?
I was coming to understand why St. Wendelin of Trier had brought
Johnny to the Catholic Church. As the patron saint of country people and
herdsmen, St. Wendelin, or "Ol' Wendy", as Johnny called him, was more of
an aspiration than a reality for City Slicker Johnny.
Now, Bogey, I've always been a city slicker, which is probably why
I'm so attracted to a man -- a Saint really, such as Wendy. Wanderin'
Wendy, they called him.
They didn't.
Of St. Wendelin's many miracles, perhaps his greatest was his
ability to, well, I guess you’d say “teleport” from place to place when
the need arose. Especially if he was going to be late for something
important.
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“Sounds like you to me, Jack! Surprised to see you out so late
yourself, it’s nearly 6 o’clock, it will be sundown soon you know…”
Well, where are my manners? If it isn't father Raj! Bogey, this really
IS your lucky day. Father Rajiv Saraswati.
"You may call me father Raj. Who is your friend…?"
This is Bogey -- now that reminds me Bogey, where'd you get that
name from? Kind of a strange name.
“Actually, you just started calling me ‘Bogey’ on the train and stuck
with it, my real name is...”
I'm sorry Bogey, Father Raj is a very busy man. I'm sure he'd love
to hear all about your life, your thoughts, your hopes, dreams, political
aspirations and so forth...
"That's quite alright, Jack. What brings you out so late?"
Partially, Father, just making my rounds before Shabbos,
PARTIALLY for young Bogey's sake, and partially to make sure
everything's alright with you.
“Oh, Jack, so many souls to save and so little time in the day. It
really is getting dark out there. In more ways than one…
“Well, well, I have to get going, gentlemen. I have confession to
hear – and after all, you better be mosyin’ along yourself – can’t keep
Bonny waiting now, can we?!”
Sho cain’t, father, sho cain’t! G-D be with you.
“And you as well.”
Now listen here, Bogey: I lied to you back on that train. Well, 'lied'
is a strong way to frame it, but I DID mislead you. See, I do know why
they call me an ‘ethno-minimalist’. And don't get me wrong: I’m a
fierce advocate of tribalism, the strength built up in a society over time
as the various cultures clash, when only the fittest survive, and
ultimately the herd gets thinned out a bit. But at heart, I believe in a
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fundamentally ecumenical approach. Let a thousand flowers bloom, I
say!
Johnny started to whisper. To be sure, he was self-conscious. Not only of
the potential blasphemy of what he was telling me but even more so, I believe,
to accentuate in Johnny's eyes, the sincerity & the solemnity of his words.
Oh, I'm no Unitarian by any means, but everyone knows -including our good friend Father Raj there, that my conversion to
Catholicism was nothing more than a marriage of convenience -- for
both The Church and myself. Some people think The Church hasn't
been the same since the Revolution. That a for-profit religious
establishment is a sacrilege. But let's be honest, non-profit status WAS
a ruse... More of a branding device and a tax shelter than anything
else.
Nah, see, The Church hasn't been the same since Constantine -probably even further back than that.
What keeps me coming back isn't tran·sub·stan·ti·a·tion, it's not
the promise of eternal life – as a Jew, I believe it is my destiny to serve
not only here, but in the hereafter. But I do believe that the laying of
hands – from Jesus to Peter, through every single Pope, Cardinal,
Bishop, and Parochial leader since 30 A.D. or so brings the Catholic
faith closer to the true meaning, the physical REALITY of
Christianity than any other tradition out there.
“Bogey, not sure if you realize it, but us Muslims believe that Jesus
WAS the Messiah, but not G-D.”
Never made any DANG sense to me – G-D as man, man as G-D.
Ain Kodesh, Ain Kodesh!
“But since the revolution, the Catholic Church is one of the only
institutions which hasn’t completely succumbed to the trappings of
modernity. If anything, and here Johnny can fill in the details better
than a Gurab like me, The Church has been forced to go back to first
principles. The Pope as servant to the Cardinals, the Cardinals the
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servants of the Bishops, The Bishops in service to the Priests, the
Nuns, & the Deacons, they in turn servants to the body of the church,
who serve the non-believers.”
Come on now, Ramtin. Ain’t no Gurab. Hardly Goyishah at all.
Well, Bogey, it’s all rather involved, but I will say this: I look forward
to the day of a sort of a merger of the various faiths. Of course, now
that they’re all structured as publicly traded, for-profit corporations,
the regulators would have a field day, but something a bit more, let’s
say… ecumenical.
I was starting to understand why so many had given so much for such a
strange little man. His charisma was, from afar, a puzzle. But up close, like
so many cult figures, it was truly impossible not to be enchanted by the man’s
personal magnetism. Roosevelt had it, as did Reagan, but then again so did
Charles Manson, Joseph Stalin, & Benito Mussolini for that matter.
OK, let's get going boys. Father Raj was right about one thing -it's getting dark out there – & FAST.
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City of Pittsburgh

200 Ross Street

Department of Permits,

3rd Floor

Licenses, & Inspections

Pittsburgh, PA 15219

FINAL NOTICE OF VIOLATION & ORDER
PROPERTY IN VIOLATION:
005900N00245000000

CASE NUMBER:
2080-5678765

0 MADELINE STREET
Dear Sir or Madam as the case may be:
On 11.01.2080 the Department of Permits, Licenses & Inspections
(PLI) conducted an inspection/investigation of the above property and
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found it in violation of the Universal Municipal Code (U.M.C). The
results of the inspection are included in the violation section below.
You may still apply for an appeal. The fee TO APPEAL is 100 IACC
Credits. All fees are non-refundable and all appeal rulings are final.
Your account appears to be at 99 IACC credits, therefore an appeal has
been waived in your case, and you will be summoned in the coming
weeks to a court hearing at your local magistrate’s office (Rex
Masterson).
YOU ARE ORDERED TO CORRECT THE FOLLOWING
VIOLATIONS PRIOR TO YOUR HEARING:
INSPECTOR: Spice Cheechandchongski
VIOLATION:
Weeds. U.M.C. § 1.002 - Defined as any grass measuring greater than
20 centimeters in height.
CORRECTIVE ACTION:
Remove ALL weeds, immediately, from the premises.
PENALTIES & FEES:
Fines shall be imposed from the date of the initial notice & can be
assessed in the amount of 10-1,000 IACC Ad-Credits per violation
EACH AND EVERY DAY the violation remains uncorrected.
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Additionally, your failure to correct any violations described above
may result in the revocation or suspension of certain licenses/permits,
or banishment - or both.

----------------------

----------------------

Oh, no, no, no! Bonny ain't gonna like this, now. Mmmm. 'Scuse me,
I need to make a call.
Now, Bogey, let me tell you something: since time immemorial, the
government has existed for one reason, and one reason only. But it IS
a good and important one: To soften the blow between the Hoi Polloi
(that's you and me) and the Elite. The Truth is, We The People
represent the very foundation of society. But the upper crust is its roof.
House without a solid foundation: gonna have trouble. Foundation
without a roof's just a slab o' con·crete...
There ain't no way around it, some people just ain't like you and
me. Oh, don’t get me wrong, now, we all got our niche. But the
accumulation of social capital is a skill set which will for-ever-more
dictate the fate of ALL civilizations as well as captivate the minds -and I do mean MINDs both collective and individual, of the Hoi Polloi.
Kibbutzim, Transcendental communes -- they had their time. And
they still have their charms, to be sure. But mark my words Bogey:
There is but one global order -- always has been, always will be!
Oh, oh, I got her.
Yes, HELLO. Miss Cheechandchongski, please. Hi, yes Spice, er, uh,
I mean Miss Cheechandchongski. This is Jack. Oh, oh you know? You
were expecting me? I see. This is regarding complaint #
2080-5678765. Ah, yes. Not much you can do about it, huh…? 20
centimeter limit, right... Just doing your job, yes… No, no I
understand. “Equal justice under the law,” and all that. “Just
responding to a complaint is all,” uh-huh, I see. Yes, yes. No, no, no,
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thank you! Yes, yes, yes, uh-huh. You too Spice -- Oh, I’m -- I’m so
sorry, I mean Inspector Cheechandchongski.
And a very very good Shabbos to you as well!

----------------------

----------------------

Of all the femmesplainin', micromanagin’, microfascist mishugas I
have evah heard! But then some people ‘round here think they livin' in
20th Century suburbia, instead of the 21st Century immigrant
wasteland that it is.
Bogey, you walked into my life at EXACTLY the right time...

The culprit!
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Now, Bogey, sit down. I know you didn't come all the way out here
to hear old Diamond Jack go on and on about the necessity of
Hegelian dichotomies and the ironies of microfascist Universal
Municipal Codes in a free and diverse society like ours.
I didn’t.
And I am sure you are getting weary after all of this walkin' &
talkin'.
I was.
And I'm sure you're wondering what all of this is about...
I still am.
Well, simply put...
"There once was a judge called Mean Masterson
& I heard that he had him a Bastard son
He loved the Inspector, he poked her & necked her
-& that's how they got them a Bastard's son."

...

Oh, Bonny, my Bonny!
So Scrawny and fit
The light of my candle
The soul of my wit!
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Johnny took me aside.
Now listen here boy, I already done told you the ground rules. If ’n
you cain't keep up with the scat, keep your mouth SHUT! And not a
word about that damn citation, neither! It's only 500 HaLakim until
sundown, and I ain't even Daven'd yet! Gumbo ain't done, and Bonny
still needs to light the Neewrote. Ya hear me?!
She was everything I could have imagined. 4’11”, 79 pounds soakin’ wet.
Eyes of blue, fixed and dilated on some far-off horizon, hair only Medusa’s
mother could love -- Out of my way, Johnny...
“A woman of valor,
If only I'd known
No delicate flower
Not ‘Bonny the Bone’
If only I knew you before Johnny did
We'd live in a palace and have us a kid”

...

“A gentleman: dashing, so smooth & so slim.
Oh, Johnny, my Johnny -- now where'd you find HIM!?”

...

I found him 'round Carson -- he's paying for this
Now come here my Bonny, and give me a kiss
[Aside to Bonny] Now Bonny, think quickly, start using your head
He wants the whole story, he's paying in Cred!
He's writing it for The Consortium-Gazette
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But there's something I haven't explained to you yet:
Oh Bonny, my Bonny you might just need bail,
So, I'll give him a story, I'll tell him a tale

...

“Just give him the truth, let chips fall as they may
Tell him 'bout when Bonny bLUE saved the day!”

...

Right! -- Now off with you Bonny, quit messin’ around -& go light the candles, it's almost sundown!
[Exit Bonny]
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Shma. Yisroel. Adonai. Eloheinu. Adonai. Ehad. Listen. Israel. G-D.
Is. THE. Highest. G-D. IS. ONE!
Such an honor to have you here. You ever had a REAL Shabbos
meal, Bo?
“Can’t say that I have.”
I lied, but if he had known the truth, it would have blown my cover.
Oh boy, you in for a treat Bogey. Don’t take my word for it though.
Ask Ramtin about the Gumbo – go on!
“Um, tell me about the Gumbo, Ramtin…?”
“Everything is grown --”
Everything! Tell him Ram, tell him!
“I’m tellin’ him, Johnny. – Everything is grown right here on the
farm. The greens, the beans, the rice & the spice. Of course, the best
part is that she uses rainwater & her own patented species of
Tamaulipas sweetgrass (that grass The City is trying to get cut down),
known to have mystical healing powers. All made in The PeacePot.
Continually cooking since 2042 – that makes it the longest continually
cooking Kosher Vegan Hunter’s Stew – or ‘Gumbo’, this side of
Appalachia.''
Oh, oh, oh! Before I forget, you’ll be wantin’ to see about The
Tzadik! Now, he might be getting ready for Shabbos himself, but we’ll
give it a go anyway.
I was trying to maintain my composure. After all, I had done my
Doctorate on mass hallucination, cluster frenzy, and group hysteria. The
Tzadik! was one of the few figures who I could never get first-hand
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information on. But, if I played my cards right, perhaps I would come to
learn the mysteries of the myth. As we approached the shrine, my heart fell to
my stomach. For me, this was something of a religious encounter.
Here we go. Now, how much do you actually know about The
Tzadik!, Bogey?
“Not much, really. Just what the tabloids say.”
Well, well, well. In that case, you might be on to more than you
realize, then. See, son, The Tzadik! never died, you understand… Did
you know that part?
Here he is!

Well, that’s not actually him! That’s just where he lives. Initially, when
he moved to the compound, this was a nice clear plot of land. But of
25

course, all these damn kids come by and use it as a garbage dump. I
called The City a thousand times, but they claim all they can do is
charge me! You believe that? U.M.C §907.56– Fascist Manifesto!
Well, there’s no use fighting City Hall. And as it is, The Tzadik!
doesn’t seem to mind it. Helps keep him inconspicuous and whatnot.
Truth is, when the time comes, The Tzadik! will be the only one
who can assure that we bring about The Messianic Age in an orderly
fashion. Last try, it got a little bit messy.
Now, the whole story is this: The Tzadik! was born around the
time of Moses. Grew up near Cairo, in Mizraim – oh, sorry that’s just
an old-fashioned way of saying Egypt. He was along for the whole ride
– the Plagues, the Exodus, 40 years in the desert. Whole bit. Never
reached The Promised Land, though. Instead, he’s walked the Earth
for over 3,000 years, spreading wisdom and firsthand knowledge from
generation to generation, most commonly in a clandestine fashion.
No one came down to tell him what the score was, so he had to
piece it all together himself. You know, Moses had The Burning
Bush™. Most of the prophets got to talk to the Angels, hell some even
talked to Gabriel himself. But as for your man here, he’s had to lift
himself up by the prophetic bootstraps and cobble together a life
without much guidance from above, for over three millennia now!
He’s seen it all. Oh, well, maybe after Shabbos we’ll give it another
go, Bo.
From what I had gathered, the dump that The Tzadik! allegedly lived in
was something like your grandmother’s old attic: she promises that if you
clean it up for her, you’ll find a treasure trove of Roberto Clemente rookie &
Honus Wagner T206 tobacco cards. Even if you know they aren’t there, you
just have to scratch that itch and see for yourself. Even if it means falling for a
ruse, delivered by a well-intentioned curmudgeon, it might just be worth the
risk. And if nothing else, at least you’ll make the old fool happy to have
entertained the conceit -- and of course, help tidy up the chaos...
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Petah Pika Laylem ElDin
Kol B’nail HaLoap
Petah Pika Sehpat
Sedeq Weden Ahni Waybayohn
...
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Open your mouth for the mute
In the cause of all such as to die
Speak up, judge righteously,
Defend the cause of the poor and the needy
…
A woman of valor, unlimited worth
She’s all of the wealth that I have here on Earth
She’s chock full o’ brains
She maintains home & hearth
She makes all of our meals & takes pains to make mirth
When this world brings you down
She’s the cure for yer frown
Yaltabat tries to test her
Oh, but Heaven™ has blessed her!
Like an untapped old mine to a goldmine investor
She’s a one of a kind by a clear country mile
She meets Satan and Death with a permanent smile
Heaven™ is worthless & ALL truth be lies,
Compared to my G-Dly, immaculate prize...
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“Ahem:
Radiant sunrise:
The moon beckons, night is day
In her perfect glow”
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“You can break all my rules
But you can’t break my curse
I don’t suffer no fools
And I don’t like Blank Verse
I can cut like a knife, I can see through your mask
Now cursed be your Shabbos & cursed be your task!”
[Exit Bonny]
What was that?! Who do you think you are, John Milton? I told
you, boy: No Blank Verse.
“Uh, it’s a Haiku.”
A high who?
“He told you bruv; he did tell you!”
Now you did it, boy. If I didn’t need the money -- and technically, I
don’t! But once I make a commitment to something… I’ll tell you one
thing: this means we ain’t gonna have time to go see The Tzadik!
Bad news. I had all of my work done on Johnny, Bonny, and the gang.
But the real scoop was supposed to come in revealing the truth about The
Tzadik!
If only I had kept my damn mouth shut.
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Book II: Johnny Gets Booked
Since, my soul, we cannot flee to Saturn nor to Mercury,
Keep we must, if keep we can, these foreign laws of G-D & man
-A.E. Housman
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Listen here, Bogey. Listen here: I am sorry. I needed to make a
scene for her sake, you see. But, you’ve got to be more careful now.
Look, I done said it before, but I’ll say it again: Bonny ain’t like the
rest of us! So, as long as you here, try and follow a few simple rules. I
don’t really care for rules myself, but legally this property belongs to
her and she was well within her rights to throw you out right then
and there. Truth be known, Bonny ain’t the petty type.
Oh, well. I been on Bonny’s naughty list plenty of times. We
ALWAYS seem to work it out, in the end.
Alright, come on now, Bo. Let me tell you a little somethin’ ‘bout a
time I should have kept my damn mouth shut. You need to see this…
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They call her The Columbia of Carrick! I designed it myself. Built
over 50 years ago, and still standing strong. Something of a miracle, if
you ask me. 6-foot-tall, 2,500 pounds of pure early 21st Century
Americana!
The light from the Sabbath candles added to the glow of this world-wide
wonder. I had to admit, there was an extraordinary radiance to her, even if
decades of wear-and-tear had taken their toll. The reds were more like pinks,
the white had gone grey, and the blue was hardly visible at all. The black &
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gold had blended together into a brown, and the words “Yearning to Breathe
Free” were barely legible. Nonetheless, 50 years on, and not much more than a
ghost mural, the Columbia of Carrick still held a great deal of charm, even for
an old cynic like me…
She’s controversial, that’s for sure. But all great works of art are.
I had everything worked out perfectly with the masons and the
painter, see. Execution: mostly to my liking, especially the paint. But,
the masons built her about a course short. They had to come back out,
remove the capstones, add another course. Then, I came down to pay
the boys. An honest day’s work, a fair day’s pay, I say…
But maybe if I had just let it go, none of this trouble would have
come to pass – that’s what Bonny believes.
Now, I’m no Calvinist Bogey, but I still know that there is such a
thing as fate. And if nothing else, you could chalk it up to bone-headed
perfectionism on my part. But I am certain that I told those boys not
to start work until they had every ‘t’ crossed and all ‘i’s dotted. Then,
when I seen Nebby Debbie and Rose the Nose sniffing out the work
site, I started to get a nervous, queasy feelin’ in my guts.
Hell, Debbie and Rose looked like a couple of blood-thirsty hound
dogs, just found themselves a bone. Rose was so excited she hadn’t
even put any shoes on top of her stockings. They were both retired
city employees who had worked for the Zoning Department. As far as
they were concerned, this was their block – warts and all. And back
then, they was The Law.
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Yoi & Double Yoi!

“Yoi, Jawny! Wa’s gowin’ ohn dahn ‘ere?” Rose asked me.
“Why, I’m having some cinder block installed so as to execute a
most tasteful piece of modern Americana – at my own expense, of
course!”
“Well, we cawled dahntahn, Jawny. An’ there ain’t noooo record of a
permit for ANY of dis.
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“N’at.”
“Must be some mistake!” I told them. But it was too late. We was
had. I talked to the boys and they assured me that they had called
downtown ahead of time and were informed that, given the nature of
the work: a non-supporting, non-obstructing wall, built for the sole
purpose of executing a most tasteful piece of 21st Century Americana,
no permits would be necessary. Sometimes in life Bogey… we hear
what we want to hear.
This neighborhood is considered a world treasure today, but 50
years ago, it was falling apart at the seams. Like something out of
Revelations. Fires, floods. And worse yet: pensioners. Lots and lots of
pensioners!
I told you!
Well, as I said the boys finished up the work, so I paid them. In full.
An honest day’s work, a fair day’s pay. Then I had the painter come
out and finish the job: Lady Columbia, personification of liberty,
enveloped in, some would say nearly suffocated by, a diamond-shaped
bed of American Beauty roses. Flanked on either side by the timeless
inscription from “The New Colossus” by Miss Emma Lazarus herself:
“Yearning to Breathe Free”.
The masons, JoBuck & Clem Lieberman and their little outfit,
Lieberman Brothers Construction Limited, had come into my life and
onto the job with a pristine reputation. That would change. But at that
moment, perhaps in order to avoid further escalation, perhaps out of a
sincere belief in the justice system, their own professionalism, and a
combined 63 years of experience in the trade, they assured me I had
nothing to worry about.
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City of Pittsburgh

200 Ross Street

Department of Permits,

3rd Floor

Licenses, & Inspections

Pittsburgh, PA 15219

INITIAL NOTICE OF VIOLATION & ORDER
PROPERTY IN VIOLATION:
005900N00245000000

CASE NUMBER:
2030-1380483

0 MADELINE STREET
Dear Sir or Madam as the case may be:
On 03.23.2030 the Department of Permits, Licenses & Inspections
(PLI) conducted an inspection/investigation of the above property and
found it in violation of the Universal Municipal Code (U.M.C). The
results of the inspection are included in the violation section below.
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You may still apply for an appeal. The fee TO APPEAL is 150 U.S.D.
All fees are non-refundable and all appeal rulings are final. If you fail
to appeal, you shall be summoned in the coming weeks to a court
hearing at your local magistrate’s office (Rex Masterson).
YOU ARE ORDERED TO CORRECT THE FOLLOWING
VIOLATIONS PRIOR TO YOUR HEARING:
INSPECTOR: Spice Cheechandchongski
VIOLATION:
U.M.C. § 922.02 Occupancy Permits
CORRECTIVE ACTION:
Either remove WALL or apply for an occupancy permit for the wall
PENALTIES & FEES:
Fines shall be imposed from the date of the initial notice and can be
assessed in the amount of 1-1,000 U.S.D per violation EACH AND
EVERY DAY the violation remains uncorrected.
Additionally, your failure to correct any violations described above
may result in the revocation or suspension of certain licenses/permits.
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Even at that time, my vision was for something a little bit more
involved than just a simple mural. I had designs on building an
extraordinary outdoor venue for the entire community to enjoy. A
park, a garden, a town square of sorts. In those days, Liberty Hill was
in a bad way. They called this area MoCa or Middle of Carrick. People
was at each other’s throats. Property prices was in the gutter, which
kept people stuck here, which made people both disgruntled about
bein’ stuck, and at the same time they was high and mighty about the
fact that they was ‘natives’. I was new to the neighborhood at the time
and trying to make a name for myself. My theory was this: build
something new and bring folks together. They would come to respect
me and one another. Well, that plain blew up right in my face.
When the unfortunate matter of my Construction of Property
charge came along, I wasn’t gonna waste any time. I had a Sensory
Garden to build and I wanted to resolve this matter IMMEDIATELY.
I called the Inspector – remember this name BoBo – one Miss Spice
Cheechandchongski -- to try and resolve it over the telephone. But she
wasn’t having it.
In those days, the next thing to do was to post a strongly worded
review on the internet. That got the attention of a well-placed flunky
who apologized profusely and kindly explained to me that all I had to
do was submit to the will of the State in order to obtain abatement for
my violation. I made clear my position that the mistake was not mine,
but the inspector’s. The woman agreed and carefully recommended
that in such a case, the best course of action, in order to resolve the
issue to my satisfaction, was to submit to the will of the State. I
suggested that she was perhaps a victim of circular reasoning, and she
concurred.
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So, I decided to test my luck, by heading downtown -- to see if I
could talk any sense into those bureaucrats before it was too late.
There was a line that stretched as far as the day is long. Several
issues needed to be resolved, many were similar to mine. For instance,
numerous cases of improperly painted fascia and overgrown hedges.
Then come my turn…
“Yes ma’am, I seem to be having a most unfortunate happenstance
with a rather, well, dare I say it, unnecessary citation which if not
corrected by such and such a date will unduly burden the already
overworked judicial system. Therefore, I do kindly request that we
resolve this matter in due course.
“See, it has always been my dogged belief that if people of good
conscience band together and act in good faith, then there is no
problem too great that it cannot be resolved by such fine people as
ourselves.”
“Uh-huh, wehr havin’ lawt o’ prawblums because o’ da transition.”
“I see. From analog to digital?”
“Nah. Ahct-u-wally honey, dere’s just dis guy in dah back we pay to
r’member ahl dah pap’rwork dat we gaht ohn fahl. He’s retahrin’. In da
mean-tahm, ‘e has t’ train da new clerk. Dis could take a wahl.”
“Oh, I understand! How foolish of me. Technical difficulties, very
unfortunate. Yes, well then, it is my desire at this time to simply apply,
posthaste, as it were and post facto for the necessary certification.”
“Yer gonna wanna put togehder da fawlawin’, honey: (1) A simple
plawt plan, includin’ proof o’ ohwnership, (2) 6 years o’ tax receipts,
an’ (3) A couple 3-D dioramas o’ dah city o’ Pixburgh – one as dah
land is na’, an’ one wit’ yer propos-ed work. Wuhl giht bac’ to ya’
ASAP.
“NEXT!”
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Months went by, and I was starting to get another sick, queasy
feelin’ in the pit of my gut. As far as I could tell, I had handled all of
the paperwork appropriately, but for one thing, they kept sending it
back to me for ‘revision’. The Liebermans was no use. I should've
known better than to trust them. After all, they had started working
without so much as showing me a contract, and here I was, comin’ hat
in hand to the last place I figured I’d find myself grovelin’ – City Hall.
The Liebermans probably wasn’t even certified for this kind of work,
and besides, they’d been paid already. My mistake.
It seemed as if every other day I was receiving a whole new citation
in the mail for the same violation: Construction of Property.
Apparently, each time a neighbor called the city to complain, it was
resultin’ in a new citation! When I called downtown for clarification, I
was told to simply submit to the will of the State, and everything else
would work itself out. Well, I tried and they couldn’t even get that
right. Kept claimin’ we’d have to work it out in court.
You know what a clearance rate is, Bo?
“Is that - is that like a discount?”
Do I look like I’m in retail to you, son?!
“Easy, John.”
I’m just teasin’ the kid. Nah, a clearance rate is how many criminal
complaints end up culminating in charges.
“OK.”
Well in those days, the clearance rate for Homicide was 60%. And
the conviction rate was 80%. So, if you killed someone, you had a
better than 50% chance of getting away with it. Hell, you might not
even get charged. Rape? 1 in 3 rape complaints was bein’ prosecuted.
Now, these are the kinds of cases where you typically know who did
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the crime. And most of the time the bad guys got away! But Heaven™
forbid you should ever forget to mow your lawn or have a halfwit
mason do a 6-foot wall for a patriotic mural without getting
permission from the all-seeing, all-knowing, all-powerful Permits &
Zoning Department of the City of Pittsburgh. Well, some things never
change… And even when there were charges back then, 95% of the
cases never ended up in court, but my luck being what it is, I couldn’t
get out of it. I even sent the judge a brief of the case and a request for
dismissal, but I never heard back. I was gonna have my day in court,
alright…
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________________________________________________________________________
COMMONWEALTH OF PENNSYLVANIA

Trial Notice & Criminal Complaint

COUNTY OF ALLEGHENY
Mag. Dist. No: MDJ-05-3-14
MDJ Name:

Commonwealth of Pennsylvania

Honorable Reginald Masterson

V.
Yonatan J. Rosenfeld [DEFENDANT]

Address:

2213 Brownsville Road
Pittsburgh, PA 15210

Telephone: 412-666-5382

Yonatan Rosenfeld
0 Madeline Street

Docket No: MJ-0-5314-NT-0000482-2030

Pittsburgh, PA 15210

Case Filed: 6-23-2030

Charge(s)

§ 922.02, Occupancy Permits
A Trial has been scheduled for the above captioned case to be held on/at:
Date: Thursday, August 15th, 2030

Place: Magisterial District Court 05-13-14, Pittsburgh

Time: 1:30 PM
This court has received your plea of NOT GUILTY to the above summary violation(s). The sum of $0.00 has been accepted as
collateral for your appearance at trial.
You have the right to be represented by an attorney. You have the right to have any witnesses present. It is your responsibility to
notify your attorney and/or witnesses of this trial date/time.
Failure to appear for your trial shall constitute consent to trial in your absence and if you are found guilty, the collateral deposited
shall be forfeited and applied toward the fines, costs, and restitution. You shall have the right to appeal within 30 days for a trial de
novo.
Should you fail to appear for your trial, a warrant may be issued for your arrest.

July 5th, 2030
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COMMONWEALTH OF PENNSYLVANIA

COUNTY OF ALLEGHENY

Hours of Operation:
REGINALD MASTERSON

Magisterial District Judge

Monday, Tuesday, Thursday & Friday 2213 BROWNSVILLE ROAD

8:00 am - 4:00 pm

PITTSBURGH, PA 15210

Magisterial District 05-3-14
Wednesday
10:00 am-6:00 pm

RULES
NOTE HEARING DATE AND TIME CAREFULLY. DUE TO THE LARGE VOLUME OF
CASES BEING SCHEDULED, THE FOLLOWING RULES WILL BE STRICTLY
ENFORCED.

* With sufficient notice being given, your presence is expected.
* Review any further mailings in case TRIAL times or dates changed.
* ALL CONTINUANCES ARE PER JUDGES APPROVAL!
* A verdict in default may be entered against a defendant who fails to appear within fifteen (15)
minutes after the time set for TRIAL.
* Upon arrival to the Court, you MUST check in at the counter.
* Only proper attire will be acceptable. NO hats, cell phones or children under the age of 8
(unless they are THE DEFENDANT or WITNESS) will be permitted in the Courtroom.

**REQUESTS TO SPEAK TO THE MAGISTERIAL DISTRICT JUDGE PRIOR TO OR
FOLLOWING A TRIAL WILL BE DENIED!**
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Now, when I arrived at Court for my hearing, I was quite sure that
the entire matter, farce that it was, would only take a few minutes to
resolve. I had heard promising things about the Magisterial Judge, in
this case, one Rex Masterson IV.
I got to court early, dressed in my finest sweatpants and T-Shirt,
and was pleased to see that there were no other cases on the docket. I
signed my name on the roll call, an informal roster of that afternoon’s
cases, and waited for 1:30 to come around. A few minutes later, an old
woman, perhaps 70 years of age joined me in the waiting room. Her
name was Maya Kiwolski.
Ms. Kiwolski seemed like a rather mild-mannered type. Turned out
she was in for the same type of alleged infraction as myself. I asked her
for the details, but she was too embarrassed to discuss them. She
simply told me “Masterson’s not too bad, not too bad. You just have to
believe in things, you just have to believe in things!”
Seemed strange at the time. As we were speaking, in come another
defendant. And another. And another. All in all, for just one afternoon
session, in one magisterial office, a session meant to last from 1:30 PM
until 4:00, there were about 2 dozen cases – just from the building
inspector’s office! How about that? And as it turns out we was all
listed up tidy in the South Hills Reporter, which was the first time I
ever seen my name in the paper. Right there in Mean Ol’ Judge
Masterson's Office on Brownsville Road.
It was a madhouse. But as I’ve come to learn, just an average day at
the office for housing court. There were buskers, crap games, even a
mixed doubles swimsuit competition.
Well, finally 1:30 rolled around and it was my turn to have a spin at
the wheel of justice.
When I walked in, I was taken aback to see the judge, 5 building
inspectors, and a well-dressed woman in her mid-forties, waiting
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attentively for me. That was the prosecution, Millicent McGillicutty
AKA “Silly Milly”.
“Raise your right hand. Mr. Yonatan Rosenfeld, do you swear or
affirm, to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?”
“I do.”
“Oh, right. This one. You’re the one who sent me the dissertation,
right? Let’s just get started. Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, vs. blah,
blah, blah. What’s the State got?”
“Plenty. First, Mr. Rosenfeld built a MASSIVE wall on his land
without even applying for the appropriate permits. Then, in defiance of
the order to stop work and obtain the permit, Mr. Rosenfeld added to
the wall in the form of a sign AFTER receiving his citations
forbidding him to do so.”
“Objection your honor!”
Oh, they was laughin’ at me now...
“Yeah, we don’t really do that here. Just, wait your turn, Mr.
Rosenberg.”
“Rosenfeld”
“Sure.”
“And Mr. Rosenfeld is in violation of the U.M.C. here again,
§421.01 -- displaying of a sign without appropriate permit and zoning
authorization.”
“Vanitas Vanitatum!”
“Sir, please, this isn’t that kind of courtroom.”
“Why, your Honor, I was under the impression that I was meant to
defend myself. That I am innocent until PROVEN guilty.”
“If you don’t like it, why don’t YOU run for Mayor?!?”

45

This was a blatant attempt by the Prosecution to goad me into a
classic Blackburg-Schilling trap. After all, everyone in that courtroom
knew that my Uncle’s ex-girlfriend had run for Mayor just 20 years
earlier. I would be forced to counter with a Giuoco-Piano stratagem of
my own.
“OK, your turn Mr. Rosenfeld.”
“In the grand history of our Republic, and of the world, there have
been countless attempts to separate people and trade by means of
walls both physical and symbolic. Your honor, I sleep in a tent.
“In the truest sense, a wall must be a structure that encloses or
divides an area of land. Of course, this work does no such thing. In
fact, it is not even a structure in either the legal or technical senses of
the word, as it will not be bearing any load whatsoever.
"Your honor, should it please the court, I present to you exhibit (a)

Exhibit (a), The Mural

A photograph of the work. Ladies and gentlemen, as you can
plainly see this object, and I do stress the word object, is no structure.
After all, for an object to be categorized as a true structure, we must
first determine it to hold a load or to be expected to hold a load greater
than its own dead weight. As the object is not part of a building, the
only alternative is what an engineer would refer to as an auxiliary
structure. For instance, a bridge may be categorized as an auxiliary
structure, but again your honor, such an object is expected to hold
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both a load greater than its own dead weight as well as be traversed
upon by actual human beings. So, in such a case, safety precautions are,
to be sure, of paramount importance.
“As for the notion that this item could be described as a wall, why
nothing could be further from the truth.
"To wit, the dedication on the mural is plainly a quote from The
New Colossus, by Emma Lazarus. The poem, and my mural function
symbolically as a welcome to my property, not as a prohibition of
access thereto. The figure of the piece is known as Columbia (from the
Latin Columbidae, the word for dove -a bird of peace!) otherwise known
as Libertas, or more plainly put: Lady Liberty. For 3 thousand years,
perhaps longer, her countenance has adorned countless coins and
statues, as THE global personification of FREEDOM! From Northern
Europe to North America, from the British Isles to the Roman Empire
and everywhere in between…
Now, let us turn to exhibit (b). The plot plan. Drawn to scale with
excruciating care by yours truly, showing that this item takes up but
25 square feet of my land’s entire area. This constitutes 2/100ths of 1
percent of my entire 3-acre lot.
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Exhibit (b), The Plot Plan

“The mural is no obstruction, why even a tiny little baby could
walk -- or even crawl -- around it -- in just a matter of seconds! And
moreover, the piece is 25 feet into my property line. The state has no
case there either...
"Now, sir, if we turn our focus to the Roman Empire, Hadrian’s
Wall functioned not so much as a barrier, but a warning: beyond these
lines lie the barbaric tribes of Northern Gaul.
"In the time of King James, division of the land was considered a
privilege reserved for the Monarchy and other members of the noble
class; but in our era of unmanned drones and ubiquitous computing,
there must be some question as to the relevance of such things as
‘walls’.
“You see your honor, in truth, I am an open-borders man -- through
and thru. Furthermore, it is my humble opinion that this charade is
nothing more than a thinly veiled attempt to deprive me of my G-D
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given Rights as outlined and assured by the 12th Amendment of the
Pennsylvania State Constitution, 1776 as well as the 1st amendment of
the US Constitution, ratified 1789.”
The room erupted. Hyenas!
Philosophical aside: Bogey, there were 7 public servants in that
room. Seven. The judge, FIVE inspectors, and Ol’ Silly Milly.
Question: From where does the power of the government derive?
“In a free society? From the governed.”
“Very good. And who in the end was paying for this spectacle, after
all?”
“The taxpayer, naturally!”
Naturally. Like the boy, fist forced by schoolyard bullies, to make
violence upon himself, obliged to pay the price for his own injury. An
undeserved penalty for an under-served people.
But I digress...
“Wow! That’s SOME dissertation, Mr. Rosenberg.”
“Rosenfeld.”
“Sure, sure, sure.”
“As I was saying your honor, it is my desire to dedicate this area for
community use. A park, a meeting place, a town square, a SENSORY
GARDEN. For the entire community to use, you see.”
“That’s correct. Mr. Rosenberg is in violation of the U.M.C there as
well § 329.765, the unlawful building of a park without appropriate
zoning approval.”
“Your honor, this accusation is completely new to me and not even
mentioned in the criminal complaint!”
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“Well, I’ll tell you what, sir: I’ll give you two more months to sort
this out with the city.”
“Your honor, I have spent the last three months doing just that. I
ask that you dismiss this case. With prejudice!”
“Can’t do it, Jack.”
“Cain’t or won’t?”
“The rules are the rules!
“N’at.
“You see, sir, it’s like a pool.”
“Come again.”
“A swimming pool -- let me just explain. First, you need a permit
for the pool. And THEN you need a permit for the pump! Isn’t that
something?”
“I don’t understand your honor…”
“It means, you have three choices: work it out with the city, get the
permit, or start paying fines!”
“But sir, you see I have been trying to work it out with the…”
“I’ve got 2 dozen cases here. We’re out of time. I’ll give you two
more months to sort this out and I’ll see you in 60 days.
“Oh, and tell that Boney Bonny of yours I say ‘Yoi’.”

----------------------

----------------------

Now, son, they can call me anything they like. And I can keep up
with the best of them. Or I can just let all that jive slide right off my
back. But, it’s when they come after Bonny that my blood starts to
boil. And I know now what I knew then: there’s one tried and true way
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to get under the skin of a public official. It’s a time-tested button and I
was gonna push it.

----------------------

----------------------

“Of all the unmitigated audacity I have ever endured! Why,
Masterson, you ain’t nothin’ but a damned FASCIST.”

----------------------

----------------------

Now, as I already done told you, Bo, I have been called every name
in the book. Including, on more than one occasion, a ‘Blanker’. The
truth is, that that particular epithet is simply a double-dose of
stupidity on behalf of the person slingin’ it. 1st off, ain’t no white
people. Ain’t no black people, red people, yellah people, green people,
purple people fo’ dat mattah. We all brown. We all one shade o’ brown
o’ another, just different tints.
2nd of all, the word ‘Blanker’ is nothing more than a bastardization
of the Spanish word “Blanco”, meaning ‘white’. So, if ’n someone ever
calls me a ‘Blanker’, I set them straight & holler back: “This is
America, Jack – learn Spanish!”
Or better yet, Dutch!
Well, the harsh reality is this: people in power, men such as Mean
Ol’ Judge Masterson, don’t acquire that power so that they can lose
face – especially amongst peers. Or the general public, or enemies, or
constituents. Or anybody. I was had, but in truth I only had myself to
blame.

----------------------

----------------------

“Jack, you’re right. You don’t need another two months. I’m gonna
do you a favor. Imma give you 3. That’s 90 days – County Jail.
Contempt of Court.
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“BAILIFF!”
It was a setup from the word ‘Go’. I. Was. Had.
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“Butt first! Butt first! Don’t you know, we’re doing you a favor,
Jack?”
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Funny thing is, I had always been afraid of incarceration. Close
confines with violent offenders, limited access to friends, family, and
daylight. Crummy food. But when the time came to do my time, I was
just angry. Angry and self-righteous. Started to get philosophical –
more so than usual. I went back to The Greats, and I was reading
about a book a day. Mostly philosophy, religion, poetry. Matter of fact,
I even started work on the 1st edition of my Magnum Opus: Practicing
Capitalism (Volume 1: Art & Capital.) Let’s see, I should have a copy
around here somewhere…
“Here you go, baby!”
My man, my man. My man from Iran! I didn’t know you still
carried around a copy of – oh Woah Woah Woah, this is 1st edition –
might be worth something someday.
Choice selections here. Ok, how about this one, Bogey?

----------------------

----------------------

Proposition 1.a: Man was created by G-D, in His image, in order to
go forth and create in his own; therefore, it is the creative impulse,
which is the essence of Man, (corollary to proposition 1.a).
Proposition 1.b: G-D created the Universe for man’s sake and man
for his own sake; G-D created man and the rest of the Universe from
himself, therefore the Universe itself IS necessarily a creative force, &
G-Dly, qua holy. Therefore: vitality & creativity itself must be the very
nature of all existence, qua creation (from Propositions 1.a & 1.b).

----------------------

----------------------

Now, that’s the piece they say got me excommunicated. And why
they tag me as some kind of ‘Animistic Panentheist’. Whatever…

----------------------
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Proposition 36.a: Since time immemorial, artifacts of creative
endeavors, whether they be inventions or more to the point, works of
art as such are the single most reliable asset class known to man.
Consistently, governments, corporations, and high net worth
individuals have known this and have guarded this timeless truth
jealously.
Proposition 39.a: Debt-based money is the only true form of money
since all creative force (Hindus call it Prana, Catholics call it the Holy
Spirit, and we Jews call it Ruach haKadosh) is borrowed from the Lord.
Proposition 40.a: Commodities based currencies are inherently evil
since no work as such is needed by Man in order to create a commodity.
Therefore, the only true form of Capitalism is one that values, at its
core and above all else, the creative process & which furthermore uses
a debt-based currency. (From Propositions 39.a & 40.a) And therefore,
all debts belong to The Lord HaShem and to Him only (corollary to
the same).

----------------------

----------------------

In other words, Bo: If you could put the nectar of the fruit of your
labor in a cannin’ jar, then you’d be able to trade that jar and its
contents for any and every earthly need you have. Its contents IS
money. In short, Art is Capital and it all flows back to the holy source
in the end. How about that?
Well listen, I know you didn’t come all the way out hear me rant
and rave about a book you can go to any Tehrani 10 & 20™ on
Brownsville Road and find an old copy of. You ever written a book
yourself, Bo?
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“Still workin’ on it.”
Sure you are, sure you are. First book’s the toughest. Only one way
to get it done: grind and find. Churn and learn.
But that’s not the point. The point is that things ain’t like they used
to be. And, I’m afraid they ain’t goin’ back any time soon.
See son, back when I was in my prime, those were the days when
anyone with an idea and the Will to make it a reality could live the
American Dream by, well, practicing Capitalism. You didn’t have to be
rich either. You could come from a humble, upper-middle-class family;
take out a small, seven-figure loan from your parents, and still make
the big-time back then. Practicing Capitalism, both the book – now in
its 12th Edition -- as well as the philosophy, is a way of life. Not a mere
ideology, but an activity. But more than that, Practicing Capitalism is a
matter of choice. Although they claim to use my work as the basis of
their economic system, between you and me, what The Consortium
offers is nothing more than thinly veiled Marxism.
One thing to keep in mind Bogey is this: Communist Manifesto ain’t
no Magnum Opus. Ain’t even a masterpiece. You wanna read Marx,
read Das Kapital. Better yet, check out Hegel. You wanna understand
Hegel? Read Kant. Better yet, Hume. And if you wanna appreciate
Hume, you’ve got to know Newton’s Principia Mathematica.
Problem is, all these men make the same mistake, trying to equate
the ways of the world with The Law. The Law’s about control. Nature
ain’t got no laws. Barely got tendencies. Newton himself said so:
“To myself, I seem to have been only like a boy playing on the
seashore & diverting myself in now & then finding a smoother pebble
or a prettier shell than ordinary, whilst the great ocean of truth lay all
undiscovered before me.”
Law is a way of trying to control people. If it’s just a good idea, then
it’s a suggestion. If there’s a penalty that may be imposed for failing to
comply, then it’s Law. All of nature, including ‘Human Nature’, is
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fundamentally lawless. The idea of “Natural Law”, makes about as
much sense as that of “Music Theory”. It’s a weak attempt to try and
box up something that don’t wanna be boxed up, in order to try and
control something that just wanna be let go.
Maybe it was the Gumbo, maybe it was my guilty conscience, but some of
Johnny’s ‘scat’ was starting to get to me. A lot of what he was saying may
have been a self-serving, self-righteous smokescreen. But he had a certain
charm…
…Nietzsche and the rest of them nihilists was wrong, too. Life ain’t
about control, exceptin’ self-control, and even then, 99 times out of 100
the best thing you can do is to Let. Things. Go.
The law is all about holding things back.
Of course, the truth is, you hold things back long enough and hard
enough, they bound to blow up right back on ya’.
Now, as you know, in order to enforce the law (because The Law
ain’t just about tendencies and prescriptions, it’s about compliance)
you need to instill fear. There’s 10,000 ways to do that. Incarceration
is just one.
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I arrived for processing at Allegheny County Jail in downtown
Pittsburgh at approximately 2:45 P.M. Called Bonny, let her know the
bad news. She was not too happy, not too happy at all. Said I was
selfish, self-righteous. Said I should have kept my mouth shut. I did.
With her at least.
County jail was painted at that time in a gorgeous Pink, White, and
Green Neapolitan Ombré. Needed a new coat, but it’s funny to say,
there was a certain romance to being there. I felt like I was a freedom
fighter, I knew that I had stood up for my principles, like so many
before me: St. Paul, Emma Goldman, Nelson Mandela, Martin Luther,
Martin Luther King. And like them, I felt that I was being punished by
the powers that be for simply living my creed. I did not know it then,
but these days and this test would shape my life in ways which I am
still struggling to sort out, all these years later.
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I met some of the finest men I’ve ever known in my brief stint in
the clink. Most of the people I met were in a pre-trial phase, awaiting
their fate, sometimes anxiously, but more times than not with greater
courage than I myself felt. These are the men who got me through
this trying time.
There was One-eyed Clyde (got that name because he only had one
eye), Booger Rubinstein (you can figure that one out), Big Bill
Steinberg, there was Marvin, Melvin, Marlon, Meyran, Irwin, Irvin,
Merlin, Mervis and my bunkmate Mervin (no relation to young
Mervin Dizenfeld).
And of course, the men who would become my lifelong friends. My
partners in life really, next to only Bonny herself. To me, they are
known as brothers, to the world, they are known as “Diamond Jack
Johnny’s Aces”.
The Brains: Angel Rothstein, father of six, laundromat impresario.
267,388 counts of mail fraud: it was the perfect crime… until he got
caught. But before he did, Angel Rothstein sent all six of his kids to
private school using his G-D given gift as a world-class steam-iron
talent – which, of course, also served him and his fellow inmates in
Jail.
No, by steam-iron, I don’t mean heavy industry. Angel didn’t work
at no blast furnace or nothin’ like that. His gift was this: he’d collect
used envelopes and remove the stamps using steam from his laundry
machines. He’d then resell the same stamps at a discount rate. As far as
I’m concerned, Angel was doing a public service to the consumer –
AND the environment. But the Feds was gonna have their way
anyhow.
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Then there’s The Muscle: Knowle Breedlove, in for one count of
incest. Now, I already know what you’re thinking, Bogey: ‘What kind
of fine man commits incest?’
Plenty!
And just for some context: Knowle wasn’t fiddlin’ no underrager. It
was his cousin, the heart of our little operation, Iggy Breedlove. Same
age as Knowle, both consenting adults. And they was IN LOVE. Still
are.
Einstein married his cousin. That's a fact. He left his wife and his
two kids, 9 and 16 years old to be with his cousin.
I know what you're thinking -- 2nd cousin, right? Right, 2nd
cousin and 1st cousin. Same woman. A real Einstein! Elsa Einstein
Lowenthal Einstein (I told you she was a real Einstein) – I didn’t
stutter. Her birth name was Einstein, then she got married to a boy
named Lowenthal and then after she divorced him, she finally got
married to the love of her life, Albert Einstein, and thereafter changed
her last name back to Einstein.
Both o’ them geniuses had mothers who were each other’s sister
and their fathers were first cousins. Thank G-D, they didn't have any
children.
You think it ain’t hygienic. Unsanitary, right?
You think of the greatest mind in the history of the study of
evolution and the distribution of genetic information. A man whose
name is so synonymous with intelligence, that if you want to
congratulate someone for their abundance of aptitude or mock ‘em for
a lack thereof, you might very well endow them with this moniker.
How about Darwin -- Charles Darwin.
Well, son, Charles Darwin was happily married to his 1st cousin,
Emma, for 52 years. They had 10 children and several grandchildren,
great-grandchildren, etc. Even today, their descendants are among the
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most successful people in all of England: poets, doctors, physicists, you
name it.
Nah, for my money, the problem ain’t incest, it ain’t homosexuality
neither. The trouble is, Iggy’s a damn Tri·co·pha·gi·a·tic
tri·cho·till·o·ma·ni·ac. Worse yet, he suffers from congenital Alopecia
Universalis. All that means is that Mr. Iggy Breedlove is one stray
hair away from Rapunzel Syndrome.
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Let me make it plain for you. Iggy ain’t got no hair on his own
body. Most of that’s genetic. But what he does have, he removes,
compulsively and ritualistically and digests orally. Since that doesn’t
usually satisfy his appetite, Iggy needs to trade and barter with others
– or otherwise procure their follicles illicitly in order to feed his habit.
His charges were manifold:
Indecent exposure, incest, and 16 counts of follicular homicide. See,
prior to their incarceration, the Breedlove’s was workin’ as P.I.s, when
they stumbled upon a mass grave of former mafia types – Italian
mobsters, Jews, Irish, Moldovan, you name it. When the cops found
them at the site, and when they seen what Iggy was doin’ to the bodies
-- and what Knowle was doin’ to Iggy, the Breedloves was done for.
Well, the truth is, they was framed. Plain and simple. In fairness, Iggy
should never have taken the bait. But I told you, the man cain’t control
himself !
When I met the boys, they was in trouble deep – not just with The
Law, but with The Mob. And worse yet, The Man was tryin’ to
separate the two. Son, Iggy & Knowle go together like Moon Pies and
R.C. Cola. Cain’t have one without the other. You ever had an R.C.
Cola, son?
“Not a real one.”
Only kind of Coke I’ll drink. Haven’t had one in years. Could use
one right now, actually… These days Coke ain’t Coke. Even Pepsi
ain’t Coke. And another thing…
Johnny was getting cranky. It was nearly 2:00 A.M. and he had been
talking, nearly non-stop, for almost 12 hours.
…And my Ace-In-The-Hole. The Tosh to my Marley, the
Strayhorn to my Ellington, the McFeely to my Rogers…
“Quit wasting the boy’s time, Jack!”
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Ramtin, you still awake?! Mr. Ramtin Tehrani, himself. Bogey, did
you have any idea that Ramtin was a neurosurgeon?
“Really?!”
Sure was! Got his degree from the most prestigious Ayatollah
Khomeini University in Iran. Don’t matter much here, though,
‘specially not in those days. Credits didn’t transfer. Ramtin was forced
out of Iran after protesting the regime using his talents as a WhiteHat
hacker on special assignment from the U.S. government, nonetheless.
Ever heard of Operation Clucksnet?
“Sure, with the chickens. They chipped the birds and tried to send
them to the U.S. as surveillance tools, right? But someone hacked
them, and it blew up in the Ayatollah’s face. Literally.
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“I read the book when I was a kid.”
That was Ram “Rambo” Tehrani. Sure!
Well, after that, Ram come to the United States as a political
refugee and found out that if he wanted to be a neurosurgeon, he was
gonna have to start all over again. And he would have too. But first, he
had to put together enough money to get his prerequisites out the
way. He shoestringed his-self through Community College of
Allegheny County, writing illicit Power Rangers fanfiction. When I
met Tinny, he was awaiting trial on charges of copyright
infringement.

Public Service Announcement: Intellectual Property Theft is NOT a Victimless Crime!
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One day, I was havin’ myself a nice long prison shower and singing
some old jailbird tunes, when out of nowhere, I was confronted by
some unsavory lookin’ fellahs who didn’t much like the timbre of my
tune, the character of my croon.
I was just about to get beat down when I heard a little – c’mon,
Tinny, c’mon, give it to me…
“Juke, jiga-juke, jiga-juke, juke, juke, jiga. Juke, juke, juke, jig-a juke,
juke, juke-jiga. Juke, juke, juke, jig-a juke, juke, juke….”
That’s right, that’s right! Beatbox. That was Ram. And then the
most beautiful three-part minor triad I ever heard... Them was Iggy,
Knowle & Angel.
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Turns out, all four of dem boys had been in the Air Force in simpler times. Three of them stateside, with Ramtin having served in
the Revolutionary Guard. But, even more fortuitously, they had all
sung in the men’s choir for their Corps. As for me, buskin had always
been my primary source of income, ever since I came of age. I sort of
brought us all together.
See, I had signed up for the service myself -Army. And I would
have had a fine career too, but my bad luck being what it is, I was
diagnosed with – bone spurs! Bane. Of. My. EX-IS-TENCE, Bo. The
worst thing that can happen to you when pursuing a military career is
finding out you got bone spurs. What good’s a soldier cain’t march!?
Well, after our first impromptu rehearsal and during lunch, the
Aces explained themselves to me. Of course, they didn’t need to
apologize for themselves to Ol’ Johnny – Nah! Life happened and they
ended up in County Jail, serving time or waiting for a sham trial of
their own.
So, go on now. Tell all them big-shots down at the
Consortium-Gazette the real story of how I met these boys all those
years ago in Allegheny County Jail. Doing 90 days myself, for
contempt of court and Construction of Property. My Four Aces: Iggy,
Angel, Knowle, & Ramtin Tehrani. The Hearts, the Smarts, The
Muscle, and The Hustle!
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Son, it’s good, no make that essential, to have a special talent or a
trade if you ever find yourself incarcerated for more than a day or two.
Some men wash clothes, some do tattoos, some do Renaissance-style
Chiaroscuro portraits of fellow inmates and their families.
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As for yours truly, my services were sought after in the culinary
arts!
Now, it’s not that I was wanting for money to spend at the
commissary. Nah, Bonny made sure to keep my account at the
maximum, which would have been around $500 in the year 2030.
That’s $17 a day, good money at that time. Too good, in a way.
See most jailbirds was happy enough to have maybe ½ of that in
their account, and well, human nature being what it is, jealousy comes
into play. So, for my part, I tried to keep a low profile about what my
account was at, so as not to attract any unnecessary attention.
But of what I did spend, I tried to spread the wealth out a bit. I’d
buy a whole case of Ramen every single week – 100 packs, for about
$50.00. But the noodles themselves ain’t the currency. The currency’s
the spice packets, see. But then that’s another double-edged sword. If
you ain’t careful enough, you can either under-spice your ramen or
over-spice it. My gift is twofold: (1) I know how much spice a good
bowl of soup needs and (2) I ain’t afraid to get my hands dirty. To this
day, I go through a packet of Ramen seasoning, don’t matter what
brand, and I can sift through those spices and pick out the MSG from
the garlic powder; the seaweed from the dried leek flake; and the
Calcium Silicate from the TBHQ. Oh, but it don’t end there. I can take
just about any packaged food product and sort out the ingredients,
chop ‘em up finer than frog’s hair. That’s how Bonny fell in love with
me in the first place. Hell, I still do most of the prep-work for her
Gumbo.
As for the other boys: Angel is a wiz with both a steam iron and a
tattoo needle. Did you know that’s how the whole tattoo craze got
started? In jail! A lot of the biggest ideas of all time came out of the
prison system. Tattoos, Christianity, saggy pants, you name it.
Iggy does haircuts -- and them portraits. Still gets work to this
very day. Knowle used to take care of any dirty work you’d send his
way – the man cain’t feel no physical pain! Oh, emotionally he’s a little
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baby. But you can light that dude on fire, and other than the heat, he
won’t notice!
Ramtin – well, let’s just say Ramtin could get you things – still can!
And of course, in a pinch, he’ll write you some tasty fan fiction – but
nowadays, he only works in the public domain – not worth the risk.
Did a nice sci-fi retelling of Pride & Prejudice recently as a matter of
fact.
The reality was, I was getting out in a few weeks and these men
were in for the long haul. I was like a tourist in the system, see. These
boys were lifers, careerists if you will. Facing hard-time.
Back in Mississippi, when times was hard, Grandaddy Simcha used
to put on Vaganzas. All that means is Pappy’d line up the whole family
and send everyone out on a mission to tell the entire Parish about
what was comin’ up. Then we’d have an old-fashioned Battle of the
Buskers. Grandaddy would take the bets.
Now, don’t get me wrong, it was an honest contest. But Pappy
would set the odds based on a detailed examination of the advanced
analytics for each and every street performer in Lauderdale County.
The family would perform pro-bono & collect the vig. It was always a
risk, but sometimes in life when the pickins is slim and friends and
family is on the line, you take a chance and let the chips fall as they
may.
One day, 42 days into my 90-day sentence, I would take such a risk.
I decided it was time to get out, so me and the fellas got to thinkin’:
What if we was to put on a shindig, a ClamBake, a sock-hop, a
Vaganza!
Now, at this point in the story, you prob’ly wonderin’: with only a
scant 6 weeks left on my sentence and my appeal coming up in just a
few days, why would I take the risk of busting out of Allegheny
County Jail, all Jean Valjean-like, risking an even longer prison
sentence?
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Well, I can tell you this: it was not for my own sake. At least not
primarily. You see, Bo sometimes in life you do something wrong to
make things right.
The first order of business was to get the screws on board. We did
that by offering them a 10% cut on the vigorish.
The opening acts was Stand Up to Death and Cult of Jesus. Stand Up
to Death had nothing on us. All they did was mostly just avant-garde,
atonal 5-part SATB acapella. Don’t get me wrong, artistically, they
was magnificent, and in a different context, I would have been
concerned. But we wasn’t bein’ judged by members of the Pittsburgh
New Music Ensemble. Nah, Stand Up to Death didn’t stand a chance
against us. But Cult of Jesus was another story altogether. Those boys
could wail, and they knew how to read a crowd. Me and the boys were
gonna have to work -- and work hard to keep up with Cult of Jesus.
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And work we did. Why we stole every drop of free time we could
find in order to get ready for that show. But I didn’t wanna take any
risks. I was gonna have to cook up my award-winning Sweet ‘n’ Spicy
Ramen.
When the big day arrived, we was ready. Too ready. See, Iggy
rehearsed so hard that he got himself a case of laryngitis. So Angel
had to fill in as countertenor, even though he’s a natural baritone. As
for Iggy, we had him handle vocal percussion, while Ramtin and
Knowle covered the low-end, and I sang lead -- naturally.
Stand Up to Death did their thing. Then came Cult of Jesus. Boy were
they good! A few covers, some variety show type numbers too. And
then their showstopper:
I’ll Make You a Shiv (A Love Song)
Well, I'll make you a shiv from my busted front teeth,
My song may be long, but its message is brief:
There's a love in my heart, but then love is a thief
Son, I'll see you again in Laredo
Now, the places you're going, I'd love to come too
And I'd write down the tale in a jailhouse tattoo
Now you're going alone, ah you can't bring your crew
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On your own, love, but don't be afraid, no!
Middle Section:
Now, death has no reason and love has no pride,
You're stuck here in bondage, you must get outside
You've paid all your debts, now let's get you relief,
Take the shiv that I give you of busted front teeth
...
Then if you are sheltered and properly fed,
Find the key to the prison inside of your head!
And if you're not free, then you're better off dead,
The wisdom of 4,000 years.
[Musical Interlude]
Go on, run for the border, my fine feathered friend
And if I am lucky, I'll meet you again
But then knowing my luck, (prob'ly two out of ten):
I will bring you a soup of tomato
Now, death has no reason and love has no pride,
You're stuck here in bondage, you must get outside
You've paid all your debts, now let's get you relief,
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Take the shiv that I give you of busted front teeth
[Musical Interlude]
Well, I made you a shiv from my busted front teeth,
My song wasn't long, and its message was brief:
There's a love in my heart, but then love is a thief
Son, I'll see you again in Laredo
Son, I'll see you again in Laredo
And I'll bring you a soup of tomato
If you're good I will add some potato...
[slower] When I see you again in Laredo!
Well, the scores was off the charts. And I was worried.
We tried to keep up, even had some decent Marx Brothers type
schtick in our repertoire. Crowd was warmed up already, don’t get me
wrong, this was our contest to lose. But everything, and I mean
EVERYTHING, was comin’ down to our finale. Then we sang our
showstopper: Yearning to Breathe Free
Chord changes was simple enough and we opened up with some
pretty basic arpeggios, alternating from low to high and straight back
down:
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G-F-C-G-D7
Oh, I met my wife in Oxford, she was Miss Mississippi
I asked her "Whatchya earnin’ why’d you need a Ph.D.?"
She said she was learning "Yearning to Breathe Free"
Yeah, she's still yearning, yearning to breathe free
Up in Boston, down in Austin, Chattanooga Tennessee
I guess they musta got lost, they been tempest-tossed, just like a ship upon a sea
They better start learning, learning to breathe free
They better start learning, learning to breathe free
There was a monk in Vietnam and a vendor in Tuni
They said: "The world's in a funk, and the government's junk, & they don't
give a damn about me"
They started burning, yeah, they were burning to breathe free
They must have been yearning, yearning to breathe free...
Then there was about 1 minute of solos – a chromatic run in the
higher register– boy could Angel hit those high notes back then!
After that, it went to an E minor-F-E minor-E minor Dominant
7th-D7-D7sus2-D7sus4 section – built up the tension for the crowd.
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Don't need another war,
Just to open 1 more store...
Then there was the big finale, last verse:
In city-council halls, the state capital balls, down in Washington D.C.
Well, I just overheard they said something absurd
They said: "Free is just a 4-letter word!"
Well, they better start learning, learning to breathe free
Or, they're gonna be burning, gonna be yearning to breathe free!
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A 12 bar acapella doo-wop…
Into another E minor-F-E minor- E minor Dominant 7thD7-D7sus2-D7sus4 cycle, leading to 1 last set:
Don't need another store
Just to open 1 more war...!!!
...
We're still learning, yearning to breathe free
We're still yearning, gotta start earning to breathe free
Or, we're gonna be burning; gonna be burning to breathe free!
...
There was a MONSTER OUTRO! SLASH CHORDS -FIREWORKS!!!
Son, you know how hard it is to do slash chords with a 5-part male
barbershop quintet style operation, and your countertenor caught a
case of laryngitis 30 minutes prior to showtime?!
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But, man we brought the house down! Literally. See, what I failed
to mention to you earlier is that I didn’t just season my Sweet & Spicy
Ramen with dried leek and TBHQ. I dosed it with a little bit of cough
medicine I picked up at the commissary. That done softened the
screws. Iggy & Knowle handled the pyrotechnics...
Then, I gave the audience a doff of the cap and that was our cue: We
was bustin’ out of prison, one way or another – come hell or high
water!
Now, me and the boys had to get out of there -- and FAST. If not,
we would be facing new charges altogether: incitement of prison riot,
PA Code § 1.09.56, mandatory-minimum of 2 years behind bars if
convicted. And we WOULD be convicted. NoOooo way we was gonna
get ourselves no fair trial. Not in this town.
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We knew what we had to do.
We ran down 2nd Avenue and found ourselves within 300 meters of
the Monongahela River.
We needed to get us a sea-worthy vessel if we was gonna have any
chance at avoidin’ the fuzz. I had the idea of collecting garbage from
the Allegheny River. So Iggy and Knowle started amassing a treasure
trove of rubbish while Ramtin and Angel, geniuses that they are,
sketched some drawings for the ship. Necessity, mother of invention
that it is, they marked those drawings up in no-time and we all got to
work putting her together.
In the end, it would be a steamship -- in the old style, made up of
all sorts of trash found in and around the Allegheny River.
There was plenty of Styrofoam for the Hull, the Bow was made
from an old sunken school bus the boys found in the River. Of course,
we had to ad-lib the Stage using plastic six-pack rings, The Boom was
a rake, the Jackstaff a stripper pole Iggy found – somewhere. The
Mast was made out of one of the original field goal posts from Three
Rivers Stadium, the Rudder was mostly plastic bottles if I recall
correctly, The Stacks was just straws, the Pilot House was from scrap,
as was the Stern. The Stern Wheel was just an old dilapidated Stern
Wheel the boys found in the river, the Hurricane Deck had to be
custom-built. The Boiler Deck, and the Main Deck all made out of
reinforced steel. Cain’t be too careful, now!
We even found and dressed some unusually large Crapper Fish as
mannequins to serve as decoys, which we put on a dummy ship and
sent off in the opposite direction as ourselves. We needed to get out of
the country. And as captain, I made the executive decision that we
were headed for Tamaulipas Mexico!
Ol’ Johnny stood lookout and even christened the machine when all
was said and done.
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We called her the S.S. Junk’o’Junk.
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Book III: Allegheny Allegro
You will say: “Physician, heal thyself ”. But no prophet is accepted in his own country
- Luke 4:24
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There was no time to waste. The PPD would be on our trail now,
and before long, the National Guard, The Army Reserve, and worst of
all The Media!
Awe, they'd make a mess out of it, too. Make me out to be some
kind of a pervert. Or worse yet, a picaresque folk hero! Just imagine:
"Local Hasidic man, 36 years of age, balding, known by his street
name ‘Diamond Jack Johnny’, wanted for unlawful escape from
Allegheny County Jail. His criminal record includes the following:
Construction of Property & Displaying of Patriotic Artwork without
proper building permit(s), contempt of court, etc.”

I’m 4’7, dangit!

80

Cha

r I : Nev

Is a d

Now, Bogey, I know what you came here for. These are my captain’s
logs…
Apart from the outside chance of meeting The Tzadik! in the flesh, this
was at least a reasonable consolation. An exclusive peek into Diamond Jack
Johnny's infamous & elusive Captain's Logs from his journey south & back
again. If only I could get my hands on that book…
Now, a little context is necessary. Some of the syntax is not to my
taste, and stylistically it is, well, I’m ashamed to admit it – callow,
long-winded, and perhaps a bit self-serving.
Not you…
But this is first-hand, primary source material, written in-depth
and in real-time. I’m not gonna make you wait for it any longer Bogey.
Getting late, let’s get started.
Captain's Log: 09.28.2030:
Big trouble now. We gonna need to get our land legs back awhile.
Seem like the ole S.S. Junk'o'Junk sprang a dang leak somewhere
between Allegheny County Jail and The Mon Wharf ! I better send a
message to Bonny somehow, tell her we need her to buy us some time
while we figure out the trouble with the Junk'o’Junk.
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Captain's Log 10.3.2030
Great news! We've run into some extraordinary luck & have made us a
couple of new friends here on Neville Island: Gabriel & Aviva
Rabinowitz.
The Rabinowitz’s are themselves fugitives: obstruction of justice,
contempt of court, & resisting arrest in a case from 10 years back
involving a broken window & debris not deposited in appropriately
colored garbage bags, on their property in Banksville.
Not only are Gabriel & Aviva sympathetic to our cause, but they are
excellent cooks as well. And resourceful!
Gabriel took a chance on us & helped me get the following message
out to Bonny via a secure old telegraph line from the 1890s (the story
goes this was the same exact line from which Mr. Andy Carnegie used
to transcribe dots and dashes -- by ear!)
Oh Bonny bLUE, my dearest fam,
It's trouble deep: we're on the lam!
Please throw the heat off of our trail -Or else we'll end up back in Jail!
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The old telegraph line must have worked alright, because Bonny
set up plenty of red meat for the heat – well, red velvet technically. 12
dozen boxes of assorted donuts lined up & down Hornaday Road all
the way from Brownsville to Emma Lazarus Park, just like old Hansel
and Gretel! The Coppers just couldn't resist. And at the end of the
trail: Bonny was sittin’ pretty, waitin’ there with all the hot coffee and
assorted creamers you could want. Vanilla flavor, Corn Syrup flavor,
Sweet Potato & Marshmallow flavor, Sweet & Salty Sauerkraut flavor.
And plenty more!
That would throw the boys in blue --and most importantly The
Media -- off our trail. At least for a while.
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Now all we had to do was to reinforce the old S.S. Junk'o'Junk with
something firm but malleable. Fortunately for us, Neville Island is not
only the largest inhabited island in all of Allegheny County, but it was
also, at least at that time, the global Capital of kosher gelatin
production.
Gabriel and Aviva did their part and old Johnny stood lookout
while The Aces rigged the ship for subaquatic maneuverin'!
With our friends on Neville Island by our side, Ol' Johnny and the
Aces was flyin’ high and just about ready to embark on the adventure
of a lifetime!
Captain's Log 10.6.2030
Baruch HaShem! Our new friends Gabriel & Aviva Rabinowitz have
come through for us, diverting just enough Jell-O from the gelatin
works to last us at least until we reach the Mississippi. In return, all
that Gabriel & Aviva ask is that we stay true to the struggle, to never
give up on our ideals, and to provide them with a meager 10% of all
royalties for any & all merchandise associated with our journey. A
small price to pay for 1,500 lbs. of Kosher for Passover, Orthodox
Union approved gelatin.
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Captain's Log 10.8.2030
Shavua Tov. A new week, a new world, a new life! Gabriel is some kind
of a cook & we broke Yom Kippur in style: Gefilte fish sandwiches,
matzoh ball soup, & enough leftovers to last us two weeks underwater.
Not sure where the fish was sourced from, to be honest. Some concern
that it might have come from the Allegheny River itself. But that's all
we can expect from here on out.
My only real concern is scurvy! Once the coast is clear & we far
enough away from Pittsburgh, we'll pop our heads back out, at which
point, we'll be able to get enough vitamin C from whatever remains of
the gelatin, & enough D from the sun to last us to New Orleans; but
that Jell-O ain't gonna keep forever. Somewhere along the way, we
gonna have to resupply, & that's what's got me nervous...
Captain’s Log 10.10.2030
Man-o-man, the Junk'o'Junk is a-movin'! By my estimates, we should
arrive in Cairo, Illinois, & the confluence of the Ohio River & the
Mighty Mississippi by no later than the end of Sukkot. Aviva was
good enough to pack us up some of her award-winning cheesecake for
the occasion. From there, we will rest for a short period, until we
begin our journey to New Orleans & then south of the border to
Nuevo Laredo. The men are in good spirits & my Ensign, Angel
Rothstein is a wizard when it comes to technical matters. First Mate
Ramtin Tehrani provides bold yet prudent counsel, Constable Knowle
Breedlove, and his Deputy/Cousin/Life partner Iggy are maintaining
order on the ship. As for myself, I am proud to serve these fine men,
85

not only as their Captain & Chronicler but, Chief Cook & Bottle
Washer as well.
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Captain’s Log 10.16.2030:
There are strange & mysterious wonders that a man experiences
living under the sea in a makeshift Junk-boat made of junk, covered in
Jell-O. For one thing, you start seeing things. And you must ask
yourself: were these things here before I saw them, or is my very
existence conjuring up these uncanny forms?
I would suggest mere hallucination; however, I would have to assume
mass hallucination, as all the men have seen these bizarre and hideous
forms & have reported them to me, independently.
Only two nights ago, for instance, first mate Ramtin Tehrani confided
in me that he had been seduced by what seemed to be a mermaid and
that he was involved in what he described as ‘sub·aquatic·luderia’.
Sounds like a fancy way to say hanky-panky with a fish, if you ask me;
however, first mate Tehrani insists that the sea-nymph was not only
real but that she had the voice of an Angel or Seraph. My educated
guess is a Seraph, or perhaps a Cherub (known to be frisky!) Or
maybe an Ishim, as true Angels are, of course, wingless.
Some of my other shipmates’ claims go further, suggesting that they
had been visited by a Chimera & offered eternal life in exchange for
their immortal souls. As an historical aside: that don’t make no sense.
After all, if your soul itself is immortal, then why in the world would
anyone trade it for eternal life?
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As for me, as the captain of the ship, it is my duty to investigate all
reports of malevolence or wickedness which might affect either our
mission or the wellbeing of my crew. Therefore, tomorrow, I shall
venture down to the bowels of the S.S. Junk’o’Junk, risking all, for the
sake of the safety of my ship and her men.
Captain’s Log 10.17.2030:
Has Vay Halila! As suspected, there was no Chimera. Based on the
description provided by Knowle & Iggy, I knew something was off.
They swore to G-D almighty that they had encountered a creature
with the head of a human, the body of a lion, and a tail of venomous
spines.
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Of all the maggot-brained, unmitigated audacity I have ever heard...
Education system REALLY has fallen off a cliff ! First off, that is NOT
the description of a Chimera, but of a Manticore (Chimera got the
body of a goat – not a lion!) I, therefore, surmised, that in order to
confront this creature, we would be best served by utilizing a small
discovery crew, consisting of myself and of course Ramtin, who, being
Persian (that’s just a fancy way of saying Iranian) like the Manticore
itself, would be of great service to such an expedition. Additionally, I
asked Angel to come along, since he is quite the problem solver, and
since Knowle & Iggy were the ones to see the creature in the first
place, I decided it made sense for them to come join the excursion, in
order to help identify and ultimately slay the beast.
As for myself, after having put together an All-Star team for the
expedition, I decided to take the risk of staying behind alone, in order
to maintain regular order, and so that in case the men were in need of
backup, I would be available to assist them in ANY way possible.
Has Vay Halila!
Captain’s Log 10.18.2030:
Manticore, I knew it!

----------------------

----------------------

“Wait a minute, so Ramtin was having an affair with a Manticore?”
Technically, Bo, it wasn’t no affair. Ramtin is a confirmed bachelor,
ain’t you TinMan?
“It was a Mermaid!”
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That’s not what the other boys said, Tin-Tin!
“No, what they saw was a Manticore, what I saw was a Mermaid. It
was whatever we wanted to see. It was a Chimera.”
No, no, no, uh-uh, wasn’t no Chimera. Chimera got a goat’s body.
“You didn’t see it!”
Don’t matter, don’t matter – wasn’t no Chimera. Mhmm.
“Just keep goin’.”
Wasn’t no Mermaid either. Maybe a Sphynx. Kinky Persian
bastard…

----------------------

----------------------

Captain’s Log 10.19.2030:
Whatever it was (we have varying reports) the S.S. Junk’o’Junk is in
trouble deep – we gotta get back up to sea level – & FAST! The
gelatin has been breached and we are in danger of losing more O than
we can afford if repairs are not made – and I mean expeditiously.
As Captain, I have made the executive decision to focus on writing
Captain’s Logs for the sake of posterity and morale, as it seems as if
our journey – and our lives are at risk at coming to a precipitous end.
Captain’s Log 10.20.2030:
Shevuah Tov! As Captain & Chronicler, it is my great pleasure to
report that my stratagem seems to have worked as planned.
Delegation! Delegation is the key to leadership. Put the right team
together, set them off in the appropriate direction, and let THEM
determine their fate.
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Bogey, there are over 9,000 stars in the sky, did you know that?
9,096, actually.
Hmm?
People tell you we live in a galaxy containing billions of stars, in a
universe that contains billions of galaxies. Now, that may be true, but
the human brain can only process so much. Particularly from the
surface of this cat's-eye we call home. 9,096 to be exact.
Captain’s Log 10.21.2030:
We’ve made record time! The end of the Ohio and the beginning of a
new adventure & a new life altogether. I decided we should indulge
ourselves for a night or two here in Cairo and enjoy the wonders of
our natural environs. These are the darkest skies any of us have ever
known! In fact, we have been fortunate enough to enjoy one of nature’s
most miraculous wonders – The Northern Lights, or as it is known in
the scientific community: The Aurora Borealis. If I am not mistaken,
they are the namesake of Aurora Illinois, located a scant 396 miles
from our present location.
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Captain’s Log 10.22.2030:
Some tough news for the boys. Not sure how to break it. Apparently,
we ain’t in Cairo. Ain’t in Illinois. Stopped by a charming Bed and
Breakfast this morning here in Potter County. That’s Potter County,
Pennsylvania… Turns out we hooked a left back on the Allegheny
River when we should have taken a right and never got on the Ohio –
at all…
The good news is, breakfast was included – and all we could eat. I
recommended we make arrangements to pile up -- on the down-low.
Boys agreed; we’ll be on our way…
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Captain’s Log 10.23.2030
After last week's calamity, we've decided that perhaps ensign Rothstein
should take the helm. I’ll still be acting as Captain; however, I will now
primarily be focusing on providing the crew with our daily meals,
writing Captain's Logs, & of course, I will be in charge of keeping
morale up.
And naming things.
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Captain’s Log 10.24.2030
Well, Ensign Rothstein got us crusin’! He’s doubled our speed to 6
knots per hour and by his calculations, we should be back in
Pittsburgh in just a few days.
Captain’s Log 10.27.2030:
Be it ever so humble! I decided we should stop by to see some of the
sites. The boys vetoed that decision, and I’ve opted not to override it,
though as Captain, I have every right to do so, of course. Sometimes
leadership is all about concession.
Captain’s Log 10.28.2030:
The good news is this: we believe that making a wrong turn down the
Allegheny has thrown the fuzz off our trail. As we cruised past
Cincinnatah this morning, & the Roebling Suspension Bridge (spitting
image of our own Smithfield Street Bridge in Pittsburgh, designed by
Mr. Roebling, himself), I shed a tear, realizing that the way of life I
have always known is truly near its end. To quote another
controversial son of The South: “…this is what America is all about. It
is the uncrossed desert and the unclimbed ridge. It is the star that is
not reached and the harvest sleeping in the unplowed ground. Is our
world gone? We say ‘Farewell.’ Is a new world coming? We welcome
it -- and we will bend it to the hopes of man.”
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Captain’s Log: 10.30.2030
At last, we set forth this fine morning from Cairo Illinois, en route to
our final destination: Nuevo Laredo, Tamaulipas State, Mexico via the
Mighty Mississippi River, New Orleans, and the Gulf of Mexico! The
weather is unseasonably warm, but the conditions are ideal for the
start of our voyage south.
We are well stocked, and the S.S. Junk'o'Junk is in superb condition.
More than this, it is my honor to captain a ship of such fine men.
By my calculations, at 6 knots per hour, assuming 8-hour shifts per
man, 4 shifts per man, per week, with stops for Shabbos, refueling, and
of-course repairs, we should arrive in New Orleans by the 1st of
January. From there we will travel to the Gulf of Mexico and should
arrive at the U.S.-Mexico border sometime in the middle of the month.
Captain’s Log 11.01.2030:
The boys are all gettin’ victory tattoos – of The Columbia of Carrick
nonetheless! As an Orthodox adherent to the Jewish faith, I will
abstain. But as captain, it is most encouraging to know that my men
have not been discouraged by our trials. Rather, their resolve - and our
bond has only been strengthened by these encounters!
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----------------------

Now, I’m no preacher, Bogey.
No, sir!
But it’s a strict violation of my religious faith for me to get a tattoo,
Leviticus 19.28: “You shall not make gashes in your flesh for the dead
or incise any marks on yourselves: I am the LORD.” that’s why I love
scripture. It’s direct. Don’t need to make sense, just needs to take
charge.
Oh, Angel been tatted up more times than even he can remember,
and technically that’s taboo. Not that he cares much. But I respect the
practice. It says that you value the creative process and that you’re not
afraid of commitment. Angel Rothstein’s been married to the same
woman now for over 70 years! He and Hana-Raqol ain’t never lived
together, though. Haven’t even slept in the same bed in over half a
century, but they’re happily married. And they swear that’s because
they hardly ever see each other.

----------------------

----------------------

Captain’s Log 11.03.2030:
We’s cursed. Plain & simple. The S.S. Junk’o’Junk is going down, hard
and fast. We’ll make land this afternoon and have a formal leadership
council meeting.
I am quite confident that our only hope is to head up North to Chicago
and pay a visit to Theo the Cursebreaker. That will take us several
hundred miles off course, but this man is a miracle worker. And if he
cain’t help us, then no one can.
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Captain’s Log 11.04.2030:
We hitchin’ our way up to The Windy City. The boys and I wrote a
brand-new tune for the occasion and made some great friends who
were kind enough to help us on our way:
Busted – out of County Jail
I was buskin’ for a livin’, so I couldn’t make bail
Now I’m buskin- buskin on the Hobo Trail
Well, I sailed down past the City of Queens
I’m gonna go down to New Orleans
Buskin’ for a livin’ ‘cause I ain’t got no other means
…
I’m on my way to Chicago Ill.
I don’t have a single dollar bill
And I don’t have any place to go
So, I’ll head down south, way down to Mexico!
…
Ain’t no place I’d rather be
The world keeps turnin’, & I’m yearnin’ to breathe free!
…
I’m on my way to Chicago Ill.
I don’t have a single dollar bill
And I don’t have any place to go
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So, I’ll head down south, way down to Mexico!
…
Ain’t no place I’d rather be
I keep on buskin’, ‘cause I’m yearnin’ to breathe free!
I keep on buskin’, ‘cause I’m yearnin’ to breathe free!
I keep on buskin’, ‘cause I’m yearnin’ to breathe freeeeeee!
Captain’s Log 11.05.2030:
Our arrival in Chicago was a bit hairy. It is Election Day, so maybe
that explains the extra security. Perhaps we shouldn’t have written
and performed publicly a song which outlined, in detail our entire
getaway scheme?
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Captain’s Log 11.06.2030:
At first, Mr. Theo was disturbed by our visit; but having explained our
situation, he has kindly offered us a one-way ticket to Palookaville.
We’ve gladly accepted and will depart tomorrow en route to my
ancestral homeland, Whynot Borough, Palookaville Township,
Lauderdale County Mississippi. Thank you, Mr. Theo!
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Palookaville ain’t for the faint of heart, Bogey. It’s a landfill of
outcasts, losers, lonely-hearts, pensioners. You name it. We couldn’t
stay there long. But on the bus trip, I recommended to the boys we
settle in for a little home cookin’ before we headed on down to NOLA.
We needed a place to reset & replenish. Spiritually, physically, and
supplies-wise. I said, “Why not, Whynot Miss!” Boys agreed; we were
on our way.
The Rosenfelds originally arrived in Whynot, Mississippi in the
1540s. At that time, the area was strictly Chickasaw country. They
came to Whynot with about 6 slaves – 2 African, 4 Indian, roughly 6
lbs. of gold, and enough supplies to last 4 months. Well, those supplies
done lasted for over 5 centuries now.
Oh, I know what you’re thinking: “What a tragedy. A stain on the
Rosenfeld brand. Slavers!” But then Bo, this is the twofold hypocrisy
of our civilization. Every great society is built on worker exploitation,
and most are built on slave labor. When it’s the Roman Empire or the
Ancient Egyptians, it seems quaint, perhaps even an indispensable
artifact of our heritage as a species; when it’s the Spanish in South
America, it seems merely unfortunate, Or when Asians and Africans -particularly members of the Islamic faith -- went around enslaving
their own kind for thousands of years, we say “Awe, that’s their
problem, now let them sort all that out,” but in North America, it’s evil
and hypocritical.
African labor was exploited in the Americas for a scant few
hundred years, and mostly before the founding of the Republic anyway
- compare 1492 to 1789 against 1789 to 1865. It’s nothing to be proud
of, but a mere pittance compared to what’s happened in every single
corner of the world for thousands of years, including in Eastern and
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Western Civilizations; Christians, Muslims, and yes Jews -- long
before the advent – by the Spanish, nonetheless-- of the Atlantic Slave
Trade.
As for ‘hypocrisy’, by the time of the American Revolution, the
Rosenfeld family plantation had been in operation for a quarter of a
millennium. And besides, the Rosenfelds were then, and continue to
this day to be strict royalists. Loyal to the crown come hell, or high
water -- to the House of Orange, that is. Dutch Kingdom. That’s why,
when the motherland abolished slavery on July 1st, 1863,
Great-Great-Great-Great granddaddy Moses Rosenfeld decided to
join the cause, emancipate his slaves, and move up with them and his
side of the family to West Virginia to join the newly admitted 35th
State in their fight to save the Union.
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Now, as an historical aside, one thing that I’d like for your little
exposé to clear up: too many people have been brainwashed for far too
long. USA wasn’t never no British colony. Not really. It was originally
a great Dutch experiment in Anarcho-Libertarianism until the
dastardly Duke of York invaded in 1664. Us freedom-lovers got some
justice 25 years later when in 1689, William of Orange came over from
Holland to the U.K. in the Glorious Revolution! Gave the Brits their
Bill of Rights which of course was the model of the U.S. Bill of Rights
which come out exactly 100 years later in 1789. A Dutch invention.
Everybody knows it – hell, they even use to call Ronny Reagan –
the great communicator & THE greatest American of them all,
‘Dutch’, right?
Mostly, all the British got was some naming rights.
Well, as for Father Moses he’s still seen as something of a pariah
amongst the Whynot Rosenfelds. Revered for his bravery, reviled for
his ‘disloyalty’.
Family ain’t what it used to be, naturally. Got hit hard by the
‘Northeast Liberal Establishment’ ‘round about 1860, 1865
thereabouts. But you’s a scholarly type, Bo, sure you knew about that.
Lots of bitterness to this day.
As for me, I’m a Union man, through and thru. Call me
sentimental, but I like the ones who win the wars. Plenty of the family
don’t agree with me, call me a Yankee sympathizer, which I ain’t. Like
to talk about what-if: “What-if Stonewall hadn’t been shot down in
Chancellorsville? What-if Lincoln had been shot down in ’64 instead
of ’65? What-if Grant hadn’t gotten so lucky in The Battle of the
Wilderness. What-if, what-if,” but I tell you, “A win is a win is a win.”
Now, Bo, I say Whynot, Mississippi is the Rosenfeld ancestral
homeland, that’s only partially true. There’s, of course, several in The
Holy Land, including Yerushalayim & the mystical town of Tsfat. But,
for about a millennium and a half, the Rosenfelds were known as the
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De La Rosas and resided in the Al-Andalus region of pre-Isabella
Iberia. When the expulsion came in ’92, the De La Rosas moved to
Holland and changed their names to Rosenfeld. Having both Dutch
and Spanish culture in their blood, our forebears, led by Abraham
Joachim Rosenfeld became some of the first set of settlers in the new
world. The ones who stayed behind in Holland, by and large, changed
their names to Roosevelt, and in most cases converted to Christianity.
Some of the Roosevelts moved to The U.S. themselves and later had
success as part of the Northeastern Liberal Establishment, especially
in business and politics.
Like I said though, the Whynot Rosenfelds are nothing if not loyal,
ESPECIALLY to lost causes! When they got the news that one of
their kin was in trouble and needing of some fine Lauderdale County
hospitality, why they was lined up to see me and the boys.
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There was Bushy-Boo, Ol’ Stabby Sticks’ daddy. There was Uncle
Itchy. Call him that ‘cause he has so much hair it attracts lice like a
bordello attracts magistrates. He and Iggy made fast friends. There
was Cletus the Fetus (named so ‘cause his face looks just like an old
ultrasound picture.) There was Pookey, Pinky, Pokey, Poe, and Pooh.
But just as important as all that, there was plenty of food!
Uncle Stabby Sticks, or ‘Sticky’ for short, is a savant. And as with
Angel, there’s the good and there’s the ugly. For one thing, he didn’t
get his nickname for nothin’. Uncle Sticky believes that a lot of Science
was lost around the time of the so-called ‘Enlightenment’, so he scours
antique technical manuscripts in order to uncover the mysteries of the
ancients. Well, the ancients was rough. Uncle Sticky especially used to
like studying the effects of extreme pressure on organic matter.
Generally, he didn’t conduct his experiments on humans though – at
least not living ones…
But most of all, I was wanting to see my eldest niece: Reagan
Rosenfeld, the apple of my eye. And of course, you know Reagan’s got
herself a younger twin sister too, the auspiciously named Nancy
Rosenfeld.
Nancy & Reagan are both Uncle Sticky’s girls, and they took after
him, for sure! Both absolute geniuses. Reagan the artist, Nancy the
more academic type.
Now, I call Reagan the apple of my eye, but actually, Bonny done
taken a liking to her from day one. And for good reason. Her verse is
absolutely divine.
See, Bonny & I never had children of our own. Awe, that’s not
completely true. Bonny got pregnant three times, only one survived to
birth– didn’t last long, though. Bonny blamed herself. Had to bury the
sorry little thang. We gave him my favorite uncle’s name.
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Well, we couldn’t stay long. I could feel the heat like a dog in May.
I gave Reagan a little love letter to send back to Pittsburgh. It was
a love letter, true, but that was also a disguise for our real intentions. I
even gave Reagan special instructions to take care and make sure not
to use traditional means to get the message to Bonny, just in case The
Feds was reading our mail (which they was liable to do…) Reagan
promised me the message would get there in no time, that she would
use her own homemade hot-air balloon to get it back to Pittsburgh,
and that she would hand-deliver it to Bonny herself:
Tomorrow we leave for Honduras
And we’ll see you in Tegucigalpa
My love, won’t you please reassure us?
And write back: “My dear Johnny, I’ll help ya!”
Understand that my love only grows
Like the light of a white winter rose
In the time in-between since I seen ya’
Police been hot like an ole Jalapeñyah
And Caribbean sun might just cure us,
So, we’ll see you real soon in Honduras!
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We took Uncle Sticky’s own homemade motor·box as a means of
transportation for the rest of our journey. This was the most
extraordinary machine. No S.S. Junk’o’Junk, and she wasn’t subaquatic
neither, but Ol’ Uncle Sticky is a master of what used to be called
‘creative reuse’. He had rigged the machine to go on land, on sea – and
in a pinch, take flight! I was hoping we would not need to rely on such
extraordinary measures.
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Captain’s Log 11.11.2030:
Oy, Gavaltazayn! We are being forced to resort to extraordinary
measures, already. Not 30 miles outside of Whynot and the Mississippi
Highway Patrol are in hot pursuit. Not sure why. Did somebody tip
them off ? Have they been following us all along?
Fortunately for me and the boys, we had a stowaway on board! Little
Miss Reagan Rosenfeld herself ! Apparently, she had her twin sister,
Nancy take my little note all the way to Pittsburgh, PA & decided to
run away with me and The Aces on our journey south. She popped up
just as the police sirens started ringin’ and thereafter converted her
daddy’s motor box into a semi-autonomous flying machine with the
flip of a switch. Young Reagan is now navigating our way down to
NOLA at what Angel calculates to be roughly 200 MPH.
Oh, Uncle Sticky is a mad genius. Good Lord willin’ and the bread
don’t rise, we’ll be in NOLA posthaste! After that time, we’ll make our
Exodus from the Land of the Free & start our new lives south of the
Border.

----------------------

----------------------

BoBo, the mainstreamers will tell you that the flying car was
invented in 2052 by The Consortium Hivemind. But as the great
Ronald Reagan used to say, “You can get ANYTHING done– if ’n you
don’t need the credit,” that’s always been my motto, as well.
The history of the flying car goes back to at least 1783, with the
advent of the Hot Air Balloon by Monsieur Joseph-Michel
Montgolfier, and his brother, Jacques Etienne. Yep, a couple o’ frogs!
Well, that was back before Verdun. Frenchys lost their best and their
brightest in Verdun, haven’t been the same since… But back in the
1780s, they was inventin’ the future. Well, you know most of the rest
of the story – Brits had a monopoly on train travel until the mid-19th
Century, then came the Wright Brothers. A generation later, Ford.
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After that, can you believe the government dominated advances in
transportation for an entire century until about 50 years ago? Then
came crazy old Uncle Stabby Sticks Rosenfeld and his flying motor
box in 2030.

----------------------

----------------------

Captain’s Log 11.12.2030:
We arrived in NOLA this fine morning. Our plans to get us some
R’n’R have been put aside due to a fear of bringing attention to
ourselves, as well as having been joined yesterday, unexpectedly by our
latest addition, Reagan. Our spirits are higher than ever now that we
have some feminine companionship on board and such an outstanding
companion as Reagan. She is keeping us all entertained with her
exceptional brand of humor and showmanship. She juggles, she
tumbles, she jokes.
If I’m not careful, the boys will form a mutiny and make young Reagan
the new Captain of our crew!
Captain’s Log 11.14.2030:
Well, there she goes again! No sooner did I say it then it comes to be.
The boys took a vote, and young Reagan Rosenfeld will now be
serving as honorary* Captain of our small band of runaway banditti.
Our last order of business, before hitting the Gulf, is to meet up with
an old family friend, Miss GG Debri.

----------------------

----------------------

Now, some context is necessary here, Bo. Miss Debri and her son
(or husband, not sure) Ephraim are a couple of real down-home
Accadians. Now, if ’n you ain't been schooled to the plight of the
Accadians, dig this: These people are some real backwoods, Louis the
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XVIth type loyalists. Come over from Burgundy 3 Centuries ago, to
New France - Eastern Canada mostly. When they got caught up by
the Brits during the French & Indian War, they all got deported. Le
Grand Derangement - something like the Trail of Tears but in
reverse. The Debris ended up in Spain and got recruited to help
develop Colonial-era New Spain - Louisiana, specifically. That's how
G.G. ‘n’ ‘em ended up in NOLA.
Half the family is Francophonic Mainers. The rest are spread out
all over the world, with G.G. and Ephraim holding down the fort in
Louisiana. They all Good Samaritans. Well, all except Ephraim. He’s
Rastafarian.
Don't get me started on The Samaritans! Samaritans make
Mandaens look like Catholics - and not in a good way. According to
Samaritan teaching, Mt. Gerizim is the holiest and the highest
mountain in the world, measuring in at half a mile tall. That's just
about all I need to know about Samaritanism. But, we all entitled to
our beliefs, nonetheless. And a Samaritan Bruchah is something of a
must-have for a bunch of misfit losers like we was at that time.
G.G. gave us some JuJu and Ephraim gave us some of his
homemade Jew Juice to help take the edge off - and that was it! We was
on our way to the Gulf. And with that much goin’ for us, we would at
least make it to the border.
My only fear was the crossing. But we had come too far and there
was no turning back.
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Captain’s Log 11.17.2030:
Traversing from Laredo to Nuevo Laredo wasn't as perilous as I had
feared. Nuevo Laredo is chock-filled with an assortment of
semi-professional clowns, buskers, ventriloquists, contortionists, and
the like.
Reagan herself has become quite an asset to our party. Not only is she
an effective tout, but her diminutive stature allows her to work a
crowd with great dexterity, hustlin’ tips for me and the boys.
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Book IV: Viva La Revolución (O: ‘Hasta La Divertida, Siempre!’)
Be not bound by good deeds -Swami Vivekananda

Cha

r I: We Ne d Wor . An BA !

We needed work - and BAD! We still had about 16 pounds of junk
left, but none of it was any good trade. Oh, to be sure there was plenty
of sentimental value to all of it. But sentimentality and 16 pounds of
junk from underneath the Allegheny River, leftover from a Japanese
style Junk boat that done sunk to smithereens on the Mississippi won’t
get you six cups of hot Arroz con Leche in Ciudad Nuevo Laredo.
So, we decided to do what any red-blooded, runaway jailbirds in our
position would: we applied for unemployment. ‘Course, our luck, being
what it was, we wasn’t eligible, on account of we didn’t have no
documentation. We tried all the traditional avenues, but no one was
hiring. And the pickins was slim on the Chalupa circuit, so buskin’
wasn’t gonna cover our costs this time. We was gonna have to do
something we had all sworn we would never surrender to. We had
promised ourselves, and one another, but we would swallow our pride
and put our principles on hold. We had to start lookin’ for some real
jobs!
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We finally found us some work on one of Mr. Good Juice's Organic
Orange Farms. A chain of groves that ran all the way up and down the
coast of Tamaulipas State, Mexico. The model was based on the work
of some world-famous French economist/swindler. Pay wasn't too bad
-- 100 pesos a day, and they let us sleep sometimes too -- usually under
the orange groves. Many of the other workers, like us, were
undocumented, mostly from El Centro – Guatemala, Honduras, El
Salvador, Costa Rica, and Nicaragua. What these men and women
lacked in height, they made up for in gumption.
Best of all, the food was plentiful. You're not gonna get scurvy
eating 35 oranges a day. Of course, the cost of the oranges came
directly out of your pay. But that's to be expected. Oranges don't just
grow on trees, now! Hardworking capitalists have to organize
workers, pay them just enough so that they don’t get socialist ideas
like demanding better pay and working conditions, and then sell those
oranges at a price just low enough to keep the Hoi Polloi from
demanding a better product.
At two pesos per orange, and 35 oranges a day, that left us each
with 210 pesos at the end of the week, and if we pooled together, that
was1,260 in total -- not bad. My plan was to put together about 3
years’ worth of surplus, and after that, put a down payment on a grove
of our own. At that point, I figured the coast would be clear to bring
Ol' Bonny down from Pittsburgh and start our new life together.
But it wasn't meant to be...
See the problem for me and the boys is that we knew something
our fellow pickers didn't: These oranges weren't certified organic. In
other words: the consumer was being had.
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Now, Bogey, there are many things in this life I can tolerate:
Worker exploitation, Union-bustin’, wage labor, wage-theft, tip theft,
slave wages, even slave labor.
But, as a red-blooded American and a card-carrying Capitalist, I
will NOT suffer the hornswogglin' of the consumer!
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Well, I say ‘Enough is enough and too much is no good!’ So, I did
what any man in my position would have done: I started a Union! And
I did what any good organizer MUST do in order to keep the wheels
of labor organizing greased: I started collecting dues. 7% per day, per
worker, for 100 workers -- or about 700 pesos a day. The premise was
simple: For a scant 49 pesos a week, each, we would bargain
collectively on behalf of the humble farmworkers for:
(1) An IMMEDIATE 10% increase in pay -- in other words, the new
dues would pay for themselves straight away and then some. Oh,
management would crow "Inflation, Inflation!" And as a harsh critic of
the Carter administration myself, I would, of course, be sympathetic to
their cries. But, like bold Ulysses, I would brave their cries, secure in
my beliefs and buoyed by the knowledge that the Union would happily
settle for a 6 percent increase in wages.
(2) Better working conditions, meaning a maximum 100-hour work
week, a 30-minute window for prayer per holy day. Religious liberty
must be respected! And most important, occupational therapists for
each and every Naranjero on each and every Mr. Good Juice Farm!
(3) No more Bamboozlin'! We were either going to sell what we
produced honestly, we were going to change what we was sellin' or we
was gonna have to strike! As I told you Bogey, I WILL NOT suffer the
hornswogglin' of the consumer!
I could tell that Johnny was starting to get tired, it was about 3:00 AM,
and he was beginning to repeat himself. I recommended we turn in for the
night and start again in the morning…
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Ah, hell no, Bogey. I may not be 80 anymore, but I can still keep up
with you young boys. And besides, you need to know the truth.
Just get me another bowl of that gumbo. And don’t be skimpy.

118

Cha

r IV: Viv Joh y!

I took to organizing like a bull to cud. You know, the entire Jewish
project started off as a worker’s right’s movement? In the end, the
Torah is mostly just a Collective Bargaining Agreement between G-D
almighty and his special forces down here on Earth: The Jewish
People.
Our message spread like wildfire, and when word got back
stateside, there was a public outcry (from the Leftist media of all
places,) for a re·examination of my case. Now, ain’t that somethin’?
Man cain’t get justice on his own terms though. As Mr. Euripedes
once said “The wheels of justice turn slowly, but grind exceedingly
fine,” all that means is that sometimes it takes time for the right time to
come along.
Well, unfortunately for me, the legal system ain’t no justice system,
and I was tried in absentia for 17 different trumped-up charges.
I probably could have gone for some kind of a plea bargain deal, but
then again, I wasn’t ready to cash out on my new-found fame. And
fame being what it is, word got back from America to Mexico, that me
and the boys wasn’t any ordinary union organizers, but legendary
Yankee outlaws, intent on disrupting the entire global order. This was
a double-edged sword. For one thing, it raised our profile with our
fellow laborers and made organizin’ easier, but on the other hand,
Management, the Establishment (including Big Labor), and the
Federalis started to use our outlaw status against us. While we
continued to collect dues and organize, we now had to do this in a
more -- how shall I say -- clandestine fashion. We was on the lam.
AGAIN!
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Captain’s Log 5.11.2031:
We on the lam. AGAIN! This time, we have more than the truth on
our side – we have The People.
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Me and the Aces, or as we were now known in Mexico, “Diamante
Jack y Los Ases”, decided to make the most of our new-found infamy.
First and foremost, we had to head down to the Tamaulipas
Copyright & Patent office, because I wasn’t gonna put up with no
copyright infringement. I know what you’re thinkin’: Greedy Ol’
Johnny wants it all to himself. Wrong, Bogey, wrong!
I didn’t say anything!
The truth is, it’s the same principle that had made me a union
organizer in the first place. If you’re selling knock-off, copycat
Diamante Jack y Los Ases gear under the auspices of being
authentic…
“Then you’re bamboozlin’ the consumer.”
Boy! You’re starting to catch on, ain’t ya?!
The nice thing about infamy is this: unlike fame the worse your
reputation gets, the better! And folks in Mexico love a good anti-hero
even more than us Anglos do. Long story short, we was big.
Bogey, when I say we was big, you gotta understand I’m talkin’
about we was bigger than The Beatles. And they was bigger than Jesus!
And he was bigger than John the Baptist. And for an Iraqi Mandaean
Gnostic like Bonny, ain’t NOooBODY bigger than JTB. I knew just
what to do…
I sent Bonny a little love letter by way of a solar-powered,
self-driving, electronic paper airplane I had Angel design. More of a
song than an actual love letter, really; it was a nice cabaret-style
number in 2/4 time, key of D, I believe. 60 beats per minute. Went a
little something like this:
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I’m gonna be BIG!
I’m gonna be gargantuan;
I’m gonna be big,
I’m talkin' 'bout bigger than Rin-Tin-Tin!
I’m gonna be LARGE
Bigger than a big old barge
And that's the TRUTH!
Bigger than Big Babe Ruth!
Ah, you probably wanna say I‘m some old nasty pig,
But I’m gonna be HuuuUuuuuge... I’m gonna be big!
I'm talking about BIG!
I say Brobdingnagian,
I don't know what it means!
But I'm figurin' it's bigger than your Kings & Queens
Oh, I'm goin’ outta my mind,
And I have got to find
A permanent solution
To problems Lilliputian
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Spacious, capacious, audaciously colossal,
Bigger than a tree or a Dinosaur fossil;
Like a house, not a mouse;
Like a whale, not a snail
Pachyderm, not a worm
Burly, brawny, beefy, not scrawny,
Ginormous, enormous, mighty, meaty,
Tremendous, stupendous, but not too greedy!
I know The Lord rewards the men who help themselves,
I’m gettin' out of this here land of dwarves & elves...

I’m gonna be

BIG!

....
Bonny knew what that meant: Merch. And lots of it.
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It was what economists call a virtuous cycle: The more T-Shirts
Bonny sold, the better our Union organizin’ efforts worked out. And
the more notoriety we got in Mexico, the more we was looked at as
heroes back home.
If I was destined to lead a global workers’ rights movement, then
so be it. I put on my marching boots and said: “Bone spurs be
damned!”
We crisscrossed Mexico, gathering support from the Hoi Polloi, all
the while tickin’ off The Elite! They just didn’t know what to do with
themselves. The best they could figure was to lock out the workers.
When the fences got busted down, the brass would build up gates.
When the gates was jumped, they built up walls. So like Joshua, we
went to the walls and sang freedom songs. Like Ronnie, we told them
to ‘tear ‘em down’!
Naturally, our secret weapon was Reagan Rosenfeld herself. Why
she was responsible for the official declaration of Mexico as the very
first Anarcho-Libertarian territory. Talk about a great communicator!
She did all the heavy liftin’, I just wrote the theme song.
Our anthem became the battle cry of a global union movement
based not on better wages and working conditions, but on the much
more noble causes of ‘Liberty, Dignity, Consumerism’. Called that
anthem By the Numbers, styled it x the #s, sold a million records. Maybe
you heard of it? Went a little something like this:
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There's a hole in the boat,
Like the hole in the heart you neglected
And the lines that I wrote
Of a love that you left unreflected
Take your time,
There's much more you will find
Made your bed
Now you sleep in it
And all of the walls between us all,
Oh, how they wear us down,
All of the walls between us all
Oh how they tear us down
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
All the anger you fake,
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Let it all fade away little brother
Like excuses we make
Just to be with each other
Take your time,
There's much more you will find
Take a breath
Soon there'll be nothing left of
All of the walls between us all
Oh how they wear us down,
All of the walls between us all
Oh how they tear us down
All of the walls between us all
Oh how we'll wear them down,
All of the walls between us all
Oh how we'll tear them down
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
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Yay de daidai dai dai
All of the walls between us all
Oh how we'll wear them down,
All of the walls between us all
Oh how we'll tear them down
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
Yay de dai da dai dai
Yay de daidai dai dai
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Captain’s Log 10.21.31:
At long last! Our tactics begin to thaw the icy hearts of the people,
Management, and the Leftist global elite alike. Not only is the
opposition ready to cave, but they have invited us to the negotiation
table, right here in Mexico City. Key members of the Mexican
government, as well as the U.N. the G20, the G8, and the G2, will be
there. We will come with a few modest demands: a new global order,
the abolition of all State & Federal authority, and of course the
elimination of ALL governmental borders.
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Naturally, when we arrived it was like they was greetin’ the Queen
of England herself !
There was only one little issue the Mexican government wanted to
consider before taking, what we were led to believe was nothing more
than a symbolic vote.
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Everything was going just fine, and I was about to call for Bonny
to join us, when we up and get deported by the damn Mexican
Government. Those Corporatist sneaks!
Now, you might think that the cause for our deportation was
incitement, insurrection, union organizing without a license, or some
such consideration. But no, it was unlawful residency plain and simple.
Trespassing without rights on soil not our own. And I’ll say Bogey,
philosophically I was right there with the Mexican government.
See, for all practical purposes, I’m an open borders man - thru &
through. But, a corporation or an individual must draw the line
somewhere. And if you cross that line, then the owner of that land has
every right to relegate you to punishment or, at the very least
banishment. Or both.
In some ways, our new world order is based on the very same
values we helped establish all those years ago, during our journey
south. And fundamentally, it is my belief that if we as a species are to
rise above our current state, we must overcome territorial pettiness -hell, if goods, services, and wild animals can cross any border any time
in the name of practicing Capitalism-- then why shouldn’t G-D’s
chosen people enjoy those very same privileges?
Nonetheless, we was trespassin’ and we was in the wrong. So we
were told. Johnny & The Aces was gettin’ shipped out, one-way ticket
back to the US of A.
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Now, it turned out the Mexican government wasn’t the ones
responsible for our deportation. Or rather, they wasn’t the only ones
involved. I would come to learn years later that the entire
establishment – including, of course, the mainstream leftist media had
helped orchestrate the whole charade. Worse yet, our captors had no
intention of letting us go back home after all. In the end, our sentence
was destined not for deportation but decapitation! Fortunately for us,
they let little Reagan go on account of she was seen as a
non-combatant.
Oh, the prison camp itself wasn’t all that bad. They even had the
most dulcet Tamaulipas sweet grass I ever have seen – that stuff tastes
like honey. Bonny’s something of a connoisseur, so I picked her up
some samples. Matter of fact, those blades ended up in the mix you see
here on our grounds today. The same one that Spice The Hippy
Building Inspector wanna try and throw the book at us over. Ain't no
way, Bogey. Ain't no way.
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Captain’s Log 10.28.31:
I just had little Reagan Rosenfeld send Ol’ Scrawny Bonny a message,
via a tiny little papier-mâché clipper ship I had the boys rig special for
me. It was nothing fancy – well, not for a genius like Angel Rothstein
that is… As for the message itself: Just a little bit of short-form verse,
a song really, a hymn of sorts:
Pennsylvania, ancient woods
Haven’t seen you lately like I should
Often wonder, as I’m passing through:
Do I still have a friend in you?
Pennsylvania, Appalachia
Not quite Heaven™,
Not quite home
Far too old
Much too cold
Darkest skies I’ve ever known
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Bonny would know EXACTLY what that meant: That we got tied
up in Mexico by some unsavory United Nations looking, global
deep-state, blue beret-wearing big government types, and that we
needed her help to get back home to Pennsylvania. She would need to
be discreet, but at the same time, confront the adversary with
overwhelming force. Casualties would be high and the probability of
success low, but we had no other choice. That’s all that meant.
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Captain’s Log 11.9.31:
My message got to Bonny in record time, and of course, she
understood it's meaning. Completely. Sadly, it has come to my
attention that the love of my life, Miss Triple Aught herself, Queen of
the bLUEs has decided to leave me for dead. Wrote me a most tasteful,
folksy number to soften the blow:
Are you comin' back to Pittsburgh
When the war is through and won?
Are you coming back to Pittsburgh
When you've put away your gun?
Ah, you wrote me that you missed her
And that you had your fun.
But are you comin' back to Pittsburgh
When the War is o'er and won?!
Swimmin' on the Allegheny,
Gettin' all your good times in
Climbin' up through Appalachia
Don't deserve it 'less you win!
I'll be takin' you to dinner
And I’ll buy you a banana split
Yeah, you're coming home a winner
That's because you never quit!
But, are you comin' back to Pittsburgh
When the war is over and won?
Are you coming back to Pittsburgh
When you've put away your gun?
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Ah! They threw out your tobacco cards
And Davy's married Sue
All the jobs are gone, and times are hard
But whatchya gonna do?
Swimmin' on the Allegheny
Gettin' all your good times in
Climbin' up through Appalachia
Don't deserve it 'less you win!
I'll be takin' you to dinner
And I’ll buy you a banana split
John, you're coming home a winner,
That's because you never quit!
But, are you comin' back to Pittsburgh
Gettin’ all your good times in?
Are you comin' back to Pittsburgh?
Won't deserve it less you win!
Are you comin' back to Pittsburgh?
Won't deserve it ‘less you win!
Are you comin' back to Pittsburgh?
Won't deserve it ‘less you win!
Are you comin' back to Pittsburgh?
Won't deserve it ‘less you win!
PS: Cain’t make it, better take it
Bonny’s gonna run & hide
May you be blessed & do your best,
I’ll see you on the other side!
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I know what that means. The Aces & me is done -- for real this time.
Thanks for nothin’, Bonny!
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Captain’s Log 11.16.2031:
Now, traditionally, a hangman is supposed to respect the last wishes of
the condemned. We asked, in both English & Spanish to be allowed to
speak to the American Ambassador's office. Sadly, some of these rural
Mexicans don’t even speak proper Castellano. Fortunately for us, Iggy,
polyglot that he is, tried to relay our requests in Nahuatl, Mixtec,
Mazatec, 3 different dialects of Maya, Ixatec, Ixil, Kiliwa, as well as
Mexican & Yucatan sign language. That mean old bastard just
ignored us. Short, scrawny-ass little hangman didn’t even have the
dignity to show his face. Covered up like a coward!
And so, dear journal, our Journey and our lives end today at high
noon, here in the backwaters of Tamaulipas State, Mexico.
Captain’s Log 11.16.2031 (Continued):
Oh, that Bonny! We was about as close to toast as you like when she
done busted in with her twin .45s to cut through the hangman’s rope.
Caught that son-of-a-bitch dead to rights and only shot me once in the
knee…
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Now, Bo, I ain’t no fan of firearms. And don’t get me wrong now,
aside from being a card-carrying Capitalist, I AM a
Constitution-carrying Constitutionalist. In fact, I used to be the proud
owner of the world’s largest collection of thumb-size Constitutions.

Now That’s Some FINE Print!

But let’s get one thing straight: there’s more than one
interpretation of the 2nd Amendment. And my interpretation goes back
to the Dutch Republic itself. The actual text: “A well-regulated militia,
being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the people
to keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed.”
Well, for one, we wasn’t no well-regulated militia. Barely more than
a rag-tag band of outlaws at the time. 2nd, we wasn’t on U.S. soil. And
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3rd, you don’t even need the 2nd Amendment to assert a right to
self-defense, let alone firearms. But, to me, firearms are just a shortcut.
And, Bogey, in life there ain’t no shortcuts! Sure, there’s alternative
routes, time-savers, cheat-codes, trick plays, life-hacks, and end-runs.
But there ain’t no shortcuts! I checked. As for self-defense, I’m more of
a Nunchuk and whip cream man, myself.

But buggers cain’t be choosy, and Bonny was there to save the day.
So, I decided to leave well-enough alone.
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Read the text, Bon: A well-regulated militia!

Now, the way I see it, we all entitled to our beliefs. And you have to
at least take some responsibility and stand up for what you believe in.
For Bonny, The Truth is The Truth. Now, that goes back to her
Gnostic faith. G-D -- the real G-D is the creator of the creator of the
world. And the creator of the world, not the creator of the creator, but
the creator is Yaltabat, The Evil One. Maker of Lies. And the only way
to combat his lies is through Gnosis, Truth.
As far as I’m concerned, if it gets you out of trouble, or if ’n it’s for
the sake of someone you care for, then a lie is as good as the truth. Or
better yet it’s 10 times as good!
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Well, as I have said... It's high time to get on with it…
During the melee, Bogey I went to spit on the hangman himself.
Then I took that coward’s mask off, and...

Well, once in a while the mainstreamers get the story right… Of
course, it turns out it wasn’t no cowardly hangman after all. It was
Reagan Rosenfeld, in the flesh. She done come to save the day, and now
Bonny shot her down.
I told the gang to go on ahead, I said I’d catch up. I snatched up
little Reagan, tossed her onto my shoulder, and off we went.
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Bonny had set up a getaway plan that involved a system of caves
located approximately one mile from the prison camp.
Reagan was light as a feather, but we didn’t have much time. Bonny
and the boys had reached the cave already. As Reagan and I
approached the cave, I stopped to check on her. She told me to leave
her there, that she was only going to hold us back. When I protested,
she told me that it was her last and only wish and that I had promised
to carry on with The Revolution, no matter what that took. Now, let
me tell you something Bogey, that’s just what I did – and what I
continue to do to this very day…
When asked later about the body, I claimed that I was planning to
hold the hangman hostage, but that he died on me.
Now, Baudelaire, you do not know the hurt. Not only was she gone,
and not only had Bonny been the one who pulled the trigger, but
worse yet, it’s what the world lost that day.
She was a painter, a scholar, a sculptor, a revolutionary- they called
her The Consummate Consumerist. But most of all, she was a poet.
Wrote Bonny and myself all sorts of masterly works, and from a very
young age. At 7 limericks, such as this irreverent piece right here:
There once was a great magic hat
And inside there lived an old bat
The bat would attack,
And the hat would fight back,
In the end, there was nothing but splat!
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That one got little Reagan into The Guild. Ol’ Bonny made sure o’
that.
At 14 villanelles, and at 16 her Magnum Opus, the Sonnet to Logic:
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In search of purpose and of form
Reflection finds a helpless soul
Outside of custom and of norm,
There is no origin nor goal
For he who will not see
The curves of cruel geometry
Who travels straight, uninterrupted thru the long-awaited season
-Ad infinitum regarded as the end of man’s great plight
Who turns from cyclic, shadowed Reason
Out of right and out of rite
To draw some shape upon a page,
In act transcending place and age
The wearied psyche wakes and finds
That beauty comes only in lines.
That’s a damn Sonnet, Bo.
“Hmm…”
‘L’enfant Savant’ Bonny used to call her.
“That’s French, ain’t it?”
Sure is. Means ‘The Baby Genius’. And she was. But she was so
much more than that to me and to Bonny bLUE. So much more…
I believe that the wick of your candle burns bright in direct inverse
proportion to its length. Now, that explains Reagan. But then, what
does it say about us EverLasters? What’s the point of living so long if,
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in doing so, the very meaning of your existence fades each and every
day by way of its own permanency?
“In Biblical times, didn’t people live hundreds and hundreds of
years…?”
I don’t know. I don’t know if them’s just stories or not. But I
suppose that once again, scripture is our only hope.
Either way, I like to think that all this that we’ve done here on our
humble little compound, and on this hill is a testament to her sacrifice.
And that her life and death were not in vain.
No matter though, Bo. She gone now. Gone for good.
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Now, son, you probably think you know the whole story about how
we got back home. But there’s the official story and then there’s the
REAL story. If I have in my hand, first-hand real-time accounts and
you wanna put that up against the so-called ‘official’ story, then you
can make your mind up for yourself. My only request is that you let
your readers decide for themselves.
Now, let me tell you something: those mainstreamers don’t know
what happened down there in them caves. And if ’n they do, then they
tryin’ to keep it from the Hoi Polloi. There’s the signal and then
there’s the noise. And YOU’RE duty as a journalist is to ignore the
noise and deliver the signal, right?
“Right.”
And now it is time – past time really, for the true story – the whole
story to come out. Some of this ain’t never seen the light of day, so if
‘n’ when you gonna tell it, make sure you get this right…
And first off, I want you to make sure to set the story straight
about Ol’ Bonny.
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Captain’s Log 11.17.2031(continued):
…She might be an ornery one, but she sure does know how to make
an entrance – and an exit for that matter! Naturally, the note Bonny
sent me from Pittsburgh was a decoy. Our new plan is to zigzag our
way through a set of old tunnels, situated beneath North America.
Legend has it that these prehistoric labyrinths were built by a
now-dead civilization, one which arrived in the Western Hemisphere
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via the Bering strait over 10 millennia ago. In more recent times, these
passageways have been used by drug traffickers, illegal immigrants,
and the like. As for Bonny, the boys, and me, we will attempt to
traverse through them to make our way back home, at which time, I
hope that arrangements might be made for our pardon. For now,
however; we are forced to navigate some of the most challenging
terrain we have faced thus far: 2,500 miles of underground coyote
tunnels. We will be forced to do so with extremely limited supplies of
food, water, light, & air.
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The Coyote Tunnels was the worst. I mean THE WORST.
Reminded me of Palookaville Township, exceptin’ they was overrun by
babies instead of pensioners. Hell, Bonny wanted to take half of them
back home to Pittsburgh and adopt ‘em.
Apparently, some of them tunnels was built from ancient Aztec
bone pits.
Things got so dark, I needed to come up with something to get me
through the days and nights. Not that I could tell the difference…
That’s where I developed my 2.2-morning affirmations:
1
2

I may die today. But 1st I shall LIVE!
To die alone is necessary, to die lonely is not.

2.1 The opposite of life is not death, the opposite of life is
depression.
2.2 Death comes not at the end of life but is found at the center.
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Captain's Log: 12.02.2031:
It is bedlam & pandemonium at once. On one side is sanitized insanity
– Yetzer Hara: The Evil Urge itself, promenading as anthro·voric
half-dogs; on the other side, saintly madness. Half-naked cherubim,
mumbling incoherent wordplay to one another, to themselves, or to no
one at all. It is a delicate balance, to be sure. And I fear that our
presence here may set that balance into Anarchy.
But if this is not Anarchy, then what is? We are not meant to be here.
Not now! These beasts & angels are not for us to see. Not at this
juncture. I fear that we have disturbed a primordial truce between
these twin unearthly factions and must now move on, immediately!
But, lo, I fear it may be too late... Their energies are feeding off of each
other, canceling one another out; however, our presence is now
disturbing even that peace. Bonny’s incantations are keeping their
dark magic at bay for now. But for how long? I wonder…
Captain’s Log 12.03.2031:
My greatest fears are being realized.
We march on, but as we do, both sides of this underground madhouse
close in on us.
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Captain’s Log 12.05.2031:
As our darkest hour approached, lo & behold! Bonny done laid down
some boss scat. Made them under·groundlings suffer something awful.
It appears as if in inverse proportion to HER disdain for prose & blank
verse, these gobblers cannot handle no genuine scat. Huh!? Went a
little something like this:
Come all ye slaves of Yaltabat,
And bring us NOW our Last Shabbat
Abba, ruach mdeber
Father, unto you I speak:
Holy knowledge, bless·ed prayer
Bring power back unto the weak
Allah-Chazan, G-Dly priests:
Return to NOTHINGNESS these beasts
Defend us from unholy cries:
5,000 years of Earthly lies!
Illusion’s world is in demise
Now in your death, a Queen shall rise
Death is conquered, take your prize
And claim your final sacrifice!

151

152

Cha

r XI : An t e Bes Par Was…

Captain’s Log, Date Unknown:
When we awoke this morning, we were still cavern-bound, but this
cave is not like the others. The smell is rancid. Perhaps Bonny’s
Voodoo Yehudi has slaughtered all the beasts & imps, the ghosts &
gimps. The truth must be that we are smelling the decay of their
unholy corpses… As for Bonny, she is nowhere to be found. I fear for
her life -- & her soul. The spell she cast undoubtedly took much out of
her.
As for our latest underground prison, The Stench is unbearable. We
will not survive long down here. Aside from the nausea of these
smells, our supplies have dwindled to no more than three days of
water, 2 days worth of food, and only 1 week of backup O. After which
time we will likely expire from dehydration or worse.
Ironically, we are wading through what seems to have once been water.
Of course, the water is undrinkable and rancid but is not the main
source of The Stench.
Our only hope is this: As in each & every one of life’s trials, there is a
light shining through from above. But only a glimmer…
Captain’s Log, Date Unknown:
We continue our journey towards The Light, and as it becomes
brighter, our hopes, in inverse proportion, become dimmer… There is
a rumble overhead, which sounds like a kind of suffering we would be
wise to avoid, at all costs. These are human moans to be sure. It
sounds as if the men, women, & children above us are struggling to
release some demonic force, or otherwise, to be released therefrom. I
can only imagine the horror that they are experiencing. The boys’
spirits are, for the first time, fading. We fear that there may be no way
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out of this. Knowle & Angel are carrying Iggy who is beginning to
wither down to the bone. Ramtin and I have continued to lead the way,
but once again I know that the others are questioning my ability to
maintain control of the situation.
Captain’s Log, Date Unknown:
Baruch HaShem VayBesiyata Dishmaya! With the help of Heaven™,
our bizarre journey ends right where it began. It just so happens we
have been traveling through the Allegheny County sewer system all
this time!
The tunnels led us directly back to Allegheny County Jail, where
extraordinarily, we have been met with a hero’s welcome as “Knights
of the Revolution”. They are not only offering us the Keys to the City
but much, much more. Too much more, if you ask me. But it should
come as no surprise that much of this has been arranged by the family.
Moreover, the revenue from Johnny & The Aces merchandise sales has
exceeded all our wildest expectations, The Neville Island Rabinowitz’s
are being compensated fairly and most of the rest of the money from
the sales has been plowed into R&D. Uncle Sticky has utilized those
resources to perfection and has offered me a tour of his new lab,
headquartered in Downtown Pittsburgh, nonetheless!

...
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O, they're reinventing Galileo's moons
Because she bLUEms
Because she bLUEms
Ah, the Queen & King are polishing their spoons
Because she bLUEms
Because she bLUEms!
Now, I don't want to be mad at her tonight
O, she's roaring like a lion and she's rearing for a fight!
All the Angels now are singing different tunes
Because she bLUEms
Because she bLUEms
No, I don't want to be mad at her tonight
Yeah, she's roaring like a lion, and she's rearing for a fight!
The dead are rising up from out their tombs,
Because she bLUEms
Because she bLUEms
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Incubated in collective cosmic wombs,
I swear she bLUEms
Because she bLUEms

CARPET BOMB VENUS!
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“Oh, Uncle YoYo, that was beautiful!”
“Thank G-D Almighty I didn’t bury you in Tamaulipas. I knew,
instinctively, that was the right thing to do. Of course, now it all makes
perfect sense: You were shot, that I know for sure. But either you came
to once we got into the tunnels and found your way home on your
own, or through some misadventure which I long to understand the
details of, you arrived here safely; either that or Bonny’s incantations
worked, and you are resurrected from the dead and will now lead the
family AND the world into a new era: The Messianic Age!”
“Good news and bad news. Bad news first – ALWAYS amongst
family: my sister Reagan is dead. We have reason to believe that it was
MS: 13. They have her body and we are negotiating with the militia
that captured you in order to give her a proper burial.
“Additionally, Aunt Bonny is in a medically induced coma.
“Lastly, there are going to be some changes around here from now
on… (1) Since ‘The Singularity…’”
“Come again.”
“That’s what the news media is calling it.”
“Calling what?! You’re not making any sense, Reagan. I mean
Nancy.”
“Since ‘The Singularity’ – oh The Leftists are blaming global
warming, the Chinese are blaming the Yankees, the Yankees are
blaming the Corporatists, the Corporatists are blaming The Leftists –
and solar flares, but the Alternative Media has got it right – we think.
Well, maybe you can fill in some gaps – at least until Aunt Bonny
comes to.
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“Meantime, ain’t been a new pregnancy in over a year, a natural
death in the same amount of time, and no one over the age of 70 is
experiencing cellular senescence anymore. Worse yet, just about
everything built since 1932 is ashes. But then that part has its benefits,
especially for a city like Pittsburgh!”
“I don’t understand, how long has she been out? How long have
WE been gone?!”
“All started ‘round the time Aunt Bonny was discovered in the
PortoPotty on your property – or what the Mainstream Media is
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calling The ‘TelePortoPotty’ (it’s become something of a shrine…)
—that was two years ago to the day we found you.

“We thought you and the Aces was dead, which is why the family
took control of your estate.
“Now, as for the good news, there’s plenty: A pardon for you and
the boys, naturally. And a new world order for us all - based on your
work, nonetheless!
“Of course, once you get back on your feet, all of your IP will go
back into your name, but for now the family is making the most of the
cash flow. And that’s given my daddy the kind of resources he’s always
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looked for to make all his crackpot plans, half-wit plots, & inbred
brainchildren come alive. We gonna be rich, Uncle Johnny. We talkin’
‘bout ‘give all dem Yankees a taste of they own medicine’ kinda rich!
“There’s more too, Uncle Jack, much more. But first, why don’t you
take this all in, relax, and enjoy yourself for a while?! Go see Aunt
Bonny. She’s still in her medically induced coma, but I’m sure it’ll be
good for her if you pay a visit.
“We’ll reconvene 0800 hours, tomorrow.
“Dismissed.
“O, I’m sorry. I mean: I’ll see you soon!”

----------------------

----------------------

Captain’s Log 12.10.2032:
We would be foolish to not accept the pardon that has been offered.
But things have changed for the worse and folks is considering drastic
measures. Better keep our heads. Today’s hero is tomorrow’s stooge
and history’s martyr. One thing’s for sure: I ain’t no martyr…
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The only trouble was, the experience we had with the phantoms
and the cherubs, the ghosts, ghouls, and gobblers was a mirror image
of what had happened above-wise, see. You was probably just a little
baby at the time, but those was lean years, Bogey.
Captain’s Log 12.22.2032:
Out of the ashes of yesterday’s world has come a most extraordinary,
and much more humane core of leaders – they call themselves “The
Consortium”. They are led, no less, by The Whynot Rosenfelds who
have taken the reins of this most remarkable Anarcho-Capitalist
syndicate.
They are not only planning to outlaw jail & prison as we know it but to
abolish Federal & State authority as well. Necessity, mother of
invention that it is, we were pleased, as former inmates ourselves to be
amongst the first to try the new technology. It is a remedy in four
parts:
(1)The Happy Fun Place, a personalized facility for lawbreakers
that uses a biometric deadbolt technology dubbed “The Keys to the
Kingdom”, in order to make sure that the prisoner cannot get out and
that no one else can get in.
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(2) Heaven™ in a Bag. I gotta admit, this is Uncle Sticky’s best
invention to date. All you gotta do is scream out the name of your
favorite food into this little bag, put it on a conveyor belt attached to a
patented 6x6x6 box, and 15 seconds later, out pops the bag with your
food.

Well, that solves world hunger!
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(3) Heaven™ in a Box. An ingenious device that gives the wearer
that which they most desire – it is not so much a form of
entertainment as it is a dream machine. I was impressed by the
accuracy.

& perhaps most importantly,
(4) The Authenticator. If the wearer of a Heaven™ in a Box so
chooses, the Authenticator will record your dreams and the wearer
will have the option of selling those dreams to The Consortium. The
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way that Nancy explained it to me, this will simplify the supply chain
and guarantee paying work for everyone, especially the most difficult
populations to employ: artists, musicians, authors, criminals, and the
mentally ill. Not only does The Authenticator cross-reference other
works to make sure that your works are authentic (thus the name), but
it can also tell how deep the work comes from one’s soul. The more
you give, the more you get paid.
There will be enough to house not only anybody who is currently
incarcerated, but the model is so simple and humane that they plan to
expand to include enough for what The Consortium estimates to be
the theoretical maximum number of outlaws.
As for ourselves, The Consortium has offered to make us the face of
the organization, and I believe we will accept. It has always been my
family’s destiny to usher in such a New World Order and it is my
honor to be our representative and the representative of a more
democratic, humane, and fundamentally Capitalistic way of life.
Captain’s Log 12.23.2032:
I went to see Ol’ Scrawny Bonny today. Queen of the bLUEs, Miss
Triple Aught herself. At first, she was non-responsive. But then out of
nowhere she opened her eyes, screamed out “The Apparatus Had Us!”
and died. Well, ‘died’ is a strong word. The way the Docs explained it,
her heart stopped beating and it won’t be coming back online any time
soon – if at all. I guess that makes 2 of us, well 6, including the Aces.
My ticker’s just fine, better than ever Docs say, but legally, I remain
deceased and my status as “Martyr of the Revolution'' is paying
dividends. The family business has tripled especially Merch sales.
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February 11th, 2036, AmeXation Day they use to call it. Each state
made its plea to the Federal authority. From Oaxaca to Chihuahua,
from Tamaulipas to Baja California and everywhere in between. I
remember Nancy explaining it to me like it was yesterday…
“Uncle Johnny, sit down.”
“I’m fine thank you. What’s this all about?”
“As you know, much has changed since you left for Tamaulipas
nearly 6 years ago. And, as of 12 noon today, all 32 states of Mexico
have seceded from the federal authorities in CDMX. In truth, this was
a long time coming, but we think that this could be good for the
country. As well as for The Consortium. And of course, the family.”
“I don’t follow, Nancy.”
“The only thing left in the capital is Anarchists, gang violence, and
pensioners. The smart ones are running for the hills, and after that,
whoever’s left will either join us – or be part of the problem. Either
way, the only future we see is a merger.”
“That sounds like globalism to me, Nan…”
“That’s because that’s exactly what it is. But think about it like this,
Uncle YoYo – sorry, I mean Uncle Johnny: ‘if yain’t growin’ yer
shrinkin’,’ right?”
“Right, but…”
“And when was the last time this country added an inch of
territory? 1959? That’s almost a century ago. As is, when Alaska &
Hawaii joined the Union, they was already territories, Uncle Johnny.
This is new terrain, altogether!”
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“What are the Canadians saying about all this?”
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“Another 10 states – er, territories and another 3.85 million square
miles of territory, I mean, 9,984,670 kilometers. When you add in what
the USM is ponyin’ up, that more than doubles the size of the country.
And with your endorsement, we think that making this work is a chip
shot!”

----------------------

----------------------

Getting Canada to come along was the easy part. All they needed
was three concessions. You old enough to remember Bogey, but maybe
not all the details: (1) The new currency would be known as “Loonies”
– and “Toonies”, after the traditional nickname of the Canadian
medium of exchange – that’s how all that got started; (2) Canadians
wanted the States to be called Provinces and (3) Mexico & the USA
was gonna do our best to get along with one another. As an added
concession, the USA agreed to learn the metric system, but as you
know, there was a catch. The Whynot Rosenfelds got to design the
new banner. And well, not everyone was happy about it.
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Damas y Caballeros, el Estandarte de la Unión de América del Norte.
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Bogey, I have always believed that naming rights are fundamental
to achieving greatness. The Indians, for instance, should have
demanded that the USA be named India 2. I, for one, blame their
entire plight as a people on this strategic blunder. That is why, it is my
belief, that the singular achievement of The Consortium & of the USA,
over Canada and Mexico, came by way of naming the whole thing. By
rights, after all, America should have been called New Netherlands.
But, the Vespucci family, being such close advisors to the House of
Hanover, the Erikson & Columbus clans never had a chance at their
rightful claim to name, either.
It’s the same old song. Year after year, generation after generation.
And we ain’t none of us gonna see Justice – not until Kingdom Come!
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Book V: A King's Banquet
Until we are all free, we are none of us free -Emma Lazarus
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It was time. I had come here with a mission, and I was not leaving here
without fulfilling that mission. I crept into Johnny’s shack, intent on doing
the deed.
The shack was not much bigger than an outhouse, and it smelled much
worse! I could barely see anything, but a man has to do what a man has to do.
I crept into the little cabin, slowly took my belt off, and prepared for the
inevitable. No one would know it was me…
A motion-detector light came on – I was too late – there were bodies
everywhere!
“Boy, what you into?”
Turns out I was not alone. The voices were those of Iggy and Knowle
Breedlove as well as one Mr. Angel Rothstein.
“Shoot son, don’t you know we all sleep county jail style –
dormitory-like, family type? But, there’s plenty of room, if you need to
catch some Z’s!”
I was embarrassed, to say the least.
“Well, I’m sorry to disturb you, gentlemen. I’ll let you get back to
sleep.”
Sleep! Hahaha! Mr. Angel Rothstein ain’t slept in nearly 27 years!
He’s a damn insomniac. Oh, hell! He’ll go rest his eyes, recharge his
battery, he’ll get himself into a deep-R.E.M like meditative state. But
Angie don’t sleep.
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Iggy & Knowle on the other hand? That’s pretty much all they do
anymore.
“We ain’t that bad.
“Lilac moon tonight. Surprised Bonny ain’t here. ‘specially seein’ as
we got company and all.”
Yeah. Well, let’s not get into all that…
When Iggy & Knowle spoke, it was always in a kind of spectacular
unison. But more than the coincidence of their timing, their voices often
collided into marvelous 5ths and 3rds as well as the occasional sharp 4th. It
truly was a thing of beauty.
I believe it was St Thomas Aquinas who said that it is not the repugnance
of this species of relationship which makes it forbidden, but the undeniable
beauty which makes it so dangerous. There is little one can do when so
enraptured by love, and only this kind of love – the love of one so like oneself,
can mesmerize one so completely.
Bogey, allow me to introduce you to the rest of the gang. Of course,
you know all about “JellyRoll” Knowle and Iggy “Piggy” Breedlove.
But this man here is the REAL prize for your little exposé: Mr. Angel
Rothstein himself. Birth Name: Malachi Azrael Rothstein. Inventor of
the Press-On Permanent Tattoo, Author of The Will to Harmony (Epics,
Ethics, and Aesthetics in Berlin's Ishtar), and of course, The Rothstein
Equation for Land Valuation®. What was it again, Angie?
“Just make it stop… please, just make it stop:
(D*I)/21,000,000=FMV of L/sqft.”
You catch that?! Run that by him again, baby! The man looks
befuddled…
“Can -can I just go back to sleep, please? It’s - it’s nothing, really.
You just, you just multiply the population density of an area by the
average household income of that area and then divide the result by
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21,000,000. That gives you the approximate -- the approximate fair
market value- per square foot -- of the land in question.”
Get it Bogey! Get it?!? That’s why The Consortium can come by
and squeeze all these PermaLifers dry of every last original idea they
have. But there’s three things we ain’t never gonna give up: Our
Minds, Our Families, & Our Land! This acreage alone is worth nearly
10,000,000 Cred. But I ain’t sellin’!
“Hell no!”
Tell ‘im, boys.
“Just did.”
Now, did I ever tell you the other reason why I done built this here
cinder block canvas in the first place? The one that got me in trouble
all those years ago?
“Give us a break. Not this one again, Boss!”
Just give it a chance. I don’t think ya’ll know all the details…
“We know ‘em by heart!”
Well, let’s see what our young friend thinks of this one…
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Now, this was back in the days before these damn SunSuckers
started to offer us all this ‘clean’, abundant energy at our beck and call.
“Here we go, here we go… Leave the boy be.”
No. He got to know the truth. He done come here for The Truth,
JellyRoll. And The Truth shall set him free…
See, before all this ‘clean, abundant, low-cost’ solar, we used to do it
the old-fashioned way: instead of suckin’ the sun dry…
“Do you think we’re really sucking it dry?”
Hahahahahaha! Are you kidding me? Hell son, I think that’s part of
The Master Plan!
Where was I? Oh, oh, see, we used to suck the Earth dry. And the
biggest EarthSucker out there was Vespucci Oil & Gas®.
“They were the forerunner of Copernicus Solar Solutions®, right?”
How about that? I knew you was the scholarly type, Bo! That’s
right. That's right, but they all just a different name for the East India
Tea Company as far as I’m concerned.
“OK! OK, Time for meds and beds. This -I… I can't. I, I… I
can’t…”
Uh-huh. Get real, Angel. Noctu Vero Exeunt.
“Well… well, it’s almost morning. And these hills have eyes.”
“And ears…”
I ain’t afraid of all that! I ain’t afraid of all that...
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Yo, Iggy Piggy: how ‘bout a swig o’ dat bAnG BANG! -- C’mon,
man. Pass me some o’ dat Pruno Sammartino… And tell ‘im how you
do it!
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First: you gotta getchya motor runnin’, let ‘er ferment in the sun!
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
Chock full o’ 2,700 essential minerals, vitamins, and Venusian
pro·virotics...
And then you add a tad o’ yeast from yo’ belly button crease
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
...including H1N1 stabilizer,
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
You find a mossy rock and then ya throw it in a sock.
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
...as well as SARS-COV 1, 2, and 3!
Separate the mash, and then you mix it with a spoon…
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
In other words, It's sure to put hair on yo’ chest...
Then ya’ sip a little prune by the lilac moon!
bAnG BANG!
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bAnG BANG!
...and keep it off o’ yo’ dupa!
Then ya’ sip a little prune by the lilac moon!
bAnG BANG!

bAnG BANG!
Awe, HELL son. Now don’t tell me you ain’t never had no Jail Juice
before!
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
Then ya’ sip a little prune by the lilac moon!
bAnG BANG!

bAnG BANG!
C’mon, man. You ain’t no viro·phobe is ya?
bAnG BANG!

bAnG BANG!
Don’t be scared, kid-- it tastes like Heaven™
bAnG BANG!

bAnG BANG!
-- and it’s good for you too…
bAnG BANG!
bAnG BANG!
Then ya’ sip a little prune by the lilac moon!
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bAnG BANG!

bAnG BANG!
----------------------

----------------------

Pinesol bouquet. Notes of Hepatitis C.
So whatchya say, Bo?!
“It -- it’s GREAT!”
Good! GOOD, good!
Okay. So, now like I was sayin’, hic, like I say, I know what I seen!
Vespucci Oil & Gas® was diggin’ up dem ol’ pipelines back here,
installing new ones and they needed somewhere to drop their load.
Well, to cut costs, or more likely as part of a sophisticated
embezzlement scheme, they dumped what I have estimated to be 2,000
TONS of industrial byproduct RIGHT HERE on The Compound!
And they still ain’t cleaned it up.
Then I try and fix it up MY way, on - on MY terms -- on MY dime,
nonetheless. And --and The Man ain't wanna do nothin’ but hold me
back!
It’s the same as now. The Consortium been ‘round since way before
you and me, since before the S&P. Hell, The Consortium most likely
older than The Tzadik! himself !
Anyway, it is my belief, and you can take this to the bank, my dude
– that my arrest and subjugation was nothing but a cover-up for the
dumping and the embezzlement that was going on here. Tell you one
thing, Bo: ain’t NOTHIN’ - nothin’ clean about laundered money.
“Hey, hey, hey! Tell the kid about the time they tried to get us to
sell out Liberty Hill!”
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That’s right. That’s right, Iggy. We were offered a vision of
Heaven™. Sure, at first we may have taken the bait... Son, now don’t
get me wrong. Happy Fun Place is a good time - and a much, much
more humane place to send folks than jail or prison. But it ain’t no 12
hours a day fun, Bo.
Awe, HELL! I was born in a different age is all. The 1990s.
In my day, we played outside most of the time. Sure, sure we had T.V.,
Internet, Social Media, The Radio, video games - including P.C. games,
console games, and mobile games. We had movie theatres, cell phones.
The Head-Mounted Display was takin’ off back then, but not like the
kids now. NoooOooo way. All they wanna do is mess around talkin’
‘bout ‘Happy Fun Time, Happy Fun Time!’ Most people don’t
remember that it all started off as nothing more than a prison
sentence. Now it’s a self-imposed exile. Most of the world living out
the bulk of their days and half their nights in a hell of their own
making!
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Sure, sure, we endorsed the plan initially. But I was he·si·tant from
the get-go. Anything that seems too good to be true usually is. And I
had to know what The Consortium was up to. It was my civic duty to
understand what their true plans were. So, I had Ramtin do some
investigatin’.
“Get real, man! You weren’t arrested for Construction of Property
or displaying a Patriotic mural – it was Contempt of Court, plain and
simple. There’s no ‘Vast Corporatist Conspiracy’! You were arrested
that day for making a scene -- in a court of law -- and harassing a
judge in HIS courtroom. The Consortium didn’t cause The
Singularity – and neither did Scrawny Bonny’s ‘Voodoo Yehudi’ – it
was a once in an eon event, man. Like the one -- like the one that hit
the -- the Yucatan 66 million years ago. I - I - I don’t like The
Consortium much either, Jack, but you make them out to be something
they’re not.”
Although uncomfortable, it was an honor to observe the two match wits Angel Rothstein’s mythic, cerebral realism versus Diamond Jack’s heroic,
mainstream heterodox conservatism. Worthy adversaries. No doubt.
Then how do you explain the fact that I ended up in court in the
first place?!
“Because you’re cheap.”
Huh!?
“Sure. You hired a cheap Yinzer Contractor®. Then, once you got
into legal trouble, you refused to hire a lawyer. You make everything
out to be a crucible, a cosmic conspiracy against ‘Ol’ Diamon’ Jack
Johnny’ when most of the time it’s just bad luck. And a lot of the time
it’s your fault!”
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Let me tell you something: I may not have much of a formal
education, Angie, but I know what I saw. I know what I saw. And since
you was there yourself, how do you explain what we saw in them
tunnels?
“Clinical exhaustion and methane poisoning.”
Uh-huh, uh-huh. Then how did we end up back in Pittsburgh,
man? Deus Ex Machina?
“That's a tricky one. I don't know, Johnny, maybe it was -- The
Tzadik!”
Nope. Try again.
“Wanderin’ Wendy?!”
Maybe, maybe. Listen here, Angie, if you so skeptical, then why you
here anymore, baby? Why ARE you here!?
“Three reasons:
(1) I don’t trust The Consortium either;
(2) I believe in you – and you, and you, and yes... even you; and
(3) --- Bonny’s Gumbo.”
Hahahaha! I knew it, I knew it! Damn good Gumbo.
“Let's just put a bow on it, shall we? The kid probably wants to get,
uh, uh probably wants to get some sleep by now.”
Right, right, right. Singularity, extinction event, Consortium…
“This is the part where you usually talk about your heroic cloak
and dagger work with ‘Ol’ Tinny Tehrani’”
That’s right, that's right… Right, right, right… Well, now, now,
uh, yes. That’s it – now, as a general principle, I am adamantly opposed
to crossing another man's line. Adamantly opposed to it! After all,
Bogey, whether we talkin’ ‘bout private property, government-owned
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property, or property belonging to a corporation -- or even to The
Consortium itself, I know that the very foundation of any civilization
is respect for private property.
Now dig this baby, traditionally there are three kinds of trespass:
(1) Trespass of the person,
(2) Trespass of the land, and
(3) Trespass of the chattel.
Say someone comes by and violates your personal space, knocks
you out. That’s a trespass of the person. Or someone comes onto your
property without your authorization: that’s a trespass of the land.
Trespass of the chattel means someone done messed around with yo’
possessions. You could even count theft as a trespass of the chattel –
why all them trespasses was the excuse for EVERY law on the book,
back when the law was The Law. But in our case, we would have to dig
into the digital property rights of The Consortium. Now, I said to
myself “Look at it this way: they built a profile on Bonny, The Aces,
and me,” – wasn’t it our right and my responsibility to find out what they
was using that profile for? Moreover, hadn’t our rights been violated in
the first place?
When Ramtin came back to me with the files, it dang near broke
my heart.
Johnny handed me his copy of the dossier. It was a damning report, to be
sure. Mostly for Bonny, Johnny, and the rest of the boys. But, if the
memorandum is real, and if what it implies is true -- a big if -- then it may,
in fact, be just as damning for The Company.
If accurate, Johnny and the gang are nothing more than a
Consortium-made invention. But, between Johnny’s bent for conspiracy
theories and Ramtin’s penchant for forgery, who could know?
Is Ramtin even really the raconteur that he’s been made out to be? Isn't the
reverse more likely?
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Dear reader, I trust you to determine whether the following is a true
smoking gun or mere Volvero propaganda:

<Start>
Memorandum: Every Man a King
--------------------------------------------------------Our initial results have been even more successful than
anticipated. Mr. Rosenfeld and his merry band of outlaws have
proven themselves to be as useful to our ends as our initial
research had promised.
The appetite, from the masses, for such an antihero is, as
we expected, insatiable. The Rosenfelds’ co·operation in the
matter will be rewarded in due course. In fact, their ‘Happy Fun
Place’ & ‘Heaven™ in a Box’ innovations seem to be improving our
problems with law and order, as we have seen a sharp decline in
both recidivism and first-time offenses. This has the added
upshot of reducing our dependence on harsher penalties &
unnecessary expenses associated with increased surveillance and
police. A decreased tax burden will increase trust in local
authorities and clear the way for a broader acceptance of the
new regime.
We plan to offer the same services, free of charge, more
broadly, not only to the incarcerated population but also to the
public at large. Both the entertainment value of this tool, as
well as the increased productivity are boons. Our roll-out,
currently dubbed ‘Every Man a King’, shall commence forthwith.
Our expectation is for the Rosenfelds, through their
representatives at The Company, especially Nancy, to be of great
service. We anticipate VERY little resistance from the rest of
the cohort.
</End>
---------------------------------------------------------
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Bo, did you know that G-D didn’t originally want the Ancient
Israelites to have a King? But they insisted. Claimed it could help keep
the peace. And maybe it did. Arguably. He relented, and sent down
Saul; But it ain’t holy, Bo. Nah, nah, nah, Ain Kodesh. Ain Kodesh! See,
there ain’t but one King and one King only. That’s the Lord our G-D!
“Tell him, Johnny!”
Just did, boys. Just did. Now, whether G-D resides in this universe
or not. Whether he IS this universe or not. Whether this universe is
but a grain of sand in the eye of HIS holy infinitude, there is but one
Lord, 1 King, and his name is The Truth. His name is THE NAME:
HaShem, HaMelech, HaOlam!
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So, I went downtown to Consortium H.Q. to talk directly to Nan:
“Uncle Jack, good to see you! I actually need to talk to you about
something.”
“Yeah, I already know about all that.”
“Let’s just slow dow…”
“Yer bein’ used.”
“Uncle Joh...”
“And you don’t even care.”
“I think you’re making a lot out of something that you don’t even
underst…”
“We will fight you at EVERY turn.”
“Uncle Johnny, yer 90% friend ain’t yer 10% enemy!”
“Every. Single. Turn.”

----------------------

----------------------

And fight we did, Bogey. Fight we did! You’ll remember some of
the following clips from what the Mainstream Media called “The Ink
Wars”:
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The Pittsburgh Consortium-Gazette
10.20.2038
____________________________________________________
People of Pittsburgh and of the World,

It has recently come to this citizen’s attention that the intentions of The
Consortium are not as pure as many of us have been led to believe.

We are being told that our new corporate masters have only our best
interests at heart. That our new world order is The Best of All Possible
Worlds.

These new leaders are just as likely to abuse their power as every other
set since time immemorial.

We are being promised a stateless Anarcho-Capitalist Utopia, and are
meant to believe that it is all for the sake of YOU, the consumer. But I
ask myself this: when in human history did such a world order, one in
which the common man is left to fend for himself against the wild, and
against the will of a set of all-too-powerful corporate interests end in
anything other than war, bondage - or worse yet, apathy!?
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The public face of this organization comes from the Revolution itself,
the so-called ‘Whynot Rosenfeld’ clan; however, is it not more likely
that this backwater band of ne'er-do-wells is being used by The
Organization as celebutantes and would-be innovators, in order to
entice us all into an intellectual slumber?

And what of the martyr of their cause, young Reagan Rosenfeld? Is her
legacy not being bastardized by the new regime? Was it not the
Globalist Kabal in Tamaulipas which was responsible for her being shot
down in the 1st place?

It is therefore my conclusion that we, The People resist The
Consortium at all costs. That you return to your homes and to your
families, that you -- that WE shun these so-called technological
advances, ‘advances’ which if used as prescribed will function not as a
salve, but as a poison to our bodies, to our minds, and to our souls.

-The Ace of Hearts
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The Pittsburgh Consortium-Gazette
10.30.2038
____________________________________________________
Dear Reader,

It is this editorial board’s duty to report the facts as we see them.

Recently, our publication ran a letter to the Editor from “The Ace of
Hearts”. The claims of this author have been found to be spurious at
best, and at worst defamatory. Furthermore, we believe they may
function as a cause for potential incitement. Responses from the piece
have been incendiary, to say the least. We are therefore recommending
caution in response to this line of thinking.

To be sure, the events of the last several years have taken all of us by
surprise and have changed the world as we know it in more ways than
could ever have been anticipated. In life, we must make decisions based
on reason and experience; however, The Consortium has never forced
anybody to consume its products, nor to accept its prescriptions to the
ills of the world. That said, we must all, as individuals and as members
of a global community, determine what is right and what is wrong.

We will, therefore, continue to welcome alternative opinions in this
journal, but must caution, that turning eccentric conspiracy theories into
action can be just as dangerous as blindly following any group of
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leaders, elected or otherwise. Even those who may seem to have our
best interests at heart, especially in these troubling times.

-The Pittsburgh Consortium-Gazette, Editorial Board
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The Pittsburgh Enquirer: ‘If The Facts Don’t Fit, We Must Have Quit!’
11.11.2038:

Scrawny Bonny to Blame for Death of Reagan Rosenfeld!
New pictorial evidence, obtained from sources in the
Southern Provinces, now clarifies the party responsible for
the death of Reagan Rosenfeld. It is none other than cult
figure Achava Abdulaziz, better known as ‘Scrawny Bonny,’
common-law wife of Mr. Yonatan Rosenfeld, AKA ‘Diamond
Jack Johnny’.
While municipal prosecutors in Mexico could not be reached
regarding the status of an on-going investigation, it is now
clear that Ms. Abdulazis, rather than being the hero that she
has long let the world believe her to be, is in fact, the sole
responsible party in the death of Reagan Rosenfeld: “Martyr
of the Revolution”.
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The Pittsburgh Plain Dealer
Since 2032
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------December 25th, 2038

Zalman Rosenfeld to be Named
Chairman of Consortium Board of
Directors, Daughter Will Serve as CEO:
In an apparent reversal of previous policy, and as a response to public
outcry against the clandestine nature of the group, The Consortium
will announce shortly the meteoric rise of Mr. Zalman Rosenfeld and
his daughter Nancy, to function as the public faces of the organization.
Mr. Rosenfeld, known affectionately as “Uncle Sticky” is, of course,
the creator of several of The Consortium’s most popular inventions,
including The Authenticator, which is responsible for 30% of all new
job starts over the last 24 months alone.
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Now, that’s just a plain old lie. Let me tell you something about
‘The Authenticator’ -- it works alright, they suck you dry of all your
hopes and dreams and entertain you into submission. GENIUS! Then
they randomly select a few ‘lucky’ saps to be “Innovators of the Year”,
they lionize their goofball antics, they steal half of the ideas they see
coming out of the Hill and then every once in a while, Uncle Sticky
comes up with a new one, and WalaWala Bing Bang, they credit the
HiveMind!
Volvero propaganda.
Son, don’t get me wrong, Uncle Sticky is a genius – CER·TI·FIED
– certifiable, really. But the truth is, he ain’t got the horse sense the
good Lord gave a pissant. Ain’t no way he’s runnin’ The Consortium.
Oh, they use his face as a branding device, that’s all. Nancy on the
other hand? She’s smart, organized, and they probably even let her in
on some of the medium-sized decisions. But, mostly the Whynot
Rosenfelds are getting played by The Man like a damn dreidel.
And all they do is treat me like a redheaded stepchild. Anytime I do
hear from them it’s ‘Come on back Uncle YoYo,’ ‘ain’t yo’ fault Uncle
YoYo,’ ‘we fo’give you, Uncle YoYo,’ well, I don’t blame myself,
anyways! And I don’t care much for nicknames, either. Uncle YoYo
stuff – it’s annoying, it’s condescending but more than that it’s
infantilizing.
The only thing I do regret is the family has some damn good
season tickets to ALL the games. But even football ain’t like it used to
be, man. And all these new rules, Bogey! We didn’t have all these rules.
It takes the excitement out of the game.
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I say: outlaw the forward pass & abolish the kickoff. Make it take it,
I say! Bring back the dropkick and the dotted I formation. Never punt,
and ALWAYS go for it on 4th down!

----------------------

----------------------

Captain’s Log 12.29.2038:
Now, I am no conspiracy theorist. Sure, I believe that the British
Empire is fighting a subversive war against all of mankind for the sake
of serving the Queen of England, who herself is nothing but Lord
Satan’s chief emissary on the terrestrial plane. And yes, I believe The
Beatles were sent by The Crown to the United States in order to help
topple our Republic & re·establish the Monarchy. History will bear me
out on that one. But even a man of reason, such as myself, can see what
The Consortium is up to. They are using my kin, and TRYING to use
me, to try to get Bonny to use her “Voodoo Yehudi” – (as an historical
aside, wouldn’t “Mandaean Magic” be more accurate – and just as
poetic?) to take over the world, by offering EVERY man, woman, &
child The Keys to the Kingdom – a travesty, a mockery, a heresy, and a
hornswoggle, if ever I have seen one. And I will not abide!
Therefore, I cannot in good faith lead my men (and woman) nor those
who are dependent on our guidance in this brave new world of
limitless bread and circuses down this Path to Perdition. The Whynot
Rosenfelds will be forced to fend for themselves. We ‘Volveros’, as they
are now calling us, we will resist them at each and every turn… Ours
is not a twilight struggle, but rather an ETERNAL one. I am now
quite certain that the underground détente we observed & disturbed
on our way back stateside is being carried out in parallel on the
terrestrial plane. I believe this to be the last stage of life as we know it
– at least until the rise of The Messiah himself !
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I said, “Build & Rebuild!” Tired of feeling sorry for myself, I knew
that with a little bit of faith -- in me, my new family, & in G-D
almighty, things would turn around – and FAST!
It wouldn’t be easy. Back then, The Consortium was the economy
and the economy was The Consortium. Fortunately for us, we were
resourceful -- and blessed.
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We said ‘fie’ to The City and started a New World Order of our
own. Oh, it wasn’t no shiny new plaything. It wasn’t no antiseptic
Happy Fun Place, but it was home. Many of the innovations we
started back then – ah what was it, 40 years ago, give or take? Many of
those have been adopted the world over.
6,000,000 souls live up here on Liberty Hill these days! That's 1
million per square mile, and since the city won't give us no permits, we
have no choice but to bunk it. Hell, we don't mind. Keeps families
tight-knit. And besides, it's traditional. Sure! Nowadays, all these
downtown hotshots want a room for every pleasure. We here Liberty
Hillbillies happily find pleasure in EVERY room!
More Volvero propaganda. Everybody knows that without outside
assistance, the people of Liberty Hill would have starved to death decades ago.
Present company and their oh-so-tasty Gumbo excepted. Perhaps.
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Buskin’! That’s what made this country great. And it took a great
mind like Mr. Ramtin Tehrani’s to make Buskin’ a profitable endeavor.
Those Iranians boys are somethin’ ain’t they, Bo? Did you know that
Ramtin Tehrani here invented Mariachi Mama?
“Wait a minute, that one got started at The Consortium. That I
know for sure…”
Hahahaha! Is that what they’re saying now? The truth is Ramtin
got it started. The Consortium tried to rip him off. When that failed,
Ram smelled blood in the water, took ‘em to court, and won a
100,000,000 Loonie settlement. That was before IACC, but we’re
talking about a million in Cred! He ain’t never looked back. See, as part
of the settlement, Ramtin relinquished his rights to the brand and
agreed not to talk about the case. Not a word, right TinMan?
“Not sure what you’re talkin’ about…!”
“Really? My mom used to work for Mariachi Mama. She made
animal balloons and caricatures for birthday parties and Bar
Mitzvahs.”
Job Cre-a-tor! After that, Ramtin started back small: with a single
open stage, a handful of vending machines, and a pay-as-you-go
bathroom. Best part of all, it was done with almost no labor costs
whatsoever: the entertainment was being done by the customers, the
food was serve-yourself, so the only thing Ramtin had to do was make
sure the place was kept clean. But he never spent a dime on housing.
He slept in the kitchen after hours and rented out the top two floors.
Just enough to cover basic overhead and the mortgage on the building.
Like I said, these Iranians is smart. All them South Asians: Iranians,
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Afghanis, Indians, Pakistanis, Nepalis, hell, even the Bhutanese. Ain’t
nobody outhustle the Bhutanese!
After a while, Ramtin got to thinkin’ “I’ll charge for bunkin' too,”
--- sleep-ins! That’s how it got started. And that’s what I call practicing
Capitalism.
Now the whole world knows about the Baskethouse™. But when
he got started, it was just a little joint on Brownsville Road. Oh, sure
The Consortium’s got The Buskinhouse™ -- But you notice,
everything they come out with is derivative. From what I hear, even
The Authenticator is starting to have its hiccups. Before you know it,
they’ll have their minions up here on the Hill.
“Probably do already.”
Most likely, most likely.
Tinny done had some failures, to be sure. The all-you-can-eat
drive-thru chief amongst them.
“Yikes, don’t remind me!”
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Nah, the food was great. And the cost structure made sense. You
just needed more windahs. I still say you should give it another try.
But this time, maybe more windahs. And wait staff on roller-skates.
“I’m not going down that road again…”
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They call Pittsburgh “The City That Conquered the World”.
‘Course, there’s a double-edged sword to that kind of thing, now ain’t
there? The open border policy up on the hill was putting a strain on
us, to be sure. But a peoples’ core values MUST supersede their
temporal and material concerns.

Consortium Headquarters, Downtown Pittsburgh
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Our model was becoming the basis of just about every single
community on G-D’s green Earth at that time. Folks was coming from
far and wide. It was a healthy rivalry at first. Liberty Hill versus The
World, with New Pittsburgh leading the way as our chief rival. Both
sides had our advantages. Liberty Hill had Faith, Family Football, and
Food. REAL FOOD! New Pittsburgh: unlimited entertainment and
cheap, tasty food on demand. Heaven™ in a Bag! Dang it, that Sticky’s
a flippin’ Savant.
Now, on the one hand, I was honored to be the inventor, well
co-inventor at least, of this new world order, and that the family was
taking initiative and benefiting also. But, on the other side of that coin
was the realization that in this world it is, and has always been: eat or
be eaten, beat or be beaten.
That was right before The Consortium got everyone to adopt the
IACC model of credit expansion we've been putting up with ever since.
Incentive, Action, Connection Community. Everybody knowin’ who
everybody knows and who everybody owes. Genius. Evil genius, but
genius nonetheless. We couldn’t keep up.
Bo, you probably remember a time when everyone was still doing
business in Loonies, right?
“I sure do.”
Well, Loonies & Toonies.
Do you believe they use to outlaw drugs and prostitution while
encouraging 40-hour work weeks - and more!
“Incredible. 40 hours. That’s, that’s insane!
“Ugh, so inefficient, too!”
Yep. Yep, the old saying goes: G-D and Moses invented the 6-day
work week, Unions gave us the 5-day, but Bill Gates and Steve Jobs
turned that back into 168 hours. And well, now The Consortium takes
credit for the 2-hour workweek. But of course, EVERYTHING comes
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at a price… Nah, I prefer good-old-fashioned debt-based money and
poverty wages. Give me fiat currency or give me death! Did you know
that the United States of America was originally built on debt?
Revolutionary War, Civil War, WWII. All the great ones built on
debt!!!!
“Settle down, John!”
I’m just getting’ warmed up!
Hell, Pittsburgh herself was right there in the middle of the
Whiskey Rebellion. John Neville’s House, Braddock’s Field, Old Stone
Tavern. You name it. And we would have had REAL freedom too – if
it wasn’t for that damn illiterate, beaver-toothed usurper, Washington!
“Settle the$#!+ DOWN!”
Off my back, Angel. Let me ask you something Bo: you work for
The Consortium. What’s it like on the inside?
“Pay’s good.”
That’s what I hear. But I hear other things too.
“Like?”
Like folks is gettin’ desperate – like they runnin’ out of new ideas.
Brain drain. That true?
“Can’t say.”
“I know what’s going on.”
You still got some friends on the inside. Don’t you Angie…?

200

Cha

r IX: A Mil

Tim Fur

r!

“Well, well from what they’re telling me, they’re resorting to
drastic measures now. They’re trying to go back.”
‘Go back’?
“To before, John.”
Time travel!? Parallel Universes!
“No, John, not exactly. Not at all, actually. That’s -that's not even
possible, actually. I doubt that they realize what they're getting
themselves into. But, rumor has it they’re using an unG-Dly number
of resources on a hair-brained scheme to try and go back -- ALL.
THE. WAY.”
The Big Bang.
“Further. A million times further. You see, folks down at HQ are
pretty sure that we’ve been down this road before - that after its
expansion, the universe eventually contracts and then expands again.
Contracts and expands, contracts and expands- again, and again, and
again. Sticky and his minions are calling it ‘The Accordion Theory of
Space-Time’. Well, apparently this is the 258 billionth variation -- give
or take a few.
“The theory is, if you use enough processing power, you can infer
what happened last time – and the time before that. Right down to the
nitty-nitty gritty. And you can use all of that spiritual and cerebral
firepower to control this iteration and the next iteration, and the next,
and the next and the next! You’ll not only have all the juice from
previous cycles, but you’ll always know what everyone is up to in this
one.
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“And all without violating anyone's legal rights here. The way I
hear, it’s going to be the fossil fuel of intellectual property. And it’s all
for the taking!”
Surveillance society on ste·roids, if you ask me.
“Umm, I don’t.”
Whatever, man. These Progs just cain’t get enough, can they? It’s
like Ol’ Blaise Pascal said: “If G-D didn’t exist, we would need to
invent HIM”. Well, G-D is real. G-D is the only REAL thing there is!
But these downtown bigshots don’t know it. And I feel sorry for them,
to be honest witchya. They need G-D as much as the rest of us, and so
they’re trying to play G-D. Or worse yet, they tryin’ to create HIM
themselves. How’s it gonna work, exactly?
“Well, from everything I've gathered, it’s like DNA or carbon
testing. But to a much more granular level.”
Like an X-ray of the soul!
“Getting deep -getting deep enough into just one person –
especially the right person-- you won’t just know about your
ancestors, but about previous iterations of yourself- from prior to the
last Big Bang. And that -well that can help infer what’s going to
happen this go-round.”
Run that by the kid again. I don’t think he caught that, Angie.
“No, I understand.”
Don’t be shy, now.
“Long -- long story short, they’re using all this damn Dream
Machine brain power to try and change the very essence of nature!”
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THREE EXTRA ZEROS?!?! Totally Worth It!
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Awe HELL! Now, son, it’s like all these so-called modern
‘innovations’. I think back to Ronny and his crusade against nuclear...
When nuclear first come on-line, it was gonna power our homes and
protect us from The Reds. Well, we all learned a long time ago that
the threats outweigh the rewards...
“And there’s no law against what they’re doing, either. Those
iterations of us don’t have rights in our time. Did anybody get worked
up over the rights of the dinosaurs and long-dead civilizations when
we dug them up? Nobody’s going to care anyway, because they’ve
given the Hoi Polloi enough bread and games to last them from here
to eternity.”
Panes et Circes! Now, I also heard that they talkin’ ‘bout puttin’ up a
paywall to use Heaven™ in a Bag. Is that true?
“Probably just a head-fake to keep people annoyed at all the wrong
things.”
Now, what really we need is a war. We haven’t had a good war in 20
years. It ain’t natural! Well, what can you do?
Son, civilization is, at the end of the day, a leaky ship. You can plug
up one hole, but that just puts pressure on the next one. Ain’t no
winnin’. Liberalization is our only hope – abolish the U.M.C! But of
course, that again requires a strong central authority to enforce the
new order. THERE’S NO WINNING.
The cracks were beginning to show. I didn’t know whether to strike
then-and-there or hold out for the bigger stakes. I decided to follow the better
angels of my nature and wait.
Yeah, Angie, you right. I guess I’d better settle down, now.
Wouldn’t wanna upset anybody, especially our honored guest.
Particularly not on Shabbos. Anyway, I know what you up to Bogey, I
know what you up to…
But let me just tell you one thing about loyalty. It’s a two-sided
proposition. Years ago, I fell short with Bonny. I knew it, but I was
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bone-headed about it. At the end of the day, I did the right thing –
after I had tried out all the other options. Eventually, I decided to
make things right – on her terms. So, I wrote her a tasty little
sardonic, biblically inspired love-song. Went a little something like
this -- Boys!
Well, I climbed up a mountain & I brought you a rose
And I bought you some wine & the finest of clothes
Now my lips they are pursed, & mine eyes they are closed,
But it's vanity, vanity -- everyone knows!
...
Well, I wrote you a song it was pure, it was clear
Yes, I whispered it softly for only your ear
And I told you ‘It's only your judgment I fear’...
You said: "Vanity, vanity that's all I hear!"
...
Perhaps if I had some unparalleled gift
But your heart is a stone you yourself cannot lift
Well, you tell me to leave, that I’m not welcome here
Then you lock all the doors and invite all my fears
...
Sure, I built you a home and I gave you the moon
And I fed you at night with a fine silver spoon
And you say "You're alright, you just peaked way too soon"
‘Vanity, vanity’ that is your tune
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...
Ah, your nature's a riddle you don't understand
You got the whole in the palm of your hand
Well, you tell me "Get lost, I don't need you around"
But you'd still call my name from six feet underground
...
Now that everything's finished, it starts once again
As for us, it's a story without any end
And I got what was coming, Lord knows that I’ve sinned
It was vanity, vanity -- chasing the wind!
Vanity, vanity -- chasing the wind!
Yes, it's vanity, vanity -- chasing the wind!
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That’s all it took, a little try-to for an old friend.
Listen like I say, Bo, I know what you’re up to. I ain’t gonna stop
you now. But, I do want you to understand that I have faith -- in you -to do what’s right.
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Not much left to say, Bogeyman. Most of the rest is just pedantic:
After The People's Democratic Republic of South Western
Pennsylvania was formed & we seceded from the N.A.U, they just
started flowing into Allegheny County -- all four corners. Then the
birthless population boom, the secession of the other regions, and as
you know, this whole damned world-wide Anarcho-Capitalist
phenomenon. Still, Pittsburgh had the edge: Comparative Advantage,
naming rights, and Liberty Hill! Although, if you are going to include
that type of information, it’s better to go to a source like A People’s
Annotated History of the One True Revolution, by Mr. Shoham Ariel
Zober. Or some-such bigshot like that.
Nowadays, man every time Ramtin (or anyone else around here)
come up with something new, The Consortium rips ‘em off ! The
Booger Bag? That came out of the Hill– originally called it The Snot
Pocket – you believe people used to just throw that stuff away?! Iggy
himself came up with Sperm Whale Sperm Shampoo, ‘Eggs & Kegs’
was originally ‘Beers & Shmears’ and ‘The Pooch’ was called – what
did they call it Tinny?
“The Cool.”
– That’s right, the adjustable indoor couch-slash-swimming pool
that everyone wants for Hanukkah? That done come from out The
Hill, too!
Authenticator, my Dupa! It’s nothin’ but copycat corporatism. In
my day, being an artist was a noble profession. There was value in
knowing - for certain that your work, no matter how good OR bad,
had the same chance of selling and that chance was roughly 0.0
AND WE LIKED IT!
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“It’s Karma for me, Jack– they let me off easy. Remember, I started
off as a flout myself, but you have a legitimate infringement case...”
Now, now Tin Man, that ain’t gonna happen. They is family. And
legally, if not technically, I AM dead. Might wanna clear that up
someday, but I figure keeping my current status is a little more badass!
“Yeah, I’m not givin’ that up!”
“Us neither.”
The boys were in high spirits now -- a second wind, to be sure.
Nah, if I’m gonna be completely fair, I have to admit that I do
appreciate the fact that the Whynot Rosenfelds have accomplished
quite a great deal in the last forty-odd years. And if nothing else,
having the political class tied up in knots is something that I can
endorse. But, you have to ask yourself: how long can that really last?
I know I’m repeating myself here, but there is only 1 global order.
Always has been, always will be. It’s either one boss or the other, but
in the end, you need to decide what master YOU are going to serve.
That goes for all of us.
As the old men nodded off in succession, I decided to take it upon myself to
be the hero of this story. I had come to find the truth and I would not be
going home empty-handed. I snatched Johnny’s diary and started searching
for a clue. Who was the real Diamond Jack, & what was the truth about The
Tzadik!? I had to know. The reality is that I wanted to believe in Johnny.
More than anyone else. But, how can you honestly believe in a man who is SO
sure of himself ?
Unfortunately, most of the passages I read were, as Johnny himself
conceded, ‘callow, long-winded, and perhaps a bit self-serving’. More
than a bit self-serving. Almost intentionally written as if to distract both
Johnny himself and anyone, like me, who might stumble upon, and glean
something meaningful from them. All the entries fit the mold, except perhaps
the following:
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Captain’s Log 1.07.2039:
Bonny may be telekinetic; she may also have the ability to teleport
herself and others vast distances using nothing but her mind and
magic spells; she may even be able to use hypnosis on individuals,
groups, and from time to time entire civilizations. But she ain’t no
mind reader. Nobody is. Mind readin’ ain’t nothin’ but a 2nd rate
literary gimmick, utilized by 3rd rate authors who don’t know how to
develop characters well enough to build suspense and create
compelling dialog. So, how was she to know about Reagan – or any of
this? She didn’t take it well, and I cain’t blame her.
The truth is that I ain’t the hero of this story, but merely it’s foil. Not
its prince, but rather its clown. And The Aces ain’t nothing but
Wildcards. Yet, they are the only thing keeping me going now,
especially since Bonny ain’t speaking to me (or anyone) much
anymore. And as for her, she’s not the fall-gal for this so-called
‘Revolution’, but the Fallstaff. Neither black sheep nor scapegoat, but
merely escapist fantasy. And I, in the end, am nothing more than an
affable dunce.

----------------------

----------------------

The irony, of course, was this: that by failing to share these passages with
me – and with the world, Johnny had concealed not his greatest flaw, but his
highest achievement. A hitherto unknown capacity for self-doubt, a negative
capability – a true hero’s most admirable quality. The ability to know one’s
faults, confront them honestly and to rise above them, nonetheless.
No matter now. The hours were getting shorter and the boys were waking
up again.
There was no time to waste.
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One more point to make: The Ego is a fragile thing. Its fragility,
Beauregard is measured in absolute direct proportion to its size, you
see… I know what you call our kind -- 5th Worlders, Volveros. In
reality, it is an American tradition, beginning with the
Transcendentalists, who in turn inspired the Kibbutz movement in
Israel and even some of the early experiments in Communism. Now, I
don’t have to tell you Bo, but I’m…
“A card-carrying Capitalist?”
You hear that TinMan?
“Boy’s going places, Jack!”
“That’s right. That’s right. The point is though, sometimes, even
now, I think that I made the wrong choice all those years ago…”
“Well, after all, isn’t The Consortium itself Practicing Capitalism?”
Are you kiddin’ me?!?! Get real. Son, it's like grandpa Simmy used
to say ‘You can putchyo booties in the oven, but they won't turn to
baklava!’ Truth is, that a company big enough to give you everything
you want, and need, is strong enough to take it all away!
But, maybe if I had made some different choices all those years ago,
I could have had some kind of a positive effect on the organization
itself. Worse yet, what if my resistance is actually strengthening my
adversary? Maybe… Well, now I’m getting into ‘What-ifs’ when what
I really need to do, what I really need to do is get back to ‘Why
nots’…
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I had slept all through the day, and now it truly was too late. It was
starting to look as if I would not even get the chance to meet The Tzadik! I
had failed to complete the foremost task I was meant to realize and in essence,
I would be going home empty-handed… ‘Brother’ Ramtin gave me a wink
and a smile. Did he know?
“You’re wondering why I’m still here? Half a billion Cred, all the
money in the world… Well, there’s something called loyalty. In the
end, for your sake, remember that. And this:
Don't it seem like we've been down this road before?
All the dead-end streets and not a whole lot more...
Used to seem our dreams could open any door
Ah, the light that shines it blinds me anymore
And it seems like we've been down this road before
All the poets' blisters bleed, their hands are sore
They've forgotten what they started writing for
And the fighting's not exciting anymore
And we're sick and tired of feeling so damned poor
Yeah, it seems like we've been down this road before
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They've archived every fear
For G-Ds who do not hear
Their stomachs sick and full
With long-abandoned rules
Now, I thought my eyes had seen the distant shore
Then the lightning came and threw me to the floor
Now I don't believe in endings anymore
And I don't think Eli's coming, that's for sure
Oh, I know that we've been down this road before...
Yes, I think that we've been down this road before
Decisions of our youth
Concede a painful truth:
The gift we die to share,
A world that doesn't care
Now the boss's boss is shaking down the store
'Cause his goons won't come around here anymore
And the lion has to whisper, he won't roar
'Cept to wake a sleepin' baby half-past four
And it seems like we've been down this road before
Yes, it seems like we've been down this road before
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Don't it seem like we've been down this road before?
All the dead-end streets and not a whole lot more...
Used to seem our dreams could open any door
Now, the light that shines it blinds me anymore
And it seems like we've been down this road before
Oh, yes it seems like we've been down this road before
Don't you think that we've been down this road before?
Yes, I know that we've been down this road before.”
...
Modeh Ani Lefanecha
Melech Chai Vekayom
Shehechezarta Bi Nishmati
Bechemla
Raba Emunatecha
I offer thanks to You,
living and eternal King,
for You have mercifully restored my soul within me;
Your faithfulness is great.
Baruch Ata Adonai
Elo-hanu Melech Haolam

214

Asher Kidishanu Bemitzvotav
Vetzivanu Al Netilat Yadayim
Blessed are You, L-rd our G-d,
King of the universe,
who has sanctified us with His commandments
and commanded us concerning the washing of the hands.
Haraynee Mekabel Alai
Mitzvat Asai
Shel Ve’ahavta
Lerayacha kamocha.
I hereby take upon myself
to fulfill the commandment of
loving your fellow as yourself.
Dear Reader, our story ends here. I had come to Liberty Hill in hopes up
exposing the truth of one Mr. Yonatan Gabriel Shapiro Augustus Julius
Caesar Rosenfeld for the cult-leader I believed him to be; however, it is now
my conclusion that Mr. Rosenfeld, known to his friends as HaMsiyah HaTel,
to his enemies as The Fool on the Hill, and to you, The Public as Diamond
Jack Johnny is no cult leader, not even a false Messiah, let alone an enemy to
Progress nor to The People.
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He is merely a misguided soul. Living at the wrong time. A conspiracy
theorist and spinner of tales. A showman from a different age, born too late
and forced to live out eternity & condemn his fellow kindred-souls on this
G-D forsaken Hill, to a Hell -- of HIS own making.
</Send>
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Bogey, I got some good news and some bad news. Bad news first -ALWAYS amongst friends... Bonny wants you gone by no later than
1,000 HaLakim past Rosh HaShevua. Just enough time to eat up and
ship out. Good news is, AND this is tentative: Bonny ain't the petty
type. What I mean to say is, she's bound to give you just ONE more
chance. But, boy you gotta make it right!
And keep in mind, I still need to break the news about our little
business with Spice -- you remember...
I remember -- The Hippy Building Inspector.
The Hippy Building Inspector.
Enter Bonny. I had to make things right with her. If I did, I could still
perhaps see about The Tzadik! -- and I did know the ground rules after all:
(1) No work, musical instruments, or excessive horseplay on Shabbos, (2)
never insult Bonny's looks or cooking, and of course NO BLANK VERSE!
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Miss Triple Aught, Heaven™-brought Queen of the bLUEs
I been chasing my tail, I been searchin’ for clues,
I been dyin’ to find, I been tryin’ to learn,
I been making my way through The Eternal Return
I was thirsting for Justice, I was lusting for Knowledge
And now I got a crash-course from your Volvero College
Oh, no I wasn't quite sure if I was ready or not
But, then I learned about the time you took on Yaltabat
For the glory of G-D: the most-high of all consumers
Now I'm gonna do my Dharma, squash ALL of the rumors
Nah, I never knew just what to do with my life before
But, I’ve got all the facts together, now I know it’s for sure
I was biding my time, but Johnny gave me the news
So, now Bogey’s on board and The S·truggle CONTINUES!

----------------------

----------------------
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The S·truggle CONTINUES!
with:

The Diamond Compendium,
Volume II:

Diamond Jack Johnny
&
The Eternal Return

An Illustrated Novel in 6 Books
by the Hand of

Shoham Ariel Zober
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Look for more exciting tales of VALOR & CHIVALRY from
Volvero Press, a division of Emma Lazarus Publications!
Including:
A People's Annotated History of the One True Revolution
Practicing Capitalism, Volume 1: Art & Capital
A Consumerist’s Manifesto (Portrait of a Rebel)
Aces High! True Stories of Johnny’s Ace’s (from before they met)
Scrawny Bonny Gets Hers & Diamond Jack Johnny Gets Paid
– coming soon

221

Carson Street Station, Twenty-nine and one-half hours earlier...
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