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jan 20
by mk Zariel

today i started three texts with “elon musk said what?”
and i was not ready for the collage of answers
that were all equally alarming. for the glow of

the spectacle, the reality TV sheen, the way
fascism and fandom rhyme when you stand back and squint

send me another analysis of dictators’ fashion choices at the inaugural ball
the outerwear of the raging TERF at the swearing-in
and i swear i’ll burst into flames no matter how much

soft complacent silk i ruin—is this a fucking runway to you?
for me it’s more of an emergency landing to be.

and today i checked social media and found
that short of blocking, i couldn’t unfollow JD’s toxic Instagram

so just settled for a meme about the stupidity of Meta, hoping to engage
in a little principled ambulance-chasing

and is that an allegory or just a tech problem?
i am trans and every steel-toed footstep is a pound

on the hallowed block button
how many reports will it take to conflictually negate half the nation, seeing as

one can never unfollow bigotry?
why is it that one side never seems to end up on mute?

get into a twitter war with a hate group, i’ll be
trying to remember what trust and safety are
and failing that, trying to read anything but

the fine print of executive orders
watch the inauguration

and screw it, i probably will too
but will you witness the result?



Crepuscular
Copse
presents

THIS IS OUR
WORLD
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thoughts&
by mk Zariel

nobody starts a prayer circle about you at school unless they think
you're liminal enough to need saving. teenage boys afraid of being
undesired, they linger on fortnite afraid of every supposed insults

that stems from this dyke existing, living—i am the topic
of their group chat. i really need the lord, they announce, not knowing

that i don't believe in a higher power but if i did she'd be transness embodied
or eris discordia, for the memes—or maybe just someone who gives you gender envy

on tiktok. they claim my soul is polluted, dripping with queer delighting filth
that they envy yet will never cop to—claim that i will burn in hell not knowing

that i don't need to, because that's just called the internet
when you're not a dude—then when i send them the gay parts of the bible

i awkwardly discover that they somehow think the bible
is porn. they wallow in ignorance, contradicting conspiracies, afraid of this dyke

ignoring them, blocking and reporting, anything but an object
of unwanted prayers.



I sit here
In the gray

Trying to hear the birds over the cars passing by

And I wonder
Where can I go

Where it isn't gray
Where the helicopter doesn't whir overhead

Where are the birds?
I would go to them

But I am stuck here, wingless, alone, unable to sing

I will go back to my car
To the noise

To nodding my head when I want to scream

The world is a cage
And I am not
Strong enough

To break
Free

I sit here
In the gray

Trying to hear the birds over the cars passing by

And I wonder
Where can I go

Where it isn't gray
Where the helicopter doesn't whir overhead

Where are the birds?
I would go to them

But I am stuck here, wingless, alone, unable to sing

I will go back to my car
To the noise

To nodding my head when I want to scream

The world is a cage
And I am not
Strong enough

To break
Free
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mk zariel interviews Kristian Williams

Content notes: this interview mentions fascism,
conspiracy-minded views, and bigotry.

How would you describe this book as a whole and your
body of work?

The Illuminist is a collection of essays, written over the course of
a dozen years or so, considering philosophical aspects of the
work of Alan Moore — what he tells us about ethics, politics,
aesthetics, and metaphysics. It fits pretty neatly with two of my
earlier books about George Orwell and Oscar Wilde. (In fact,
Moore wrote the introduction to the Wilde book.) But my literary
interests stand at some distance from the books I’m best known
for, like Our Enemies in Blue, which are mostly about state
violence. I suppose what connects the whole body of my work is
my commitment to anarchism, which has very much informed
my approach, no matter the topic.

For readers who are unfamiliar with it, what resonated
with you about Alan Moore’s oeuvre, and how did you
decide to write about it?

Well, I’m a lifelong comics fan, and Moore’s comics are among
my favorites. In fact, I think Watchmen is likely my favorite
book of any variety. Moore’s storytelling is compelling — the
plot, pacing, characterization, that sort of thing; he often uses
the medium in innovative and technically interesting ways; and
he brings an intellectual depth to the work that most other
writers can’t or just don’t. I spent a number of years writing for
The Comics Journal and Hooded Utilitarian, during which I
covered a lot of his work, beginning with Lost Girls. Several of
the essays in The Illuminist originate from that period.



The idea for a collection just sort of arose organically, partly
because of things happening in the world — the rise of Trump,
fascists marching in the streets, the more frequently felt and
increasingly undeniable effects of climate change. There was a
sense of humanity facing impossible odds and people looking
desperately for some kind of savior. So, a serious look at the ideas
of a man who helped reinvent the superhero genre and spent half
a century imagining various apocalypses might seem to be in
order. It certainly couldn’t hurt.

In a movement centered on subversive public art, anarchist
comics are still somewhat rare. How might Moore’s work
draw on other forms of radical art, in your opinion?

It depends on what you mean by radical art. I think there are four
ways of thinking about it: art that takes radical politics as its
subject, art that incorporates radical techniques or aesthetics
(that is to say, the avant-garde), art that is produced or
distributed in some radical way, and art that just happens to be
created by people with radical views. Moore’s influences,
unsurprisingly, include all four. I will leave aside the last set,
which is just too broad a category to really be useful. In terms of
radical ideas, Moore borrows from George Orwell, Oscar Wilde,
Michael Moorcock, Hakim Bey, and Robert Anton Wilson, and
he’s clearly familiar with Wilhelm Reich as well as some classical
anarchist thought. Most of all, I think William Blake shines like
the sun at the center of Moore’s imaginal universe. In terms of
technique, his work often has a poetic quality, which seems to me
to be influenced by Allen Ginsburg. His prose sometimes employs
a stream-of-consciousness that owes a lot to James Joyce. He
credits Iain Sinclair with his psychogeography tactics —
employed especially in his novels Voice of Fire, Jerusalem, and
The Great When — though the concept was earlier formulated by
the Lettrists and the Situationists. Both Promethea and Supreme
display a postmodern literary self-awareness — stories that know
they are stories, with characters who know they are fictional
characters. 



And though I don’t know whether Moore has used the
Burroughs/ Gysin cut-up method in his published work, I
seem to recall that he’s incorporated it into his practice of
magic, which has, in turn, shaped a lot of his writing. As for
economics, so to speak, Moore was an early advocate of
creator’s rights, which is about as close as the freelance
industry of comics has ever gotten to the labor movement.
Perhaps most interesting, though, was the DIY/punk/zine
ethos of his Dodgem Logic project, a high-quality self-
published magazine combining comics, fiction, cultural
comment, and honest-to-god local journalism, and — here’s
the thing — he encouraged people elsewhere to write and
distribute their own inserts, adding a section that would be
relevant to the local community and in effect piercing the
barrier between writer and audience.

Throughout the process of writing this, how did your
conception of anarchism change?

The essays in The Illuminist were written over such an
expanse of time that it is really hard to say. It’s particularly
hard to isolate Moore’s influence from other things that I
was exposed to through other means. I suppose one change is
my growing sense of the importance of the imagination,
almost as a terrain of struggle. I don’t just mean that we
need to be able to imagine that things could be different —
“another world is possible” and all that — though that is
true. I also mean something deeper about how imagination is
important to us in understanding, inhabiting, and directing
our lives. Neoliberalism, by reducing everything to money,
seems to actively suppress that capacity, impoverishing the
culture as well as the workforce and leaving us with lives
that feel largely meaningless. Fascism exploits the
opportunity created by that alienation and offers instead a
nightmare fantasy of globalist conspiracy, satanic
pedophiles, and subhuman others flooding our borders and
poisoning the blood of the country. There’s no shortage of
empirical studies and rational arguments to debunk these
paranoid fables, and I don’t mean to imply that those are
useless or irrelevant, but they need to be paired with better
stories, orienting myths, ideals, and sources of value. We
need ways of making sense, and we need ways of making
meaning.



rant for anti-trans legislation

after nat raum's "this book will not save you"
this dyke will not be any better at sports than

a teenage boy. nor do i particularly
want to be, because sports are for people who

value competition, and i'm not even
a person. this dyke will not be an enlivening presence

in the public bathroom, not enough
to need quarantining, protection. this dyke has

no need for health, care,
or healthcare. this dyke has pronouns

and is not afraid to use them. this dyke tried
to mount an insurrection against its

elementary school, and every school board
is powerless to stop the anarchy of a trans five-year-old.

this dyke doesn't say gay,
that's far too assimilationist. this dyke has a void on its

legal gender marker &
is the reason public queer performance needs

a legal definition & has no need for respectability.
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The hunt is what were after
when we riot, loot, and burn
the strength to take the fight to them 
the struggle for which we yearn
Its the magic of collective action
the air of potential worlds
that keep us going instead of reaction
we prefigure what we want to see
the black flags all unfurled

chef in the kitchen cooking my last meal
Walmart has the stuff, youve just gotta wanna steal
every time you shop you say you steal from enemies
but when Im strolling aisles im not taking luxuries
its power that im after, its the freedom to survive 
the ability to take it from those who want you unalive

they say anarchy is for lovers, and with this I must agree
to hold that kind of space for someone is the definition of being free

Propaganda comes down from high to tarnish the word but
language is important thus, lets not let the lines get blurred

Its anarchy we want to do, to reach the love beyond
all our preconceptions, hang ups, coding, and the bigotry it spawns

they say anarchy is for lovers, and with this I must agree
to hold that kind of space for someone is the definition of being free

Propaganda comes down from high to tarnish the word but
language is important thus, lets not let the lines get blurred

Its anarchy we want to do, to reach the love beyond
all our preconceptions, hang ups, coding, and the bigotry it spawns

Anarchy is order, its beauty primal, and untamed
the worker must have bread to live

but she deserves her roses just the same
you cannot make a better world by recreating domination

set fire to every courthouse, prison, and the police stations
your plan to just straight take it over strikes us as a shame

The hunt is what were after
when we riot, loot, and burn

the strength to take the fight to them 
the struggle for which we yearn

Its the magic of collective action
the air of potential worlds

that keep us going instead of reaction
we prefigure what we want to see

the black flags all unfurled

by ash



Internet as Self-Portrait
after Chen Chen's "Self-Portrait As So Much Potential"

dreaming of one day being as fearless as a comments section
as apt to release. i am a constellation of spellchecks

of self-editing of becoming stopped in her tracks
versed in the art of shutting up i type like each keystroke

is a potential hate crime / i don't respond in kind when misgendered /
i don't lay claim to my own unruly body, instead i treat her

like public land to be trampled on / i am dreaming of being as gay
as a random Tumblr user, or at least as confident in it /

i am no caricature soundbite dreamboy / and maybe that's a positive
/ i am loved, allegedly / but not if i close my eyes / i am doomscrolling /
i am doomed. / i want to become the kind of individual who doesn't ask

ChatGPT if i'm still alive / i want to stop saying that podcasts
are critical theory / i want to become///////////////////////////



by ash



myco-them-friend         by ash





Banishing Bullshit by Bullies &
Bosses 
by dragon

This collage is intended to be used as a phone background
image and was created as a way to inspire a feeling of
protection from harmful energies coming at you through
electronic devices.

For context, I am a queer, non-binary, transgender witch living
on a native reservation in the pacific northwest whose
spiritual practice is informed by anti-racist interpretations of
Norse magic and folklore.

Here I describe the recent experience that triggered the
creation of this art.

The person who I do contract work for espouses values of
equality, empowerment, and community building.  Because I
had been underemployed for a period of several years, they
regularly reassured me that this was a stable reliable work
situation.

Then suddenly without warning, due to their own
disorganization, they told me they were taking away more
than half my billable hours for the week.

I had an overwhelming feeling of terror grip my entire nervous
system because the means to care for my basic needs had
been suddenly taken away. Somehow despite being in this
state, I was able to both have a panic attack while
simultaneously explaining to them why this was an abuse of
the power they have over me.

My boss was taken aback by my visible display of emotional
distress in combination with my calm but assertive words. They
seemed shaken and ashamed of the negative effect that their
actions had on me. They said they would find work for me to do for
the rest of the week and would endeavor to keep me in mind when
planning their work schedule so as not to repeat this situation.

Once I was alone, I got quiet and still to better observe the electric
emotions lighting up my nervous system. Under it all I found my
anger.



INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY IS BULLSHIT.
STEAL THESE SONGS.

and now its time for

THE FOLK
SONG

ORPHANAGE
These are songs written for you. take them, sing them,
make them your own. This is a lost and found, a free

song library, a place for long lost songs of the
revolution. Without your help they may never be heard

by those they were written to inspire. Save them.



We Are The Swarm
lyrics from dragon

artwork from skunk & dragon

Sticks and stones will break your thrones
Our teeth and claws will reach you

Those ivory towers and all your powers
Swallowed by hallowed ground beneath you

Lightning flash revolution comes
Wildlings everywhere heed our call

With dragon wings and hornet stings
We hold the shield and form the wall

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

I am a reptile princeling,
Monarch with butterfly wings

I drink the poisons of the world
To fuel my new regime

My body is the crucible
Metamorphosis the path

Distill the joy from love and pain
And cure the world of wrath

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

Unlike the men who are my peers
Alone, I am allowed to cry

I save my heart for the wise and brave
Flying by my side

We fight not with your tools of iron
But with the softest sighs
All kingdoms unite as one
For together we shall rise

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

I am the eye I am the storm
We are the hive we are the swarm

Our tears they are the asphalt
Our tears they are the grease and grime

Our tears they are the bloodmoon
Our tears they are the starlit sky

My tears they come from heaven
My tears they come from hell

My tears will rain for a thousand years
And, lo, I've cast my spell





FERAL BEAUTY

OH shit look at the time, and its such a good day to do some crime
Running down the walls around the prisons stocked with life

Take mine, life line, times right, eyes tight

lets go!

If you’ve ever been though the gutter then I just want you to know
Your life has value and you’re fine the way you are.

Making friends is hard sometimes if you cant open up
But taking chances, leads to what is, definitely worth your time

We all love you, even when you don't
Together we can build, the world we want

Fuck it! Jump in!

Hey!

Give it up, give it up, give it UP!

OH shit! Falling down, get up, scratch back, hiss and growl!
We’re raw, feral creatures diving your dumpster out back
up to no good, less you got food, just waiting on our luck

rip it up!

[Musical Interlude]

Listen up now!

If you’ve ever been though the gutter then I just want you to know
Your life has value and you’re fine the way you are.

Making friends is hard sometimes if you cant open up
But taking chances, leads to what is, definitely worth your time

We all love you, even when you don't
Together we can build, the world we want

Fuck it! Jump in! from ash



We’re All In This Together
its time to take out the trash sack
carry us out, we like to bash back

coming outta the dumpster with a grin and some din
sticky hot juices running down our chin

were feral and were primal, just watch us sin
scrounging down the alleys in pursuit of a crime

we only want to have some good times

Wont you join us in the struggle for our lives?
If you want to help us - organize

were in the streets, and were nice to meet
blow you off the spectrum, radicalization complete

city pushes us and we strike back
get us off these fucking train tracks

you think were dirty cause we live in shacks
but we’re your neighbors, its just roofs we lack

isnt it you who wanted this system on stack
propping up the rich while we pick up the slack

Wont you join us in the struggle for our lives?
If you want to help us organize

were in the streets, and were nice to meet
blowing you off the spectrum, radicalization complete

many of my best friends they live true sober
many of my friends they wander dazed and blackout drunk

but that don't bother me
weve all got our song to sing

so fuck you, fuck cops, and all their junk
Fuck you, fuck cops, were all the punks

from ash



so when we say were mad
don’t think were not also glad

doing all the things you think are bad
forgetting all things we never had

give it to me, give to me, subtract then add

Wont you join us in the struggle for our lives?
If you want to help us organize

were in the streets, and were nice to meet
blowing you off the spectrum, radicalization complete

and now its time to go, we thank you for your time
were born to die, give a penny, give a dime

treat others with love and respect
it doesn’t matter where they slept

and if it don't stop then we’ll all just squat

bbrrrrrr

break it down

were the battle bards
and were here to say 
to make a little noise
each and every day
tricks are our trade
petty crime therapy

were reject wage slaves
from cradle to grave

just tryna build a little solidarity

rrrrawrrrr!!



If you were the moon, then id be the Howling Wolf
If you were a pallet home, then I’d be the roof

Oh, I asked her for water, she brought me gasoline
That's the troublingest woman, that I ever seen 

if you were the Mississippi, then I’d be the Mud
if you were the river bank, I’d be the flood

My love strikes like lightnin'
it gets all in your bloodstream

when you made nonsense like Bobby and Woody
when you taught me what hard loving could be

I was havin' some hard travelin', I thought you knowed
its been some hard travelin', down at the crossroads

Moutains like Leadbelly, and we stand on their shoulders
were starving but our belly’s fire smolders

Knife and fork are on the table, there's nothin' in my pan
And if you say anything about it, yous havin' trouble with the man

Cat scratched vocal chords ringing like Simone
Feeling good, feeling free, feeling the time spent alone

Oh, freedom is mine, and I know how I feel
It's a new dawn, it's a new day, it's a new life for me

Lovin’ Blues
from ash



Friend                                by ash
I wanna tell my friends I love them
I wanna tell my friends that they are just enough
so cheers to all of you
and to all the things that y’all do
I love 
I care
Ill never stop 

so fuck junk
fuck fent
and fuck the cops

cause fuck jobs
fuck rent 
and fuck the flops

I wanna tell my friends I love them
I wanna tell my friends that they deserve the best
So if you’re a worker, not a boss
or you don't even have a job
then were comrades
my friend, no matter what

fuck the city
fuck services 
fuck the lot

you can use all the substances 
to drown and numb the pain
to sleep, to bond, to run, to long, to rest 
we all do what meets our needs the best
trying to miss the ocean’s crest

But friend I must explain, 
that its really not connecting your brain
to what you need to live – community 
that the thing that you have been missing
thats the thing that you seek with hits of dopamine

youre a treasure
you found your pleasure
we can never measure--
up to those who count
people as numbers and dollar amounts
so take your life in your own hands
get down and dirty with your friends
play nice
pay the price
and slay the vice

think twice
don't fight
take our advice

I wanna tell my friends I love them
I wanna tell my friends that they are just enough
so cheers to all of you
and to all the things that y’all do
I love 
I care
Ill never stop 



Bonestorm                 from ash

storm rages inside my bones
like a salty freezing cold sea foam
wind that rattles the tallest tree

catch this boy shaking at the knees
this is how the raindrop goes

it splatters down upon the rose

rows of flowers, ran through them before
but never ever have I been so sure

that what im feeling is the true real deal
what came before will need time to heal

Ben i love you 
more than the mountain loves the glacier, 

more than the snake loves the rat, 
more than the electron loves the nucleus

more than shadow loves the cat

keeping me on my toes
knows what no one else knows

light behind her eyes glows
fire in my belly grows

everything ive ever wanted right in front of me

and when I say, im alright
don't let it give you such a fright
even im alive in the moonlight

cause its alright love, its you and you only



flame to ash
ash to sprout
wont we ever 

make our way out
said its alright love, why wont they listen?

Ben i love you 
more than the mountain loves the glacier, 

more than the snake loves the rat, 
more than the electron loves the nucleus

more than shadow loves the cat

signs point to adventure on the high seas
stomping on the deck, we’ll plunder all we see

heart wide open, bellies blazing full of fire
pirates of the wicked splendors of desire

on land the crow speaks of a great love 
between a boy with a black flag and a white dove

the dove, they know the world’s secret code
and the boy, he knows the dirty road
together things became a lighter load

its a love story of the beautiful and the bold

Ben i love you 
more than the mountain loves the glacier, 

more than the snake loves the rat, 
more than the electron loves the nucleus

more than shadow loves the cat



we’re pawing at the earth
disheveled hearts, we are the worst
sodden traitors of Gods and country

rejecting that which makes you comfy

weaving through the foggy eve
silently padding over fallen trees

the devil, a coward, he sheds us and flees
we’re bringing demiurges to their knees

our gullets are full of the juice of life
we bay, and holler, howl, and fife
nothing can stop us, nothing tries

we bury our snouts in each other’s hides

step this way the goat says to the girl
I will guide your hand to the pearl

what does thou want?
would you like some butter?

she wants to grasp his horns and go, but her
life isn’t filthy and feral enough

she worries about her delicate bluff
will the dejected furious tortured souls
desire her like the wolf wants the foal?
Wouldn’t you like to live deliciously?

explicitly, suspiciously, with abandon, 
and malicious glee?

we are the beating heart of sin
when we’re at the door you’ll let us in

we’ll liberate you of your worldly shackles
raise your hackles to our moonlit cackles

feasting on flesh and treasures a new
we’ll kiss her when her lips are blue

air bubbles pop when the surface is breached
those voiceless animals make the feast complete

even the worm makes a stir in this world
wriggling through her corpse’s layers unfurled

trash like us is a dime a dozen, so
 join the pack, vibe our primal buzzin’, low
way down deep in the bottom of the cave

our fangs need sharpened, our souls cant be saved
forest fire pits draw our eyes in the dark

we brought the tinder, the vvitch brought the spark

Th
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The Ballad of Billie Jo and Wyatt P. Holden
Never felt much like a man, never could understand

why my interests could never adhere
to the main line so straight
you could tell by my gait

I was unique
and special,
prolly queer

With my coat all bedazzled, my spurs, and my tassels
I cut a fine figure in suede

Dancing all through the night
So delicate, so slight

Wondering if I
am truly
just gay

So take me out to the country
where the sage brush grows 

and dandelion seeds flow
let me grow straight as a tendril

on the deer pea vetch in May
I’ll curl round your stem

wave my leaves in the wind
grip you tight so together we’ll stay

Born Wyatt P Holden, but Billie Jo was chosen
to represent how I felt inside

And now I’ve transitioned
didn’t ask no permission

I finally feel
free and 

alive

As for my compadres, the ones stuck in old ways
How have they taken the news?
Well, the old timer’s don’t mind
and while the fascists aren’t kind

they sure quiet down
after beating them

all black
and blue

So take me out to the country
where the sage brush grows 

and dandelion seeds flow
let me grow straight as a tendril

on the deer pea vetch in May
I’ll curl round your stem

wave my leaves in the wind
grip you tight so together we’ll stay

My love is a gal, she really is swell
We’ve both been gender chameleons

Searching for the right fit
learning to admit
this cowpoke is

simply a
lesbian

from ash



So Wyatt is dead, banished him from my head
now Billie Jo is all that remains

Its a pleasure to meet you
feels good to be brand new

though my work 
in the fields
is the same

So take me out to the country
where the sage brush grows 

and dandelion seeds flow
let me grow straight as a tendril

on the deer pea vetch in May
I’ll curl round your stem

wave my leaves in the wind
grip you tight so together we’ll stay

I don’t mean to preachy, but i beg you believe me
You likely have a trans friend

So you best get on board
we can’t be ignored

its on each other
that we
depend

As for the haters of us gender traitors
The saying turns out to be true

Trans folx cant be harmed
when trans folx are armed

And we’re pointing 
our six shooters

at you

So take me out to the country
where the sage brush grows 

and dandelion seeds flow
let me grow straight as a tendril

on the deer pea vetch in May
I’ll curl round your stem

wave my leaves in the wind
grip you tight so together we’ll stay

With my boots and my Stetson, I look good with a dress on
Yet I’m proficient at roping a steer

 It can’t be disputed
that the genderfluid

make fabulous
cowfolk queers

When the working days done, the night life has begun
for the cowpoke its whiskey and chew

for the life’s honky tonky
and things get a bit wonky

on the range
feeling lonely

and blue

So take me out to the country
where the sage brush grows 

and dandelion seeds flow
let me grow straight as a tendril

on the deer pea vetch in May
I’ll curl round your stem

wave my leaves in the wind
grip you tight so together we’ll stay



GOLDEN PARACHUTE
from ash

Sipping champagne on the yacht, so bougie
living like the stars that we watch in movies
Haven’t even talked to my family in years

and there’s not enough drugs here to stop my tears

Bank accounts full, but the fridge is empty
can’t afford a chef, but I’m in the gentry

Feeling so good in my new promotion
Taking my pills to manage my emotions

hanging out here on the top of the world
peak extraction, sixth extinction, no concerns
All the knowledge of humanity at my fingers

still without community and connection, the apathy lingers
I can’t get warm, even while the ice melts
Turn the heat up, I’m taking care of myself

Either everything’s fine or we’re headed to space
so fuck this planet, it can be replaced

Proxima Centauri here we come
6300 years sure sounds like fun

30 floors up the people look like bugs
look at them march, just a bunch of thugs

They’re just jealous they didn't prevail
Their little revolution is bound to fail

Headed to the club, and I get harassed 
dirty poor fucker asking me for cash

said he got injured and he couldn’t pay rent
not like its my fault he’s now in a tent

hanging out here on the top of the world
peak extraction, sixth extinction, no concerns
All the knowledge of humanity at my fingers

still without community and connection, the apathy lingers
I can’t get warm, even while the ice melts
Turn the heat up, I’m taking care of myself



Addiction’s the condition of the isolated masses
connecting with substances instead of human matches

Tokens of our slavery, we worship like Gods
seeking hits of dopamine against all the odds

Traded in my soul for a 9 to 5
But I get to be the boss, so its a pretty sweet ride

Sitting in my office telling people what to do
I contribute nothing but make more than you

What do they think these strikes will achieve?
They can’t shut it all down, they can’t all just leave

Certainly someone will collect my trash
Process my waste, do everything hard and crass

Hanging out here on the top of the world
peak extraction, sixth extinction, no concerns
All the knowledge of humanity at my fingers

still without community and connection, the apathy lingers
I can’t get warm, even while the ice melts
Turn the heat up, I’m taking care of myself

Now they’ve locked us in the building and started a fire
Everyone looses it as the flames creep higher
Some jump to freedom, some take to the roof

The C-class corporate oligarchs stand aloof
As the helicopter whirs, people fight for their due

I deserve to live, I make more than you

I get a foot to the face and I go tumbling
right off the edge, all I hear is the rushing

of the air as it streams by so fast
seems I’m gonna hit the streets at last

As my head explodes, I have one final thought
Of all the short-term rentals I should have bought

hanging out here on the pavement 
peak frustration, world transformations, no more enslavement

All the knowledge of rebellion in the streets
workers united against the corporate suites

My body grows cold, while the skyscrapers burn
Don’t blame them, we get what we earn
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