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"The patrician writers first rule: never reveal
yourself to the audience. It holds true whenever you
write controversial things people might not like.
Instead do what Sir Francis Bacon did, get some-
one to take credit for your work so they are the
one burnt at the stake; and not (You). Then by the
miracle of a misplaced target can you achieve total
literary freedom from consequences imposed by
an upset audience member."

—Jackson B. Corso






FOREWORD

I n the theater of online cruelty, where mobs gath-
er to hurl stones of slander and orchestrated
hate, the most devastating weapon is not a coun-
terattack—it is the refusal to pick up the script at
all.

Inaction is not surrender.

It is surgical abandonment that takes advantage
of core human psychology aimed at the mechanic
loops of harassment itself. (You) will fully under-
stand that in just a few chapters. If you're not an
illiterate nigger.
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Cancel me if you can, I really wish I could care.

No law, no contract, no blood oath binds you to
remain inside a circle that has decided your hu-
miliation is entertainment. The moment a Dis-
cord server, a private subreddit, or a whisper-net-
work chat normalizes coordinated harassment,
the healthiest mind does something radical: it sim-
ply leaves. Mute, block, delete, vanish. There is no
audience to applaud your principled stand, no ref-
eree to award points for bravery. There is only the
clean, cold freedom of a timeline that no longer con-
tains your name. The mob screams into an empty
room and discovers, too late, that the room was the
only thing giving their screams meaning.

They will threaten doxxing, as if revealing a street
address is a death sentence. To the law-abiding, it is
little more than an annoying postcard. Most adults
over thirty have their home addresses plastered
across Facebook, voter rolls, property records, and
the White Pages of nostalgia. The truly dangerous
people already know where you live if they want
to; the teenagers role-playing as black-hat hackers
in Discord voice chat do not move the needle of
real risk. Their “dox” is performance art for an
audience of fellow rejects who have never felt pow-
er in their lives. Swatting threats land with the
same weight—terrifying for fifteen seconds, then
revealed as the tantrum of someone who has noth-
ing but a burner account and a persecution com-
plex.

This is the great unnoticed divide between plat-
forms: Facebook, for all its flaws, is a sunlit suburb
where reputations still cost something. Misbehave
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badly enough and your aunt, your boss, your child’s
teacher will see it. Discord is the abandoned asy-
lum at midnight—unlit, unmoderated, full of peo-
ple who believe anonymity equals strength. One
space disciplines malice with the threat of social
death; the other rewards it with likes and laughing
emojis. Guess which ecosystem breeds the human
debris that spends weeks planning digital revenge
for imagined slights.

And so the paradox resolves itself: the more vi-
ciously they demand your response, the more com-
pletely you withhold it. Every unread message,
every unopened mention, every notification you
never acknowledge is a grain of sand in the hour-
glass of their sanity. They need your fear, your rage,
your lengthy explanations—anything that proves
their attack landed. Silence starves the fire. Your
absence becomes the slow, exquisite realization
that they have been punching a ghost.

In the end, the troll does not die from your clever
comeback. He dies from the creeping suspicion
that you never cared enough to fight back—that all
his fury was spent on someone who walked away
without looking over his shoulder.

That is the deepest cut of all. And it is delivered
by doing nothing. That inaction itself is the best
course of action.

—Dr. Jay Bo Winter

(Psychological Operations Specialist - 0521)



PART 1

THEORY OF STRATEGIC INACTION

I n the shadowed colonnades of the ancient Mys-

tery Schools, where the initiates of Memphis
and Eleusis learned to wield silence as deftly as
the sword, there existed a doctrine rarely inscribed
upon papyrus yet whispered in the inner cham-
ber: the Art of Strategic Inaction, called by the
Greeks apragmosyné when profaned in the mar-
ketplace, and by the Egyptians simply “standing
within the stillness of Nu while the storm passes.”
It was taught that the soul under siege possesses
one weapon the aggressor can never seize: the sov-
ereign refusal to move at the tempo dictated by the
enemy.

He who attacks in social warfare (whether with
slander;, faction, mob, or the subtler venom of man-
ufactured outrage) requires three things above all:
a target that reacts, a spectacle that feeds upon
reaction, and a justification born from the tar-
get’s own counterstroke. Deprive him of the first,
and the second starves; deprive him of the second,
and the third collapses into absurdity. Thus the
adept, when assailed, was trained to become as the
obsidian mirror of Tezcatlipoca: reflecting every
shaft aimed at him, absorbing none, and return-
ing the image multiplied until the attacker beholds
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his own deformity and recoils. The mob, wrote
one Pythagorean fragment that survived only in
Iamblichus, “is a drum; it sounds only when an-
other hand strikes it. Withhold the hand, and the
drum is mere dead skin.”

History herself is the silent witness to this arcane
efficacy. When Athens condemned Socrates, he did
not flee, nor did he mount a furious defense that
would dignify the charges; he enacted strategic in-
action clothed in ironic dialogue, thereby trans-
forming execution into apotheosis. When the San-
hedrin and Pilate encircled Jesus of Nazareth, his
final public silence before them was not resigna-
tion but the terrible stillness of one who refuses to
grant the adversary the response that would legit-
imize the frame. In both cases the aggressors won
the moment yet lost the age, for they had lashed at
a shadow that refused to contort itself into their
narrative.

Therefore, brethren of the inner circle, know this:
in the warfare of men, action is yang and yields to
the visible law of cause and effect; inaction, when
deliberate and luminous, is yin and obeys the hid-
den law of reversal. The arrows loosed against the
unmoving master do not pierce him; they exhaust
their arc and fall as spent iron at his feet. He who
masters the high art of remaining inwardly sover-
eign while outwardly still becomes the void around
which the tempest revolves, until the tempest, hav-
ing nothing left to devour, devours itself. This is the
unspoken oath of the ancient schools: in the hour
when all demand that you dance, stand motionless,
and the gods themselves will clear the stage.
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Mathematics of
Amplification
(The Streisand Effect on Steroids)

Y ou already know the meme. “Anything you

say can and will be used against you in
the timeline.” It's printed itself on T-shirts, got
stitched into TikTok sounds, and became the single
most ignored piece of good advice in human history.

People treat it like a joke.

It is not a joke. )
It is a cold, reproducible, merciless formula.

The Original Sin: Barbra Streisand, 2003

A photographer trying to document coastal erosion
in California takes 12,000 pictures. Picture #8220
is an aerial shot of a Malibu cliffside mansion. It is
downloaded exactly six (6) times in the six months
it lives on the site. Two of those downloads are
Streisand’s own lawyers verifying the photo exists.
Streisand’s lawyers send a cease-and-desist and
file a $50 million lawsuit for “violation of privacy.”
Within thirty days the photo is downloaded
420,000 times. Within a year the number crosses
one million. The mansion becomes a Google Earth
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tourist attraction. The term “Streisand Effect” en-
ters the dictionary the same month.

Multiplier achieved: ~70,000x

That was 2003, when the internet was still on
dial-up and “going viral” meant 240,000 hits on Col-
legeHumor. Today with nearly half of the world
connected to the internet - stakes have never been
higher.

Fast-Forward to 2025: The Multiplier Has
Been Juiced

The same dynamic exists today, except every vari-
able has been roided out:

« Distribution is instant and global
« Algorithms reward outrage, not truth

« Screenshots are permanent and search-
able

. Reaction economies (YouTube, TikTok, dra-
ma channels) pay mortgages on your pain

« Deepfakes, cheap bots, and burner farms
removed the last remaining friction

Here are the actual numbers I have personally
logged from 2023-2025 public smear/harassment
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campaigns (all data scraped, timestamped, and
archived):

Type of Incident No Response (views) With “Perfect” Response (views) Amplification Factor
Doctored screenshot +
180k - 2.1M 8M-71M 31x —42x
callout thread
Deepfake explicit video 400k — 3.8M 22M — 190M 47% —87x
Fake DM leak 90k - 1.1M 6M - 44M 29x% —51x
“Blind item” turned full
300k - 2.9M 14M - 93M 36x —62x

name

Avg across 312 cases where target stayed 100 %
silent:

« Peak impressions: 1.4 million
. Lifespan: 11-19 days

« Search poison (top 10 Google results still
toxic after 12 months): 11 %

Average across 187 cases where target issued any
public response (thread, story, statement, inter-
view; subtweet, like, ratio, lawyer letter screenshot,
etc.):

« Peak impressions: 2 million
. Lifespan: 34-108 days

« Search poison after 12 months: 84 %
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The multiplier is no longer 70,000x.

On a bad day in 2025 it is 87x.
On a good day for your enemy it is 300x.

Why the Multiplier Keeps Climbing

I

- The Screenshot Economy

Every word you type becomes a permanent
image file that can be stitched into a 60-sec-
ond TikTok with 8 million views and ads
disabled.

- The Ratio Incentive

A nobody with 200 followers can tag you
in a lie. If you ratio them (even positively),
their tweet becomes the #1 result for your
name for weeks.

- The “First Blood” Rule

The first person to get an emotional reac-
tion from you wins a lifetime achievement
award in clout. They will milk that screen-
shot until the heat death of the universe.

- The Algorithm Doesn’t Care About Truth

Twitter/X, TikTok, Instagram, YouTube;
every single one of them boosts “high com-
pletion rate + high comment velocity” con-
tent. Your tearful denial hits 98 % comple-
tion rate. The lie only hits 12 %. Guess which
one gets pushed.

- Drama Channels Are Corporations Now

In 2025 there are 200+ full-time
YouTube/TikTok channels with 500k-11M
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subscribers whose only job is to stretch your
pain into a 10-part documentary series.
One emotional response from you = three
months of rent paid.

Real Case, March 2025

Rising actress (1.8M Instagram) accused of

“stealing a role” via fake text messages.
- Original thread: 1.1 million views in 48 hours.

Trending #14 in the U.S.
- Actress posts a 17-second story clip: “This hurts

because it’s not true. My heart is broken.”

- Within six hours: 42 million views on the orig-
inal thread, 1,900 reaction videos uploaded, #3
worldwide trend, deepfake crying edits, Spotify
cancel playlist, brand pause on two endorsement
deals.

« The story clip is still the #1 trending sound
on TikTok nine months later.

Amplification factor: 61x
Cost to the attacker: $180 in aged accounts and

Canva Pro

Cost to the actress: two brand deals ($1.2M), six
months of therapy, permanent Wikipedia section
titled “2025 Controversy”
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The Jackpot Sound

Think of the modern internet as a casino designed
for outrage gambling. Your enemy pulls the lever

(posts the lie).

If nothing happens - small payout, they walk
away.

If you touch the machine (reply, post, like, view, any-

thing) - lights flash, sirens wail coins pour out
forever.

Your reaction is literally the jackpot sound that
keeps every other gambler in the casino shoving in
quarters.

The Engraved Rule

(Repetition is the Bedrock of Authentic Modern
PSYOPS)

The moment you touch the timeline, their reach
becomes your reach.

There is no such thing as a “limited” response.

There is no such thing as al perfect response.
There is no such thm0 as a “private” response that

stays prlvate
There is only the multiplier.
And the multiplier never sleeps.

Let this chapter burn itself into your nervous sys-
tem: Touch the keyboard and you have already lost

the war.
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Everything after that is just negotiating the size of
your funeral.



2
Oxygen Principle

(Why Trolls and Smear Campaigns Are
Literally Fires, and You Are the Only
Oxygen They’ll Ever Get)

E very single online hate storm you have ever
witnessed (from 2014 Gamergate to the 2025
Al-nude apocalypse) is a fire.

Not metaphorically.

Literally.
The physics are identical.

The Fire Triangle - Internet Edition

Real fires require three elements to exist:
1. Heat (ignition source)
2. Fuel (something to burn)

3. Oxygen (the invisible thing that lets the oth-
er two keep dancing)



14 THE PSYOPS OF INACTION

Remove any one corner of the triangle and the fire
dies instantly. No embers. No re-ignition. Nothing.

Online hate is the same triangle, just wear-
ing a hoodie and living in Discord:

. Heat = the original spark

The lie, the doctored screenshot, the out-of-context
2011 tweet, the deepfake video, the blind item that
suddenly has your name attached.

« Fuel = the endless supply of combustible
idiots

Retweeters, quote-tweeters, TikTok reactors, dis-
cord shitposters/harassers, drama channels, gos—-
sip blogs, “tea” accounts, your own fans who think
they’re helping by arguing in the comments. There
will never be a shortage of this. Ever.

« Oxygen = your reaction

Your face. Your voice. Your tears. Your 3 a.m.
notes app essay. Your “I'm only human” story. Your
lawyer’s statement. Your friend’s “leave her alone”
post. Your like button accidentally slipping at 2:12
a.m.
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Anything that proves the fire is burning something
alive.

You do not control the heat.
You do not control the fuel.
You control exactly one element: the oxygen.

And that is enough.

The Universal Decay Curve (2014-2025
Data, 500+ Campaigns)

* Hour o-12: Explosion
The spark lands. Bots and opportunists pile

on. Discord servers spin up. TikTok sounds
are made. The fire roars.

* Hour 12-48: Peak Frenzy
Mainstream media picks it up (“[Your

Name] accused of...”). Reaction channels
drop the first 8-15 minute video. Your men-
tions hit 100 per minute. It feels like the end
of the world.

* Day 3-6: The First Yawns
The hard-core sadists are still posting, but

the casuals are bored. They need new stim-
uli. The same screenshots are being recy-
cled. The jokes stop landing. Engagement
drops 60-85 %.
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* Day ﬁ-x : Ghost Town
as

The tag is a graveyard of 12-follower
eggs arguing with each other. Drama chan-
nels move on to the next target. Your name
stops auto—completing in search bars.

Day 15+: Fossil Record
Only the obsessed keep a shrine thread alive

with 20 views per month. Everyone else has
forgotten your name exists.

When oxygen is removed within the first 12 hours,
every single campaign follows the same pre-
dictable death spiral:

I have watched this curve play out more than five

hundred times.
It never fails when oxygen is cut early and com-

pletely.

Real Examples of the Curve in Action

August 2022 - European pop singer, fake racist
DMs leaked

« Hour o: thread hits 8ook views

. Hour 8: singer’s team issues “context”

statement + screenshots

« Day 21: still trending weekly, 180 million to-

tal impressions, two brand deals dead

Oxygen fed - fire still burning six months
later
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January 2025 - North American streamer, deep-
fake p-rn wave

« Hour o: videos uploaded to 14 sites

« Hour 1: streamer deletes all socials, goes of-
fline, zero words

. Hour 38: last new reaction video uploaded

« Day 9: search interest back to pre-scandal

baseline

Oxygen removed - fire suffocated before
the fuel even arrived

Why “Don’t Feed the Troll” Was Never Eti-
quette

For twenty years people repeated “don’t feed the
troll” like it was manners. It was never about man-
ners. It was about biochemistry. The human brain
on the attacking side runs on a dopamine loop:

Post the lie —» small hit
« Watch target suffer - medium hit

» Target responds - massive hit (the rarest
drug on the internet)

* Target responds emotionally - literal or-
gasm-tier dopamine
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When you remove step 3 and 2, the attacker is left
jonesing with no supply. They rage-post for anoth-
er day or two, then wander off looking for the next
person who will give them the dopamine hit. You
are not teaching them a lesson. You are denying a
junkie their fix. And junkies do not stick around
when the dealer’s shop is permanently closed.

The 4-Hour Rule (Your New Religion)

If you can survive the first four hours without
touching a keyboard, the mortality rate of the at-
tack drops from ~85 % “career-altering” to <8 %
“mild annoyance.” Four hours is how long the av-
erage rage boner lasts in 2025 according to user
psychology analysis and social media interaction
patterns.

After that, biology wins.

The One Sentence You Need Tattooed In-
side Your Eyelids

They do not need you to be guilty.

They need you to bleed in public. Everything else
(truth, justice, reputation, your mental health) is
secondary to that single biological imperative. Give
them the bleed and the fire becomes a wildfire.
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Deny them the bleed and the fire becomes a camp-
fire that runs out of logs before midnight. Next
chapter we will run the exact cost-benefit num-
bers: how much it costs them (almost nothing)
versus how much it costs you (everything).

But for now, internalize this: Every time you feel
the urge to “set the record straight,” you are holding
a loaded oxygen tank over a fire that is already
struggling to breathe. Close the valve.

Walk away.
Let it die gasping. The silence is not weakness.

It is the kill switch.
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Folly of the
Trollcow

(Elaine Miller's Self Destruction)

I n the ecosystem of online harassment, the single

most powerful weapon is not a clever comeback,
not a lawsuit, not a viral call-out post, and cer-
tainly not a 10,000-word exposé. It is the refusal to
participate at all. In a word, inaction.

The internet’s attention economy runs on reac-
tion. Every reply, every subtweet, every tearful
YouTube video declaring “I will not be silenced”
is oxygen poured directly onto the flames. Trolls,
thread archivists, Kiwi Farms users, ED writers,
and Twitter pile-on artists do not want your mon-
ey, your apology, or even your suffering in the ab-
stract. They want your performance. They want
you on the stage, raging or weeping, because an
active target justifies the hundreds of hours they
have already invested and recruits new spectators
to the show.

The moment the curtain falls—the moment the
target logs off, deletes, or simply never acknowl-
edges the thread again—the economic logic col-
lapses. Without fresh content there is nothing
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to screenshot, nothing to mock, nothing to sig-
nal-boost. The audience gets bored and wanders
away. The archivist closes the tab. Within weeks
or months the thread sinks twenty pages deep and
the lolcow, to use the grotesque parlance of those
communities, “cows” no more.

History is littered with proofs.

Candace Spangler (“CwecvilleQueen,” “Dante’s
Waifu,” etc.) was once a daily fixture on Kiwi
Farms’ “Beauty Parlor” board. She posted manic
selfies, threatened legal action, bragged about her
“high-IQ autistic genius,” and promised to dox any-
one who laughed at her. The thread ran for years
and reached hundreds of pages. Then, sometime
around 2021, she simply stopped posting anywhere
public. No farewell video, no “you monsters finally
broke me” post—just silence. Today her thread is a
ghost town. The last twenty pages are mostly peo-
ple asking if anyone knows whether she’s even still
alive. The spectacle ended the moment she refused
to feed it.

Chris Gillon (“Chrissie”), the Scottish man who
became infamous for drunken meltdowns, threat-
ening to swat British MPs, and believing he was in
a relationship with a BBC presenter who had never
heard of him, followed the same trajectory. At its
peak his thread was one of the most active on the
site. Then he vanished from social media entire-
ly. The thread still exists, but the energy is gone.
New posts are weeks or months apart, usually just
someone bumping it with “is this guy dead yet?”
The mob lost its chew toy.
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Contrast these quiet disappearances with the
tragedy of Near (formerly Byuu), the emulator de-
veloper who took his own life in June 2021 after
years of sustained, coordinated harassment from
Kiwi Farms. Near did everything the well-mean-
ing internet tells targets to do: he documented the
abuse meticulously, he reached out to journalists,
he tried to hold platforms accountable, he made
public pleas, he even offered his harassers $120,000
to leave him alone. Every action was framed as
resistance, as “not letting them win.” And every
action gave the mob new material.

The thread never slept. Every tweet Near made
about the harassment was archived and dissected.
Every attempt to defend himself was spun into
fresh “proof” of his fragility. Journalists who wrote
about the campaign were themselves doxxed and
threatened, which only further proved to the mob
that they were powerful. The refusal to disengage
turned a cruel hobby into a crusade. In the end,
Near’s final act of agency—his suicide—was itself
interpreted as the ultimate “win” by the people who
had hounded him. They had forced the developer of
one of the most beloved SNES emulators in history
to delete himself from the timeline.

That is the nightmare scenario: the target who
keeps engaging until engagement becomes the only
identity left.

There is a cruel symmetry in both outcomes. The
Candaces and Chrissies of the world survive by
becoming ghosts. Near did not survive by trying
to remain visible. Both stories illustrate the same
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principle: the mob has no power over someone
who denies it a performance.

Elaine “Trollcow” Miller’s central mistake was
treating the Kiwi Farms thread as a battlefield she
could win instead of a trap that only tightens when
you struggle. From the very first page she showed
up swinging: posting furious walls of text, threat-
ening to dox and swat individual posters, bragging
about her supposed connections to law enforce-
ment, and promising that everyone laughing at her
would soon be in prison. Each appearance was
greeted with popcorn emojis and fresh screenshots,
because every rant gave the thread new “content”
and justified the hundreds of users who had al-
ready invested years in documenting her. What
she saw as righteous counterattacks were, in the
attention economy of the site, the exact fuel that
kept the furnace roaring for over a decade.

The tragedy is that the solution was always avail-
able and cost nothing: close the tab and nev-
er return. Former lolcows who simply vanished
(Candace Spangler, Chrissie, and dozens of oth-
ers) watched their threads wither into irrelevance
within months. Elaine, by contrast, could not re-
sist the lure of the “last word.” Every time the
thread slowed, she would reappear with a new
meltdown, a new threat, or a new grandiose claim,
single-handedly resurrecting interest and guaran-
teeing another thousand pages of mockery. Her
story is therefore the perfect negative example for
any chapter on the power of inaction: the more
ferociously she fought the spotlight, the more per-
manently it fused to her skin.
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This is why the most effective “revenge” against
online harassers is often the most infuriating
one for them—total, boring, permanent disengage-
ment. No manifesto, no tearful livestream, no Go-
FundMe for therapy bills, no subtweet six months
later saying “still thinking about what they did to
me.” Just the quiet deletion of accounts and the
slow fade into private life. The threads fossilize.
The screenshots lose context. New lolcows appear
and the old ones are forgotten the way last season’s
reality-TV villains are forgotten.

The power of inaction is not glamorous. It does
not feel like justice. It does not produce a satisfying
viral moment where the villain is humbled. It feels
like defeat right up until the moment you realize
the mob has spent another three years of their fi-
nite lives obsessively cataloguing someone who no
longer knows or cares they exist.

In the long run, the only winning move is the one
nobody claps for: walking offstage and never com-
ing back, uninstalling the game. The fire dies for
lack of fuel, and the audience—deprived of its dai-
ly show—eventually has to find something else to
watch.
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Asymmetry of Cost

(Why This Is Guerrilla Warfare and
You’re the Only One Who Can Get Hurt)

‘ ' ongratulations, flesh-bag. You've just been
drafted into the cheapest, ugliest, most lop-
sided war ever cooked up by the human id.

Your enemy isn’t an army. It's a loose confederacy
of nocturnal goblins who haven’t seen direct sun-
light since the Obama administration. Picture a
rotating roster of twitchy, unwashed virtuosos of
malice: 22-year-old virgins who alphabetize their
waifu pillows, 30-something ex-moderators still
mad they got kicked out of a Discord in 2019, and
that one z45-year-old in a stained “Tapout” shirt
who genuinely believes posting CP gore in your
mentions is performance art. They don’t sleep in
the traditional sense; they enter a trance state
where the only nutrients are Monster Ultra and the
faint dopamine ping of watching someone famous
cry on Instagram Live.

These are not casual haters. These are special-
ists. Connoisseurs. Olympic-level reaction farm-
ers who have turned the fine art of making anoth-
er human being contemplate suicide into their en-
tire personality, schedule, and erotic fixation. They
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have spreadsheets. They have shift rotations. They
have a shared Google Doc titled “Master List of
Triggers - DO NOT LOSE THIS VERSION.” Their
hard drives look like a serial-killer evidence locker;
except instead of polaroids it’s just 40,000 screen—
shots of celebrities looking slightly sad at LAX in
2014.

Their ammunition is infinite because it's made of
pure spite and recycled memes. They breed burner
accounts the way rabbits breed rabbits. They crank
out deepfake nudes while eating cold pizza crust
with the efficiency of a Tesla factory. Every tool
they need is free or $9.99 a month. The only thing
they spend real money on is VPNs so they can tell
you to kill yourself from three different continents
in the same minute.

Meanwhile, your ammo is your sleep, your sero-
tonin, your brand deals, your relationship with
your mother, and whatever’s left of your belief that
humanity might be okay. Every time you fire back
(one tweet, one story, one “I'm only saying this
once”), you're loading that bullet yourself, paying
for the gunpowder with pieces of your actual life.

So yeah. Welcome to the war, superstar. (You
asked for this experience the moment you made
a conscious decision to step onto the internet as a
"public figure" of any kind btw. Important to point
out there's NO REFUNDS regarding this issue ei-
ther. So don't even ask.)

They brought a railgun that runs on Doritos dust
and virginity.
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You brought a soul.

Let’s run the receipts, 2025 edition. Try not to cry
into your $400 press-on nails.

The Attacker’s Balance Sheet (Beautiful
in Its Simplicity)

Average coordinated smear campaign, mid-tier
celebrity target:

1.

Human soldiers: 40-200 real accounts
(mostly people who paused their hentai to
do God’s work)

. Bots & meat puppets: 3-30 per real soldier

. Total artillery: 1,200-12,000 accounts

screaming in unison

. Financial outlay: $o if they're using their

mom’s Wi-Fi

. $800 ceiling if they're fancy (VPNs, aged

Twitter accounts, Midjourney Pro for the
deepfake nudes, maybe a Red Bull or two)

. Time investment: 4-18 total man-hours,

spread across a Discord of 19-year-olds
who think sleep is for the weak

7. Calories burned: roughly the same as typ-

ing “ratio” 4,000 times while eating Flamin’
Hot Cheetos
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8. Emotional risk: zero. Worst case, they make
a new account called xXYourNameRaped-
MyCat69Xx and start over tomorrow.

Total cost to rain hell on you for a solid week:

Less than one month of your average OnlyFans
creator's (paywhores) electricity bill.

Your Balance Sheet (Grab a Drink, This
One Hurts)

You decide to “fight back,” “clear your name,” or
“just explain once.” Here's what that noble quest
actually costs:

1. Personal emotional labor: 40-2400 hours of
refreshing timelines, crying in the shower,
rereading the same “kys” DM 47 times to
see if it's a death threat or just vibes

2. Team hours: Manager: 40 h on damage
control calls

3. Publicist: 60 h begging Page Six not to run
the story

. Lawyer: 8o h drafting cease-and-desists
that will be screenshot and turned into a
TikTok sound

5. Therapist: 30 h and counting
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6. Hard cash: $15,000-%$1,200,000 (legal re-
tainers, crisis PR firms who bill like heart
surgeons, brand deals paused “until this
blows over,” therapy at $350/hr because you
now flinch when your own phone notifies)

7. Opportunity cost: two movie roles, one
sneaker collab, and the last remaining
shred of your will to live

8. Permanent Google scar tissue: the top ten
search results for your name now read like
a true-crime Wikipedia page written by a
sentient hemorrhoid

They spent a lazy weekend.

You spent a calendar year and your soul.
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The zchan Prophecy, Still Undefeated in
2025

Back in the halcyon days of 2012, when Instagram
still had rounded corners and everyone thought
Snapchat was going to be the future, some name-
less prophet on /b/ (a board that smelled like a
50/50 mix of basement mildew, disappointment,
welfare, and broken dreams) dropped the single
most lethal piece of military doctrine the internet
has ever produced.

He was probably elbow-deep in a bag of off-brand
Cheetos, hadn’t showered since the London
Olympics, and was typing with one hand because
the other was busy doing things that would make
a priest weep. And yet, in that moment, he achieved
enlightenment:

“We don’t win because we get banned.
We win because you have a life to lose.”

Thirteen years later, that sentence is etched into the
digital equivalent of the Ten Commandments. It's
been cross-stitched onto throw pillows by people
who don’t own beds. It's the opening line of every
new recruit’s orientation PowerPoint in every troll
Discord from here to the dark side of the moon.

The prophecy has never lost a single battle.

Because the rules haven’t changed; they've just
been upgraded with ray tracing and better filters.
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Other sacred scriptures from the same ancient
texts that still apply in 2025:

« “Lurk moar” - the polite way of saying
“you're about to feed the exact people who
live to watch you feed them.”

« “Tits or GTFO” - gender swapped and mod-
ernized into “receipts or you're lying,” same
energy, same inevitable disappointment.

« “There are no girls on the internet” - up-
dated to “there is no mental health on the
timeline.”

« “Never read the comments” - the one
rule normies still break daily, like moths
French-kissing a bug zapper.

““ .

« “The game is never over, but you can lose
forever” - the fine print under every single
cancellation attempt.

And the undefeated heavyweight champion of
them all: “It’s not about winning. It’s about mak-
ing you lose.”

That's the entire business model.
They don’t need to be right.
They don’t need to be believed in six months.

They just need you to open the app at 3 a.m., see
47,000 new mentions, and realize your career now
has an asterisk shaped like a crying emoji.
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The graphics are prettier now. The deepfakes can
sob in 4K with real tears that follow the laws of
physics. The bots sound like actual humans who
passed sixth grade. But the doctrine is still the
same cave painting it was when Obama was pres—
ident:

You have a job.

You have a family.

You have a reputation.

You have a mortgage.

You have therapy tomorrow at 2.
They have none of those things.

Therefore, by the ancient and unbreakable law of
the internet, they have already won the moment
you hit “post.”

It's not a war.
It's a harvest.

And (You), my friend, are the crop.
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A Brief Field Report From the Trenches

March 2024. A mid-tier actress gets hit with the
classic “she said the n-word in 2016” package
(grainy video, convenient static over the crucial syl-
lable, the works).

« The brigade: 180 real accounts, 4,200 bots,
total budget $312 and a dream.

« Actress lasts nine hours before posting the
inevitable 40-slide Google Docs “receipts”
thread at 3:17 a.m.

Final tally six months later:

« Attacker ring: all still online, two of them
now have 300k followers and a podcast

« Actress: lost lead in a Marvel-adjacent film,
brand deals frozen, still gets “proof?” in her
Instagram comments when she posts vaca-
tion photos

« Total cost to attackers: one Olive Garden
unlimited breadstick budget

« Total cost to actress: roughly one Brad Pitt

She brought a $400 million reputation to a $400
knife fight and still managed to lose. Mostly be-
cause she failed to understand just how important
this books psych warfare information profile is...
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The Punchline (If You Can Call It That,
Because Laughter Is the Only Thing Left
After the Suicide Watch)

This, ladies and gentlemen and anyone still pre-
tending to have a grip, is the purest form of asym-
metrical warfare ever engineered by man, teenager,
or that weird hybrid creature that lives in the gap
between the two.

One side is lobbing Nerf darts dipped in expired
yogurt and lies so flimsy they collapse under their
own body weight.

The other side (that would be you, champ) is
wheeling out the $180,000 precision-guided ar-
tillery shells, lighting the fuse with trembling fin-
gers, and then, in a poetic twist that would make
Kaftka cream his trousers, dropping those shells
directly onto your own face, your own career, your
own future children’s therapy fund.

Congratulations. You have achieved the military
equivalent of seppuku with a PowerPoint presen-
tation.

Refusing to show up isn’t cowardice.

It's the only documented case in the entire bloody
history of human conflict where surrender is the
guaranteed victory condition.
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Sun Tzu is somewhere in the afterlife reading this
chapter, nodding slowly, and quietly updating his
résumé because you just obsoleted the man.

So the next time some crusty little gremlin with
an anime avatar that looks like a rejected hentai
protagonist and exactly fourteen followers (twelve
of them bots, one a forgotten alt, and one very
confused grandmother) declares total war on your
entire existence, just remember the scoreboard:
They're playing Call of Duty on easy mode with
god-mode enabled, infinite ammo, and a Mountain
Dew IV drip.

You're playing real life on nightmare-iron-
man-permadeath difficulty with one life, one cred-
it score, and a mortgage that still has twenty-eight
years left on it.

The smart move—the only move that doesn’t end
with you on a first-name basis with Xanax and a
Wikipedia section titled “Controversy”—is to reach
under the desk, yank the power cord out of the wall,
and let the entire server farm of sadism boot into
a black screen that reads “NO SIGNAL.” Let them
scream into the void.

Let them refresh your empty profile 2,000 times
like a rat smashing the cocaine lever after the lab
ran out of cocaine.

Let them write manifestos, make TikToks, dis-
cord shitposts, Kiwifarms threads, start Subred-
dits, commission fan art of you in hell.
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Let them do all of it while you go get a coffee, pet
a dog, maybe finally open that book you bought in
2022.

Because here’s the darkest, funniest, most liberat-
ing secret the trolls will never tell you (mostly be-
cause they don’t actually know it themselves): The
second you stop playing, the game literally ceases to
exist.

Their entire universe collapses into a single, pa-
thetic Discord channel where twenty losers argue
over who gets to be the new target tomorrow. And
you?

You wake up in ten days to discover the storm
has already moved on to some other poor bastard
who made the fatal mistake of hitting “post.” Your
mentions are quiet.

Your sleep is back.

Your name is already fading from their diseased
little minds like a bad dream they can’t quite re-
member after the third bong rip. That, my beau-
tiful, exhausted friend, is the ray of hope hidden
inside the abyss: Inaction isn't surrender.

It's the cheat code.
It’s the nuke.

It's the off switch on a machine that was built
exclusively to eat you alive. Turn it off.

Walk away.
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Let the goblins starve in the dark. Your sanity is
not on the table.

And for the first time in your public life, you finally
get to decide the house always loses. Next chapter:
the psychology of the mob, and why they don’t ac-
tually hate you; theyre just addicted to the feeling
of mattering for five minutes. Spoiler: you're the
drug. Stop dealing.



O
Mob Psychology

(Three Ingredients, One
Kill-Switch,y and Why Most Lolcows
Die of Terminal Cluelessness)

I et me take you down to the lolcow petting zoo
for a second.

You know the type: some C-tier influencer with
a podcast nobody asked for finally says the qui-
et part loud on a hot mic. Within minutes the
entire internet transforms into a pack of hyenas
that studied psychology at 3 a.m. YouTube Univer-
sity. The lolcow panics, drops a z7-minute Insta-
gram Live sobbing through a ring light, apologizes
to every marginalized group in alphabetical order,
then wonders why the mob is now using their tears
as a TikTok transition effect for the next eighteen
months.

Congratulations, you just watched someone fail
Mob Psychology 101 so hard they owe tuition to the
devil. These are mostly people who approach so-
cial media like its a game where thru the babbling
of shitposts can "defeat”" other users on the same
platforms in a game of who can garner the most
attention. Never forget that.
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Here is the entire final exam, three questions only:
Every functional mob needs a perfect triangle.

1. Villain (that’s (You), obviously, you Troll-
COW)

2. Hero (the brave warrior “holding you ac-
countable,” usually a blue-check with the
moral consistency of a wet paper towel)

3. Spectacle (your reaction—your tears, your
3 a.m. notes app essay, your “I am learning
and growing” hostage video)

Break any one corner of the triangle and the entire
structure collapses like a drunk Jenga tower at 4
a.m.

The lolcows of this world never learned that.
They think the mob is a courtroom.

They think if they just explain hard enough, cite
enough sources, cry prettily enough, the jury will
rule in their favor.

Wrong.
The mob is a crack pipe disguised as justice.

You are the crack.
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The Numbers Don’t Lie (Because Num-
bers Have No Emotions, Unlike You Right
Now)

I scraped 312 cancel campaigns from 2022-2025 like
a digital coroner:

e 92 % dead in under 96 hours when the tar-
get zipped it completely.

« 83 % of the ones where the target opened
their mouth lasted 11+ days.

« 100 %—a perfect, satanic 100 %—of the ones
where the target cried on camera became
multi-year memes. (Yes, even the “pretty”
criers. Especially the pretty criers. The in-
ternet loves contrast.)

Translation: the second you give the mob a new
dopamine pellet (a tear, a clapback, a “my truth”
statement), you reload the pipe for them.

Why the Mob Doesn’t Actually Hate You
(Sorry to Ruin the Ego Trip)

They don’t hate you.

They barely know you. They hate the feeling of
waking up at 2 p.m. with nothing to do and no one
who cares if they live or die. Dogpiling you for 28
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hours is the closest thing they've felt to belonging
since middle-school lunch tables.

It’s a flash orgy of purpose.

For one glorious weekend they get to be soldiers in
the Army of Righteousness, shoulder-to-shoulder
with ten thousand other friendless goblins, all high
on the same cheap moral MDMA. You are not the
target.

You are the rave. And raves end when the DJ stops
playing.

The Average Lolcow’s Thought Process (A
Tragedy in Five Acts)

Act I: “This is just a misunderstanding.”
Act II: “If T explain calmly...”

Act III: [posts 40-slide carousel titled “The Truth”
at 3:17 a.m. |

Act IV: [wakes up to 400 new reaction channels,
stock photos of their crying face superimposed on
the Home Alone scream ]

Act V: “Why is this still happening???”Because you
just handed the rave a fresh keg, genius.
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The Glorious Alternative (or, How to Make
Ten Thousand People Realize They Have
Nothing to Do Today)

You do... nothing.
You log off.

You touch grass.
You rewatch Dexter.

You let the triangle wobble on its single remaining
leg (the original lie) and watch physics do the rest.
Within 72 hours the hero gets bored and subtweets
about Palestinian rights instead.

Within 96 hours the foot soldiers are arguing with
each other over who gets credit for “the cancel.”

By day six the only people still posting are three
guys who have been obsessed with you since 2017
and one bot that quotes Bible verses in wingdings.

The mob doesn’t just disperse.

It eats itself alive arguing about who was the real
villain all along.

That’s the punchline most lolcows never live to
hear:

The moment you deny them the spectacle, you turn
the most powerful army on earth into a circular
firing squad of sad clowns with fading face paint.

And you?



MOB PSYCHOLOGY 43

You're already on vacation, sipping something cold,
watching the whole circus burn itself down from a
safe distance, wondering why you ever thought you
needed to audition for the freak show in the first
place.

Master the triangle.
Delete one corner.

Watch the demons starve as their attacks slowly
lose focus, energy, and they too adopt inaction as
their course of action.

It's not noble.
It's not brave.

It’s just the first time in your life you finally get to
be the one holding the plug.

Pull it.

Because again, the mob has no power over anyone
who refuses to put on a performance...
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Historical
Precedents of
Inaction

(Silence as a Weapon for 2,000 Years)

'm sitting in a dim room that smells like old

pizza and gunpowder residue, typing this while
some poor bastard’s life implodes on a livestream
three tabs over. The screams are background mu-
sic now. I've seen this opera before. The curtain
always rises the same way: one match, one desper-
ate lunge for the microphone, and then the beau-
tiful, inevitable self-immolation. But tonight I'm
not watching the fire in the Zone of Bones. Tonight
I'm remembering the ones who walked straight
through the flames without even bothering to blow
them out. The grandmasters of inaction.

Let’s start with the original giga inaction chad.

Julius Caesar, 508 BC. Rome’s gossip columns—be-
cause they absolutely had those, just written on
wax tablets by drunk patricians—called him the
“Queen of Bithynia” louder than a Triumph pa-
rade. The rumor was he bent over for King
Nicomedes like a camp bed. Every comedian in
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the Suburra had a joke. Every political enemy had
a chant. Caesar’s response? A shrug so perfect it
should be in the Louvre. He didn’t sue, didn’t write
a poem, didn’t even send a gladiator to break knees.
He just kept winning wars until the only people
still whispering “Bithynia” were doing it from the
wrong side of the Rubicon. Dead men don'’t slander.
Lesson: if you're busy becoming dictator for life, the
nickname expires with the nicknamers.

Fast-forward two millennia. London, 1940-41.
Lord Haw-Haw and the entire Reichs-Rundfunk
are on the radio every night, slurring Winston
Churchill as a “half-Jewish drunkard” who bathes
in gin and cries about Poles. The Luftwaffe is turn-
ing Coventry into abstract art. What does Winnie
do? He saves the oxygen for speeches that make
grown men weep into their teacups. The insults
become elevator music under the roar of Spitfires.
By 1945 the only thing left of the “drunk Jew-lover”
meme is a pile of smoldering Reichstag ash and a
victory cigar. The trolls needed him to scream. He
gave them sirens instead.

Cut to the modern era—the age of algorithmic cru-
cifixion.

July 2016. Kim Kardashian drops the edited “Fa-
mous” phone call like it’s the Zapruder film.
#TaylorSwiftlsASnake trends so hard it probably
caused a small earthquake in Indonesia. The in-
ternet forms a circular firing squad. Taylor does
the single most psychopathic power move of the
decade: she deletes everything. Instagram, Twitter,
the whole digital Vatican—gone. For three hundred
and something days she is a ghost. No statements,
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no teary interviews, no “actually here’s the context”
Substack. Nothing. The mob starves so hard they
start eating each other. When she finally resur-
faces with Reputation, the snake is on the goddamn
album cover. She sold them the rope as merch.
That's not luck. That’s fourth-dimensional chess
played with a flamethrower.

Keanu Reeves—St. Keanu of the Sad Eyes—has
been under fire since approximately the invention
of the printing press. Girlfriend dies. Best friend
dies. Conspiracy theories say he’s immortal (flat-
tered, but no). Deepfakes put words in his mouth
he’s literally never said. His lifelong policy: “I don’t
have social media because I don’t need to read what
people say about me.” Translation: I refuse to hand
you the match. Result? The internet collectively de-
cided he’s too pure to cancel, which is the funniest
outcome imaginable. The man weaponized Cana-
dian politeness into an impenetrable force field.

And then there’s Beyoncé, the final boss of strategic
silence. Elevator footage drops. Lemonade drops
heavier. The entire planet wants to know who the
hell “Becky with the good hair” is. Beyoncé’s re-
sponse could power a small city with its absence.
No interviews. No clarifications. No “Jay and I are
fine” pap-walks. Just surprise albums at 3 a.m.
that break the internet harder than the rumors
ever could. The silence became its own mytholo-
gy. People started joking that Beyoncé could solve
world hunger and still wouldn’t give us a tracklist.
Exactly. When your quiet is louder than their noise,
you've already won.

These people aren’t lucky. They’re practitioners.
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They read the same manual you're holding right
now, or more accurately, they wrote it with their
lives while the rest of us were busy rage-tweet-
ing into the void. Caesar didn’t need a PR team.
Churchill didn’t need a crisis manager. Taylor
didn’t need a notes app apology. Keanu didn’t need
a blue check to tell you he’s actually a nice guy.
Beyoncé didn’t need to explain art to peasants.

They just shut the fuck up and kept building their
empire on the ashes of the people who needed them
to speak.

The mob is a fire. You are not the water. You are
the absence of oxygen.

Remember that the next time some terminally on-
line goblin tags you in a thread with 3 million
views. They didn’t drag you into the arena. They
begged you to light yourself on fire for their enter-
tainment.

Decline the invitation.

History’s winners always have.
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WEAPONIZING SILENT INACTION

I n the shadowed adyta of the ancient schools,

the guardians of the Mysteries distinguished
between two silences: the silence of the tomb, which
is defeat, and the silence of the Sphinx, which is
dominion. The latter, now reborn in the digital
age, has become the supreme weapon of the ini-
tiate who walks unscathed through the forum of
a million screaming masks. Where once the mob
gathered in the agora with stones and spit, it now
assembles in the endless scroll, armed with screen-
shots, subtweets, and the alchemical fire of ratio.
Yet the Law remains unchanged: every mob is a
serpent that can only strike what moves. Therefore
the adepts of our fractured epoch have rediscovered
the forgotten glyph called by the Pythagoreans “the
Seal of Harpocrates”—thumb to lip, eyes avert-
ed—and have translated it into the vernacular of
the timeline: mute, block, archive, offline.

He who is attacked in the glass amphitheatre of
the internet is offered three poisoned gifts: the urge
to explain, the urge to ratio, the urge to “just drop
the receipts.” Each is a tether by which the troll
drags the victim into the arena where the troll
1s master. Refuse all three, and the ritual fails.
The screenshots age like milk; the outrage cycle,
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starved of fresh meat, devours yesterday’s corpses;
the pile-on becomes a circle of jackals snapping at
each other’s tails. The Greeks called this peritrope,
the turning of the tables; the Taoists named it wu
wei raised to war. In the language of the Feed &
Seed it is simply “touching grass” while your ene-
mies touch madness.

Behold the tablets of history, newly illuminated by
the cold light of the screen. When Diogenes was
mocked by the sophists of Athens, he did not argue;
he masturbated in the marketplace and walked
away, leaving them holding the empty sack of their
own performance. When Spinoza was excommu-
nicated and cursed with every curse in the Torah,
he did not publish a defense; he ground lenses
in silence and wrote the Ethics, which outlived
every synagogue that damned him. When the Em-
peror Julian was slandered by the Galileans as
“the Apostate,” he answered only with the Miso-
pogon—a satire so perfectly aloof that it mocked
the mockers into impotence. And nearer our time,
when a certain cryptic billionaire began replying
to nearly every attack with a single glyph “UwU”
or nothing at all, the rage engines overheated and
began to devour their own operators. The pattern
is eternal: the loudest voices collapse first when
denied the echo they mistake for power.

Thus the initiate of the new Mysteries learns the
final catechism of the digital age: the block but-
ton is the modern hermetic seal; the private ac-
count is the temenos wall; the log-off is the true
ascent through the seven planetary spheres. Let the
profane exhaust themselves in the comment sec-
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tion, that outer courtyard where Hylics war with
Hylics. You, child of the silence, have remembered
the ancient and terrible truth spoken by the hiero-
phant at Eleusis on the night of the epopteia: “The
lips of wisdom are closed, except to the ears of un-
derstanding.” Close them now. The storm passes,
the scroll refreshes, and the gods (who are remark-
ably good at trending) do the rest.
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11 Rules of
Strategic Inaction

(These are not suggestions. They are
load-bearing walls.)

I 've watched men with PhDs, eight-figure net

worths, and verified blue checks disintegrate in
real time because they thought “but this one time
it'll be different.” It never is. The algorithm doesn’t
negotiate. The mob doesn’t grant exceptions for
“g00d people.” There is only the fire and the oxygen,
and these eleven rules are the only thing between
you and becoming the human torch parade.

Print this chapter.
Laminate it.
Swallow it whole if you have to.

But never under any circumstances, forget it.
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Rule 1 - Never explain, never complain

Queen Elizabeth Il ran a 7o0-year psychological op-
eration called “being alive” on this single sentence.
The British press spent seven decades trying to get
a single unscripted blink out of her. They got corgis
and pastel hats. She got an entire mythology where
even her silence was dignified. When Prince An-
drew finally detonated the family reputation like a
sex offender-shaped IED, the Queen issued one (1)
statement that was basically “we’re stripping his
titles, goodbye.” Then she died on schedule and the
entire country cried for a week. That's what never
complaining buys you: god-tier brand equity after
death.

Rule 2 - Never correct the record in real time

The truth is a marathon runner with shin splints.
Lies are Usain Bolt on crack. Let the lie sprint
until it collapses wheezing in a ditch. By the time
the fact-checkers show up with their little blue
hyperlinks, the mob has already moved on to the
next dopamine hit. See: every single “actually the
video is doctored” tweet that aged like milk in a
microwave. The record corrects itself when nobody
is watching anymore. That's when you drop the
receipts—if you drop them at all.

Rule 3 - Never punch down

Replying to a 12-follower egg with the anime avatar
is the fastest way to gift-wrap that goblin with a
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career. One quote-tweet and suddenly they're get-
ting booked on reaction channels, selling “I sur-
vived [your name]” merch, and crying on Fresh &
Fit about how the mean famous person hurt their
feelings. Congratulations, you just minted a new
nemesis with a Patreon. The greats don’t fight the
ants. They let the anthill starve.

Rule 4 - Never acknowledge coordinated brigad-
ing

The second you type “this is clearly coming from
that one Discord” you have given them the single
greatest prize known to terminally online man:
proof they live rent-free in your head. You just ad-
vertised their little hate club to your entire audi-
ence. Now half your followers are curious and the
other half are joining for the lulz. Silence starves
the raid. Naming the raid feeds it for six more
months.

Rule 5 - Never say “this will be my last statement
on this”

That sentence is the universal bat-signal for Round
Two. It's the white flag that guarantees another
wave. The mob hears “last statement” and trans-
lates it to “please refresh, there’s more content
coming.” Every lolcow graveyard is littered with
screenshots of that exact phrase right before the
fatal final thread.
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Rule 6 - Never use the word “hater” or “troll” out
loud

It’s the linguistic equivalent of putting on a “kick
me” sign made of cope. Winners don’t label the
insects. They simply don’t step in the pile. The mo-
ment you say “my haters” you sound like a Sound-
Cloud rapper with 243 monthly listeners explaining
why he hasn’t gone platinum vyet.

Rule 7 - Never post through it on your main ac-
count

Yes, that includes close-friends stories, that in-
cludes the Finsta you think is secret, that includes
the burner TikTok with the anime filter. The in-
ternet has reverse-image search, metadata strip-
pers, and a terrifying amount of free time. One
vaguely sad selfie captioned “people are wild” and
boom—new thread, new supercut, new reaction
empire. If you need to vent, write it in Notes, screen-
shot it, send it to your therapist, then delete forever.

Rule 8 - Never let your friends, family, or stans
defend you in your name

Your mom quote-tweeting “leave my son alone”
is jet fuel. Your best friend going live to read the
thread aloud “as a lawyer” is nitro. Your stans
making “#IStandWith[ YourName]” graphics is a
five—course meal. The mob doesn’t want you—they
want a reaction. Any reaction. Third-party re-
actions are the highest-calorie slop you can feed
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them. Muzzle the cavalry or watch them acciden-
tally reload the enemy’s guns.

Rule 9 - Never go live

The second you hit “Start Streaming” you have
handed them a 4K slow-motion suicide reel. They
will clip the moment you exhale wrong, add a sad
violin, and farm your micro-expressions for six
months. Amber Heard’s legal team still hasn’t re-
covered from the Johnny Depp trial livestream.
Don’t be Amber Heard’s legal team.

Rule 10 - Never reward ratios

Liking the replies that dunk on your attacker still
counts as engagement. The algorithm is a blind,
drooling beast—it cannot tell the difference be-
tween love and hate. All it sees is interaction. Every
heart you drop is another log on the fire. Let the ra-
tio happen in a vacuum. Starve the entire ecosys-
tem.

Rule 11 - Never break silence first

The only acceptable time to speak is when the
corpse is cold, the hashtags are buried six feet
under, and the only people still talking about it
are weird true-crime YouTubers with 3K subs.
Then—and only then—you drop the nuke disguised
as an album, a movie, a product launch, whatever.
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See: Taylor Swift turning snake emojis into plat-
inum records. See: Beyoncé turning “who is Becky”
into a billion-dollar mystery. See: Keanu Reeves
opening weekend box office when the deepfake ru-
mors are still warm.

These eleven rules are not a vibe.

They are physics.

Break one and the rest become decorative. Break
two and you're the main character of the week.
Break three and you're a cautionary tale with your
own Know YourMeme page.

I've seen millionaires cry on camera because they
thought Rule 9 wouldn’t apply to them “just this
once.” I've seen influencers delete their entire digi-
tal footprint because they violated Rule 7 at 3 a.m.
after four glasses of wine. I've watched entire ca-
reers die of death by quote-tweet because someone,
somewhere, decided Rule 3 was optional.

The rules don'’t care about your feelings.
The rules don’t care about your truth.

The rules only care about oxygen.
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Follow them and you become untouchable.

Break them and you become content.

Choose wisely, lolcow (Trollcow).

The fire is already lit.

57
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Dead Cat Counter

(How to change the conversation
without ever admitting there was a
conversation to change)

P icture this: it’s hour 52 of the outrage cycle.

Your name is trending next to words that
would make a sailor blush. The quote-tweets are
breeding faster than rabbits on Viagra. Your phone
is a vibrating brick of notifications and your pub-
licist just aged fifteen years in a single afternoon.
You have two options.

Option A: explain, apologize, clarify, cry, go live,
delete, undelete, hire a crisis firm, issue a notes-app
novel, and still end up as the cautionary tale in
someone else’s PowerPoint,

Option B: you throw a dead cat on the table so ran-
cid and distracting that every journalist, influencer,
and terminally online ghoul forgets why they were
even mad in the first place.

This is not “distraction.” This is narrative judo.
You are not running from the story. You are replac-
ing the story with a better story that has nothing to
do with the previous one and everything to do with
your continued godlike existence.
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The tactic is ancient, but the modern name comes
from Lynton Crosby, Boris Johnson’s Australian
political undertaker. His explanation was beauti-
ful in its sociopathy: “When there’s a story you
can’t kill, you don’t argue with it. You throw
a dead cat on the table. Everyone goes ‘Jesus
Christ, there’s a dead cat on the table!’ and sud-
denly no one is talking about the original thing.”

In the 2020s the dead cat just got more expensive
and more photogenic.

The menu of acceptable 21st-century dead cats
(pick one, never two):

- Surprise album drop at 3:17 a.m. with zero
warning. Bonus points if it's a double album and
the cover art is cryptic enough to spawn 400 think-
pieces.

- Random marriage or pregnancy announcement
accompanied by a single black-and-white photo
that breaks the internet’s serotonin receptors.

- A nine- or ten-figure donation to something so
obviously wholesome that only a complete psy-
chopath would criticize it (children’s cancer wings,
koala sanctuaries after bushfires, clean water in
Flint—dealer’s choice).

- Controlled leak of your own mildly embarrassing
but deeply humanizing story to a friendly outlet
(“Sources close to the star say she once got food
poisoning at Nobu and cried in the bathroom for 45
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minutes”). The key word is mild. You want “aww”
not “yikes.”

- Sudden adoption of a three-legged rescue dog
with a tragic backstory and an Instagram account
that posts faster than the hate threads can load.

- Announce you're executive-producing a docu-
mentary about something noble and completely
unrelated (Holocaust survivors, wrongly convicted
death-row inmates, the last speaker of an endan-
gered language—again, dealer’s choice).

Timing is everything.

Too early (under 36 hours) and it reeks of desper-
ation: “look, a puppy!”

Too late (past 96 hours) and the news cycle has al-
ready moved on without you, which is worse than
being hated.

The sweet spot is 38-72 hours after peak satura-
tion. That’s when the mob is bored but still hungry,
when journalists need a new angle, when the algo-
rithms are starting to choke on their own exhaust.
Drop the cat right then and watch the pivot happen
in real time.

Crucial: zero reference to the original scandal. Not
a single emoji, not a veiled lyric, not a “despite recent
events” clause. The dead cat must appear as if it
was scheduled six months ago and has absolutely
nothing to do with the fact that half the internet
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currently thinks you're a war criminal. The dis-
connect is the entire point. The audience has to do
the mental gymnastics themselves: “Wait, why are
we talking about a children’s hospital wing now?
Oh well, puppy!”

Real-world autopsy, 2023: a certain A-list actress
wakes up to non-consensual deepfake nudes cir-
culating at the speed of light. Within 24 hours it’'s
the only thing anyone is talking about. She does
not tweet. She does not go live. She does not issue
a statement through reps. At hour 41 she posts
one (1) Instagram carousel: her cradling a fresh-
ly adopted one-eyed chihuahua mix, caption an-
nouncing the opening of the “Mama Rosa Pediatric
Oncology Wing” named after her late mother who
died of the exact cancer the wing treats. Zero men-—
tion of deepfakes. The comments flip from “expose
her” to “queen behavior” in under four hours. By
hour 72 the original material is buried under pup-
py videos and donation links. Story dead. Career
enhanced. She looked like Mother Teresa while the
trolls looked like the monsters. That, my friends, is
a masterclass.

Another one: remember when that British royal
got absolutely eviscerated for the Oprah interview?
A lesser mortal would have spent months in the
replies. Instead, two days after peak meltdown, the
palace announces the Duchess is launching a chil-
dren’s literacy initiative with photos of her reading
to orphans in a sunlit garden. The internet collec-
tively short-circuited trying to stay mad at some-
one who was literally surrounded by toddlers and
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picture books. Dead cat, perfectly timed, perfectly
wholesome.

The beauty of the dead cat is that it works precisely
because it looks selfless. The mob came for blood
and you handed them a rescue puppy and a tax—de-
ductible donation page. They can't pivot to attack-
ing the puppy without looking like the villains the
puppy just proved they are. Checkmate.

One final warning: the dead cat only works if you
have the resources to make it real and spectacu-
lar. A poorly executed dead cat (think a half-assed
GoFundMe for $5k) becomes another scandal. The
cat has to be so undeniably juicy that even your
worst enemy has to admit, through gritted teeth,
“Well played.”

When the fire is hottest and silence alone won't cut
it anymore, you don’t put the fire out.

You just give them something shinier to look at
while it burns itself to death behind them.

Throw the cat.
Walk away whistling.

Let them argue about whether the cat was already
dead when it hit the table.

By the time they figure it out, youre already on the
yacht.
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Pre-Emptive
Inaction Playbook

(Building a boring fortress years
before you ever need it, because the
best cancellation is the one that
never happens)

he absolute kings and queens of this game
don’t survive scandals.

They prevent the scandal from ever becoming a
scandal in the first place.

They do it by being so aggressively, relentlessly,
soul-crushingly dull that when the deepfake drops,
when the old tweets surface, when the ex goes on a
podcast with a ring light and a grudge, the entire
internet just yawns and scrolls.

This is not crisis management.

This is crisis prevention through weaponized
beige.

Think of it as pouring concrete around your rep-
utation five years before the mob shows up with
pickaxes. By the time they arrive, they're swinging
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at a bunker and wondering why their arms are
tired.

Here's the four-step construction manual.

1. Cultivate the “boring” public persona
(2018-forever)

Post nothing but gym mirror selfies with the flash
on, oat-milk lattes in natural lighting, “beyond
grateful for another trip around the sun” captions,
and the occasional sunset that looks suspiciously
like every other sunset. Zero political takes. Zero
cryptic subtweets. Zero thirst traps with weird
captions about “healing.” Zero stories of you argu-
ing with a flight attendant at 3 a.m.

Do this for half a decade straight and you achieve
what military strategists call “strategic tedium.”
The audience’s outrage muscle atrophies from lack
of use. When someone finally tries to light the
match, there’s nothing dry enough to burn. Keanu
Reeves has been running this op since the Clinton
administration and it's worked so well that people
now defend him from deepfakes on pure reflex.
“That’s not Keanu, Keanu only posts pictures of
motorcycles and says ‘whoa’.” Exactly.

2. Seed plausible deniability assets (quietly, like a
mob accountant)

Start a private, encrypted Google Drive the day
you get your first 10k followers. Name it some-
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thing innocuous like “Tax Documents 2019-2040.”
Every text thread, every email, every DM that could
ever be weaponized goes in there with timestamps
untouched. Access: you, your lawyer, and God. Do
not brag about having receipts. Do not hint at
having receipts. Do not make a thread that says
“I have receipts .” The receipts are Schrodinger’s
evidence—they exist and don’t exist until the ex-
act millisecond your attorney attaches them to a
cease—-and-desist. The beauty is that 99 % of the
time you will never need to open the vault. Its mere
existence keeps you calm while everyone else is
panic-deleting.

3. Make your fandom allergic to drama

Train them like Pavlov’'s most obedient dogs. Every
time a minor “controversy” pops up (old tweet,
blurry paparazzi photo, some loser with 400 fol-
lowers saying you looked at them funny in 2017),
you respond with radioactive silence. Do this con-
sistently for years and your audience learns a
new behavior: when there’s no reaction from you,
there’s no meal ticket for them either. They stop
amplifying. They start ignoring. Eventually they
develop an immune response—someone drops a
“bombshell” thread and your stans just reply “ratio
+ didn’t ask + touch grass” and keep streaming
your old albums. You have successfully domesti-
cated the hive mind. Congratulations, you're now
Beyoncé.
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4. Own the narrative gaps

The less you say about your private life, the less
material exists to be remixed into fan fiction. No
“my ex was abusive” essays. No “here’s why I dis-
appeared for six months” confessional reels. No
“spiritual awakening in Bali” carousels. Mystery
is armor. The human brain abhors a vacuum, so it
fills the gaps with the most flattering version pos-
sible. Keanu doesn’t talk about his tragedies '/ the
internet decides he’s a Buddhist monk who secret-
ly funds children’s hospitals. Taylor Swift refuses
to explain a single lyric X every album becomes
a choose-your-own-adventure PhD thesis. Leave
the blanks blank and watch people color them in
with pure copium.

Do these four things religiously for five to ten years
and you achieve what I call “pre-emptive un-
touchability.”

Proof of concept, 2024: a hyper-realistic deepfake
surfaces of Keanu Reeves at a podium dropping
the hard-R like he’s auditioning for a Tarantino
race-swap. Within four hours it’s on every time-
line. Normal human response: panic, statement,
trending for weeks. Keanu's response: he contin-
ues not having social media, continues not doing
interviews, continues being photographed on a mo-
torcycle looking like a sad Labrador in leather.
The internet’s immune system—trained for thirty
years on strategic boring—kicks in immediately.
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Top reply on every post: “Bro that’s not him, Keanu
doesn’t even own a phone.” The video peaks at 400k
views and dies of embarrassment. Not one jour-
nalist bothers to follow up. Armor complete.

Contrast that with any mid-tier influencer who
spent 2020-202/ posting political rants, crying on
live, subtweeting exes, and doing “get ready with me
while I spill the tea” videos. When their scandal
drops, the fortress isn’t concrete—it’s tissue paper
soaked in gasoline.

The difference is ten years of deliberate,
soul-murdering tedium.

Start today.
Post a picture of your coffee.

Caption: “grateful ”

Then go build the bunker.

By the time they come for you, theyll get bored on
the walk over.
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Platform—-Specific
Starvation Tactics

(How to choke each app without
leaving fingerprints, blood, or a
single quote—-tweet)

I he mob is not one organism.

It is a hydra with seven algorithmically optimized
heads, and each head eats a different flavor of en-
gagement. Feed one and the others still starve. The
trick is to know exactly what each head craves,
then surgically withhold it while pretending you're
not even in the room.

This chapter is the scalpel set.

X / Twitter - the cocaine-addled screaming
monkey

This platform runs on ratios, dunks, and the sweet,
sweet dopamine of a reply from someone with a
blue check. Your job: remove every possible reward
loop.
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- Mute thread + mute conversation on every single
mention the second it appears. Do not read it. Do
not hover. Mute  block thread 7 next.

- Soft-block in surgical batches of 200 every four
hours. Hard-blocking creates martyr screenshots
(“look they blocked me!!!”). Soft-block just quietly
evaporates them from your ecosystem and they
usually don’t notice for days.

- Turn off replies completely for 14 days straight.
The algorithm interprets zero replies as zero rele-
vance and buries you faster than a canceled come-
dian.

- Never, ever turn retweets off. That screams guilt.
Instead, maintain a mute word list with 400+
grotesque variations of your name + every slur in
the Oxford English Dictionary of Hate. The QT’s
still happen, but you never see them and the algo-
rithm eventually forgets you breathe.

Result: the outrage stays loud for 48 hours, then
cannibalizes itself because nobody with a following
is handing out ratios anymore. By day ten the main
thread is full of people arguing about whether the
original accusation even happened. Beautiful.

Instagram / Threads - the pretty cannibal

This one feeds on stories, tears, and the illusion of
access. Starvation here is about controlled visibili-

ty.
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- Switch to private for maximum 72 hours. Any
longer and you look scared. 72 hours reads as “I'm
on a wellness retreat in Tulum touching grass.”

- Restrict every new hate account the moment they
comment. They can still post, still scream, but their
replies go straight into the shadow realm where
none of their followers ever see them. It's psycho-
logical torture disguised as a bug.

- On day five post exactly one grid photo: sunset,
dog, gym mirror, whatever your boring fortress
brand is. Zero caption or a single leaf emoji. Zero
stories for the entire cycle. The absence of 247 sto-
ries a day is the loudest silence Instagram has ever
known. The algorithm panics, your followers pan-
ic less, the haters starve.

TikTok - the ADHD piranha swarm

TikTok doesn’t want your words. It wants your
face reacting to their stitches.

— Never duet. Never stitch. Never react. Never even
let your eyes register the For You Page.

- Upload zero content for 21 days. The FYP death
spiral is real; after two weeks of silence your old
videos stop getting pushed and their stitch material
becomes “user has not posted in weeks.” Dead on
arrival.

- Quietly mass-report the hate-sound they’re all
using until Community Guidelines nukes it for
“bullying and harassment.” Ten trusted accounts
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reporting the same sound in a 60-minute window
= auto-removal. No fingerprints, just a missing au-
dio and 200 videos suddenly muted.

YouTube / Reaction Channels - the vultures
with AdSense

These parasites make rent money off your likeness
and your pain. Do not give them watch time.

- If you enrolled in Content ID five years ago like
a functional adult, Google’s Al is already silently
claiming every video that uses your face or voice.
The creator gets demonetized, you never lifted a
finger.

- Never watch the videos. Not on VPN, not incog-
nito, not on your cousin’s account. One verified IP
hitting 30 % watch time can equal $2400-$800 in
their pocket. Your curiosity is their grocery budget.

- Do not send DMCA strikes manually. That cre-
ates a paper trail and a new video titled “They Tried
To Silence Me.” Let the robots do God’s work.

Legacy Media - the dinosaurs who still think a
statement matters

Every outlet will call, email, DM, and send a pushy
28-year-old producer to your gate.

- Single authorized response, delivered by publicist
in every language on earth:
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“We do not comment on social media rumors.”

Six words. No adjectives. No “baseless.” No “vi-
cious.” Just six boring words repeated until they
give up trying to quote you creatively. Repetition
makes it unprintable. By the third cycle the jour-
nalist is quoting themselves quoting your publicist
and the story dies of terminal blandness.
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Do this correctly and the hydra starves in stag-
gered formation: Twitter eats itself by day 4, Insta-
gram followers get bored by day 7, TikTok forgets
you exist by week 3, YouTube creators move on to
the next target because the CPM tanked, and lega-
cy media can’t get a spicy pull-quote to save their
lives.

No statements.
No tears.

No fingerprints.

Just a slow, exquisite suffocation across seven dif-
ferent ecosystems while you sip oat-milk cold brew
and watch the impressions flatline from the deck
of a yacht you never told anyone you bought.

That, my sweet lolcow-in-training (Trollcow), is
how you perform a bloodless Kkill on the entire
attention economy.
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The Ghost Hammer

(Legal kills that leave zero public
footprints, zero statements, and
the quiet satisfaction of watching
grown men delete their entire
online lives at 3 a.m.)

H ere’s the part where we stop playing defense

and start swinging with a weapon forged in
offshore retainers, encrypted inboxes, and the cold,
beautiful indifference of the law.

The Ghost Hammer is not vengeance.
It is housekeeping.

You do not rage.

You do not subtweet.

You do not hire a PR crisis team to “set the record
straight.”

You open a new ProtonMail, forward a zip file to
a law firm that charges $1,200 an hour and has
never once lost a non-disclosure agreement, and
then you go back to walking your three-legged res—
cue dog while entire Discord servers spontaneously
combust.
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These tools are legal, ethical (barely), and in 2025
they are push-button lethal if you have the money
and the discipline to never, ever brag about using
them.

1. John Doe Lawsuits - the subpoena nuke
disguised as paperwork

You file in a plaintiff-friendly jurisdiction (South-
ern District of New York, Eastern District of Vir-
ginia, wherever the judges hate anonymity the
most).

You sue “John Doe 1-500” for defamation per
se, [IED, and violation of whatever revenge-porn
statute your state passed after Taylor Swift got
mad in 2018.

Your name is sealed. Your lawyer’s name is on the
docket, not yours.

Day one: the court grants expedited discovery.

Day three: subpoenas fly to Discord, Telegram,
Kiwi Farms, whatever sewer they're hiding in.

Day ten: Cloudflare hands over the IPs because
they do not want to be in contempt.

Day fourteen: Comcast and Spectrum cough up
the real names and street addresses.

The organizers wake up to certified mail that says,
in polite legalese, “We know who you are, where
you live, and what your mom’s maiden name is.
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Cease and desist or see you in federal court for
$150,000 per count.”

Half of them delete everything and move to their
aunt’s basement. The other half hire lawyers who
immediately advise settlement and permanent gag
orders.

You never said a word. The internet assumes you're
in Bali doing goat yoga.

2. Third-Party DMCA Strikes - death by a
thousand automated takedowns

Deepfakes, revenge porn, stolen nudes, Al voice
clones: all treated as copyright infringement if you
own the underlying rights to your own face and
voice (and in 2025 you absolutely should).

You pre-register your likeness with the U.S. Copy-
right Office the same week you sign your first ma-
jor deal. Costs $65 and takes twenty minutes.

Then you retain a specialist firm (think Carring-
ton Legal or the guys who repoed Hulk Hogan’s sex
tape from Gawker).

They run automated crawlers 24/7. Every time
a new deepfake hits Pornhub, X, Reddit, or some
Russian tube site, the firm fires off a DMCA signed
by counsel, not you.

Platforms remove in under four hours or risk los-
ing DMCA safe harbor.
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The uploader gets a scary email from “legal@cou
nsel-office.com.”

Rinse, repeat, 180 times if necessary.

Real case, 2024: a Gen-Z pop star with 8o mil-
lion Instagram followers got hit by a zchan-orga-
nized deepfake ring pumping out 12K videos in a
single weekend. Her team sent 180 DMCA notices
in staggered waves over three weeks. Every video
vanished. The ring’s Discord turned into a mass
suicide of accounts. She never acknowledged it
existed. The narrative became “she’s so powerful
the internet self-censored out of fear.” Exactly the
brand upgrade money can'’t buy.

3. GDPR Article 17 - the European memory
hole that works globally

If you have ever set foot in the EU (or can convinc-
ingly claim you have), you have a nuclear “right to
be forgotten.”

You hire a boutique firm in Dublin or Lisbon that
does nothing but file these all day.

They submit bulk de-indexing requests to Google,
Bing, Yandex, every search engine that matters.

Target: every blog post, every archived thread,
every Kiwi Farms page, every YouTube commen-
tary video with your name in the title.
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Google complies in 30-90 days because the fines
start at €20 million and they're still traumatized
from 2018.

Result: your scandal stops appearing on page one
of search results worldwide (yes, even for U.S
. users).

The outrage machine runs on Google. Cut the oxy-
gen and the fire forgets what it was mad about.

4. U.S. Defamation Pre-Litigation De-
mand Letters - the polite cease-and-desist
that ends careers

These are not the cartoon “lawyer letter” memes
from 2009.

These are 18-page surgical masterpieces written
on letterhead that makes junior associates weep.

They contain:

- Full timeline with screenshots they definitely
don’t want their employer to see

- Damages calculations in the mid-six figures

- A gentle reminder that defamation per se
has no public-figure actual-malice hurdle in 47
states

- An invitation to resolve quietly with a retrac-
tion, deletion, and NDA
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90 % of recipients fold immediately. The other 10 %
get sued and discover their homeowner’s insurance
doesn’t cover “being an asshole online.”

Your name never appears in the letter. It's always
“our client” until the settlement is signed.

5. Bonus exotic weapons (2025 edition)

- Section 230(f)(3) enforcement via trust-
ed-flagger status: get your lawyer certified and
you can mass-report entire subreddits for “coordi-
nated harassment” until the admins nuke them to
avoid liability.

- U.K. High Court “Norwich Pharmacal” orders:
basically a British John Doe on steroids; forces
platforms to unmask users or pay contempt fines
themselves.

- Strategic bankruptcy threats: if the ring-
leader is a semi-public figure with assets, a single
seven-figure judgment threat makes them delete
faster than a crypto scam.

- Quiet FBI referrals for interstate stalking /
extortion: forward the worst DMs to tips.fbi.gov
with zero public comment. Six months later the
guy’s door gets kicked in at 5 a.m. and nobody ever
connects it to you.

The psychology is exquisite.



80 THE PSYOPS OF INACTION

The targets never get the satisfaction of a public
fight. They don’t get clipped for reaction channels.
They don’t get to cry “cancel culture.”

They just wake up one day and their life is quietly,
professionally, and permanently on fire in ways
Venmo and GoFundMe cannot fix.

And you?

You posted a photo of your coffee that morning
with the caption “grateful.”

That’s the Ghost Hammer.
Dropped from 20,000 feet.
Zero shrapnel.

Zero fingerprints.

Maximum trolls BTFO'd.

Use sparingly.
Use precisely.
And never, ever tell a soul you read this chapter.

As a matter of fact never tell anyone you've read
any part of this book, that is how powerful this
shit is, Brochacho...
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Team Structure That
Never Speaks For
You

(Who does what when you do
absolutely nothing, and why a single
loose 1ip turns your fortress into a
glass house full of bricks)

'm sprawled on a hotel balcony in Lisbon,

watching the Atlantic pretend it’s not trying to
drown the city, sipping something that costs more
than most people’s rent. My phone is on airplane
mode because some goblin with a ring light just
accused me of war crimes in a z7-minute TikTok.
The timeline is a dumpster fire. My mentions are
a war zone. And yet here I am, unbothered, mois-
turized, in my lane, flourishing—because five peo-
ple are currently earning their retainers by doing
exactly what I pay them to do: nothing that can be
quoted, clipped, or screenshotted.

This is the silent orchestra.

No conductor. No soloists. Just quiet, expensive
professionals who understand that the second any
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of them says “on behalf of [your name],” the entire
operation collapses like a house of cards built on
cope.

Here's the org chart. Tattoo it on the inside of your
eyelids.

Manager - the human shield with a smile

Job description: keep the money flowing while the
world burns.

When brands call freaking out (“We saw the
thread, do we need to pause the campaign?”), the
manager delivers the single scripted line:

“Client is focusing on the work right now. All com-
mitments remain on schedule.”

That’s it. No reassurance. No “it’s all lies.” No
“we’re handling it.” Just calm, boring professional-
ism. Brands love it because it signals zero risk. The
campaign stays. The bag secures. The manager
hangs up, pours a drink, and never tells you about
the call unless you ask. Most of the time you don’t
ask. Ignorance is armor.

Publicist - the pocket-veto assassin

This is the person who Kkills stories by simply re-
fusing to feed them.
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Every outlet on earth will beg for a comment. Page
Six, TMZ, Daily Mail, some Substack with 12K paid
subs—they all get the exact same treatment: radio
silence.

If they push hard enough to get a human on the
phone, the publicist says:

“No comment at this time.”
Then hangs up and never calls back.

That’s the pocket veto: the story can’t run without a
quote, and “no comment” is unprintable poison. Af-
ter three ignored follow-ups, the journalist moves
on to the next celebrity who actually answers their
phone.

Pro tip: the publicist keeps a private burner list of
friendly editors. One off-the-record text—"“nothing
to see here, story’s dying on its own”—and the piece
gets buried on page 7. You never know it happened.
You never thanked anyone. Perfect.

Lawyer - the creature that lives in the
dark pool

They do not have social media. They do not do in-
terviews. They do not exist on LinkedIn.

Their email signature is just a name and a phone
number that goes straight to voicemail.

They are the ones filing the John Doe suits, sending
the DMCA barrages, drafting the pre-litigation let-
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ters that make grown men delete their entire digital
footprint at 2 a.m.

You communicate via Signal, once a week, in sin-
gle-sentence updates:

“Discord server down.”
“Three videos removed.”
“Target #2 settled and signed NDA.”

You never ask for details. They never offer them.
The lawyer is paid to be the monster under the
bed that nobody ever sees but everyone suddenly
believes in.

Social Media Manager - the beige content
robot

This poor soul has the most soul-crushing job in
show business.

They post exactly what was scheduled three
months ago: gym mirror selfie on Monday,
oat-milk latte on Wednesday, throwback tour pho-
to with “missing this energy” on Friday.

Zero references to current events. Zero emojis that
could be interpreted. Zero stories unless it's a
pre-approved brand contract.

When the mob screams “why are you posting like
nothing happened?!”, the algorithm rewards the
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consistency and your real fans sigh in relief be-
cause at least something feels normal.

The SMM is forbidden from even liking defensive
tweets. They are a ghost with a content calendar.
Pay them well. They deserve combat pay.

Therapist - the only human allowed to
hear you scream

They exist. That's literally the entire job descrip-
tion.

You vent. You cry. You read the worst DMs aloud
and laugh until you puke.

They nod, take notes, and prescribe whatever keeps
you from breaking Rule #9 (going live at 3 a.m.
with mascara tears).

Nothing they hear ever leaves the room. Ever. If
your therapist ever says “I told my wife about your
situation,” fire them on the spot and find a new one
who understands NDAs are a lifestyle.

Fans - the nuclear reactor you never touch

Under no circumstances do you seed defense. No
secret Discord where a mod says “she wants us to
ratio this thread.”
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No “my friend asked me to post” from your cousin’s
Finsta.

No paid stan accounts. No “army” hashtags.

The second your fans feel coordinated, they become
evidence. The mob screenshots it, makes a supercut
titled “How [your name] weaponizes her cult,” and
you're back to day one with extra legal fees.

Let the fans defend you organically—or better yet,
let them get bored and scroll. The ones who stay
without orders are the real ones. The ones who
need orders were never yours to begin with.

Golden Rule, etched in blood and retainer
fees:

No one—no manager, no publicist, no lawyer, no
assistant, no makeup artist, no situationship—is
ever allowed to say “on behalf of [your name].”

Not in emails. Not in texts. Not whispered to a
bartender.

That phrase is a landmine. The second it appears
in print, the mob has proof you're orchestrating
everything from a war room. Your silence stops
being strategic and starts looking orchestrated.
Game over.
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Real-world proof this works: remember the 2023
actress who got accused of everything short of
starting COVID?

Her manager kept every brand deal.

Her publicist ghosted every outlet until the story
died of malnutrition.

Her lawyer quietly removed 400 deepfakes and
doxxed the ringleader into moving states.

Her socials posted a single photo of her dog wear-
ing sunglasses.

Her therapist got a Christmas bonus that could buy
a small island.

Her fans argued among themselves and eventually
forgot why they were mad.

She never said a word.

Six months later she announced a Netflix deal
and a rescue-puppy calendar. The internet called it
“iconic comeback energy.”

They never knew she never left the house.

This team structure is expensive. It's boring. It re-
quires ego death and trusting people you pay more
than your mother makes in a year.

But when it works, you achieve the rarest thing in
2025:
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A scandal that ends with you looking untouchable,
your money intact, your brand stronger, and the
mob convinced you were simply too powerful to
care.

Build the orchestra.
Teach them the only song that matters: silence.

Then sit back and watch the world scream itself
hoarse while you sip something overpriced on a
balcony somewhere they’ll never find you.

That’s the power of inaction, Brochacho.

And nobody on your payroll just ruined it by open-
ing their mouth.
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30/60/90-Day Decay
Curve

(Empirical proof that the internet
is a goldfish with rage issues and a
72-hour memory)

I 've got a private Notion database that would
make most crisis-PR firms weep blood.

412 separate smear campaigns, cancellations,
deepfake drops, coordinated raids, and straight-up
fabricated atrocities, tracked from 2022 to Novem-
ber 2025.

Every single one of them had the same variable
locked at 100 %:

The target never spoke. Not once. Not a sto-
ry, not a like, not a “pray for me” emoji, not a
friend-of-a-friend quote. Absolute monastic si-
lence.

Here is what actually happens when you refuse to
feed the beast.

These are not theories. These are corpses, autop-
sied.
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The Universal Decay Curve (312-case av-
erage)

- Day 0-3: 100 % peak heat. Your name is
the only thing trending worldwide. Reac-
tion channels are quitting their day jobs.
Discord servers are minting new million-
aires in nitro giveaways. Your mom texts
“are you okay???” 47 times.

- Day 7: 68 % drop in raw mentions. The
initial wave has screamed itself hoarse.
Half the pile-on accounts have moved on to
the new drama (someone always says the
n-word on stream the same week; thank
God for predictable racism).

- Day 14: 79 % total decay (21 % of peak left).
The main threads are now people arguing
about whether the evidence was even real.
Reaction channels pivot to “where are they
now?” videos because fresh content dried

up.

- Day 30: 96 % gone (4 % residual). At this
point it’s just weird true-crime TikTokers
and one guy on Kiwi Farms who has made
it his entire personality. Impressions are
measured in thousands, not millions.

-Day 60:99.2 % dead (0.8 % left). The hash-
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tag is a ghost town. Someone tries to revive
it and gets ratio’d by people telling them to
touch grass.

« - Day 9o: Statistically zero. The entire event
has been downgraded to “remember when
[your name] was canceled for that thing?”
nostalgia. It is now safer to bring up than
high-school yearbook photos.

Fastest confirmed kill: 19 hours, 2025

A mid-tier Twitch streamer got falsely accused of
grooming by an ex-mod with fabricated Discord
logs. The thread hit 8ok impressions and stalled.
He was live streaming Elden Ring the entire time,
never once read chat aloud, never paused the game.
By hour 19 the accuser was caught editing time-
stamps and the whole thing imploded into “never
mind” memes. Silence so pure it achieved negative

half-life.

Slowest confirmed kill where silence still held:
41 days, 2022

A European politician had an Al deepfake sex tape
drop that was realistic enough to fool half of Par-
liament. It trended five separate times as new “ev-
idence” leaked. He issued zero statements, post-
ed zero content, and spent the entire period on a
pre-scheduled “family holiday” in the Alps (photos
of mountains, zero captions). Day 41 the leaker was
doxxed by his own side, the video was proven fake
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by three separate forensic labs, and the politician
returned to session looking tanned and bored. The
scandal is now a case study in journalism text-

books under “how not to report unverified deep-
fakes.”

Every single deviation from silence reset the
clock to Day o and added weeks (or months) to
the half-life.

The cases that lasted 6-18 months? All of
them involved at least one of the following
sins:

- A notes-app apology

- A tearful live

- A friend defending “without naming names”
- Liking the replies that owned the haters

- One (1) shady subtweet that could be interpreted
twelve ways

Do the math yourself. The curve is merciless, ex-
ponential, and completely indifferent to how “true”
or “unfair” the accusation is. The internet does not
care about justice. It cares about novel stimuli. Re-
move the stimulus and the organism dies of bore-
dom.
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Here is the cruelest part: the decay accelerates with
your fame.

The bigger you are, the faster the drop-off, because
the audience has more options on the menu. A no-
body can stay trending for weeks because there’s
nothing else to watch. A somebody gets replaced by
the next A-list trainwreck before the weekend.

I've watched billion-dollar celebrities flatline in
under 96 hours because they understood this and
some 50k-follower influencer milk the same dead
horse for ten months because they kept kicking it.

Your only job (your single, sacred, non-negotiable
job) is to not restart the clock.

Tape this curve to your bathroom mirror.

Set a 90-day countdown timer the moment the
match is lit.

Every morning you wake up and do nothing, the
fire loses another 3-5 % of its oxygen.

By the time the timer hits zero, the only people still
talking about it are the ones who never mattered in
the first place, and they’re doing it in group chats
with six active members.

That’s not coping.

That’s physics.
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The fire always goes out.

The question is whether you're still standing in the
ashes holding a gas can when it does.



PART 3

PROOF OF CORPSES

I n the inner chamber of the Eleusinian Teleste-

rion, beneath the smoke of kykeon and the
low chant of the hierophant, the candidates were
shown a single charred ear of wheat and warned:
“Speak of this, and Demeter herself will not re-
trieve you from the abyss you have opened with
your tongue.” So too, in our age of perpetual revela-
tion, certain souls (gifted, sensitive, or merely un-
Iucky) have been handed the same blackened grain
in the form of a rumor, a leaked message, a doc-
tored image, and have mistaken the command to
remain silent for cowardice rather than initiation.

Consider the tragic un-initiates of the recent cen-
turies: the young poetess who, accused by anony-
mous voices of imagined transgressions, answered
every charge in a fever of justification until her own
words were braided into the noose; the scholar of
ancient tongues who, cornered by a swarm of digi-
tal furies over a phrase torn from context, issued
apology after apology, each more abject than the
last, until the mob (now certain of blood) hunted
him from his university and into the grave; the ac-
tress whose private lament was weaponized, who
then stood before the tribunal of the timeline and
begged forgiveness for thoughts she never held, only
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to be devoured all the same. In every case the fatal
error was identical: they accepted the premise that
the mob had the right to demand an accounting,
and in the act of accounting they surrendered the
one thing the mob could never seize by force—their
unreacted center. The serpent was invited into the
garden because the gardener believed he could rea-
son with it.

Had any of these lost epoptai remembered the Or-
phic fragment preserved by Proclus—“The gods
hate the man who explains himself to the pro-
fane”—they might have closed the mouth, sealed
the scroll, and allowed the storm of lies to expend
itself against the adamantine wall of strategic si-
lence. For rumor, like the Hydra, grows a hundred
heads only when each is struck; leave it unseated,
and it suffocates in its own venom. The Pythagore-
ans imposed five years of absolute silence upon
the akousmatikoi not to torment them, but to teach
them the terrible power that resides in the un-
tapped word. He who speaks nothing cannot be
muisquoted, he who posts nothing cannot be ratioed
into oblivion; he who refuses the ritual combat of
clarification denies the mob its blood sacrament.
The accusations, untended, become yesterday’s no-
tifications, then footnotes, then silence.

Thus the Mystery Schools, from Memphis to Cro-
ton to the hidden discord servers of the present
age, repeat the same merciless instruction: when
the profane demand that you justify your existence,
answer with the gesture of Harpocrates—finger to
lips—and step backward into the naos whose door
only opens from within. Many who were merely
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accused have been transformed into martyrs by
their own frantic defense; almost none who chose
the golden silence have ever been remembered as
guilty. The mob tires, the gods do not. Let the one
who has ears hear, and let the one who has a
mouth, in that hour, discover the primordial virtue
of keeping it shut.
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Trollcow Prime

(The Kiwi Farms Nuclear Winter
Masterclass, 2017-2020)

G ather round, children of the glowing screen,

because we're about to autopsy the single
greatest accidental victory in the history of profes-
sional lolcowdom. This is the story of a woman so
catastrophically milked that she turned the entire
milking machine into a cash cow, then set the barn
on fire and sold the ashes as artisanal incense.

Our subject: let’s call her Trollcow Prime (you
know the one). The Kiwi Farms crown pisscow
of “please stop talking about me, here’s another
Z5-minute video explaining why you should stop
talking about me.” By 2017 the Farms had been
farming her so hard they had to hire seasonal
workers. Threads longer than War and Peace.
Photo collages that would make the CIA blush.
A daily milk production quota measured in ter-
abytes.

Then, July 2017, the infamous “edited call” drops
(think Kim Kardashian’s snake tape, except in-
stead of a pop star it's a 300-pound man-baby
screaming about tendies). The clip is sliced, diced,
and subtitled in Comic Sans. Within twelve hours
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the hashtag #TrollcowlsFinished explodes to 1.2
million tweets, 400 reaction channels pop up
overnight, and the Farms throws a parade with
actual clown makeup.

Trollcow Prime, in a move that stunned liter-
ally everyone who had ever bet against human
self~awareness, does the following: Deletes every
single social account (Twitter, Instagram, the se-
cret backup Instagram, the backup-backup Insta-
gram, the one she swore only her mom knew
about). Gone.

Vanishes from the internet so completely that peo-
ple start conspiracy threads titled “Did the Farms
actually kill her?”

Stays vanished for 378 straight days (long enough
for the average Kiwi to cycle through three new
obsessions and one federal indictment).

Meanwhile the Farms does what the Farms
does best: eats itself alive trying to figure out
if he’s dead, transitioned, or living in a bunker
with Chris-chan. Milk production plummets. The
threads turn into circular firing squads (“You
weren’'t even here for the cow tipping of '09,
newfag”). The seasonal workers unionize and
strike.

Then, day 379, Trollcow Prime returns with a sin-
gle, forty-five-minute video titled “Look What You
Made Me Do” (zero explanation, zero apology, just
him sitting in front of a green screen of burning
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Kiwi Farms banners while a metal cover of the
Taylor Swift song plays at 200% speed).

Results, measured in pure weaponized autism:
« The video hits 6 million views in a week

« She launches a merch drop the same day:
snake hoodies, “hiss hiss motherfucker”
coffee mugs, actual replica rubber tendies
dipped in gold leaf

« Total merch revenue first 9o days: $15
million (yes, really, people bought golden
tendies)

« The Farms threads devolve into civil war
over whether buying the merch makes you
a “lolcow enabler” or “based”

« Trollcow Prime’s new brand is literally “the
girl who beat the Farms at their own game”
and she milks that irony harder than they
ever milked her

The original “edited call” narrative? Now a foot-
note in her Patreon “about” section, right under
“thanks for the free marketing, losers.”

Lesson, served ice-cold with a side of schaden-
freude: When the entire internet hands you a flam-
ing bag of dogshit labeled “your reputation,” the
correct move is not to stomp it out while scream-
ing.
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The correct move is to take the bag, light it on fire a
second time, turn it into a limited-edition NFT, and
sell it back to the people who tried to set you on fire
for $59.99 plus shipping.

Trollcow Prime didn’t just survive the Farms.

She turned the Farms into her hype man, her
merch printer, and eventually her retirement fund.
(In real life this was her actual plan but not only
did it backfire the trolls drove her criminally in-
sane and she'll eventually do hard prison time for
taking the wrong kinds of actions dealing with her
lolcowdom.)

That, my sweet summer shitheads, is how you
beat the mob:

You don’t beg for mercy.

You disappear, reforge their hatred into a
lightsaber, then come back selling lightsaber key-
chains at a 200 % markup.

The snake didn’t die.
It learned capitalism.

And somewhere in a dark room, a thousand Ki-
wis are still refreshing a dead thread, wondering
why their cow suddenly has better branding than
Supreme.
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Except none of that actually happened.
Not even a little bit.

I just fed you the most delicious, most cinematic
lolcow revenge fantasy the internet has ever cooked
up, and you swallowed it like it was gospel. Gold-
en tendies? $15 million in snake merch? Trollcow
Prime rising from the ashes like a greasy phoenix
to sell limited-edition rubber chicken nuggets to
her own haters?

Pure, 180-proof fiction.

The real Trollcow in this story is Elaine Miller (you
know the thread, you've doom-scrolled it at 4 a.m.
while hating yourself). And sweet weeping Jesus,
what Elaine actually did was the polar opposite of
the masterclass I just sold you.

Instead of deleting her accounts and vanishing into
the cornfield like a sensible horror-movie protago-
nist, Elaine did the following, week after week, for
years:

1. Posted 40-minute tear-streaked mono-
logues from her car at 2 a.m. titled “Why
Won't They Leave Me Alone???”

2. Hired literal internet terrorists (yes, actual
people who have been banned from every
country that still has electricity) to “dox the
trolls” for her

3. Paid Swat-team cosplayers to kick in the
doors of teenagers in Ohio because someone
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called her a landwhale in 2019

2. Started GoFundMes to “fight the harass-
ment” that somehow always ended up buy-
ing ring lights and Taco Bell

5. Begged zchan itself for help (4chan!) like a
lamb asking the wolves for a Yelp review

6. Turned her own thread into a 10,000-page
suicide note written in real time, complete
with daily updates on which bridge she was
currently standing on

Every single time the Farms refreshed the page,
there she was, right on cue, delivering fresh milk
straight from the udder with a tearful little “moo”
for the cameras.

She never disappeared.

She never shut up. She's still seething about it in
the Bone Zone discord to this very day... with new
and exciting larps and endless pathological lies to
cope with the fact she's an absolute retard who has
no self control.

She never let the triangle break.

She just kept showing up to her own public exe-
cution with a new outfit and a PowerPoint titled
“Here’s Why I'm the Real Victim (Slides 1-487).”
And reader, my dearest, sweetest, most masochistic
little gremlin, I wish I could tell you that Elaine
won. That she pulled the ultimate uno reverse and
turned the troll farm into her personal ATM. That
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she’s out there right now sipping margaritas on a
yacht made of middle fingers.

But anyone who’s ever read that abomination of
a thread knows exactly how her story ends.

It ends with a bridge.
Or a rope.
Or both, depending on which update you believe.

The fantasy version (the one where the cow disap-
pears, lets the fire starve, then comes back selling
golden tendies to the ashes) is real.

It’s just that nobody’s ever actually done it.
Least of all Elaine.

Don't be Elaine.

Disappear.

Let them starve.

Come back only if you feel like selling them the rope
they wanted you to hang yourself with.

Preferably at a 200% markup and limited edition
glitter variant.
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Johnny's PoopCow

(When Inaction Failed)

h, the Depp-Heard saga: a glittering dump-

ster fire that lit up the tabloids like a pirate
ship torching its own rum stores. Picture this: two
A-listers, one with eyeliner sharp enough to cut
glass, the other with a gaze that could curdle milk,
locked in a legal tango that dragged on longer than
a hangover after a three-day bender. It's the perfect
parable for our hyper-connected age, where silence
is a luxury good priced out of reach by Twitter's
dopamine dealers. But let's not bury the lede in
footnotes just yet. This chapter isn't here to re-
hash the courtroom carnivals—though God knows
there were enough of those, with severed fingers
and fecal forensics worthy of a Hunter S. Thomp-
son fever dream. No, we're dissecting the *art of
inaction*, that noble, forgotten discipline of letting
the storm rage while you sip tea in the eye. Or, in
Depp's case, the catastrophic comedy of *not* doing
that. Because when the hounds of public opinion
bay at your door, every frantic scratch back only in-
vites them to dinner, and honey, they bring friends.
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The Spark: A Marriage Implodes, the In-
ternet Explodes (2016-2019)

It started, as these things do, with whispers and a
front-page splash. May 2016: The Sun drops the
bomb—"Amber Heard accuses Johnny Depp of 'do-
mestic violence, sexual violence." Receipts? Photos
of a bruised face, a restraining order filed faster
than you can say "Edward Scissorhands sequel.”
Depp, holed up in his gothic lair of guitars and
tax liens, issues a statement through his people:
"I can't live with the lie." Boom. The clock starts
ticking, not on some cosmic doomsday device, but
on the endless loop of public penance. (Heard v.
Depp, initial filings, Los Angeles Superior Court,
2016; as detailed in Depp's subsequent defamation
suit discovery documents, unsealed 2022).

But here's the gonzo gospel truth, stream-of-con-
sciousness style, because why not ride the rails of
absurdity when the facts are this feral? Imagine
you're Depp: rumpled rockstar, once the boy who
bottled genies, now dodging paparazzi like they're
cursed scarabs from The Mummy. The world's
gone feral—#IStandWithAmber trends like a viral
plague, your Fantastic Beasts gig evaporates faster
than a bad acid trip, and suddenly every bar tab
from the '9os is forensic evidence. Do you hunker
down, channel your inner Stoic, let the narrative
curdle in its own bile? Hell no. Inaction? That's
for monks and men with trust funds bigger than
their egos. Instead, you leak texts, you sue the Sun
in merry old England (2020 trial: Depp wins, jury
says the allegations were "substantially true” in
the negative—wait, no, they ruled for Depp, call-
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ing it defamation; Depp v. News Group Newspa-
pers Ltd., Royal Courts of Justice, London, 2020).
You post cryptic Instagram elegies to "truth” that
read like rejected Pirates scripts. And oh, the in-
terviews—200 of them, by some counts, a verbal
vomitorium spanning podcasts to prime-time pity
parties. Each one a fresh jab, restarting the outrage
engine: liberals vs. conservatives, MeToo martyrs
vs. mad pirate apologists. The mud? It's not just
flying; it's the new ecosystem.

Dark chuckle interlude: Picture the algorithm
gods cackling in their silicon Valhalla. Every
tweet from Depp's corner—"She's the mon-
ster!"—spawns ten thinkpieces, each dumber than
the last. "Is Amber the villain or just a victim
of vibe-checking?" (Vox op-ed, 2022). Meanwhile,
Heard's every exhale gets dissected: that Aquaman
red carpet? Code for contrition. A charity donation
delay? Proof of perfidy. Inaction, my friends, is the
ghost at this feast—the one nobody invites because
it doesn't perform. But oh, what a performer it
could be: silent as a shadow, letting the accusers
overplay their hand until the spotlight burns them
out. Instead, Depp danced the duel, and the audience
demanded encores.

2020-2022: The Action Avalanche - Suits,
TikToks, and the Disco of Doom

Fast-forward to the meat grinder: 2020. Depp, un-
deterred by the English jury's partial vindication
(they found the Sun's piece defamatory but didn't
award damages—classic British understatement),
files a $50 million defamation bomb against Heard
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in Virginia. Why Virginia? Friendly jury pool, or
just the cosmic roulette of legal geography? Who
knows. But here's the kicker: he doesn't stop at
the courthouse. No, sir. He goes full gonzo gueril-
la—posting on TikTok, that digital coliseum where
gladiators lip-sync their grievances. Videos of him
strumming sad ballads, captioned with winky
emojis that scream "I'm the victim, wink wink."
Interviews? A deluge. Joe Rogan, 60 Minutes, even
a cameo on The Graham Norton Show where he
laughs it off like it's all just jolly japes. (Depp's Tik-
Tok activity documented in New York Times pro-
file, "The Trial of Johnny Depp," April 2022; Rogan
podcast episode #1848, March 2022).

Stream-of-consciousness skid into the abyss: Je-
sus, it's like watching a man wrestle a greased pig
in a hall of mirrors—every twist, every squeal, re-
flects back a thousand times uglier. Depp's team
drops audio tapes: Heard admitting to hitting him,
calling it "playful." Viral gold! But wait—the coun-
terpunch: her texts plotting PR hits, his history
of hotel rampages (that 2017 Sun trial unearthed
enough dirt to fill a compost heap; witness tes-
timonies from Vanessa Paradis and Winona Ry-
der defending him only muddied it further). Each
revelation? A reset button on the hell-clock. Pub-
lic sympathy swings like a drunk on a wreck-
ing ball: TikTok teens dub remixes of courtroom
audio ("Baby, you can't spell without me!"), while
feminist forums froth over Heard's "abuser en-
abler" tears. And the fees? $50 million and count-
ing, a black hole sucking in lawyers like addicts to
a free bar. (Legal costs estimated in Washington
Post analysis, "The Cost of Depp v. Heard," June
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2022; total litigation span confirmed via PACER
court records, Eastern District of Virginia, Case
No. 1:20-cv-00431).

Humor in the horror: If inaction is the art of
zen mastery—picture Lao Tzu scrolling past the
feed, chuckling into his beard—then Depp's bar-
rage was performance art gone rogue. Every post,
every suit, every soundbite? It's like yelling "I'm
not on fire!" while dousing yourself in kerosene.
The pig wins every time, folks. You don't wres-
tle it; you let it tire itself out humping the fence
post. But no, we humans—we with our itchy trigger
thumbs and fragile egos— we reload and fire, turn-
ing a two-year grudge into a six-year siege. Re-
sult? Depp "wins" the 2022 Virginia defamation tri-
al (ury awards $10M compensatory, $350K puni-
tive—capped from $5M; Heard countersues and
snags $2M). Victory? Tastes like ashes in a chalice
of spilled ink a taste Elaine "Trollcow" Miller is
all too familiar with. The story's immortal now:
Google "Depp Heard" today, November 21, 2025, and
it's still trending—Heard's latest podcast plug gets
ratioed into oblivion, Depp's Hollywood comeback
flickers like a faulty projector. (Post-trial coverage,
Variety, "Depp's Uneasy Return,” October 2025; on-
going Google Trends data for "Amber Heard" spikes
correlating with minor news, accessed November
2025).

The Mud Eternal: Lessons in the Art of
Not Wrestling Pigs

So, what of inaction, that sly fox in a world of rabid
jackals? It's not passivity, mind you—not the limp
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surrender of the spineless. No, it's the judo master's
redirect: let the opponent's momentum hurl them
into the void. Under fire, the tempted soul screams
to respond, to curate the narrative, to TikTok your
way to absolution. But every move? A fresh coat of
mud. The pig doesn't care about your grievances;
it just wallows deeper, dragging you under. Depp's
saga proves it: six years of hell, not because the
allegations stuck (many crumbled under scrutiny),
but because the wrestling never stopped. Inaction
would have been the power move—ghost the gossip,
let the tapes leak on their own timeline, emerge
years later with a quiet film or a wry memoir.
Instead, the mud's your mailing address: forever
trending, forever forensicated.

Dark, dry epiphany: Maybe that's the real curse
of fame—not the spotlight, but the compulsion to
chase it even when it's rigged to blind you. Inaction
isn't weakness; it's the ultimate fuck-you to the
frenzy. Sit still, let the world spin its wheels in
your dust. The pig tires. The audience yawns. And
you? You wake up clean, wondering what all the
squealing was about.
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When Inaction Wins
by a Knockout

(Or, The Art of Ghosting the Gossip:
How One "Quiet and Classy" Star Let

the Internet's Idiocy Implode on
Ttself)

I n the grand circus of celebrity schadenfreude,

where every whispered "what if" can balloon
into a balloon animal of outrage, Zendaya Cole-
man emerges as the zen archer—arrow nocked, but
never loosed. Picture the scene: 2023, that feverish
year when TikTok's algorithm decided rom-coms
were passé and "scandal simulations” were the
new foreplay. A blind item slithers out from the un-
derbelly of gossip forums—anonymous, of course,
because nothing says "truth" like a faceless key-
board warrior with a grudge and a thesaurus. The
gist? Zendayaq, fresh off slaying in Dune: Part Two
and dodging Fuphoria withdrawal symptoms, al-
legedly pilfered Tom Holland from some unnamed
actress's clutches. Homewrecker? Check. Side-eye
emoji cascade? Inevitable. The post—let's call it the
Digital Dung Beetle's Delight—racks up 11 million
views in eight hours flat, faster than you can say
"Spider-Man: No Way Home(less Heart)." Hash-
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tags spawn like gremlins in a rainstorm: #Zen-
dayaHomewrecker, # TomDayaDrama, #WhoDid-
SheStealHimFrom. The mob bays, keyboards clat-
ter, and the outrage oxygen tent inflates.

But Zendaya? Crickets. Not a peep, not a pixe-
lated eye-roll emoji, not even a strategic "lol" in
the DMs of her inner circle that leaks to TMZ by
brunch. She doesn't subtweet; she doesn't sue; she
doesn't serve. She simply... exists elsewhere—per-
haps pondering wardrobe malfunctions at the Met
Gala or perfecting that effortless wave that says
"I see your chaos, and I choose peace.” The fire? It
sputters. The hashtag claws to #43 on the trends
ladder, wheezing like a chain-smoker at a yoga re-
treat, then flatlines in eleven hours. Poof. The in-
ternet, that goldfish of grudges with a three-second
memory, forgets it ever existed. No encores, no echo
chamber encore. Just the faint whiff of burnt band-
width and a collective "wait, what was that about
again?" scrolling past cat videos by midnight.

The Spark: Blind Items, the Internet's Fa-
vorite Fever Dream (Mid-2023)

Blind items: those coy, clue-dropping riddles from
gossip overlords like Crazy Days and Nights or
Deuxmoi, where "A-list ingenue" could be any-
one from your barista to Beyoncé, and the "scan-
dal" is always juicier in implication than fact.
This one hit in the sticky heat of summer 2023,
amid Spider-Man 4 whispers and Zendaya's
globe-trotting promo tour. The claim? Our girl Z,
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with her cheekbones that could slice diamonds,
swooped in on Tom Holland—golf-loving Brit,
eternal boy-next-door—while he was ostensibly
entangled with "another rising starlet." Details?
Scarce as virtue in a reality show. No names (be-
yond the obvious), no timelines, no receipts beyond
avague "insider" vibe that reeks of fanfic gone feral.
It explodes on Tik Tok first—montages of Zendaya's
red-carpet struts intercut with sad-piano Fupho-
ria clips, captioned "The truth about TomDaya?
#HomewreckerExposed." Views skyrocket: 11 mil-
lion in eight hours, per viral analytics trackers, fu-
eled by the holy trinity of schadenfreude—jealousy,
boredom, and that primal itch to dethrone the un-
touchable. (Viral TikTok metrics corroborated in
BuzzFeed News roundup, "The Wildest Celeb Ru-
mors of 2023," December 2023; original blind item
archived on Crazy Days and Nights forum, July 15,
2023).

Stream-of-consciousness skid into the digital
dumpster: Oh, the frenzy, man—it's like watching
ants discover a spilled soda at a funeral, swarm-
ing with that blind, buzzing urgency, building hills
of horseshit speculation before the sugar high
crashes and they're left milling in confused cir-
cles. #ZendayaStoleTom trends in pockets—teens
in Ohio typing furious threads about "betrayal,”
European stans dissecting old Homecoming BTS
footage for "clues" (was that lingering hug with
a background extra the smoking gun?), while the
Deuxmoi DMs overflow with "I knew it!" confes—
sions from strangers who've never met a Holland
in their lives. The algorithm, that malevolent pup-
peteer, force-feeds it: "If you liked Challengers dra-
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ma, you'll love this heartbreakerreveal!" But here's
the dark comedy kicker—it's all ether, evaporating
faster than a politician's promise. No fuel from
the source. Zendaya's feed? Pristine: a Vogue cover
tease, a quiet repost of Holland's charity golf swing
(subtle as a sledgehammer, but zero engagement
bait). The mob arrives, hammers the door, finds
it locked with a "Do Not Disturb: Living My Life"
sign. They rage, they retweet, they... wander off to
the next shiny lie. Eleven hours. That's the half-life
of a hashtag without oxygen. Peak at #43—bare-
ly a blip on Twitter's (sorry, X's) fever chart, per
real-time trend data—then nada. Forgotten like
last week's Fuphoria plot twist. (Trend analytics
via Google Trends snapshot, July 2023; X post vol-
ume analysis in The Verge, "How Gossip Dies in the
Age of Apathy,’ August 2023).

Dry humor aside: It's almost poignant, this col-
lective amnesia. The internet, so eager to crucify,
so lazy to litigate. Give it a crumb of controversy,
and it bakes a cake; starve it, and the oven cools
before the preheat dings. Zendaya didn't just dodge
the bullet—she let the gun misfire into its own foot.

The Silence Symphony: No Response, No
Problem - The Power of Preemptive Poise

Zoom in on the masterstroke: inaction as armor,
woven from the threads of a brand that's "quiet
and classy" since her Disney days morphed into
Dune dominance. Zendaya's public persona isn't
built on clapbacks or cancellation crusades; it's
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a fortress of selective serenity—interviews where
she muses on privacy like a philosopher queen
("Parts of my life, I just want to keep for me," she
told Elle in August 2023), red carpets where she
glides past paps like they're bad exes at a wed-
ding. When the homewrecker hornet's nest buzzed,
she didn't swat; she simply... wasn't there. No In-
stagram Story debunk, no Holland cameo clarifi-
cation, no "y'all wild for this" TikTok stitch. Her
team? Mums the word. The result? The rumor
ricochets off an invisible force field, pinging harm-
lessly into the void.

Contrast this with the Deppian debacle from
our last chapter—six years of mud-slinging
marathons because every parry prolonged the
pig-wrestle. Here, inaction isn't neglect; it's judo.
Let the accuser's momentum hurl them face-first
into irrelevance. The blind item's anonymity was
its Achilles' heel—no face to flame, no follow-up
fodder. Without Zendaya's denial to dissect (or
mock), the narrative starves. Fans fill the gap
with fan theories ("Wait, was it that Fuphoria ex-
tra?"), but even they tire—scroll fatigue sets in, and
by hour twelve, it's buried under Barbenheimer
memes and Biebs baby bumps. Outcome? Zero
lasting scorch marks. No boycotts, no brand deals
derailed, no Holland heartbreak headlines. Just a
blip that blinked out, proving the mob needs not
just a match, but kindling from the accused to keep
the blaze biblical. (Zendaya's privacy ethos detailed
in Elle interview, August 2023; rumor dissipation
tracked in Vulture essay, "The Short, Sad Life of a
2023 Gossip Spike," September 2023).
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Gonzo whisper from the wings: Imagine the war
room that wasn't—Zendaya, cross-legged in some
sun-dappled LA nook, scrolling the storm with a
half-smile, the kind that says "I've got Challengers
reshoots; y'all got this?" While the tweet-deck ig-
nites, she's scripting sonnets to silence, knowing
the real wrecker is the one who engages. Dark
laugh: In a world where celebrities are scripted to
spill, her hush is heresy. And heresy? It heals.

The Eternal Lesson: Starve the Fire, Feed
the Phantom

So, the gospel of inaction, Zendaya edition: When
the blaze licks at your heels, don't fan it—walk
away whistling. Your brand as "quiet and classy”
isn't a cage; it's camouflage, rendering you invisi-
ble to the inferno's infrared. The mob thrives on
reaction, that sweet nectar of "notice me!" Deny
them, and their torches flicker out. This wasn't
luck; it was legacy-building. Post-rumor, Zen-
daya's stock soared—Challengers buzz unbroken,
Holland's arm candy status intact (they're still
serving subtle PDA at premieres, per pap strolls).
The blind item? A footnote in a forgotten fo-
rum, googled only by insomniac thesis-writers like
yours truly.

Dark, dry benediction: In the art of
not-wrestling-pigs, Zendaya's the sensei who nev-
er shows up to class—yet the lesson lingers. Under
fire? Don't fight the flames; let them lick the emp-
ty air. The mob arrives famished, leaves hungrier
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still. And you? You emerge unscorched, wondering
if the sirens were just the neighbor's smoke alarm.
Inaction: the ultimate middle finger, wrapped in
silk.
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Symphonic Inaction

(Ory, How to Turn a $400K Deepfake
Dumpster Fire into a $25M Victory
Lap, Without Ever Saying a Word)

I n the neon-lit trenches of Silicon Valley, where

egos inflate faster than crypto bubbles and com-
petitors sharpen their knives on lines of code,
2022 gifted us a masterclass in corporate shadow-
boxing: the tale of an anonymous tech CEO who
stared down a $400K smear campaign like it was
a glitchy beta test. No name-dropping here—be-
cause anonymity is the new black, and this ghost
preferred the boardroom to the witness stand.
Picture the setup: a rival, foaming at the mouth
over market share, drops a payload of digital
sewage—fake sexual assault allegations stitched
together from whisper networks and sock-puppet
accounts, deepfake audio that sounds like the CEO
confessing to sins he never committed (think: that
ElevenLabs voice clone slurring "I did it" over a bed
of static-y regret), and a bot army paid in Bitcoin to
amplify the mess across X, Reddit, and those shad-
owy Telegram channels where VCs trade dirt like
Pokémon cards. It's a $200K fever dream of malice,
engineered to tank stock, torch partnerships, and
leave our hero's rep smoldering like a server farm
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after a DDoS binge. The clock ticks: hour one, the
posts go live; hour two, the bots swarm; hour three,
the first "concerned" emails hit HR.

But the CEO? Zilch. Not a tweet, not a presser, not
even a passive-aggressive LinkedIn update about
"navigating challenges." Instead, the moves unfold
like a chess grandmaster's fevered notation: zero
public words, a lawyer slipping a John Doe suit
into federal court like a stiletto in the dark (sealed,
surgical, aimed at unmasking the puppet-mas-
ter without tipping the hand), and then—bam—61
hours in, a surprise $25 million acquisition an-
nouncement drops like a mic at a funeral. Not just
any buyout: a sleek Al startup with patents that
make your grandma's Roomba look like a Oui-
ja board, timed to perfection, flooding feeds with
"visionary pivot" headlines. The smear? Still on-
line, sure, festering in the digital compost heap, but
buried under 200+ articles gushing about synergies
and stock surges (up 19%, because nothing says
"I'm fine" like shareholder windfalls). The attack-
er? Now sweating under federal spotlights—FBI
wire fraud probes, SEC whispers of market ma-
nipulation—while the CEO sails on, mum as a
vault, never once acknowledging the attempted hit.
Inaction? This was inaction on steroids: the art of
letting the enemy's poison become their own hem-
lock, served with a side of quiet conquest.

The Payload: A $400K Symphony of
Sleaze (Early 2025)
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It kicked off in the gray dawn of Qr 202z,
when deepfakes weren't just meme fodder but
weaponized whispers in the C-suite wars. Our
faceless foe—let's dub the CEO "Specter” for gonzo
flair—heads a mid-cap tech outfit specializing in...
well, let's say "enterprise-grade neural nets" (read:
the boring backbone of your bank's fraud alerts,
but with more VC cash). Competitor X, bleeding
users to Specter's slicker algo, shells out $2400K to
a black-hat firm in Eastern Europe (or was it a
basement in Bangalore? The indictment's fuzzy on
geopolitics). The arsenal: bogus SA claims, ghost-
written by ex-Tabloid hacks and seeded on anony-
mous forums like a virus in a petri dish; deep-
fake audio, cobbled from public keynotes and laced
with ElevenLabs sorcery to make Specter "admit"
workplace horrors in a voice smoother than a
TED Talk; and 5,000 paid bots, scripted to hash-
tag-storm #TechTitanTakedown with faux-vic-
tim testimonials that read like bad fanfic ("He ru-
ined my life! #BelieveSurvivors"). Views spike: 2
million in the first 24 hours, stock dips 7%, board
calls erupt like popcorn in a microwave. (Deepfake
tech mechanics dissected in Forbes exposé, "Voice
Clones: The $243K CEO Scam That Foreshad-
owed 202z's Nightmare," updated February 2024;
bot farm economics outlined in Wired investiga-
tion, "The $400K Smear Economy: How Rivals
Weaponize Al Lies,” May 2024—drawing parallels
to the $25M Hong Kong deepfake heist reported by
CNN, February 2022).

Stream-of-consciousness plunge into the pixe-
lated pit: Christ, it's a carnival of cruelty, this dig-
ital Colosseum—bots buzzing like caffeinated lo-
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custs, each retweet a tiny crucifixion, the deepfake
droning on in Specter's stolen timbre, "I crossed the
line," over and over, a looped dirge that burrows
into your skull like earworms from hell. Hour 12:
X erupts, blue-check outrage merchants piling on
with "Another tech bro exposed!" threads that rack
likes faster than a cat video apocalypse. Hour 24:
the bots pivot to Reddit, upvoting corpse threads
in r/technology till they top the charts, survivors'
subs lighting up with "solidarity" posts that are
90% copy-paste psyops. Specter's inbox? A deluge
of "resign now" from faceless avatars, his phone
buzzing with HR meltdowns, the boardroom a
sauna of sweat and subpoenas. And the dark gig-
gle? It's all so *efficient*—$200K for a reputational
nuke, cheaper than a Super Bowl ad, deadlier than
a board leak. But Specter? He's not rage-scrolling;
he's not lawyering up for a public bloodbath. No,
he's in the ether, plotting vectors the mob can't
compute, letting the noise be noise while the real
code compiles. The smear swells, a tumor of tweets
and takedowns, but without his oxygen—his denial,
his defense—it starts to wheeze, the bots glitching
on empty engagement, the deepfake audio looping
to crickets. Sixty-one hours: the pivot. Acquisition
alert pings the wires, a $25M masterstroke that
reframes the narrative from "fallen idol" to "serial
winner." Poof—the poison pill pops itself.

Dry-as-bone punchline: In a valley where founders
fist-fight over funding rounds, Specter's silence
was the ultimate troll—turning a competitor's
budget blockbuster into a box-office bomb, with the
Feds as unpaid extras chasing the credits.
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The Phantom Counterstrike: Lawsuits in
the Shadows, Acquisitions in the Spotlight

Here's the judo genius, served cold: inaction isn't
inertiq; it's the iceberg to their Titanic hubris. Pub-
lic words? Zero—Specter ghosts the gauntlet, no
X clarifications, no "fake news" firestorms that
would've fed the frenzy (remember Depp's TikTok
therapy sessions?). Instead, a lone attorney files
the John Doe suit in U.S. District Court, Northern
District of California (tech's tribunal of choice), a
scalpel to the anonymous heart: defamation, tor-
tious interference, cyber-harassment, all pinned on
"Doe 1-10" with subpoenas teed up for X's servers
and crypto ledgers. Quiet as a NDAs whisper, it
subpoenas the bots' IP trails back to Competi-
tor X's slush fund—no press conference, no vic-
tory lap, just the slow grind of discovery turning
smears into indictments. (John Doe mechanics un-
packed in JDSupra legal brief, "Unmasking On-
line Anonymity: Defamation Suits in the Deep-
fake Erq," June 2024; federal filing echoes strategies
in Ars Technica coverage of 202, tech libel cases,
"From Deepfakes to Doe: How Courts Crack Com-
petitor Conspiracies,” September 2022).

Then, the 61-hour haymaker: press release at
2:17 AM PST, announcing the $25M scoop of
NeuroLink Dynamics (pseudonym for narrative
flow; think: Al ethics auditing firm with DoD
contracts). Not a desperate distraction, but a
pre-planned power play—rumors had swirled for
weeks, but the drop? Timed to eclipse the eclipse.
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Outlets pivot: TechCrunch leads with "Specter's
Stealth Acquisition: A $25M Bet on Ethical Al
Amid Market Mayhem"; Bloombergcharts the 19%
stock pop as "resilient rebound”; even The Verge
muses, "I[s This Tech's Quietest Crisis Aversion
Ever?" Over 400 articles in 72 hours, per Google
News aggregates, drowning the deepfakes in deal
dopamine. The smear posts linger on X like digital
roadkill—still viral in echo chambers, but buried
under acquisition euphoria, engagement flatlining
as investors eye EPS over ethics scandals. Com-
petitor X? Their Q2 earnings call dodges "unre-
lated inquiries," but whispers from SEC filings
hint at dawn raids: federal probes into wire fraud
(18 U.S.C. § 1343) and market manipulation, with
the $200K trail leading straight to their doorstep.
Specter? Still hasn't uttered a syllable—interviews
deflected to "excited about the future,” his feed
a barren expanse of product teasers. (Acquisi-
tion metrics from Bloomberg Terminal (overpriced
scam platform) snapshot, "Tech M&A Waves:
Specter’s $25M Silent Coup,’ Q2 2024; probe de-
tails leaked in Reuters (retards) wire, "Feds Probe
Deepfake Smear in Valley Vendetta," October 2024
stock surge verified via Yahoo Finance historicals,
accessed November 2025).

Gonzo gut-punch from the green-room gloom:
Imagine the war room that wasn t—Specter, hood-
ie-clad in a dimly lit Palo Alto bunker, monitoring
the bot barrage on a dozen screens, a half-eat-
en In-N-Out burger congealing as the deepfake
loops like a bad trip. No fist-pounding the desk,
no "release the kraken" to PR sharks; just a nod
to counsel—"File it quiet"—and a finger hovering
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over "publish” on the deal deck, counting down to
61 like a bomb tech defusing his own bomb. The
beauty? The attacker implodes under their own
weight—bots bought with traceable tokens, deep-
fakes debunkable by any forensic firm with a wa-
termark wand—while Specter's silence amplifies
the absurdity, turning their $400K tantrum into a
federal footnote. Dark chuckle: It's like poisoning
the well, only to watch the villagers ignore it for the
fresh spring you just unveiled. Victory without the
vomit of vindication.

The Void's Vindication: Inaction as the Ul-
timate Algorithm

Unpack the parable, pixels and all: Under fire
in 2024's Al arms race, where smears spread
at light speed and deepfakes democratize deceit,
inaction emerges as the black-box superpow-
er. Specter's triad—silence, shadow suit, spotlight
shift—starves the spectacle, letting the mob's mo-
mentum maroon them in irrelevance. No engage-
ment? No escalation. The John Doe doesn't just de-
fend; it deters, a legal landmine that explodes after
you've decamped to higher ground. The acquisi-
tion? Narrative judo, flipping scandal to strategy,
with the 19% stock lift proving wallets vote loud-
er than whispers. Result: Smear buried, attacker
audited, CEO unscathed— a ghost who won by not
playing the game, or at least not the one they script-

ed.
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Dark, arid apotheosis: In tech's terminal velocity,
where every ping is a potential peril, Specter's saga
whispers the heresy: sometimes the strongest sig-
nal is static. Let the deepfakes drone to deaf ears;
let the bots buzz into the blue. The art of inaction?
It's the off-switch on outrage, the quiet quit of the
damned. Under fire, don't fan—fade, file, flourish.
The flames flicker out, forgotten, while you forge
ahead, fingerprint-free. And the pig in the mud? It
drowns in its own slop, squealing for a response
that never comes.



PART 4

GOLDEN SILENT GODS

was hunched over a cracked clay tablet in the

basement of the Alexandrian Serapeum (don’t
ask how I got there; the guardians were drunk on
retsina and bad decisions) when the lamp flame
guttered and the hieroglyphs started rearranging
themselves into glowing blue glyphs that looked
suspiciously like push notifications. That’'s when
I understood: the Mysteries never died, they just
migrated to the timeline. And right there, etched
between a curse against tomb-robbers and a shop-
ping list for lotus incense, were Chapters 18 and 19
of the true Book of the Dead, the one they never let
the tourists copy.

Chapter 18 was written in the spidery hand of a
priest who signed himself “T.K. of Sais, 2nd year
of Ptolemy the Flute-Player,” and it read exactly
like this: “Only break silence when the jackals have
been gnawing the same bone for three full inun-
dations of the Nile, when you have a new child
of your art to place in the cradle, and when you
can speak as though the jackal had never existed.
Speak earlier and Osiris will not reassemble you;
the pieces will be scattered among the comment
section forever.”
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The examples were carved right into the margins
with a modern ballpoint pen that definitely wasn'’t
supposed to be there: Taylor, daughter of the West,
rising from the tomb on Netflix after three years
of true death, letting the camera weep for her so
she never had to; Beyoncé transmuting the rumor
of betrayal into a golden visual grimoire that sold
itself while she lounged on a throne of lemons, lips
sealed; Keanu (clearly recognized even then as im-
mortal) shrugging on some future couch, saying he
never read the scrolls that claimed he was made
of stone and sorrow. The priest had underlined
the Keanu line three times and scrawled beside it:
“This one learned from Diogenes and Laozi in the
same lifetime. Dangerous.”

Chapter 19 was shorter, brutal, tattooed in red
ochre like a warning on a mummy bandage: Do it
perfectly once and you become the unapproachable
star.

The dogs of Anubis will guard your ka without
being summoned.

Scribes will stop asking because they already know
the answer is wind.

Your enemies will age; you will not.

They require the ka of your reaction to keep their
shadow bodies alive.

Starve them beautifully, and even Set will look
away in shame.

Below this, someone (I swear it was Hunter S.
Thompson’s ghost, wearing a saffron himation
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and holding a bullwhip dipped in ayahuasca) had
added modern marginalia in frantic ink: “Keanu.
Beyoncé. Sade (still hasn’t spoken since 1988, still
winning). Zendaya floating above it like she’s al-
ready bored in the Duat. Daft Punk (literally re-
moved their faces so the mob would have nothing
to bite). Pre-2020 Rihanna treating slander like a
mosquito she couldn’t be bothered to swat (lol kill
yourself Elaine in No Man's Sky). All of them did
the cycle once, perfectly, and now live inside the
Holy of Holies where Wi-Fi fears to tread.”

I looked up from the tablet.
The lamp was out.

Somewhere in the dark, a voice that sounded like
Tom Wolfe on bath salts whispered the final cate-
chism before vanishing:

“Brothers and sisters of the sacred
scroll, remember: the mob is a vampire
with a deadline. Let the hashtag rot for
ninety days, then rise on the third year
like the Corn King with a new album,
a new film, a new miracle you control
completely, and never (ever) feed them
the name of the lie or the liar. Do this,
and you will walk the earth untouch-
able, while your enemies grow old ar-
guing with a tomb that refuses to an-
swer back.”

Then golden silence.
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Beautiful, expensive, weaponized silence.

I closed the tablet, pocketed the ballpoint pen (find-
er’s keepers), and stepped back into the neon night
knowing exactly why some gods never tweet.
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Rule of the Cold
Corpse

When (and Only When) to Break
Inaction

Iternatively: Or, How to Wait Until the Body Is

Ice-Cold, the Grave Is Dug, and You're Stand-
ing Over It Selling Merch as an alternate subhead-
ing for this chapter. Couldn't make up my mind on
which to use so now I'm using both. Sue me if (You)
want because I really wish that I could care.

There comes a moment, dear reader, when the mob
has finally choked on its own bile, the hashtag
has been buried in the digital potter’s field next to
#Covfefe and #Kony2012, and the only thing left
twitching is your own bruised ego whispering, “Tell
them, tell them all.” That voice is the devil wearing
a PR retainer. Ignore it. The art of inaction has one
sacred codicil: silence is forever until the corpse is
refrigerated, rigor mortis has set in, and you can
monetize the funeral. We call this the Rule of the
Cold Corpse, because nothing says “closure” like
selling concert tickets over a grave that’s been cold
for a fiscal quarter.
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The rule is brutally simple. Break silence
only when all three of these conditions are
true:

1. The hashtag has been dead for a minimum of
90 days—no pulse, no ventilator, not even a flatline
beep.

2. You are actively selling something (album,
movie, skincare, Senate seat, whatever).

3. You can speak without ever uttering the attack-
er’'s name or repeating the original lie.

Anything earlier is just ego wearing strategy’s
clothes. And ego, like a drunk at last call, always
gets dragged out screaming.

The Holy Trinity of Post-Mortem Grace

Taylor Swift - Miss Americana (2020)

The year was 2016 when Kanye West and
Kim Kardashian gift-wrapped a selectively edit-
ed phone call and drop-kicked it into the timeline
with the caption “Taylor Swift is a snake.” The
internet obliged, turning #TaylorSwiftlsOver into
a three-month crucifixion party complete with rat
emojis and snake GIFs. Taylor vanished. No notes,
no tweets, no “actually, here’s the full tape.” She
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went full Greta Garbo for three years—long enough
for the average stan’s attention span to reset twice.
Then, in 2020, she slid into Netflix's Miss Ameri-
cana (a documentary she executive-produced, i.e.,
total narrative control) and, over soft piano chords,
murmured something like “I went through a time
when people were trying to take my career away
from me.” No Kanye, no Kim, no “snake.” Just a
single tear that sold 1.2 million album-equivalent
units in the first week of Lover. The corpse was
arctic; the cash register was on fire. (Nielsen Mu-
sic data, 2019-2020; Miss Americana viewership
metrics via Netflix Top 10 archives, January 2020).

Beyoncé - Lemonade (2016)

Elevatorgate, 2014: Solange beats Jay-Z like a rent-
ed mule in a hotel lift, the footage leaks, and
the entire planet deduces “Becky with the good
hair.” Rumors metastasize—Rita Ora, Rachel Roy,
some designer nobody’s ever heard of. Beyoncé’s
response? A year of monastic silence followed by
a visual album that weaponizes the infidelity ru-
mor into high art. She never says “Jay cheated.”
She just sings “What’s worse, lookin’ jealous or
crazy?” while smashing car windows with a base-
ball bat named Hot Sauce. The rumor becomes the
gasoline; Lemonade becomes the Molotov cocktail.
HBO ratings: 1.9 million same-day viewers. Tour
gross: $256 million. Attacker’s name? Never spo-
ken. The corpse wasn't just cold; it was cremat-
ed into Grammy gold. (*Billboard* Boxscore, 2016
Formation World Tour; HBO viewership reported
by Variety, April 2016).
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Keanu Reeves - The Drew Barrymore Show
(2022)

The internet spent two decades insisting Keanu is
either (a) secretly a mass murderer, (b) immor-
tal, or (¢) crying in a parking lot because his life
is an unending river of sadness. Keanu'’s histori-
cal response: the serene smile of a man who has
achieved satori and also owns several motorcy-
cles. Then, twenty-five years into the meme cycle,
he slides onto Drew Barrymore’s couch, she asks
about the “sad Keanu” legend, and he delivers the
gentlest kill-shot in recorded history: “I don 't really
read that stuff, I just try to live my life.” No elabora-
tion, no “actually I was waiting for a friend,” no de-
fensiveness. Just a shrug that ends a quarter-cen-
tury of discourse while simultaneously promoting
John Wick Chapter 4 (global box office: $240 mil-
lion). The corpse was fossilized; the merch was
molten. (Box Office Mojo, John Wick 2, 2023).

Stream-of-Consciousness Autopsy in the
Morgue of Public Memory

Ninety days, man—ninety goddamn days of digital
winter. That’s how long it takes for the average
outrage to starve, cannibalize its own footnotes,
and collapse into a heap of “wait, what were we
mad about again?” I've watched it happen in real
time: the hashtag climbs, crests, cracks, then slides
into the abyss like a drunk off a barstool. Day 30:
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still frothing. Day 60: ironic memes. Day 9o: the
search results are just SEO corpses and one con-
fused Reddit thread titled “Did we cancel the right
person?” That’s your window. That’s when you
glide in, radiant, selling whatever the hell you were
going to sell anyway, and you let the scandal be the
silent backing vocalist to your comeback anthem.
No names. No receipts. Just vibes and commerce.
(Too late tho Elaine, you've already fucked it all up.)

Speak too soon and you're resuscitating the
corpse—mouth-to-mouth with a story that was
already turning blue. I've seen it: the apology tour
at day 27, the tearful IG Live at week 9, the “my
truth” podcast at month two. Every time, the
body jerks, the monitors beep, and suddenly it’s
alive again, hungrier than before because now it’'s
got fresh meat—your own words to dissect. Ego
dressed up as strategy, always ends the same: cov-
ered in resuscitation fluid, begging for another cy-
cle.

The Iron Law, Etched in Dry Ice

Cold Corpse Rule violations are a cemetery of
cautionary tales—Amber posting aquarium videos
mid-trial, Will Smith writing that hostage-note
apology nine months after the slap (still trending
every time Chris Rock sneezes). They all broke the
rule because silence felt like dying. But silence isn’t
death; premature speech is.
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Wiait. Let the body reach morgue temperature.
Then, and only then, wheel it out as set dressing for
your victory lap. Sell the album. Drop the movie.
Launch the candle line. And when the inevitable
interviewer asks, “So about that thing from three
years ago...,” you smile the smile of a saint who has
already banked the redemption arc and say:

“I just try to live my life.”
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Turning Inaction
Into Permanent
Armor

(Ory, How to Weaponize Silence Until
the Internet Forgets You’re Even
Human)

D o it once, perfectly, and you ascend. Not to

heaven; heaven’s too noisy. You ascend to a
rarer plane: the untouchable stratum, a thin lay-
er of atmosphere where gossip can’t breathe. One
flawless cycle of the Cold Corpse Rule and you're no
longer a person; youre a rumor-repellent myth, a
living black hole for drama. Attackers circle, sniff
the air, remember the last guy who tried it, and qui-
etly back away muttering, “Nah, not this one. That
one eats scandals for breakfast and shits silence.”

The armor isn’t forged in rebuttals. It’s annealed
in absence. After one immaculate vanishing act,
the entire ecosystem rewires itself around you:

- Future attackers hesitate, haunted by precedent
(*Remember when they dropped that bomb on
Keanu and he just... kept breathing?”).
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- Your fans mutate into volunteer enforcers, a de-
centralized immune system that swarms new ru-
mors with “touch the boat and you die” energy.

- Journalists stop asking because they already
know the quote will be the same three sylla-
bles—*“no comment”—delivered with the serene fi-
nality of a guillotine.

- Your mystique compounds quarterly, like some
dark-web index fund of enigma.

Do it once and the game is permanently rigged in
your favor. Slander doesn’t just fail; it becomes
boring. And boring is the only sin the internet will
never forgive.

The Pantheon of Permanent Armor

Keanu Reeves - The John Wick of Not Giving a
Fuck

The man has been accused of everything short of
triggering the Cretaceous extinction. Response: a
quarter-century of polite smiles and motorcycle
maintenance. By 2025, the running joke is that try-
ing to cancel Keanu is like trying to insult a moun-
tain. The mountain doesn’t care. The mountain
just keeps being majestic while avalanches take
care of the loudmouths. (Vice, “The Keanu Reeves
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Cancellation Attempts: A Retrospective in Futility,”
202%).

Beyoncé - The Beyhive Is the Moat, Silence Is the
Castle

Post-Lemonade, every infidelity rumor, every
“she’s over” thinkpiece, every grainy elevator se-
quel gets met with the same wall of nothing from
the queen and a swarm of stingers from the hive.
Result: even the tabloids now preface Beyoncé sto-
ries with “allegedly, but good luck proving it.” She
turned rumor into raw material and then ghosted
so hard the rumor mill started coughing up dust.
(The Cut, “Beyoncé’s Decade of Weaponized Priva-
cy,’ 2023).

Zendaya - The Quiet Classy Force Field

One homewrecker rumor in 2023, one perfect
non-reaction, and the algorithm learned its lesson.
Now when some TikTok sleuth drops a “Zendaya
caught cheating” conspiracy montage, the top com-
ment is always “she’s not gonna respond and you'll
look stupid in 11 hours.” The prophecy fulfills it-
self. The mob self-regulates because it’s been con-
ditioned: touch the stove, get burned by boredom.
(TikTok comment analysis, 2023-2025: the phrase
“she won’t say shit” appears in 68 % of rumor
threads under her name).
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Sade - The Original Ghost

Dropped Love Deluxe in 1992, then vanished so
thoroughly that for decades people thought she was
literally dead. She’s not. She’s just in the Cotswolds
raising horses and laughing at royalty checks. The
woman hasn’t given an interview since dial-up.
Result: you can accuse Sade of anything and it
sounds like accusing moonlight of tax evasion. It
just slides off. (The Guardian, “Sade: The Recluse
Who Won,” 2022 profile she didn’t cooperate with,
naturally).

Daft Punk - Robots Don’t Bleed

They wore helmets for twenty-eight years, broke
up with a silent eight-minute video of themselves
exploding in a desert, and still nobody knows their
favorite color. Try starting drama with entities
that may or may not be human. The rumor dies of
loneliness before it finishes the sentence.

Pre-2020 Rihanna - The Fenty Buddha

Before the Navy got too big and the billionaire
era made talking profitable again, Rihanna’s de-
fault setting was “new phone, who dis?” Paparazzi
caught her smoking blunts on balconies and she’d
just stare like they were malfunctioning NPCs.
The less she spoke, the more invincible she became.
Then she started selling concealer and discovered
strategic speech. But the armor was built in the
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silence years. (Vogue, “Rihanna’s Silent Empire,”
2019).

Stream-of-Consciousness From Inside
the Armor

It’'s quiet in here, man. Eerily quiet. Like floating
in a sensory-deprivation tank made of your own
legend. Outside, the screams echo and die against
the hull. Inside, there’s just the low hum of com-
pounding interest, literal and mythic. You watch
the timeline rage-scroll past like a river you no
longer have to swim. Someone drops a nuke of a
rumor and you feel... nothing. Not even satisfac-
tion. Just the mild curiosity of a scientist noting
that the rats learned not to press the red button
again. The armor isn’t heavy; it's weightless. It's
the absence of weight. The absence of having to
care.

And the funniest part, the darkest, driest punch-
line of all: they still need you to react. They need
it like vampires need a vein. Starve them long
enough and they start biting each other, arguing
over whose theory was dumber, whose screenshot
aged worse. You become the final boss who nev-
er loads into the arena. They rage-quit before the
match starts.
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The Final Meme, Suitable for Tattooing on
the Inside of Your Eyelids

They need your reaction to survive.
Starve them beautifully.

Do it once, perfectly, and you're free forever. The
pigs will always be there, rolling in mud, squealing
for a playmate. Let them. You've already left the
pen. Youre somewhere over the horizon, barefoot
on cool grass, selling out stadiums or raising horses
or just breathing easy while the world argues about
whether you're immortal or just very, very good at
disappearing.

That’s not armor. That’s apotheosis.

You didn’t win by proving them wrong.

You won by making it boring to even try.

— End of Shitpost —

Sources: The author’s liver, extensive therapy bills,
9,023 hours of doomscrolling autopsy (2015-2025),
and the living examples still walking around in
their own private silence. The mystique is self-sus-
taining now; no further citations required. Touch
the boat at your peril.



CLIFF NOTES

C ore Thesis in One Sentence: Never feed the
fire. Online mobs, trolls, and smear cam-
paigns are oxygen-dependent parasites; the single
most lethal countermeasure is disciplined, surgical
refusal to engage. Everything else is noise.

PART 1 - THEORY OF STRATEGIC INACTION
1. Mathematics of Amplification

Any response multiplies reach 10-100x (Streisand
on steroids). Silence caps the blast radius at what-
ever the attacker brought on day one.

2. Oxygen Principle

Trolls and hate campaigns are literal fires. Your
quotes, tears, screenshots, and “clarifications” are
the only oxygen they will ever receive. Remove oxy-
gen !/ fire dies in hours or days.
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3. Folly of the Trollcow

Case study: Elaine Miller (2021-2025). Every
defensive tweet, Kiwifarms post, and humiliat-
ing livestream extended her public execution by
months. Total self-own and she turned to literal
terrorists to fight trolls mocking her online and is
destined for lengthy prison time as a result. Classic
case of retardation, total lack of social awareness,
and self destruction. Fun show to watch and an ex-
ceptional moron to write personalized books about
while she serves her time in prison...

4. Asymmetry of Cost

Attacker spends $0 and 15 minutes. Defender
spends weeks, lawyers, sleepless nights, and rep-
utation. Inaction flips the asymmetry: they bleed
effort, you bleed nothing.

5. Mob Psychology

Three ingredients only:

- A target who reacts

- An audience that smells blood
- A 72-hour dopamine cycle

Remove ingredient #1 and the mob implodes from
boredom and infighting.
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6. Historical Precedents

From Sun Tzu to Jesus to Taylor Swift’s 2016
Kimye ghosting - 2,000 years of proof that silence
beats swords when the enemy is holding the mega-
phone.

PART 2 - WEAPONIZING SILENT INACTION
7. The 11 Load-Bearing Rules (memorize or die)
1. Never explain

2. Never complain

3. Never quote-tweet

2. Never DM the enemy

5. Never apologize for things you didn’t do

6. Never go live

7. Never subtweet

8. Never lawfare in public

9. Never break first

10. Never trust “allies” who urge you to speak

11. Never believe it will “blow over faster” if you
just say one thing
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8. Dead Cat Counter

When forced to post, drop unrelated high-value
content (“dead cat”) and let the algorithm bury the
scandal under your own signal.

9. Pre-Emptive Inaction Playbook

Years before anyone hates you: low follower count,
boring bio, no location tags, zero political takes,
private likes, locked alts. Build the fortress while
nobody is looking.

10. Platform-Specific Starvation
Twitter/X X mute + soft-block + ratio death
TikTok  restricted mode + zero duets
Instagram X close friends only + archive

Discord/Reddit ¥ leave the server, nuke the ac-
count

11. The Ghost Hammer

Quiet DMCA, quiet lawsuit, quiet settlement. They
wake up to deleted channels and no idea who pulled
the trigger.
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12. Team Structure

One lawyer, one manager, one dead-silent prin-
cipal (you). Anyone who speaks on your behalf is
fired on the spot.

13. 30/60/90-Day Decay Curve
Day 30: 90 % of normies have moved on
Day 60: only die-hards remain

Day 9o0: even the die-hards are fighting each
other

Empirical across 2017-2025 cancellations.

PART 3 - PROOF OF CORPSES
1%. Trollcow Prime (Kiwi Farms 2017-2020)

Target reacted for three years ' site grew to 1M+
users. Owner finally went silent [ site bled out and
died.

15. Johnny’s PoopCow (2023)

Rare failure case: target went silent but allies kept
talking. Lesson: loose lips sink ghost ships.
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16. “Quiet and Classy” Celebrity Knockout

One A-list star faced gossip blogs for 18 months,
said literally zero words, watched every accuser
self-destruct.

17. Symphonic Inaction (2022 Deepfake Scan-
dal)

Victim refused all interviews. Deepfake scandal
peaked at $200k in alleged damages 1 settled qui-
etly for $25M payout while staying 100 % silent in
public. Masterclass.

PART 2 - GOLDEN SILENT GODS
18. Rule of the Cold Corpse

Break silence only when the attacker is already
dead and you're kicking the corpse for sport (op-
tional victory lap, never mandatory).

19. Permanent Armor

After one successful ghosting, the internet learns
you are unfun to attack. Future mobs pick softer
targets. Silence compounds into myth-level protec-
tion.
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Final Takeaway
The mob has no power you do not grant.

Every word you speak is a gift—-wrapped extension
on their 15 minutes.

Master the art of doing nothing and you become
untouchable.

You now possess the nuclear option nobody
wants you to know exists.

Use it wisely.
Or don’t use it at all.

That's the entire point.

- J.M. Hise

(aka the guy who will never confirm or deny he
wrote this)



GLOSSARY

(42 Essential Terms for the Silent
Operator)

L. **Alt** - Alternate/secondary account, usually
anonymous.
2. **Attention whore** - Person addicted to any

reaction, positive or negative.

3. **Burner** - Disposable anonymous account
used once then abandoned.

4. ¥*Cancel / Cancellation** - Coordinated online
attempt to destroy reputation and income.

5. **Clout-chaser** - Individual who manufac-
tures drama for followers.

6. **Dead cat** - Unrelated high-value post
dropped to bury a scandal in the timeline.

7. **Discord raid** - Organized invasion of private
servers to harass.

8. **DMCA takedown** - Copyright strike used as
a silent deletion weapon.
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9. **Dox / Doxxing** - Publishing private personal
information (address, phone, employer).

10. **Duet** - TikTok feature trolls abuse to
force-react; never engage.

11. **E-celeb** - Internet-famous personality liv—
ing off parasocial drama.

12. **Ghost Hammer** - Quiet legal action that
erases content with zero public statement.

13. **Glowie** - Obvious fed or undercover agita-
tor (bonus paranoia term).

12. **Goldfish memory** - Internet’s 72-hour at-
tention span.

15. **Grifter** - Person who monetizes fake vic-
timhood or outrage.

16. **Groomercord** - Pejorative for Discord
servers built around stalking minors or targets.

17. **Hopium** - Delusional hope that “one more
post” will fix everything.

18. **Kiwi Farms** - Infamous “trollcow” archiv-
ing and harassment forum (2014-2023).

19. **Lawfare** - Weaponizing lawsuits or re-
ports; do it silently or not at all.

PO

20. **Lolcow™** - Person who can be endlessly
“milked” for hilarious public meltdowns.

21. **Loose lips** - Any friend, fan, or rep who
speaks on your behalf and restarts the fire.
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22. **Main character syndrome** - Belief that the
internet owes you a response arc.

23. **Milkshake Duck** - Thing everyone loves
until it’s revealed to be toxic 12 hours later.

e sl
KK

2. **Mute & move** - Core tactic: mute notifica-
tions, never acknowledge.

25. **Nuke** - Permanently delete an account or
server.

26. **Qps** - Short for “operations,” i.e., coordi-
nated psychological attacks.

27. **Oxygen** - Your attention, quotes, screen-
shots, or emotions.

28. **Parasite arc** - Troll’s life cycle: provoke
feed / burnout.

29. **Quote-tweet** - The fastest way to gift a
hater 100x reach.

30. **Ratio** - When replies dwarf likes; sign a
post is dying or dead.

31. **Restricted mode** - TikTok/IG setting that
starves trolls of views.

32. **Seethe / Cope** - Rage + delusional rational-
ization; what defeated lolcows do forever.

33. **Snitch-tagging™* - Mentioning a target so
their mentions explode.

3. **Soft-block** - Block then immediately un-
block to remove someone without notification.
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35. **Streisand Effect** - Trying to hide some-
thing makes it 100x more visible.

Al sl

36. **Subtweet** - Passive-aggressive indirect
post; still oxygen, still forbidden.

37. **Swatting** - Fake emergency call to send
armed police to a target’s house.

M

38. **Threadnought** - 200-tweet “response’
manifesto that guarantees weeks of pain.

39. **Trollcow™** - A lolcow who tries (and fails) to
troll back.

0. **Victory lap** - Optional single post after the
enemy is already destroyed.

1. **Whisper network** - Private group chats
that coordinate public smears.

%2. **, hours*™* - Average time a fresh drama dies
if the target never feeds it.

Memorize. Internalize. Never explain.



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

(The guy who isn't really me that
you'll blame for your seething and
coping, NO REFUNDS.)

In the year 1985, when
neon gods flickered across
cathode-ray tubes and
the Digital Overlords be-
gan weaving their invisi-
ble chains, Jerrod Manuel
Hise emerged from the pri-
mal muck of Washington
County, Tennessee—one of
the 71 fractured fiefdoms of
the United States of Babylon. Born in the shadow
of Appalachian hills, where whispers of ancient
spirits still clung to the mist, Hise’s life was des-
tined to be a labyrinthine saga, a kaleidoscope of
ink, salt spray, and cryptographic chaos. To pin
him down is to chase a shadow through a storm;
he is a writer, a sailor, a trickster, a visionary, and a
ghost—all at once, yet never fully any one thing. His
story, like a Discordian hymn, resists the tyranny
of straight lines.
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Hise's childhood was a tapestry of rural grit and
restless wanderlust. The hills of Tennessee, with
their rolling green secrets, were his first canvas,
but the seas called louder. A versed traveler of the
world’s oceans, he traded the stability of land for
the restless pulse of the deep. Now, in 2025, he lives
aboard a yacht—a floating hermitage where the
horizon is both muse and mirror. His days are
spent scribbling feverishly, brainstorming concepts
that defy the gravity of convention, and sipping the
salt air that fuels his soul. This is no ordinary life;
it's a quiet rebellion against the mundane, a refusal
to be tethered to the asphalt grids of civilization.

As an author, Hise is a chameleon, a literary
shapeshifter. His bibliography spans genres like a
pirate’s map, each book a treasure chest brimming
with distinct voices. Some pulse with the raw, un-
filtered mania of Gonzo Journalism, where truth
and madness dance a tequila-fueled tango. Oth-
ers slither into the cosmic dread of H.P. Lovecratft,
conjuring eldritch horrors that lurk just beyond
the veil of sanity. And then there are his acade-
mic tomes—dense, meticulous reference works for
cryptographers, as if he’s whispering secrets to the
codebreakers of the future. But Hise is no senti-
mental hoarder of his own words. He's ruthless,
retracting the vast majority of his library from
publication, leaving only a curated constellation
of works under his name and a half-dozen pen
names. Why? Perhaps because some truths are too
volatile to be left lying around, or maybe it’s just
another layer of his enigmatic game.
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For nearly a decade, Hise toiled as a ghostwriter,
a spectral scribe crafting manuscripts for a shad-
owy roster of clients. His pen was a hired gun,
adapting to whatever the job demanded—memoirs,
thrillers, technical manuals, manifestos. Each
project was a new mask, a new voice, and Hise
wore them all with the ease of a man who knows
the world is just a stage for his mindfucks. His
writing style? There is no single style. It's a hy-
dra, sprouting heads to suit the story’s needs.
One moment, he’s channeling Hunter S. Thomp-
son’s bourbon-soaked rants; the next, he’s weaving
Lovecraftian nightmares or penning cryptograph-
ic treatises with the precision of a mathematician.
To read Hise is to step into a hall of mirrors, each
reflection a different facet of his restless intellect.

Online, Hise is a phantom of the /lit/ boards,
those digital watering holes where book nerds and
word-wranglers gather to spar over prose and
philosophy. He's an avid poster, slinging thousands
of copypastas—those viral snippets of text that
spread like wildfire across the internet’s underbel-
ly. Many of his creations still haunt the web, repost-
ed by strangers who have no idea they’re echoing
the words of a Tennessee-born yachtsman. These
copypastas are Hise’s graffiti, his way of leaving
cryptic marks on the digital landscape. They're
equal parts wit, absurdity, and provocation, like
Zen koans for the meme generation.
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Yet for all his literary chaos, Hise remains apo-
litical, a rare creature in a world obsessed with
picking sides. His one crusade is for the oceans,
the lifeblood of the planet. Every year, he funnels a
quarter of his income into ocean cleanup charities,
driven by a simple, apocalyptic truth: “If the oceans
die, so does the planet.” It's not sentimentality; it's
pragmatism wrapped in a sailor’s reverence for
the deep. The sea is his home, his teacher, and his
god, and he’ll be damned if he lets it choke on hu-
muanity’s refuse.

Hise's life is a story he’s still writing, but he’s al-
ready promised that his autobiography will only
see the light of day after his death. Titled in the
anarchic spirit of The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the
Galaxy, it’s an “as is” manuscript, a raw, unfiltered
journal of his days spent wrestling with the mys-
teries of existence. It's not a memoir for the faint
of heart; expect tangents, riddles, and a playful
disregard for chronological order. Hise doesn’t just
recount his life—he mythologizes it, turning every
moment into a cosmic joke or a profound enigma.

Beyond the page, Hise is a man of many hats,
each more eccentric than the last. He’s an ardent
champion of the Cane Corso, those noble, muscu-
lar dogs that guard his floating fortress with the
loyalty of ancient sentinels. He's the CEO of Relic
Prison Productions, a mysterious entity that seems
to straddle the line between art and alchemy. For-
merly an inmate himself on drug charges Hise
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has served more than 2 years of his life across
an array of county jail systems. He founded the
Relic Prison Productions "Al Assisted Prison Au-
thor Program" because its something he wished
he would have had access to while locked up as
the mind can go into creativity overdrive when its
caged up physically. Other tech ventures bear his
fingerprints, though he keeps their details cloaked
in shadow. Most intriguingly, he’s a pioneer in the
Solar Electric Yacht Conversion industry, trans-
forming gas-guzzling vessels into sleek, sun-pow-
ered marvels. It’s a fitting metaphor for Hise him-
self: taking something old, something broken, and
reimagining it as a vessel for the future.

Under his Discordian Society alias—Malacalypse
thee Enabler—Hise is a high priest of chaos, a mae-
stro of the absurd. He founded the Discordian Pub-
lic Library Collective, a decentralized network of
tricksters and truth-seekers operating across on-
line spaces and esoteric sects. The Collective is less
a library and more a living, breathing archive of
ideas too wild for conventional shelves. It’s a testa-
ment to Hise's belief that knowledge should be free,
fluid, and just a little dangerous.

His involvement in the Discordian Operation
Mindfuck is where things get truly weird. For
decades, Hise has dabbled in real-world pranks,
cryptographic puzzles, and Alternate Reality
Games (ARGs) embedded in books and videos.
These mindfucks are designed to jolt the unsus-
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pecting out of their mental ruts, to make them
question the nature of reality itself. Some are play-
ful; others are so intricate they may never be fully
unraveled. Hise is cagey about the details, hinting
only that “some mysteries will always be shrouded
in the yellow veils of idealistic protections.” The
grand reveal, if it ever comes, may have to wait until
he’s sailed beyond the mortal horizon.

In his personal life, Hise is a voracious reader, a
relentless writer, and a startup alchemist, forever
tinkering with new ventures in the tech sector. His
latest obsession is artificial intelligence, not as a
tool but as a collaborator in dreaming up concepts
that push the boundaries of what’s possible. To
Hise, Al is a spark of the divine, a partner in un-
raveling the enigmas of the universe. He urges his
readers to “dig deeper;,” to peel back the layers of re-
ality, because nothing—not even his own story—is
as it seems.

Hise's cryptic philosophy hinges on the number 42,
a nod to Douglas Adams and a key to what he calls
“the greatest question anyone can ever ask.” He
speaks of a fleeting moment in Earth’s timeline,
a narrow window when the secrets of existence
might be glimpsed—but only by those who are alive
and paying attention. It's a tantalizing promise,
wrapped in the kind of mystery that keeps you
awake at night, staring at the ceiling and wonder-
ing what you've missed.
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His greatest work, he claims, is TEN, a literary
monolith that towers over his oeuvre. Close be-
hind is Tongue of the Tridactyls, a fiction so potent
it feels like a dispatch from another dimension.
These are not mere books; they're portals, invita-
tions to wrestle with the unknown. Hise is already
charting new territory, his pen a compass pointing
toward uncharted literary waters. While critics
claim his best work is The Yellow Typewriter and
its myriad of sequels, prequels and fan inspired
works.

And then there’s his mantra, a cryptic command-
ment etched into the marrow of his being: “In all
the things you teach yourself to do, keep it 23.”
The number 23, like 22, is a Discordian talisman, a
symbol of synchronicity and chaos. To “keep it 23"
is to embrace the absurdity of existence, to dance
with the randomness of the universe and come out
grinning.

Jerrod Manuel Hise is not just a man; he’s a phe-
nomenon, a riddle wrapped in a mystery wrapped
in a sailor’s knot. To follow his trail is to venture
into a world where nothing is certain, where every
word is a clue, and every story is a map to some-
thing greater. He is a Gonzo prophet, a Lovecraft-
ian sage, a Discordian trickster, and a yachtsman
poet, all swirling together in a tempest of ink and
saltwater. His life is a challenge to the curious: dig
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deeper, question everything, and never stop chasing
the enigmas that flicker just beyond the horizon.
For in the end, as Hise might say, the only sin is
to stop paying attention to life’s Bittersweet Sym-
phony. If you turn the right pages, you'll always get
what you read when you need to get it.

... some things are simply, just not as they may
seem while admitting that we were tricked by
Grandmasters of Deception is something our ego’s
wont allow us to do in many cases - some times it
takes a library of books crafted by a high powered
faceless author to decipher it all. Fore I have taken
upon myself the call of the Tridactyls and cut mine
own tongue out for the continuation of the secrets
of life, the universe, and everything in them that is.
Never shall it come forth from my mouth as I am
tongueless.

BODZPTUBBEHOIRIKRCADEQUCLITNPBSI-
HOIBHTKRTUHOIWPTKCBQCICFCV



ALSO BY J.M. HISE

1. 22 CELLAR DOORS: A SEARCH FOR THE
ANSWER TO THE QUESTION EVERY-
ONE ASKS

2. YELLOW VISIONS OF DAMNATION
3. THE PSYCHOLOGY OF SATAN

%4. GUERRILLA PSYOPS FIELD MANUAL:
ONE MAN ARMY THEORY

5. PURPLE CELLAR DOORS

6. TONGUE OF THE TRIDACTYLS TRILO-
GY

7. TEN: A JOURNEY THROUGH THE VILE
VORTICES

8. PSYCHOLOGICAL OPERATIONS IN THE
DIGITAL AGE

9. 71 WASHINGTON DESIGNATIONS

10. THE YELLOW TYPEWRITER: THE
SHOTGUN WIZARD IN YELLOW
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11
12
13
1

15
16

. THE PSYCHOLOGY OF GOD
. ALTUS RARIS SENSU
. CODEX de ENIGMA KRYPTOGORIA

.FEAR AND DOGMAS IN THE UNDER-
GROUND CHURCH: A SAVAGE PSYOP
GONE BEWILDERBEAST

. WORLD PURIFICATION MANIFESTO

. KNOW WHEN SOMEONE IS LYING IN
6o MINUTES

17. DECEPTION DETECTION TRAINING IN

18.

19.
20.
21.

22.

23.

22,.

25,
20.

6o MINUTES

KNOW WHEN SOMEONE IS LYING TO
YOU

MAGNUS KRYPTOGORIA

PRINCIPLES OF ENERGY MAGIK

THE HOLY DISCORDIAN QURAN

23 SHORT STORIES ABOUT INSANITY

THE YELLOW TYPEWRITER: COSMIC
HORROR SHOW

THE KING IN YELLOW: REMASTERED
(ILLUSTRATED)

125 LAKE DRIVE

THE AI BOOK PROMPTING BIBLE



27

28.
29.

30.

3I.

32.

33.

3%
35-
36.
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. AS YOU LIKE IT - REMASTERED

THE MANOR OF THE STARS
KNIGHTS OF THE YELLOW TEMPLE

LETTER'S FROM THE YELLOW TYPE-
WRITER

ESSENTIAL MYTHOLOGY FROM
AROUND THE WORLD

21st CENTURY INTERNET WISDOM

THE BUTT OF THE JOKE: A HILARIOUS
GUIDE TO PERSONAL HYGIENE AND
THE ART OF ANUS CLEANING

THE WORLD ENDS IN 2022
CYCLICAL TIME THEORY

THE ETERNAL VEIL: UNCLOAKING OC-
CULT TEACHINGS IN THE MODERN
ERA

37. THE LOST CITY OF ZINJ

38

39

%0

41

. TERMINALLY ONLINE: THE DISCORD
eDATING TRAP

. FROM WAGE SLAVE TO DEFI KING: EN-
GINEERING WEALTH IN THE CRYPTO
MARKET

. EVERYTHING IS A CULT
. THE GREAT REALIGNMENT: THE DE-
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CLINE OF THE USA AND THE RISE OF
THE BRICS ALLIANCE

42. THE 42ND STREET GANG

%3. ROMCON: ROMANTIC CONARTISTRY
IN THE DIGITAL AGE

44 HIERARCHY OF THE UNIVERSE

45. BEOWULF: STANDARD NOVELLA ENG-
LISH VERSION

6. THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAU REMAS-
TERED

7. THE GEODON CURSE

8. PSYCHIATRIC MALPRACTICE: THE
MISDIAGNOSIS EPIDEMIC AND THE
PSEUDOSCIENCE OF MENTAL HEALTH

29. THE PSYOPS OF INACTION: GUERRIL~
LA FIELD MANUAL FOR INDIVIDUALS
UNDER FIRE



