
 

A Walk In My Broken Shoes: 

The Cage Is The Country 

 

 

 

A Memoir of Survival and a Call To 
Revolt 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chase Linko-Looper 

Fights Back 



 

A Walk In My Broken Shoes: The Cage Is The Country 

Copyright © 2026 by Chase Linko-Looper 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be 
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in 

any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, 
photocopy, recording, or otherwise, without prior written 
permission from the publisher, except for brief quotations 

in critical reviews or articles. 

This book is a work of personal testimony and political 
analysis. The events described are based on the author's 
lived experiences, recollections, and observations. Some 

names and identifying details have been changed to 
protect privacy and safety. 

Published by Fights Back Press 

An imprint of the Fights Back movement 

FightsBack.org 

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Chase 

Linko-Looper 



 

A Walk In My Broken Shoes: The Cage Is The Country / 

Chase Linko-Looper p. cm. 

ISBN: 9798275377194 (paperback) 

ISBN: (hardcover) 

First Printing: 2025 

Printed in the United States of America 

 



 

Table of Contents 

➢ Preface: Handle With Care 

➢ Introduction: Read at Your Own Risk 

Part I: Broken Shoes, Broken Country 
(Personal Story) 

➢ Chapter 1: Where I Come From 
○ Growing up in violence, poverty, addiction, 

and neglect; the cage begins at home. 

➢ Chapter 2: Poison and Fire 
○ Drugs, rage, and survival learned in the 

margins. 

➢ Chapter 3: Diagnosed Dangerous 
○ Labeled, stigmatized, and criminalized by 

medicine, schools, and courts. 

➢ Chapter 4: Raised by Wolves, Judged by Sheep 
○ Learning from the streets and punished by 

the system that created them. 

➢ Chapter 5: Empire Eats the Young 
○ The poverty draft, enlistment, and war as 

another cage. 

➢ Chapter 6: The Weight of Silence 
○ The inheritance of quiet; how men die 

young, families break, and generations 
repeat the same unspoken pain taught as 
pride. 



 

➢ Chapter 7: Independence of Isolation 
○ The myth of self-reliance in a culture built on 

abandonment. 

Part II: The Cage Is the Country 
(Diagnosis of the System) 

➢ Chapter 8: Poverty as Policy 
○ How deprivation is engineered to control 

whole populations. 

➢ Chapter 9: Prison Nation 
○ Mass incarceration as modern slavery and 

social control. 

➢ Chapter 10: Blood for Oil, Dollars for Death 
○ Empire abroad: wars, coups, sanctions, and 

occupations feeding capital. 

➢ Chapter 11: America Wore The Swastika First 
○ How U.S. genocide, segregation, and 

eugenics inspired fascism abroad and laid 
the groundwork for homegrown 
authoritarianism. 

➢ Chapter 12: The War on Black and Brown America 
○ Racism as design; from slave ships to police 

bullets 

➢ Chapter 13: The Corporate Plantation 
○ Capitalism as a new feudal order of bosses, 

debt, and wage slavery.  

➢ Chapter 14: Pulpits, Profit, and the Price of Faith 



 

○ How religion and capitalism merge into one 
machine of obedience; faith sold as product, 
guilt weaponized as control, and worship 
converted into wealth. 

➢ Chapter 15: The Body Is a Battlefield 
○ Exploitation of labor, health, and gender 

under a system that profits off pain. 

➢ Chapter 16: Burning Earth, Poisoned Veins 
○ Climate collapse and environmental racism 

as slow violence. 

➢ Chapter 17: Education Is Indoctrination 
○ Schools as factories for obedience, not 

freedom. 

➢ Chapter 18: Surveillance State 
○ Technology, policing, and corporate spying as 

tools of repression. 

➢ Chapter 19: The Myth of Democracy 
○ Voting, law, and governance as theater 

masking control. 

➢ Chapter 20: The American Dream Is a Funeral Dirge 
○ The promise of prosperity exposed as a lie 

that buries generations. 

➢ Chapter 21: Revolution Rewritten 
○ How power turned revolt into product and 

resistance into performance. 

Part III: Breaking the Cage (Resistance & 
Future) 

➢ Chapter 22: Mutual Aid Is Survival 



 

○ Communities caring for each other when the 
state abandons them. 

➢ Chapter 23: Community Defense Is Care 
○ Self-defense, safety, and solidarity as 

everyday resistance. 

➢ Chapter 24: Fields of Fire, Seeds of Freedom 
○ A final rally cry; fighting back together and 

building the future now. 

➢ Tenets of Fights Back 

➢ A Revolutionary Beginner’s Guide To Non-Violent 
Protest and Disruption 

➢ Iron Holler Tactics Guide 

➢ A Revolutionary’s Guide On How To Be An Organizer 

 



 

Preface: 

Handle With Care 

This book isn’t polished. You won’t find comfort here. 
It’s jagged, because the world that shaped this was broken. I 
wrote it in the voice I lived; raw and scarred. Smoothing the 
edges would be another lie, and we’ve been fed enough 
already. No tale of personal triumph. Forget redemption arcs 
and inspiration posters. Silence kills. That’s why this exists. 
It took people I loved. Nearly took me. Millions more are 
being taken; through poverty and prisons, through war and 
poisoned water, through medical debt and police bullets. 

This country has been waging war on its own people 
since its birth. We just haven’t fought back like we need to. 
These pages hold my story, one thread in a bigger pattern. 
What happened to me isn’t rare. It’s ordinary under 
capitalism. Families torn apart. Children marked 
expendable. Communities stripped for profit. Soldiers 
discarded like broken tools. If you recognize yourself in these 
words, you already know. Otherwise, you’re holding 
testimony from the other side of the line. I don’t want pity. 
Pity is poison. I want clarity. See the cage clearly enough to 
stop mistaking it for home. Feel the urgency that comes from 
knowing we don’t get endless chances. 

So treat this book as it is: a record and a warning, a 
tool meant to be used. Carry it however you need; quote it, 
curse it, paste it on walls, scream it in meetings. Just don’t 
walk away unchanged. 



 

The cage is here. Cracks are there. What happens next 
is up to us. 

 



 

Introduction: 

Read at Your Own Risk 

This book isn’t meant to comfort you. Nor was it 
written to be polite or easy to swallow. If you’re looking for 
hope packaged in soft phrases, close the cover. This is 
survival dragged into the open and written in scars, shaped 
into a weapon. I grew up inside violence, poverty, addiction, 
racism, and neglect. That chaos wasn’t an accident. Policy 
shaped it. Design enforced it. The world I inherited 
functioned exactly as the people in power built it. Poverty 
engineered desperation. Violence kept children silent. 
Addiction flooded neighborhoods to subdue communities. 
The system didn’t fail me or those around me. It operated 
exactly as intended. 

When I enlisted, I thought I was escaping that cage. 
Instead, I found another. The poverty draft sent me to war, 
told me I fought for freedom; in reality we killed for 
contracts. I saw empire up close. Kids barely older than my 
daughter looked at me with hate because I was the occupier 
in their village. I came home with the truth burned into me: 
America doesn’t wage war for freedom. It wages war for 
profit. Every drop of oil soaked in blood is proof. The machine 
didn’t leave me when I took off the uniform. That machine 
stalked me into courtrooms branding me unfit to be a father 
because of diagnoses stamped on my medical file. It 
shadowed me into shelters where I slept on floors while 
billionaires hoarded mansions. It trailed me into jails where 
I was locked in with men who looked just like the ones I 



 

fought beside overseas; poor and broken, treated as 
disposable. 

This country has waged war against us since 
inception. From the first slave ships and early factories 
through Indian removal, Jim Crow, redlining, and mass 
incarceration, the battlefield has always been the same: 
control. Capitalism disguises war as economics. Racism 
cloaks war as law and order. Poverty masks war as 
misfortune. 

None of this is accidental. All of it intentional and 
built by design. For too long, we haven’t fought back like we 
need to. This book exists for that reason. Every chapter is a 
scar turned outward. Some are mine, carved into me by fists, 
addiction, war, or poverty. Others are collective, carved into 
entire communities by empire and corporations backed by 
the state. Together they form one truth: the cage is the 
country. 

History makes this clear. 

1921: miners in West Virginia rose up at Blair 
Mountain, armed themselves against coal barons and their 
hired killers. Planes dropped bombs on them. The U.S. 
military marched on its own people to break a strike. 

By 1985, Philadelphia police dropped explosives on 
the MOVE organization’s home, killing eleven people, 
including children, and burning down an entire Black 
neighborhood. 

In the 1960s and 70s, the FBI’s COINTELPRO 
program infiltrated and murdered Black Panthers and AIM 



 

leaders, targeting other radical organizers across the 
country. 

At Standing Rock in 2016, water protectors faced 
militarized police using dogs and freezing water hoses for 
daring to defend their land from pipelines. 

In 2014, Ferguson erupted after police murdered 
Michael Brown, and tanks rolled through American streets 
like an occupied city. 

These aren’t anomalies. They are the blueprint. Part 
one of this book tells my story not for uniqueness but because 
I know it isn’t. Too many kids grew up like me; beaten, 
starved, ignored, betrayed. Families scattered through 
motels and shelters, pushed into foster systems. Young men 
and women shipped into desert wars for paychecks. My story 
is just a thread in a much bigger design of suffering, proof 
that what’s sold as “personal failure” is really collective 
design. 

Part two rips into the machine. Poverty. Prisons. 
Empire. Policing. Corporate exploitation. Healthcare as 
profit. Climate collapse. Education as indoctrination. 
Surveillance. Fake democracy. The American dream as death 
sentence. Each chapter strips away the lies this country was 
built on and lays bare the mechanics of oppression. I didn’t 
learn these lessons in a classroom. I learned them in hunger 
lines, alleyways, rehab, warzones, and courtrooms. 

The third part points to survival. Mutual aid and 
community defense rooted in solidarity; no utopian 
fantasies. Practical necessities. They are the only way we live 
through what’s coming. Not charity. Resistance. Survival 



 

masked as care, and care reborn as defiance. Proof the cage 
can crack open, seeds of freedom sprouting in the ashes. I 
founded Fights Back, a grassroots militant abolitionist 
mutual aid and community defense movement, because the 
system won’t save us. Politicians won’t either. Nonprofits 
can’t. Charity never will. We save us. This sits at the core of 
this book and the spine of my life, the one truth I trust. 

Revolution lives in every hit we land on the machine 
suffocating us; never tomorrow’s promise. The world breaks 
open only when we tear at its seams. Revolution begins the 
moment survival demands defiance over obedience. 

These words belong to anyone who feels the weight 
of this cage pressing down on them. They belong to anyone 
who’s buried friends to overdoses, seen families evicted, 
watched loved ones dragged into prison cells, or stood over 
caskets draped in flags. This belongs to anyone who refuses 
to accept abandonment as natural. 

Read this like a map scratched in dirt, a record of 
survival and a rally cry, still never enough. Books and stories 
don’t save lives or stop bullets; manifestos leave stomachs 
empty. Action makes survival real and solidarity strengthens 
resistance; defiance keeps freedom in reach. 

So read at your own risk. See the cage for what it is, 
and you can’t unsee it. Understand the machine was built to 
destroy you, and you can’t unknow it. Admit survival 
demands resistance, and you can’t go back to silence. 

If you choose to keep reading, understand what 
you’re holding. This isn’t literature or entertainment; it isn’t 



 

even mine anymore. It belongs to anyone willing to break the 
cage. 

 



 

Chapter 1: 

Where I Come From 

My earliest memory isn’t gentle; it is of my father 
smashing a landline into my mother’s hands until the plastic 
cracked, then punting it at me when he realized I was 
watching. Childhood never meant cartoons or comfort. It 
meant black eyes explained away at school, bruises hidden 
with lies sharp enough to pass as truth. 

To understand me, you have to understand them. My 
mother’s parents were dirt-poor rednecks from the hollers of 
West Virginia. They dragged themselves to Houston when 
she was thirteen chasing jobs that didn’t exist. Instead of 
steady work, they landed deeper in addiction and poverty. By 
the time most kids her age were worrying about grades, my 
mother was selling her body. She met my father then; he was 
a grown man, she was a child surviving any way she could. 
Their on-again, off-again wreck dragged on for years. She 
had four kids, he had three, and then I came along. 

They weren’t married, so they welded their last 
names into one jagged thing: Linko-Looper. My name 
became a scar before I even knew what scars were. 

The places I lived weren’t homes. They were 
stopgaps; eighteen different apartments, trailers, rented 
rooms, and motels before I turned fifteen. We bounced like 
stray dogs, never planting roots, dragging chaos with us to 
every address. My family wasn’t one color either. I grew up in 
a multiracial household, white, Black, Latina, all under the 
same roof, all catching the same violence. Racism didn’t 



 

come first from the world. It came from my parents’ fists and 
orders. My father made me attack my Black brother more 
than once, forced me to hurt him with my own hands while 
he stood over us. He twisted me against blood, using skin 
color as his weapon. 

My father brutalized. A frozen sandwich once split 
my brother’s face open because he put it in the freezer 
instead of the fridge. Rebar cracked against my mother’s 
skull until her scalp peeled back and blood poured like a 
faucet. She stabbed him once with a fork; he dropped her cold 
with one punch, and the night rolled on. That was normal. 
That was Tuesday. 

Punishment wasn’t private. It was a spectacle. If one 
of us kids screwed up, all of us lined up to watch. They made 
us take turns beating whichever child had been chosen until 
their rage finally burned out. Flesh met belt, belt met silence, 
silence met more fear. We never cried for help; we knew 
better. 

The cruelty didn’t stop with fists. My father carried it 
further, inflicting wounds no child should ever endure. He 
raped my sister and my brother. That violence hung in the 
air, even when unspoken, poisoning every room it touched. 
Years later, when my sister finally asked my mother if she 
had known, the response came flat and cold: “What was I 
supposed to do?” That sentence cut worse than any strike. 

As a boy, I worshipped my mother. I thought she was 
the saint who carried us through. Nights I sat awake on the 
couch waiting for her, fighting sleep just to see her walk in 
the door. Adulthood shattered that illusion. She wasn’t 



 

working late, she was out partying, dumping the 
responsibility of raising us on my older sister. Neglect wore 
the mask of sacrifice, and I believed it until I was old enough 
to rip it off. 

My mother never spoke softly. Every sentence came 
out as a scream, every word hurled like shrapnel. Her voice 
was the soundtrack of my youth; rage echoing down thin 
walls, neighbors pretending not to hear. 

Food was scarce. Cupboards sat empty, refrigerators 
hummed hollow. When we had anything, it was ramen 
noodles. Salt, starch, survival. Hunger clawed at me before I 
could spell the word. My siblings and I stole snacks from gas 
stations because it was either steal or starve. Shame wasn’t 
part of the equation. Hunger doesn’t leave room for dignity. 

My father died when I was ten. His death shifted the 
violence but didn’t end it. By then, his brutality had carved 
itself so deep into us that even death couldn’t erase it. 

I already knew what hunger meant. More than an 
empty stomach, it was the slow burn of being marked 
expendable by a world that didn’t care if I made it through 
the night. Every skipped meal, empty plate, and night I went 
to bed angry drove that point in deeper. 

After the parade of men my mother dated, she finally 
brought home someone who wasn’t some stranger, it was 
my old elementary school gym teacher. She had spent years 
working beside him as a janitor. Suddenly he moved from 
background figure to sitting at our table, paying the bills 
with his retirement check. On his money, we packed up and 
left Houston behind. 



 

West Virginia pulled us back like a tide. Returned us 
to the ridges my grandparents had abandoned, to coal dust 
and generational poverty. We weren’t moving forward. 
Retreat into history came instead, scars and all. 

 



 

Chapter 2: 

Poison And Fire 

I wasn’t supposed to exist. None of us were. My mom 
used to call us her “happy accidents,” like pregnancy was 
some drunken game of roulette she couldn’t stop playing. 
That word stuck in my head for years; accident. Growing up, 
I carried the knowledge that my existence was a mistake 
someone tried to laugh off. 

So when my girlfriend and I got together in high 
school, we didn’t stumble into a baby. “Oops” wasn’t how it 
happened. We didn’t intend for a pregnancy. Reckless and 
stupid, yeah, but after the house I grew up in; eighteen moves 
and beatings, with periods of starvation and my parents 
turning us into their personal targets, I wanted something 
that was mine. Something I could hold onto and claim, 
something I could protect. 

Her mother hated me from the jump. She said I was 
no good. Her claim was I’d ruin her life. Eventually she 
convinced her daughter to cut me off. One day we were 
talking about the future, the next I was blocked from 
everything but email. I sent dozens of emails begging to work 
together for the child we were expecting. She ignored every 
single one. Responded once, when my brother got locked up 
on a felony that stole almost a decade from him. 

Eight months into the pregnancy, the state 
blindsided me. Court summons. My name printed in the 
damn newspaper under “Domestic Violence.” Her claim was 
that my last email was threatening. You know what I wrote: 



 

“This will be my last email in regards of us working together 
before I take legal action.” That was enough to drag me into 
court, to brand me as something I wasn’t in the papers. The 
judge dismissed the case quick but not before spitting venom 
at me. Looking me dead in the eye, he screamed, “In what 
world do you think you have any rights to that child.” I 
learned fast; men don’t have rights to a child that isn’t born 
yet. 

While she carried my kid in silence, I drowned in 
poison. Bottles and pills. Whatever I could get. Night blurred 
into the next day; mornings came with hangovers that made 
me question if I was even alive. My mother, still sitting on her 
throne of contradictions, kept lashing out. I clung to her 
image like she was holy, but she wasn’t. She told me she 
wished I’d never been born, and I just laughed it off and 
cracked jokes to hide the sting. I was the kind of kid who saw 
insults as normal, treated pain like something to shrug off. 
That version of me died somewhere in those years. 

I enlisted before the baby was born because I thought 
discipline and war would scrape the chaos out of me. My ex 
let me see my daughter once before I shipped to basic. One 
tiny moment before hell swallowed everything. We wrote 
back and forth during training, letters that sounded like love. 
She was seeing someone else the whole time. None of that 
mattered. We got back together anyway. When I came home, 
we married. My wife and daughter took my last name like 
maybe that would glue things together. 

Two months later, Afghanistan. War stripped me 
raw. I tried to call home when I could, but half the time it 
ended in screaming matches. Eventually silence settled in. 



 

She stopped answering. No calls or letters came. I sent 
flowers and small gifts to remind her I was still breathing. 
She ignored it all. Then word came from friends back home; 
she was seeing another guy, the same one she cheated with 
while I was sweating through basic training. While I was 
choking on sand and blood overseas, she was parading him 
around my child. 

Coming home felt like walking into a trap. I didn’t 
want her back, but she dangled our daughter like a weapon. 
Manipulation pushed me until I caved. We lasted three 
months, if you can call it that. Rage stormed through me; she 
was ice. I screamed and called her names while she ghosted 
me in my own house. Passive-aggressive silence stretched for 
weeks. Each time we slept together, all I could see was the 
man she betrayed me with. Hate settled in me. It was aimed 
at her and at myself, spilling over the whole mess. 

We split for good. I got a lawyer. Draft came from 
hers; weekend visits, nothing more. He stared me down and 
said, “This is the best you’re gonna get, so don’t bother 
fighting it.” I listened. That decision cut me deeper than any 
wound from combat. Missed everything. First steps and early 
words. Birthdays and school days. I watched other men step 
into the role I was supposed to fill, being more of a father to 
my kid than I ever got to be. 

So I drank. The Army poured fuel on it. Healing 
doesn’t happen in the military, you bury it. Trauma sinks to 
the bottom of a bottle while fear and rage hide under jokes 
and silence. They teach you how to kill, but not how to live. 
No one cared if you bled out in your kitchen instead of a 
battlefield. 



 

Civilian life didn’t save me either. The system threw 
me in a cage for a DUI. Jail smelled like bleach and broken 
dreams. Numbers on the walls and footsteps echoing 
through the tier mixed with the weight of concrete pressing 
down. No one asked why I was drowning, and nobody cared 
that I was already broken. 

I bounced between jobs like a ghost in steel-toed 
boots. Tower technician scaling cell towers with the wind 
tearing at me. Steel worker in coal mines, lungs filling with 
dust. Foreman electrician in oil fields where men broke 
themselves for a paycheck. Sawyer in a sawmill, muscles 
screaming from endless shifts. Program analyst at the FBI, 
pretending like I belonged in a suit. Then back to the bottom; 
janitor, caregiver, retail clerk. Work ended the same. 
Addiction ate me alive. Depression pulled me down. Anger 
burned everything around me. 

The spiral got darker. Booze wasn’t enough anymore. 
I reached for ever-harder drugs, pursuing numbness and 
seeking silence. Kept crawling back to alcohol like it was an 
old lover that hated me but wouldn’t let me go. 

Eventually I lost everything. Job gone. Car 
repossessed. Bank account drained. Ended up sleeping on my 
mother’s living room floor, the same house where my skin 
had been marked by extension cords and belts. We fought 
constantly. She screamed, I drank. 

One memory from that time still sits sharp in my 
head. I drove to her place and knocked on the door. She 
opened it with venom in her voice and sneered, “What the 
hell are you doing here, you know no one wants you here.” I 



 

didn’t argue or cry. I turned and walked back to my car and 
left. Something broke in me that day. I stopped brushing off 
insults. I quit pretending she was a saint and started calling 
her what she was; an abuser. 

I confronted her about it more than once and told her 
to face what she did. She’d either explode or guilt trip me into 
silence. The last blow-up ended with her rallying my siblings 
against me. Looked around and realized I was alone in that 
house. So I chose the streets instead. 

Homelessness is a different kind of war. Winter 
nights in an alleyway where rats fight you for scraps. Weeks 
without bathing, skin turning grey, beard wiry, eyes hollow. 
My knuckles and knees were stained black with filth and 
dead skin, and even my ankles matched. Every morning was 
survival and every night was torture. There came a point I 
knew I was either going to die like this or crawl out. 

So I picked up the phone. Dozens of calls. Begging for 
a way out. Rehab at the VA. A program called SSVF dropped 
me in an apartment and called it a second chance. 

 



 

Chapter 3: 

Diagnosed Dangerous 

They stole my kid from me the same week I crawled 
out of rehab, hands shaking and my body trying to remember 
what sober even meant. Court papers slapped me across the 
face harder than any hangover, saying I wasn’t fit to be a 
father. Addiction barely came up. The court didn’t care about 
bottles or pills. They only cared about the labels pinned to 
me; CPTSD, Bipolar I with psychotic features, ADHD, 
Generalized Anxiety Disorder. Those words turned into 
bullets in the courtroom. Doctors’ shorthand became 
ammunition. The judge didn’t need proof beyond that. My ex 
smiled while the court branded me dangerous. They said I 
was a threat to my daughter, not due to my actions but due 
to the diagnoses stamped on me. My rights were gone in a 
single stroke of a pen. 

Walking out of that courtroom felt like leaving a 
morgue after identifying your own body. Something 
hollowed me out that day, and I carried the emptiness like a 
chain. The system didn’t just strip visitation; it ripped away 
my identity. Fatherhood doesn’t live in paperwork; it runs 
through your veins. They drained it like it was nothing. 

Relapse didn’t sneak up; it ran me over like a truck. 
Sobriety cracked under the weight of losing her. Weeks 
blurred into months. Pills and liquor came back like they’d 
never left, whispering I was better off numbed. I kept 
crawling out and slipping back like fighting a tide. Less than 
a year later, I landed in inpatient again. Those fluorescent 



 

halls didn’t heal; they caged. They told me I was sick and 
never showed me how to live. I walked out scarred but 
standing. A few months later, sobriety stuck. 

From 2020 to 2022, I lived on supervised visitation. 
Four hours once a week to be a father, squeezed into 
afternoons where time collapsed under the pressure. Each 
visit was a sprint, not a life. My daughter ran into my arms 
and I had to measure every second, knowing it was being 
rationed like scraps. Smiles were practiced so she wouldn’t 
see the fury under my ribs. I grinned while shame tightened 
in my throat, while rage flipped inside my chest. The only 
way to survive was to hide the storm from her eyes. 

In 2021, I nearly clawed back unsupervised time. A 
door cracked open and then slammed shut because of 
betrayal. This man I trusted, my closest friend, took 
something I said in a moment of venting, twisted it inside his 
head, and then ghosted me. Two weeks of silence. My ex-wife 
used his words in court to shove me back into the cage of 
supervised visits. Friendship turned into a knife. He left me 
bleeding in a room where my daughter was treated like 
property under surveillance. 

By 2022, I finally regained unsupervised visits. The 
first taste of freedom came back in pieces. My daughter 
started opening up to me. Children shouldn’t carry secrets 
heavy enough to break their spines, but she did. One day she 
told me her stepdad touched her. The words froze me. Every 
muscle wanted to explode, but my head stayed locked. I 
asked if she told her mother. She said no because her mother 
always defended him. That sentence alone could have set me 
on fire. 



 

Rage pushed me to court, not violence. I filed 
paperwork and handed over evidence. When I submitted her 
journal, the pages spoke louder than anything I could have 
said. My ex defended her husband like a shield until the truth 
cracked it open. She faced a choice: divorce him or lose 
custody. Then she chose divorce. He walked free. No registry. 
Not a single handcuff. No shame, anywhere. He has more 
custody of his child than I do of mine. I live with that 
knowledge every day. A predator faced fewer consequences 
than a father with mental health diagnoses. 

After that court battle, I was granted a third of every 
month with my child. It wasn’t enough, but it was 
something. Those days became sacred. They were carved 
into my bones, permanent and unshakable. I built my life 
around them. 

Survival didn’t stop there. Poverty had been my 
companion for years; food stamps and Section 8 housing, 
along with nights scraping change for gas. That cycle finally 
broke when I secured full VA disability. Money didn’t fix 
everything, but it pulled me out of the quicksand. I could 
breathe without choosing between rent and groceries. 
Stability gave me enough footing to try something bigger. 

I ran for governor with the Mountain Party. Belief in 
a third-party revolution drove me; I was certain West 
Virginia could turn green and certain we could take back 
power from the corporate chokehold. I poured over $10,000 
of my own money into that race. Last place hit me like a 
hammer, but we kept ballot access. That meant future battles 
could still be fought. 



 

The campaign didn’t just drain my wallet; it drained 
me. Depression sank its teeth in and wouldn’t let go. By June 
2024, four months before the election, I checked myself into 
the VA psych ward. I needed help. My struggles became 
another weapon. My ex stormed back into court, waving my 
hospital stay like a flag and shouting that I posed a danger 
again. The court stripped me of my rights one more time. 
Eight months of supervised visits followed, one hour a week. 
Imagine shrinking fatherhood down to sixty minutes. It felt 
like being told to breathe once every hour and call it enough. 

Now we have another court hearing scheduled for 
December 2025 and regular visitation still hasn’t returned. 
The system keeps dangling my daughter like a carrot on a 
stick. They’ve used my mental health against me. They’ve 
used my political work against me. Everything I’ve lived 
through, each scar and every diagnosis, has been used as 
evidence that I shouldn’t be a father. Meanwhile men who 
harm children walk free. Judges don’t care. Lawyers cash 
checks. My daughter grows up with half her father stolen. 

I fought in deserts and then in courtrooms. One 
enemy wore camouflage, the other wore suits. Both wanted 
me dead in different ways. Addiction couldn’t finish me. 
Poverty didn’t bury me. Betrayal didn’t erase me. The legal 
machine hasn’t silenced me. I’m still here and still fighting. I 
keep showing up. This is a record of survival. It is a record of 
what the system did and of all I’ve endured. 

 



 

Chapter 4: 

Raised By Wolves, Judged By Sheep 

Children don’t come with instruction manuals, but 
shelves in every bookstore scream otherwise. Stacks of 
parenting guides written by people who probably never 
scraped coins off a gas station counter to feed a kid. Advice 
printed on glossy paper about “gentle discipline” and “child-
led learning,” wrapped in talk of “healthy family dynamics.” 
Whole libraries pretending abuse doesn’t exist, pretending 
poverty is just bad budgeting. Those books never sat in the 
houses I lived in. They didn’t stop fists or fill cabinets, and 
they never taught broken adults how to keep from breaking 
their kids. 

The idea of parenting as a skill you can study like 
algebra is a cruel joke to people who grew up as punching 
bags. Parenting guides act like you have time to read and the 
calm to reflect, along with enough money to buy the damn 
thing in the first place. Those pages never imagine cigarette 
burns on skin or a home without heat or food, with no sober 
parent anywhere in sight. Trauma that loud drowns out 
every word on the page. 

I remember teachers sending home flyers for 
parenting seminars like salvation was waiting in a school 
gym. My mother, who screamed herself hoarse and stumbled 
drunk through the night, would never walk into a room full 
of strangers to learn how to “set boundaries.” Boundaries 
didn’t exist in my childhood; doors couldn’t keep fists out 
and walls never held secrets in. 



 

People think failure to parent comes from ignorance. 
Comfortable minds pretend abusers just need knowledge. 
Violence doesn’t come from not knowing better. It grows 
from rage, addiction, hunger, despair, generational damage 
stacked so high it suffocates the air in a room. Printed pages 
will never undo that. A binder will never step in front of a 
child and take the hit. 

The state knows this, but it still pretends knowledge 
is the solution. Parenting classes slapped on as punishment 
when CPS storms into a home. Court-mandated “family 
education” handed to mothers whose cupboards are empty 
not because they’re lazy, but because their paychecks can’t 
compete with rent and groceries in the same week. Classes 
become hoops to jump through, not real lifelines. 

Child Protective Services doesn’t exist to save kids. 
Instead it regulates poverty and decides which families 
deserve to keep their children, almost always along the lines 
of race and class. A wealthy parent can snort lines on a yacht 
and call it a rough weekend while a poor parent leaves a child 
alone for ten minutes to catch a bus and loses custody 
forever. Call it safety if you want, but it’s punishment dressed 
up in paperwork. 

I grew up around kids yanked out of their homes and 
dumped into strangers’ arms. CPS framed it as rescue, but 
those kids came back to school with eyes darker than before. 
Foster homes weren’t sanctuaries. Too often, they were fresh 
hells. Another set of hands to fear and more rules to follow, 
with strangers cashing checks off their pain. 



 

The foster system isn’t a safety net but a conveyor 
belt, shuffling children between homes like parcels stamped 
“fragile,” rarely unpacked and almost never settled. Some 
landed lucky, others in pits worse than the ones they were 
dragged from. Too many bounced until eighteen, spit out on 
the curb with nothing but scars and a trash bag full of 
clothes. 

Statistics back it up, but numbers aren’t needed to see 
the truth. Walk through any alley in America and you’ll meet 
the graduates of foster care. Homeless shelters overflow with 
them and prisons warehouse them while far too many still 
end in early graves. Kids the state claimed to protect, 
discarded like broken toys once the checks stopped coming. 

Every system that claims to protect children does so 
with one hand while the other strangles. Schools hand out 
pamphlets about reporting abuse but never feed the kids 
who show up hungry every day, and doctors file reports 
about bruises yet still don’t offer therapy or housing, while 
courts preach about the best interests of the child and hand 
custody to whoever looks respectable on paper, never mind 
what that home feels like at night. 

My story fits that pattern. Nobody from CPS knocked 
on our door when rebar cracked my mother’s skull. Not a 
single person came when my parents forced us into line for 
beatings. Nobody showed up when my siblings starved, 
stole, screamed, or broke down. We weren’t invisible. 
Teachers saw the bruises. Neighbors heard the fights. They 
all looked away because poverty and violence are expected in 
families like ours. 



 

This chapter of America’s story runs centuries deep, 
the state repeatedly stealing children it deems unworthy. 
Native kids were ripped from tribes and forced into boarding 
schools where their language and culture were beaten out of 
them, Black children were taken from enslaved mothers and 
sold as property, and poor white children were indentured 
into labor when parents couldn’t pay debts. Foster care isn’t 
a new system. It’s a modern face on an old theft. 

Children become pawns in battles they never started 
as families already beaten down by poverty and racism are 
painted neglectful while the state poses as savior. Then the 
children are swallowed into a machine that feeds on their 
trauma. Adoption agencies make money and foster parents 
cash stipends while nonprofits build empires on suffering. 
The cycle continues because pain pays. 

The same government that claims to care refuses to 
provide what would actually prevent harm. Families don’t 
need lectures; they need housing and healthcare. They need 
food beyond ramen noodles seven nights a week. Jobs must 
pay enough to stop parents from choosing between diapers 
and rent. Communities must be free from police raids and 
ICE checkpoints. Families need room to breathe. 

Those things don’t exist for us. Instead, the state 
hands us forms and threats, backed by cages. Agencies tell us 
to sit in classrooms and learn how to be parents from binders 
written by middle-class academics who never had to steal to 
eat. The system funnels our children into institutions built to 
profit from their absence. 



 

Nobody taught me, so I taught myself. I fed myself 
and fought for my own survival, defending what little I had. 
Kids like me don’t get rescued. We get recycled through 
systems until we either die or disappear, unless we claw our 
way out. 

The sickness nobody wants to name is this: abuse is 
personal, but the system is political. My parents’s fists 
scarred me, but the silence of the state made sure those scars 
lasted. Their screams marked me, but the refusal of 
neighbors, teachers, doctors, and cops to intervene carved 
those marks deeper. The system didn’t fail me by accident. It 
failed me by design. 

Growing up broken makes people easy to control and 
exploit for labor, funneled into prison beds, then discarded 
when they collapse. Systems aren’t built to protect the 
vulnerable. They’re built to manufacture vulnerability and 
then punish it. 

 



 

Chapter 5: 

Empire Eats The Young 

The poor get recruited. 

That’s the secret nobody on the glossy posters ever 
admits. They send recruiters into towns already chewed up 
by layoffs and overdoses, moving through high schools 
where teachers buy their own supplies and prowling 
neighborhoods where the only jobs are fast food or prison 
guard. Recruiters promise a way out. They hold out travel 
and college like bait on a hook, with benefits dangled as the 
lure. Then they wait for desperate kids to bite. They sell it as 
service, survival draped in camouflage. 

I grew up broke. House to house, never stable, 
moving eighteen times before I could vote. Meals skipped 
because the fridge sat empty. Parents fighting and fists 
flying, rage louder than any lesson learned at school. Poverty 
raised me harder than any drill sergeant ever did. When that 
recruiter shook my hand and called me “son,” I didn’t see a 
liar. I saw a lifeline. He told me the Army would make me a 
man, give me a career, pay for school, and try to fix the chaos. 
The recruiter knew what I wanted to hear. He knew kids like 
me were the easiest to catch. 

The poverty draft doesn’t wear a uniform. It’s baked 
into the system. When jobs vanish and unions are gutted 
while minimum wage won’t buy groceries, the military 
doesn’t need to force anyone. Hunger does the forcing. 
Desperation does the signing. Recruiters just clean up what 
capitalism leaves behind. They don’t circle private schools. 



 

Country clubs never see recruiters at their doors. Instead 
recruiters linger in worn-down gymnasiums and cafeterias 
where kids eat reduced lunch. Predators hunt in the 
wreckage of working-class life. 

I shipped out fresh, naïve, thinking I was climbing up. 
What I really signed onto was ownership. The uniform 
pretends to free you, but it shackles tighter than chains. 
Orders tell you where to sleep and when to eat, reaching into 
your head to shape what you think. They strip you down 
until you don’t belong to yourself anymore. Basic training is 
demolition. Instructors tear your identity out by the roots. 
They name it discipline while programming you step by step. 
Training molds chaos into obedience and anger into 
weaponry. By the end, I didn’t feel like a person. I felt like 
property stamped “U.S. Government.” 

Deployment burned the rest of the lies out of me. 
Afghanistan wasn’t freedom. It was control. The air carried 
dust thick enough to choke and explosions shook the ground 
without warning while blood soaked the sand until red felt 
like the only color. Villages stared at us with eyes full of fear 
and hate. Kids no older than my daughter pointed rifles at us 
because occupation breeds resistance faster than it breeds 
any hope of democracy. America wasn’t there to build. This 
country was there to dominate. I saw it every day. 

We have more than 800 military bases worldwide. 
Germany. Japan. Iraq. South Korea. The Philippines. Africa. 
Not a single foreign base exists here. They brand it as defense. 
In reality, it is occupation. Empire without disguise. 
Politicians dress it up as protection, refusing to say what it 
really is. We weren’t heroes, just crusaders in desert camo 



 

and conquistadors with rifles, taking land and resources 
under the banner of freedom. We destroyed homes and then 
built Burger Kings and PX stores on the rubble. Liberation 
was the script; conquest was the act. 

Empire runs on enemies. Yesterday the target was 
communists. Today the label is terrorists, sometimes 
“Antifa.” Tomorrow they’ll point at China. It never ends. The 
machine needs blood to function. Politicians stand behind 
podiums and talk about safety. Defense contractors stand 
behind boardroom tables and talk about profits. Companies 
like Lockheed Martin and Raytheon grow fat off contracts, 
with firms such as Halliburton right beside them while 
nineteen-year-olds bleed out in Humvees. The war on terror 
wasn’t about terror. It was about money. 

I came home scarred and useless to them. No ticker 
tape, no gratitude, just forms and waiting rooms followed by 
silence. The VA is a graveyard for the living. Appointments 
drag on for months and benefits crawl in over years while 
suicides keep happening daily. Pills get handed out faster 
than care. They’ll medicate you until you turn numb, but 
they won’t heal you. Battle buddies hung themselves in 
garages and overdosed in bathrooms; some even shot 
themselves in trucks because no one answered their calls. 
America salutes the dead and forgets the living. 

Civilian life didn’t save me. The 13th Amendment 
says slavery ended “except as punishment for a crime.” That 
loophole built an empire of chains. Slavery never died. It 
evolved into prison labor. The United States holds 5% of the 
world’s population but 25% of its prisoners. Millions behind 
bars, most for petty charges and drug possession, with 



 

probation slips and unpaid fines stacked on top. Black and 
brown men fill cells at rates that scream genocide by 
paperwork. 

Prisons make billions every year. Corporations use 
inmates as near-free labor. Call centers and farms run on 
inmates, with factories powered by people in jumpsuits 
earning pennies. Politicians brag about being tough on crime 
as cops scoop up military gear and private prison companies 
cash checks in the background. This is a business model built 
on human cages. 

This country calls itself the land of the free while 
chaining more people than any dictatorship on Earth. 
Ferguson showed the truth when militarized cops patrolled 
Black neighborhoods like an occupying army, and Rikers 
shows it again as a warehouse for the poor dressed up as 
corrections, while Guantanamo finishes the picture by 
proving law evaporates the second power wants it to. 
America doesn’t practice freedom. It practices control. 

Poverty doesn’t stop at the prison gates. It stalks 
housing and schools, then pushes into hospitals. Landlords 
bleed tenants dry with rent hikes while wages stay frozen. 
Schools crumble and teachers stay underpaid while kids get 
fed propaganda instead of truth. Healthcare is a casino where 
survival depends on your wallet. Insurance executives live 
like kings while families crowdfund chemo. What they call a 
system functions like a crime scene. 

Everywhere you look, exploitation runs the show. 
Coal miners break their bodies underground while 
corporations strip Appalachia bare and leave behind 



 

poisoned water. Oil workers die on rigs while executives 
count profits. Farmworkers pick crops until their hands split 
open while agribusiness billionaires buy politicians. Amazon 
warehouses chew people up and track bathroom breaks 
while treating workers like equipment until their spines 
collapse. That’s modern feudalism. Lords wear suits, and 
serfs wear name tags. 

The 1994 Crime Bill packed prisons with Black men 
while Wall Street bankers who tanked the economy in 2008 
walked free. Students drown in debt for degrees that hold no 
power while billionaires dodge taxes with offshore accounts. 
Police kill with impunity while protestors get kettled and 
gassed. Flint still drinks poisoned water while billionaires 
build rockets to Mars. That’s the split. This is America. 

I’ve watched people sleep on sidewalks under billion-
dollar towers. Homeless vets in wheelchairs begged outside 
federal buildings draped in flags. I’ve stood in food pantry 
lines with mothers who worked two jobs but still couldn’t 
feed their kids. That’s the richest nation on Earth. This is the 
reality hidden under the anthem. 

Addiction stalks every corner. Pills poured into 
Appalachia by Purdue Pharma and sold as medicine while 
functioning like chemical warfare on the poor. Communities 
drowned in fentanyl because profit demanded it. The same 
government that criminalized addicts stood back while 
pharmaceutical giants flooded towns with opioids. They 
handed out life sentences to users and golden parachutes to 
executives. Oversight never happened; massacre carried 
state approval. 



 

Empire doesn’t just bleed foreigners. It bleeds its 
own. Boarded-up factories and shuttered union halls scream 
it, with foreclosed houses echoing the same message. 
Capitalism needs poverty like an addict needs a fix. It creates 
poverty and then blames the victims for drowning in it. 

Growing up, I thought hard work meant escape. 
School taught me that if I hustled, I’d rise. Reality slapped 
that dream out of me. The ladder was never for us. It was 
built for them. Poor kids are told to serve and work, trained 
to obey without hesitation. Rich kids are told to lead and 
own, raised to inherit wealth and power. The whole system 
was rigged from birth. 

I look back at the recruiter’s smile and want to spit. He knew 
what he was doing. That man didn’t see a kid. He saw a body 
to ship overseas. Someone with no choices, easy to shape into 
a soldier. This is the scam. The cycle continues. Poverty 
breeds soldiers and soldiers breed wars, and those wars fuel 
profits that drag whole communities into deeper poverty. 
Round and round until the machine eats everything. 



 

Chapter 6: 
The Weight of Silence 

Silence keeps men dying early. It sits heavy in the 
throat, a lump that never moves. Pride and fear fuse into 
armor, and the world calls it strength. Every lesson growing 
up said the same thing; don’t cry or talk, and never break. 
Pain stayed private and weakness turned unforgivable, with 
emotion treated like contraband. Generations learned to 
bottle everything until the pressure turned lethal. 

Poverty hardened that code. When bills stacked up 
and cupboards went bare, nobody had room to fall apart. 
Survival demanded quiet endurance. Fathers dragged 
themselves through double shifts and came home drained, 
then stared through the walls like ghosts waiting for sleep 
that never came. Mothers patched the holes nobody 
mentioned. Kids learned to read moods instead of words. 
Nobody spoke of grief; they just carried it until it changed 
shape. Families passed silence like an heirloom carved from 
exhaustion. 

Schools reinforced the lesson. Teachers labeled anger 
as defiance and sadness as distraction. Guidance counselors 
preached discipline instead of healing. Boys discovered early 
that violence earned attention faster than tears. Girls were 
told to stay polite while swallowing their rage. Everyone 
carried invisible wounds, and the system labeled that 
normal. Report cards measured obedience, not honesty. 
Detention replaced conversation. 



 

Workplaces perfected the performance. Employees 
smiled through panic attacks, joked about burnout, and 
treated exhaustion as proof of value. Managers rewarded 
overwork with slogans about teamwork. Break rooms filled 
with caffeine and denial. Nobody talked about breakdowns 
because human limits threaten the profit margin. Each 
worker learned to suffer quietly so the machine could keep 
running. 

Media turned that silence into a national brand. 
Soldiers on screens never flinched. Workers in commercials 
grinned through overtime. Celebrities thanked the “grind” 
while their assistants collapsed off-camera. Talk-show hosts 
sold self-help books promising that hard work cures despair. 
A country addicted to productivity praises stoicism like 
scripture. Speak too honestly about pain and you risk your 
job, reputation, and seat at the table. Pretending becomes 
currency. Eventually, pretending becomes language. 

Isolation turned into identity. Loneliness got 
repackaged as independence. The myth of self-reliance 
swallowed every warning sign. Therapy stayed unaffordable, 
community centers closed, and churches preached 
endurance instead of care. Suicide rates kept climbing, yet 
headlines framed them as personal failures instead of 
predictable results. The truth hides behind politeness: 
silence kills faster than bullets. 

Trauma doesn’t vanish when ignored. It mutates. It 
leaks into parenting, relationships, politics, with policy 
catching the overflow. People taught to suppress pain grow 
into adults who mistake numbness for peace. They shut 
down when touched, withdraw when loved, and repeat the 



 

same patterns because it’s all they know. Their children 
inherit that same emotional blueprint. The cycle spins until 
someone finally breaks under its weight. Each overdose, 
every violent outburst, every quiet suicide traces back to a 
moment when speaking up was punished. 

Violence fills the space where communication should 
exist. Neighborhood fights replace conversations. Domestic 
disputes stand in for therapy. Online arguments substitute 
for intimacy. The justice system interprets emotion as 
danger. Police respond to mental health calls with guns, not 
understanding. Prisons overflow with people who needed 
compassion long before arrest. The state profits from silence 
by criminalizing those who break it. 

Media narratives deepen the damage. News anchors 
talk about “mental health crises” like weather reports, then 
pivot to stock prices. Politicians hold press conferences about 
awareness while defunding the very programs that keep 
people alive. Pharmaceutical companies flood ads across 
television promising relief in pill form, ignoring the poverty 
and isolation that drive despair. The cycle turns misery into 
market share. 

Silence thrives on shame. People fear judgment more 
than pain. Communities whisper about depression but 
organize casseroles for funerals instead of help for the living. 
Grief gets treated as inconvenience. Crying in public feels like 
confession. Every gesture of honesty risks social exile, so 
people lie through smiles. The culture rewards composure 
and punishes vulnerability until authenticity feels foreign. 



 

Rural towns feel it deepest. Distance isolates 
households already stretched thin. Mental health services 
vanish with each budget cut. Clinics close and leave one 
counselor for several counties. Churches double as the only 
meeting place, preaching endurance instead of healing. 
People self-medicate because there’s nothing else left. 
Appalachia, the Plains, the Deep South; each region buries its 
sons in silence, then praises their toughness at the funeral. 

Cities hide the same sickness under brighter lights. 
Crowds mask loneliness. Apartments filled with noise still 
feel empty. Workers commute long hours and scroll through 
other people’s lives until they convince themselves it’s fine. 
No time remains to process grief when survival eats the clock. 
Silence adapts to urban pace; it just wears headphones now. 

Generational damage piles high. Children mimic 
what they see. When parents never speak of fear, kids assume 
feeling is forbidden. Anger becomes their only safe outlet 
because it disguises pain. Boys learn to fight before they learn 
to hug. Girls learn to apologize before they learn to breathe. 
The next generation inherits trauma in silence wrapped like 
tradition. 

Religion plays its part. Sermons preach suffering as 
virtue, obedience as strength. Congregations pray instead of 
act. Men confess to God but not each other. Women 
volunteer through exhaustion, calling it faith. Pastors speak 
of redemption but rarely of therapy. Silence becomes holy. 
The pew replaces the clinic. An altar substitutes for 
community care. 



 

Patriotism reinforces the same disease. The military 
glorifies stoicism. Recruits are told pain is weakness leaving 
the body. Veterans return home with that belief etched into 
bone. Asking for help feels like betrayal. Many never adjust. 
The uniform comes off, but the silence stays strapped tight. 
Too many die with secrets they never learned to name. 

Technology amplifies the quiet. Social media teaches 
performance, not vulnerability. Everyone curates perfection 
while breaking off-screen. Algorithms reward cheerfulness, 
not truth. The result is a digital nation of smiling ghosts. 
Every post hides exhaustion; each caption masks anxiety. 
Connection becomes simulation. The louder the feed, the 
deeper the silence underneath it. 

Government policies keep the pattern intact. Public 
funding for mental health barely covers a fraction of need. 
Rural crisis lines shut down. Medicaid cuts remove 
counseling access. Politicians pose for awareness months 
while gutting budgets behind closed doors. Silence saves 
them money. Broken citizens rarely organize. Despair makes 
compliance easy. 

The economy feeds off isolation. Depressed workers 
buy distractions. Lonely people spend on comfort marketed 
as self-care. Corporations package relief in subscription 
boxes. The system profits when citizens self-soothe instead 
of revolt. Emotional numbness keeps markets stable. 

Healing begins when words return. Community 
groups and mutual-aid circles, along with trauma 
collectives, rebuild what decades of neglect destroyed. They 
host free counseling and open-mic nights, plus support 



 

meetings where honesty outweighs judgment. Each 
confession becomes an act of defiance. Every shared story 
weakens the walls that keep people apart. Connection scares 
power because solidarity makes control impossible. 

Mutual aid groups prove what government refuses 
to: people keep each other alive. Neighbors trade meals, 
share rides, fund prescriptions, and check on the quiet ones. 
Street medics learn crisis response because police treat 
distress like threat. Organizers teach de-escalation where 
institutions teach punishment. Healing moves from clinical 
to collective. 

Breaking silence doesn’t erase pain, but it 
redistributes weight. Load grows lighter when carried 
together. The myth of toughness unravels once people see 
that tenderness preserved families longer than violence ever 
did. Empathy becomes strategy, not sentiment. Strength 
measured through care terrifies those in power because 
compassion builds alliances that can’t be bought. 

Public speech about trauma reshapes culture. Artists 
write songs about survival without apology. Workers speak 
openly about burnout and demand rest without shame. Men 
cry on camera and survive it. Children see adults admit fear 
and learn it’s survivable. Each act of expression chips away 
at the old code. 

Healing requires infrastructure too. Community 
centers reopen through local fundraising. Peer-run crisis 
teams replace police for mental-health calls. Workplaces 
establish rest hours and peer support programs. Schools 
teach emotional literacy alongside math. These shifts sound 



 

small, but they build habits that counter centuries of 
enforced quiet. 

Resistance grows from open mouths. Honest 
language spreads faster than propaganda because it carries 
proof. People trust pain when it’s spoken plainly. Silence may 
have built the cage, but speech forges the key. Every story 
told aloud undermines the myth of individual failure. 
Collective truth transforms private suffering into shared 
purpose. 

The body remembers what the mind avoids. Chronic 
illness and insomnia, along with built-up tension, each 
symptom is history speaking through flesh. Healing means 
listening to that message without shame. Mutual 
acknowledgment turns pain into information instead of 
isolation. When communities learn to read those signs 
together, prevention becomes possible. 

Men raised on repression begin to teach each other 
new ways to live. Work crews talk during lunch breaks. 
Friends check in after funerals instead of disappearing. Old 
veterans share memories without slurs or jokes. The first 
words sound awkward, but the second ones come easier. 
Speech rewires survival. 

Women reshape the narrative too. They refuse to 
carry everyone else’s pain in silence. Women form collectives 
to talk about burnout, reproductive trauma, and daily fear. 
Conversations spread across kitchen tables and group chats, 
with union halls echoing the same truth. Each voice adds 
strength to the next until silence loses ground. 



 

Queer and trans communities lead much of that work 
because survival already required communication. They’ve 
built support lines and shelters, plus medical funds outside 
state control. Their example shows what mutual care looks 
like in action: trust built from honesty, not hierarchy. The 
wider world begins to learn from them what connection 
really means. 

Every society chooses what kind of silence it enforces. 
Authoritarian systems police speech outright. Capitalist 
democracies do it through shame and exhaustion. Both rely 
on fear of vulnerability. Breaking that fear dismantles 
control. Words become rebellion and laughter becomes 
protest, with honesty turning into political weaponry. 

The cage inside the mind mirrors the one outside. 
Both depend on obedience disguised as composure. The 
nation thrives on quiet workers and obedient soldiers, 
relying heavily on compliant citizens. Each person who 
speaks honestly about pain disrupts that design. Healing 
turns insurgent and talking becomes resistance, while 
listening grows into revolution. 

Silence built the walls. Speech cracks them. The 
choice remains simple; keep carrying the weight alone or set 
it down together. Every time someone speaks, another brick 
falls. Each echo of truth weakens the foundation that keeps 
people isolated. A country taught to bite its tongue is 
learning, slowly, to breathe again. 

 



 

Chapter 7: 

Independence of Isolation 

Factories don’t just produce products in this country, 
they spit out broken lives. They mass-manufacture lonely, 
desperate people, feeding despair into the system like raw 
material. Capitalism teaches you to cling to your own raft 
while the ship sinks, then sneers at you for wanting a bigger 
boat. It sells the mortgage and the promotion, with the 
nuclear family pushed as salvation, locking you behind a 
door and calling that freedom. Neighbors turn into rivals. 
Community is packaged into an app. Care shifts into a 
transaction with a bill stapled to it. A culture this warped can 
only dismiss socialism and communism, with anarchy 
shoved off as fantasy too, because it has been trained to 
confuse isolation with independence and hoarding with 
survival. 

Capitalism feeds on a culture where we’re taught to 
chase the American Dream as individuals, not as neighbors. 
It convinces us to climb over each other for scraps of success, 
trading solidarity for survival. Community gets buried while 
competition gets glorified, and freedom twists into a slogan 
for “every man for himself.” Real freedom was never meant 
to be solitary. It was always meant to be shared. 

History didn’t begin this morning. The country once 
held unions strong enough to knit entire towns together, 
bonds thick enough to stare down steel barons and coal 
magnates. Those bonds were systematically cut. 
Membership today sits under 10%, a collapse engineered 



 

through propaganda, court rulings, assassinations, and state 
violence. A deliberate hollowing-out left millions facing 
corporate empires alone. The streets feel colder because they 
are. Nearly half of adults admit to levels of loneliness that 
batter the body like a pack-a-day habit, spiking risks of heart 
disease and dementia. Anxiety spreads. Depression roots 
deep until misery becomes deliberate and profitable. 

Life expectancy falls behind peer nations despite 
Americans spending more on healthcare than anyone else on 
Earth. The gap doesn’t come from fate. Policy worshipping 
profit over people created it. Children shoulder the 
punishment first. When pandemic supports were ripped 
away, child poverty spiked by millions overnight. Politicians 
scrambled not to fix the crisis but to bury data showing kids 
slipping into malnutrition. This is the “dream” laid bare: a 
fortress for the wealthy, a maze for the rest. The walls grow 
taller, the exits fewer, and those trapped inside are told their 
failures are personal. 

Collective care is survival. A strike fund that keeps 
lights on beats gambling with online donations. A tenants’ 
council blocking evictions beats begging a landlord to show 
mercy. A community clinic distributing free medicine beats a 
hospital bill that stalks you into bankruptcy. Mutual aid 
proves it every single day. When people organize, the 
system’s favorite weapons, division and isolation, with 
exhaustion always close behind, begin to break down. Stop 
pleading to the market; replace it wherever it starves us. 

The cage is built to make alienation normal. 
Workplaces slice hours into fragments, leaving no one with 
enough time to raise children or care for elders. Gig jobs 



 

market themselves as freedom while tethering workers to 
poverty wages and crushing debt. Social services get gutted 
until survival itself becomes criminalized. Police are made 
the catch-all response for every crisis: addiction and 
homelessness, with mental health crises thrown into the 
same pile. The state offers cuffs instead of food or medicine. 
For housing, it offers jail. This is deliberate design. 

Prisons expand as neighborhoods collapse. Black, 
Brown, and poor communities are stripped for labor and 
locked in cages. Whole towns in Appalachia rot from job 
losses and overdoses while new prisons rise nearby as the 
only growth industry. The machine calls that economic 
development. The “justice” system fills cells with the same 
people denied healthcare and housing, with work always 
dangling just out of reach. It sells their bodies to private 
contractors for pennies. Slavery never ended; it mutated into 
wage slavery and debt slavery, then prison slavery waiting at 
the end. 

Surveillance deepens the trap. Phones track 
movements. Employers monitor keystrokes. Algorithms flag 
credit scores and arrest records, plus school performance on 
a permanent ledger. The cage no longer needs visible bars. 
Digital fences corral every step, scoring people into 
categories that dictate where they can live, how they can 
work, and whether they’ll be granted mercy or punishment. 
Freedom gets recast as consumer choice while options shrink 
to scraps. The illusion blinds millions into thinking the cage 
is invisible. 

Appalachia tells the story in detail. Coal companies 
extracted every ounce of wealth, left poisoned streams and 



 

collapsing mines, then abandoned entire counties to 
unemployment. Politicians promised transition and 
delivered nothing but empty speeches. Pharmaceutical 
giants flooded the region with opioids, then criminalized 
addiction after profits peaked. Families buried sons and 
daughters while corporations walked away richer. 
Community groups filled the gaps with food lines and harm 
reduction vans, with makeshift clinics thrown together in 
church basements and parking lots. Those efforts were 
resistance against abandonment, not charity. 

Cities mirror the same rot. Redlined neighborhoods 
still starve from decades of disinvestment. Hospitals close 
while luxury condos rise. Schools crumble under austerity 
while police budgets balloon. Rent eats paychecks whole. 
Hunger stalks working families. Immigrants are caged in 
detention centers for the crime of survival. Indigenous 
communities face poisoned water and stolen land. Every 
layer of the system tightens the vise, and each institution 
bends toward profit. 

Loneliness is the inevitable by-product. People raised 
to believe survival is an individual contest are told their 
suffering is personal failure. Therapy is marketed as self-
improvement rather than a mirror of structural violence. 
Pharmaceuticals are prescribed as solutions for social 
wounds that demand collective healing. Screens replace 
town halls. Markets erode kinship. Churches supplant 
solidarity with sermons about obedience. All of it works to 
convince the isolated that their misery is theirs alone. 

History screams otherwise. The General Strike of 1877 
shut down railroads across the nation, proving solidarity can 



 

paralyze industry. Sit-downs in Flint built the United Auto 
Workers into a force that won healthcare and pensions. In 
Appalachia, the Coal Wars turned hillsides into 
battlegrounds for dignity, where miners armed themselves 
against company thugs and National Guard rifles. Every 
major gain in working life came through struggle, never 
charity. Nothing was handed down. Everything was fought 
for. 

Empire exports this machinery abroad as well. 
Factories of loneliness in America mirror machines of death 
overseas. Bombs drop in Yemen, Gaza, Iraq, and Afghanistan 
while corporations feast on contracts. Trade deals strip 
farmers in the Global South of autonomy, funneling them 
into sweatshops or migration. Sanctions starve nations into 
obedience. The military patrols seas to protect shipping lanes 
while drones stalk villages. Every lever of U.S. power rests on 
the same logic: extract and isolate, then punish on a loop. 

The cage doesn’t just enclose the working class at 
home. Across continents, walls rise, patrolled by soldiers and 
guarded by banks. Refugees fleeing wars America fueled find 
themselves locked in detention, branded criminals for daring 
to live. The border becomes both a weapon and a profit 
engine. Companies win contracts for walls, cages, and 
surveillance towers. Lives are reduced to line items on a 
spreadsheet. 

Even disasters become markets. Hurricanes flatten 
coastlines and wildfires torch forests, yet billionaires race 
not to rebuild but to privatize. Water becomes bottled profit. 
Rebuilding contracts go to the same corporations that helped 
fuel the climate crisis. Disaster relief is a scam that turns grief 



 

into quarterly growth. Communities already poor get poorer, 
while investors siphon off the wreckage. The dream is 
revealed again as nightmare: fortress for the few, ruin for the 
many. 

Loneliness and despair, with hunger stitched in, are 
not accidental side-effects of capitalism. They are its core 
products. A culture that prizes competition above solidarity 
cannot sustain life without devouring it. The people who 
survive under it do so in spite of it, through quiet acts of care 
and unrecorded sacrifices, with daily defiance running under 
all of it. These cracks in the cage reveal something terrifying 
to the system: solidarity works. 

Mutual aid tables handing out groceries without 
paperwork terrify politicians more than marches. Rent 
strikes terrify landlords more than lawsuits. Workers 
wildcatting on the job frighten bosses more than any labor 
law. These acts prove a truth older than capitalism itself: 
people survive together, not alone. 

The empire cannot allow that lesson to spread. 
Propaganda swallows billions painting collective care as 
impossible or utopian, dressed up as dangerous for effect. 
There is, they insist, no alternative. Yet alternatives bloom in 
every crisis. When official relief fails and hospitals close, 
neighbors mobilize. When landlords threaten, tenants band 
together. These aren’t utopian experiments. They are 
practical necessities, proof that another way of living is not 
only possible but already here. 

I know this truth because I saw its opposite. Serving 
empire taught me firsthand that machines don’t care about 



 

you. Corporations will never care for you. Flags flap above it 
all while people bleed underneath. I dragged that truth 
across battlefields and eviction notices, with crooked 
benches in courtrooms stitching the two together. It kept me 
upright when the world tried to erase me. A meal pressed 
into my hands and a grip hauling me from ruins, with a single 
moment of open defiance burning itself into me, each burned 
into me the same fact: solidarity is the antidote to despair. 

The machine keeps humming, but cracks spread 
across its frame. Strikes resurge across industries. Workers 
rediscover the power of shutting down production. Tenants 
reclaim buildings from slumlords. Communities rebuild 
bonds the system worked for decades to sever. Loneliness 
itself becomes contested ground. Where alienation was once 
a given, people begin to find each other again. That process 
terrifies the ruling class more than any election. 

Once people taste solidarity, they don’t forget. They 
remember what the system worked so hard to erase: that we 
are stronger together and survival is collective, with freedom 
no longer an individual prize but a shared condition. 
Factories of loneliness can’t hold forever. Fields of fire seethe 
beneath the surface, ready to ignite when people stop 
mistaking the cage for the world. 

 



 

Chapter 8: 

Poverty as Policy 

Poverty doesn’t happen by mistake. It isn’t bad luck 
or a string of missteps, or some character flaw stamped on 
people from birth. Poverty is policy. Designed, refined, 
enforced without apology. The richest country on Earth 
knows how to prevent hunger, homelessness, and 
desperation, yet chooses to weaponize them. The machine 
works exactly as intended. 

Wages are frozen on purpose. For decades 
productivity soared while paychecks stayed nailed to the 
floor. Every ounce of extra value got siphoned upward. 
Families worked longer hours, took second jobs, hustled side 
gigs, and still fell behind. The system rewards their 
exhaustion with debt. Credit cards, payday loans, medical 
bills, student loans, each one a chain disguised as an 
opportunity. Laziness doesn’t grow poverty. Extraction 
grows it. 

Housing tells the same story. Shelter gets sold like a 
luxury instead of a right. Rents climb while wages stall. 
Mortgage payments balloon while foreclosures multiply. 
Developers carve up neighborhoods, flipping homes into 
assets for investors while the people who once lived in them 
sleep in cars. Politicians shake hands with real estate donors 
and then criminalize homelessness to keep the streets 
sanitized for tourists. Poverty gets written into zoning codes, 
eviction courts, and tax breaks. 



 

Inflation becomes another blade. When prices rise, 
wages don’t follow. Groceries cost more, gas eats paychecks, 
rent spikes. People are told to cut back, tighten belts, hustle 
harder. Meanwhile corporations post record profits. 
Inflation doesn’t punish everyone equally. Workers carry the 
punishment, with shareholders treating it like harvest 
season. Debt becomes the bridge for survival. Credit fills the 
gap left by wages, trapping households in interest payments 
stretching across decades. 

Food deserts spread like open wounds. Whole 
neighborhoods exist without a single grocery store stocked 
with fresh produce. Gas stations and corner stores sell sugar 
and salt, with starch running through every shelf at inflated 
prices. Obesity grows beside malnutrition. Families are 
forced into choices that grind down their health. 
Government programs like SNAP get slashed under the 
rhetoric of responsibility, while subsidies pour into 
agribusiness giants. Hunger is manufactured leverage. 

Child poverty exposes the cruelty most clearly. A 
country that could guarantee every child food, housing, and 
education instead uses deprivation as a form of discipline. 
Supports are cut, then politicians parade statistics about 
how families must “earn” their keep. Kids pay the price for an 
ideology treating survival as a prize for obedience. They learn 
early what the system thinks of them: you are expendable. 

The cage of poverty doesn’t just trap individuals, it 
rearranges entire communities. Towns gutted by factory 
closures or mine shutdowns are left to rot. Politicians roll 
through with promises of rebirth, then vanish once ballots 
are counted. What replaces stable work isn’t opportunity but 



 

addiction or eviction, with incarceration waiting close 
behind. Corporations strip wealth, then sell prisons back to 
the same regions they abandoned. The machine extracts 
twice; once from labor, then from captivity. 

Appalachia is a case study. Coal fueled the nation, but 
when the seams ran out or the profits dipped, companies 
fled. What got left behind wasn’t renewal but poisoned 
streams, collapsing economies, and hollowed-out towns. 
Into that vacuum poured opioids, pushed by pharmaceutical 
giants treating pain like a market opportunity. Communities 
were ravaged by a double assault: economic abandonment 
followed by chemical warfare in pill bottles. Poverty as policy 
means profit from despair. 

Cities suffer the same design under different names. 
Redlined neighborhoods stripped of investment still carry 
the scars decades later. Grocery stores avoid them, banks 
refuse loans, landlords squeeze tenants. Hospitals close 
while luxury condos sprout across the skyline. Working 
families compete in a rigged game where the cost of living 
rises faster than the chance of survival. When they fall 
behind, eviction notices and debt collectors move in. 

Schools reinforce the pattern. Underfunded and 
overcrowded spaces stripped of resources prepare children 
not for liberation but for labor. Hungry kids sit through 
standardized tests written to measure compliance more than 
curiosity. Guidance counselors push military enlistment 
because college debt looms like a trap. The so-called ladder 
out of poverty is greased. Each rung demands money, 
stability, and time; the very things poor families are denied. 



 

The culture teaches that poverty equals personal 
shame. Television parades shows about “bad choices.” 
Politicians sneer about bootstraps. Pundits rant about 
laziness. The myth that anyone can escape if they work hard 
enough cloaks the truth: the system was built to keep 
millions down. Blame becomes a weapon, distracting from 
the architects of suffering. People internalize failure as their 
own rather than seeing the trap they were born into. 

Religion often reinforces the cruelty. Pulpits preach 
that poverty builds character, or that suffering refines the 
soul, with blessings promised in the next life for those who 
endure this one quietly. These sermons sanctify inequality, 
offering patience where resistance should rise. Faith is 
twisted into a leash. People learn to pray for relief instead of 
demanding justice. 

The legal system locks the cycle in place. Being poor 
is criminalized. Miss a bill and lose utilities. Miss court 
because you lack transportation and face a warrant. Get fined 
for loitering or for sleeping in public, plus unpaid tickets 
stacked like pressure weights. Each layer compounds, 
pushing people deeper into the cage. Bail systems hold the 
poor while the rich walk free. Private probation companies 
profit off every missed payment. Poverty functions as both 
crime and punishment. 

Healthcare cements the structure. Access is rationed 
by wealth. Illness drains savings, accidents bankrupt 
families, mental health care remains out of reach for most. 
Insurance companies deny coverage, pharmaceutical 
companies set prices that bleed patients dry, hospitals sue 
the uninsured. Poverty breeds sickness, with illness 



 

deepening it. The cycle feeds itself endlessly, sustained by 
policies crafted to protect profit margins above human life. 

Generational poverty is no mystery. Wealth passes 
down while deprivation follows the same path. Families 
locked out of home ownership remain trapped in rental 
cycles building equity for landlords, not for themselves. Kids 
inherit debt, instability, and trauma. The story repeats across 
generations because the system ensures it does. Escaping 
poverty gets painted as an individual victory, but for every 
one who climbs out, millions are buried deeper. The design 
depends on that imbalance. 

Immigrants are dragged into the machinery with 
precision. Labor gets exploited at starvation wages, then 
demonized in political speeches. Entire communities live in 
fear of raids, deportations, and detention centers. They 
harvest crops, build houses, clean hotels, and care for 
children while being treated as disposable. Poverty as policy 
demands cheap, scared labor, and immigrant communities 
get targeted to provide it. 

Environmental collapse worsens the cage. Poor 
communities live on poisoned land near refineries or 
downwind from factories, beside toxic dumps. Wealthier 
areas buy clean air and water. Disasters hit the poor hardest, 
floods or hurricanes, and fires, because resources to rebuild 
are stripped. Aid flows to contractors, not survivors. Poverty 
gets preserved and deepened by climate violence. 

The machine sells the illusion of choice. A thousand 
brands of cereal in the store, with a million apps on a phone, 
plus endless entertainment glowing at your fingertips. 



 

Freedom gets equated with consumption. Meanwhile the 
choices that matter, food, housing, healthcare, education, 
dignity, are boxed in by poverty. The system tells you you’re 
free while shackling you to scarcity. 

Resistance rises in cracks. Rent strikes halt evictions. 
Workers organize despite laws stacked against them. Food 
pantries turn into mutual aid hubs. Community clinics 
provide care where hospitals refuse. These acts prove 
survival doesn’t have to mean submission. They expose the 
lie that poverty is inevitable. Resistance shows poverty is 
engineered, which means it can be dismantled. 

Poverty as policy means people are starved into 
obedience. Hungry children learn not to expect more. 
Exhausted workers don’t have time to fight back. Sick 
families focus on survival instead of rebellion. Every layer is 
designed to sap energy, time, and hope. The system thrives 
through calculation. Poverty is the lock with wealth as the 
key, guarded tightly by those who hold it. 

Understanding this truth is the first strike. Poverty is 
a weapon to disarm. Once that clarity takes root, shame loses 
its grip. People begin to see themselves as targets of policy 
instead of failures. Rage replaces guilt. Solidarity replaces 
isolation. The machine depends on people blaming 
themselves; once they stop, the cracks widen. 

This country has the resources to feed, house, and 
care for everyone. The proof sits in surplus crops destroyed 
to keep prices high, in vacant homes rotting while families 
sleep under bridges, with warehouses filled with medicine 



 

rationed by price tags. Scarcity is manufactured. Poverty is 
enforced. Policy keeps the gears grinding. 

The dream sold to Americans is independence, but 
independence under capitalism means isolation and fear. 
Real freedom comes through collective survival. Poverty as 
policy wants people divided, fighting for scraps, doubting 
each other, resenting neighbors. Breaking that design means 
seeing poverty not as personal shame but as shared struggle. 

The story of poverty is the story of power. Those in 
control built it, sustain it, and profit from it. People who live 
inside it aren’t broken. They are being broken. Poverty exists 
because society was built this way. Once that truth is spoken 
plainly, the path forward becomes clear. The system wants 
silence. Breaking it requires naming what has always been 
true: poverty is policy, and it can be torn down. 

 



 

Chapter 9: 

Prison Nation 

Freedom in this country has always been a slogan, 
not a promise. Behind the anthem and the flags sits the 
largest system of cages on Earth. The United States built a 
prison nation, brick by brick, law by law, chain by chain. 
What gets called justice functions as a factory of control, a 
machine designed to grind down the poor, the Black, the 
Brown, the unwanted. 

Slavery never ended; it evolved. The 13th Amendment 
carved out its escape clause. That single line rebranded 
chains as corrections and turned plantations into prisons, 
handing the state a permanent license to enslave. From that 
loophole, an entire empire of cages grew. 

Prison labor fills the gaps left by slavery. Inmates sew 
uniforms or fight wildfires, staff call centers or build 
furniture, all while packing goods for pennies. Their wages 
barely buy soap, and in many states they earn nothing at all. 
Corporations contract this labor while politicians defend it, 
and most of the public looks away. The image of 
rehabilitation hides profit. People are reduced to 
commodities, their time auctioned to the highest bidder. 

Policing feeds the system. Patrols flood Black 
neighborhoods and immigrant communities, along with 
working-class streets left hanging. Officers stalk poverty 
with quotas and tickets that lead to raids. Minor infractions 
become gateways into the system: broken taillights or 
jaywalking, with loitering used as a catch-all excuse. Stop-



 

and-frisk policies and traffic stops serve as pipelines to 
arrest. Policing targets by design. The color of your skin and 
the size of your bank account decide how likely you are to be 
criminalized. 

Cash bail weaponizes poverty. Freedom before trial is 
a luxury only the wealthy can afford. If you have money, you 
go home. Without it, you sit in a cell waiting for your day in 
court. That wait can stretch into months, sometimes years. 
Families crumble while someone languishes inside for being 
broke, not guilty. The system doesn’t need convictions to 
punish; pre-trial detention does the job. 

Probation and parole extend the cage beyond the 
walls. Miss a curfew or skip a meeting, fail a drug test or fall 
behind on fees, and freedom disappears. Technical 
violations, mistakes that harm no one, send people straight 
back inside. Supervision is marketed as a second chance, yet 
in practice it serves as a leash. Every step is tracked and every 
choice scrutinized until the smallest slip becomes an excuse 
for reincarceration. 

Immigrant detention mirrors the same design. 
Families are torn apart, locked in facilities that resemble 
prisons in all but name. Men and women are caged alongside 
children for fleeing violence or poverty that American 
policies helped create. Private companies run these centers 
for profit, charging the government per head, per night. The 
cruelty is deliberate. Fear polices communities as effectively 
as bars. 

Prisons spread like a shadow across the country. 
Towns abandoned by industry are offered prisons as 



 

salvation. Politicians sell the promise of jobs while 
contractors cash checks, and desperate towns accept cages as 
their only growth industry. Rural economies become 
dependent on incarceration, turning human misery into a 
paycheck. Guards and wardens, along with private 
contractors, feed off the system, rooting it deeper into the soil 
of America. 

Inside, the violence is constant. Overcrowded dorms 
and solitary confinement set the stage, with beatings by 
guards, gang extortion, and open medical neglect following 
close behind. Mental illness festers untreated and physical 
sickness goes ignored until suicides pile up. The state calls it 
corrections. Torment engineered to break bodies and minds 
defines reality. Rehabilitation is a word they stamp on 
paperwork; punishment defines the experience. 

Prison doesn’t only punish the individual. Families 
suffer collateral damage. Children grow up with parents 
behind glass or missing entirely. Visits are rationed and calls 
priced at extortion rates while letters are censored. Loved 
ones are forced to choose between paying rent and paying for 
a phone call. The cage spreads beyond its walls, strangling 
whole households. 

Communities most targeted by incarceration are also 
the least resourced. Investment in jobs and housing, in 
schools and healthcare, is stripped away and replaced with 
surveillance and patrol cars, with jails standing in for 
support. Entire generations are funneled from classroom to 
cellblock. Teachers see it and parents live it while kids feel it 
in their bones. Poverty and policing create a feedback loop 
that guarantees the pipeline stays full. 



 

History shows the design clearly. Black Codes and Jim 
Crow Laws criminalized freedmen after the Civil War. 
Vagrancy laws filled prisons with Black labor. Convict 
leasing rebuilt the South on the backs of prisoners. Chain 
gangs paved roads and built infrastructure. Later, the so-
called war on drugs targeted Black and Brown 
neighborhoods, inflating prison populations while white 
suburbia drowned in pills without consequence. Each era 
adjusted the language, but the function stayed the same. 
Control through cages. 

The numbers tell the scope but not the full story. 
Millions cycle through jails and prisons every year. The 
United States locks up more people than any dictatorship on 
Earth. Yet behind each number is a human story, families 
fractured and futures erased, with whole communities 
destabilized. The mass scale of it doesn’t dilute the cruelty; it 
magnifies it. 

The ideology of punishment saturates the culture. 
Politicians brag about being tough on crime. Media 
demonizes suspects before trials. Television glorifies police 
while erasing their brutality. The myth of safety justifies 
violence, while genuine safety never arrives. Crime persists 
because its roots, poverty and inequality, with raw 
abandonment layered on top, all remain untouched. Profit 
keeps punishment alive, and punishment persists. 

Cages also serve a political function. Stripping 
millions of their right to vote reshapes the electorate. 
Disenfranchisement ensures the same politicians who built 
the prison nation stay in power. Communities most harmed 
by the system are denied a voice in changing it. The cycle is 



 

self-sustaining: lock people up, keep them silent, then use 
their absence to justify more cages. 

The cost is counted in lives, not just dollars. People 
leave prison with records that bar them from jobs and 
housing, education and the assistance that should come with 
it. The sentence continues long after release. Labels like felon 
and ex-con mark people permanently, guaranteeing cycles of 
poverty and recidivism. The cage doesn’t end at the gate; it 
follows like a shadow. 

Resistance has always existed. From Attica to 
Ferguson, from hunger strikes to abolitionist organizing, 
prisoners and communities have fought back. They’ve 
exposed the brutality and demanded dignity, then called for 
an end to cages altogether. These fights show what the state 
fears most: people recognizing that prisons are deliberate 
constructions of oppression. 

Prison nation thrives on silence and acceptance. It 
convinces people that cages get sold as safety and 
punishment gets sold as justice while cruelty gets passed off 
as order. Breaking the myth requires naming the truth out 
loud. Mass incarceration functions as a strategy of control. 
Racialized policing enforces subjugation. Prison labor 
resurrects slavery under another name. 

The machine grinds on because it serves those in 
power. Corporations profit and politicians gain votes, police 
expand budgets while rural towns cling to prison jobs. 
Everyone benefits except the caged and the communities 
stripped bare. Ending it requires rejecting the myths and 



 

refusing the trade-offs so people can begin imagining safety 
without cages. 

Freedom won’t come from reforms that tinker at the 
edges. Body cameras or sentencing tweaks, plus new jails 
dressed up as humane facilities, won’t dismantle the prison 
nation. Real freedom requires abolition. Abolition demands 
redirecting resources away from punishment and toward 
care, away from cages and into communities, away from 
surveillance and toward solidarity. 

The prison nation wasn’t built overnight, and it 
won’t collapse in an instant. Every strike and every protest, 
each refusal to accept cages as normal, chips at its walls. 
Solidarity with the incarcerated and campaigns for abolition, 
plus refusals to see people as disposable, all point toward 
another world. The system is vast, but it is temporary. It was 
built, and it can be torn down. 

 



 

Chapter 10: 

Blood for Oil, Dollars for Death 

Empire isn’t metaphorical. It is a boot on the neck of 
entire continents. The United States built its global throne on 
corpses and oil fields, on puppet regimes and broken nations. 
Every bomb dropped abroad carries shrapnel that slices 
through communities back home. One hand tightens a 
sanction around a starving child overseas while another 
slashes food stamps in America. Meanwhile, the war 
machine that demolishes villages in the Middle East 
bulldozes public housing in American cities. Empire is 
inseparable from daily oppression here. The same machine 
grinds in different gears. 

Wars stretch across the map like scars. Vietnam, Iraq, 
Afghanistan, Libya; each justified with lies, each leaving 
mass graves and wreckage. Empire brands it liberation. 
Reality exposes occupation. Villages burn. Infrastructure is 
reduced to rubble. Generations grow up under drones and 
soldiers. Water runs with chemicals; skies carry smoke; soil 
hides landmines. The empire refuses to build; it extracts. Oil, 
minerals, labor, strategic land, all seized at gunpoint. Blood 
pays for every barrel and contract. 

Coups extend the carnage without a single tank 
rolling. Elected governments across Latin America and Africa 
fell for resisting corporate control. Guatemala’s Arbenz was 
overthrown for threatening fruit company profits. Chile’s 
Allende was murdered for pursuing socialism by ballot. 
Iran’s Mossadegh was crushed for nationalizing oil. Each 



 

coup replaced hope with dictatorship, leaving torture 
chambers and disappearances. The fingerprints of 
Washington and Wall Street stain every one. 

Sanctions weaponize starvation. Iraq, Venezuela, 
Cuba, Iran, countless others, millions of civilians punished 
with blocked medicine, strangled food imports, collapsing 
hospitals. Children die from shortages engineered by policy, 
not bombs. Empire frames sanctions as “non-violent.” In 
reality, they starve and kill. Sanctions act as siege warfare 
with paperwork, bleeding countries dry while corporations 
circle to buy what remains at bargain prices. 

Occupations define the empire’s horizon. More than 
800 U.S. military bases dot the globe, spanning every 
continent except Antarctica. Troops patrol oceans, deserts, 
jungles, and skies. Bases sprout around resources, near 
shipping lanes, across borders where resistance grows. They 
serve no defensive purpose. Prisons outside American soil 
project power outward and draw wealth inward. Soldiers 
guard pipelines while children go unprotected. Contracts get 
enforced, freedom crushed. 

Every empire abroad mirrors the one at home. 
Billions spent on wars strip schools, hospitals, and housing. 
Tanks roll overseas while water pipes rot in Flint. Missiles are 
built while Appalachia buries overdose victims. Drones 
bomb weddings while mothers in Detroit are evicted. The 
empire funds destruction with dollars stolen from survival. 
Politicians wave flags and talk patriotism while entire 
regions collapse into poverty. The contradiction is deliberate. 
War keeps capital flowing. Poverty keeps labor desperate. 



 

Those companies cash checks on both ends. 
Lockheed Martin, Raytheon, Boeing, Halliburton; 
corporations profiting from missiles also invest in prisons, 
pipelines, and private policing at home. Contracts signed in 
Pentagon boardrooms translate into cages, foreclosures, and 
layoffs. Weapons of war flow into domestic police forces. 
Armored trucks once used in Fallujah patrol Ferguson. Tear 
gas tested on Palestinians chokes Black youth in American 
streets. Occupation tactics learned abroad return as 
occupation in neighborhoods here. 

Propaganda is as essential as bullets. Abroad it 
markets war as democracy. At home it pushes austerity as 
responsibility. Both are lies crafted to normalize suffering. 
Media hammers the message until people repeat it. Foreign 
leaders who resist exploitation are branded tyrants. 
Domestic workers who strike are branded greedy. The 
narrative trains people to accept domination as common 
sense. 

Empire thrives by dividing oppressed peoples. 
Immigrants fleeing countries destroyed by U.S. coups and 
sanctions are caged at borders, branded as invaders rather 
than refugees of policy. Soldiers sent to occupy Iraq return to 
find themselves jobless, addicted, and abandoned. The state 
convinces them to blame immigrants, unions, or welfare 
recipients instead of the machine that used them up. 
Division feeds fascism, ensuring rage is pointed downward 
rather than upward. 

Every generation has been fed into the furnace. The 
sons and daughters of poor families recruited with promises 
of college money and healthcare are flown overseas to kill 



 

other poor people defending their homes. The recruiter’s 
smile is a lie, selling patriotism as survival. When they come 
back broken, the VA prescribes pills or indifference. Suicide 
becomes epidemic. The empire salutes coffins but ignores 
the living. War abroad and neglect at home are two jaws of 
the same beast. 

Empire shapes culture itself. Movies, games, and 
songs glorify the soldier while erasing the occupied. 
Hollywood stages spectacles where American bombs fall 
with precision, never showing the children crushed beneath 
rubble. News repeats Pentagon talking points word for word. 
Schools teach patriotism without teaching imperialism. 
Generations grow up immersed in propaganda until they 
cannot distinguish service from servitude, conquest from 
defense. Brainwashing keeps the machine humming. 

The climate crisis exposes the empire’s priorities 
further. Wars for oil pump more carbon into the atmosphere 
while frontline communities drown and burn. Military bases 
are some of the largest polluters on Earth. Yet climate 
refugees are treated as threats instead of victims. Borders are 
militarized, walls raised, camps expanded. Empire refuses to 
mitigate disaster; it weaponizes it, using collapse as another 
excuse to extend control. 

Domestic oppression mirrors the empire’s 
international footprint because both are driven by the same 
logic: profit above life. Flint drinks poison because 
corporations privatized water. Puerto Rico suffers under 
imposed austerity while vulture funds buy its land. 
Appalachia is gutted by coal giants who abandon entire 
towns. The blueprint is identical to Iraq or Honduras; extract 



 

wealth, destroy infrastructure, abandon communities, then 
criminalize resistance. 

The police state at home draws lessons from military 
occupations. Counterinsurgency tactics honed in Baghdad 
and Kabul are deployed in Baltimore and Minneapolis. 
Surveillance drones patrol neighborhoods. SWAT raids 
mirror raids abroad. Communities of color live under 
constant occupation, policed as if they are enemy territory. 
The empire exports its war, then imports its methods, 
ensuring continuity of domination across borders. 

History proves empire always turns inward. Rome’s 
legions eventually patrolled Rome. Britain’s colonial tactics 
boomeranged back into its own working-class 
neighborhoods. America follows the same pattern. That 
machine suffocates Yemen and Gaza, and suffocates Chicago 
and West Virginia too. Blood spilled abroad ensures hunger 
here. Dollars for death overseas guarantee dollars stolen 
from life at home. 

Resistance to empire has always existed. Vietnam 
fought for decades until the U.S. withdrew in disgrace. Cuba 
outlived invasion after invasion. Iraq resisted occupation 
with relentless determination. Afghanistan ground down 
twenty years of U.S. military might. Every so-called weak 
nation exposed the lie of American invincibility. The empire 
bleeds, but it will not fall without internal revolt matching 
external resistance. That connection matters most. 

Communities here cannot separate their fight from 
communities abroad. Mutual aid in Appalachia mirrors 
survival networks in Gaza. Police abolition in the U.S. aligns 



 

with anti-occupation struggles in Palestine. Worker strikes 
here strengthen workers abroad, just as global solidarity 
fuels hope here. Empire thrives on fragmentation. Resistance 
thrives on connection. Solidarity operates as strategy. 

Blood for oil extends beyond pipelines overseas. It 
includes the blood of miners who suffocate underground, oil 
workers crushed by rigs, and Indigenous people poisoned by 
pipelines crossing their lands. Dollars for death extend 
beyond contracts for drones. They include checks cashed by 
landlords evicting families, pharmaceutical giants pushing 
opioids, and private prisons selling human time. Empire 
abroad and at home function as one organism. 

That organism must be suffocated through organized 
defiance, not reform. Strikes that cripple profit. Rent refusals 
that choke landlords. Blockades that stop pipelines. Mass 
refusal to feed the machine. Empire thrives on obedience. 
Collapse comes when obedience ends. 

History will not absolve neutrality. Every generation 
faces the same choice: serve empire or resist it. Serving chains 
life to obedience. Resisting claims life back. That choice 
grows clearer as crises multiply. Climate collapse, economic 
crashes, pandemics, each reveals the fragility of empire, each 
opens space for revolt. The machine cannot adapt to 
collective defiance. Repression exposes its fear. 

Empire has always been blood for oil and dollars for 
death. Its survival depends on silence. Its weakness is 
exposure. Naming begins to break it. Fighting reclaims the 
stolen future. Every eviction resisted, strike defended, and 
community armed with solidarity is a fracture in its armor. 



 

The world has suffered enough under its rule. The people 
here and abroad are enemies of none; they are comrades 
bound by shared chains. 

The fields are already burning. Seeds of freedom are 
already planted. The empire bleeds from every wound 
inflicted by the poor it tried to bury. The time has come to 
connect those wounds, and turn fragments into fire. Only 
then will the machine collapse under its own weight. 

Blood for oil. Dollars for death. Empire will never be 
reformed; resistance must continue until it is gone. 

 



 

Chapter 11: 

America Wore The Swastika First 

Fascism didn’t sneak into this country wearing 
Trump’s cheap suit. It was here before the ink dried on the 
Constitution. Lynch ropes swung from trees while senators 
argued over tariffs. Slave patrols carried badges and muskets 
while speeches about liberty echoed from marble halls. Every 
empire that kills, cages, and controls through violence and 
fear fits the definition. America has been a fascist nation 
since birth. Trump is only one piece of that puzzle, not the 
origin. 

Colonies were built through extermination. 
Indigenous nations were massacred to make room for land 
speculation. Settlers torched villages and poisoned wells 
while spreading disease under the banner of “manifest 
destiny.” State militias cleared the frontier with the same 
brutality Hitler later admired. Hitler’s Nazi party studied U.S. 
race laws and frontier campaigns when crafting their own 
system of conquest. That isn’t revisionist history; it’s 
documented fact. The U.S. set the template long before 
fascism became a European slur. 

Slavery locked the country into fascist economics. 
Millions were kidnapped, sold, and worked until death, 
producing fortunes for white elites. Chains, auctions, and 
overseers created the first American concentration camps. 
Whips and shotguns enforced labor discipline. Entire 
economies revolved around terror. Fascism thrives when the 
ruling class extracts through violence while normalizing it as 



 

law. That was the foundation of this country. Every 
plantation was a death camp. Each slave patrol functioned 
like an early Gestapo unit. 

Reconstruction exposed how deep fascism had 
already sunk. The federal government promised freedom, 
but sheriffs enforced Black Codes and Jim Crow Laws 
alongside vagrancy laws and chain gangs. Thirteen’s 
loophole legalized slavery through prisons. Deputies hunted 
down Black men for “loitering” and sold them back to mines 
and fields. Ku Klux Klan terror campaigns were not fringe 
movements; they were tolerated and encouraged, with local 
officials often participating. Violence fused with law until 
terror became governance. 

Jim Crow turned fascism into daily architecture. 
Separate schools and buses, with bathrooms and 
neighborhoods split by law and lynch mob, defined life. 
White mobs burned Black towns to ash with government 
complicity. Tulsa’s massacre in 1921 saw airplanes drop 
incendiary devices on Black Wall Street while officials 
watched. Government, police, and private militias colluded 
in systemic violence designed to crush entire populations. 
Fascism thrives in the merger of state with business interests 
and racist terror. That’s exactly what Jim Crow represented. 

Labor wars in the early 20th century mirrored the 
same model. Coal miners in West Virginia faced machine gun 
fire from hired thugs and National Guard troops at Blair 
Mountain. The Ludlow Massacre in 1914 saw Rockefeller’s 
forces fire into a tent colony of striking families, killing 
women and children. Strikers across the country were 
gunned down by police or troops, with corporate militias 



 

joining the assault. Workers demanding bread were met 
with bullets. Fascism protects property through slaughter. 
America proved it long before Mussolini paraded in Rome. 

The Red Scares institutionalized ideological fascism. 
Palmer Raids rounded up radicals, immigrants, and labor 
organizers. Thousands were deported or caged for political 
beliefs. McCarthyism in the 1950s destroyed livelihoods 
through blacklists and loyalty oaths, followed by purges. The 
FBI hounded writers, actors, and activists, branding dissent 
as treason. Fascism thrives when the state criminalizes 
ideology that challenges power. This country never hesitated 
to crush anyone who dared imagine differently. 

COINTELPRO drove the point further. Black Panthers 
feeding children were infiltrated and harassed, with 
assassinations following. Fred Hampton was executed in his 
sleep at age 21 by Chicago police with FBI support. AIM 
activists were surveilled and slaughtered at Pine Ridge. Civil 
rights leaders were spied on or smeared until they were 
either jailed or killed. Fascism thrives when governments 
wage covert war on movements demanding equality. 
America perfected that craft long before Trump screamed 
about “Antifa terrorists.” 

Modern policing carries the same DNA. Over a 
thousand people are shot by police every year. Black people 
are killed at disproportionate rates, with little accountability. 
Militarized SWAT teams raid homes nightly. Armored trucks 
prowl neighborhoods once reserved for occupation zones 
overseas. Police budgets balloon into the billions while 
schools and hospitals rot. Fascism thrives when the state 



 

treats its own people as enemy combatants. That is daily 
reality in every poor neighborhood in America. 

Mass incarceration exposes fascism’s scale. Over two 
million people rot in cages, the highest number on Earth. 
Black men are incarcerated at five times the rate of white 
men. Immigrants fill detention centers for the crime of 
survival. Private prison corporations profit directly from 
bodies held captive. Incarcerated workers are forced into 
labor for pennies, producing goods for Fortune 500 
companies. Fascism thrives when exploitation is legalized 
through prisons disguised as justice. America’s prison state 
is unmatched in its scope. 

Trump didn’t invent any of this. The machinery was 
already in place, and he weaponized it openly. His rallies 
dripped with fascist aesthetics: scapegoating paired with 
nationalist chants, combined with glorification of violence. 
ICE raids expanded, children were caged, and Antifa was 
declared domestic terrorists. Troops were deployed against 
protesters in Los Angelos as he threatened to unleash the 
military on cities. Calls followed to execute migrants at the 
border. Praise flowed for dictators while salutes went to 
police brutality. Yet these were not deviations; they were 
extensions of policies America has carried out for centuries. 

Now as president, he signs Executive Order 47 
authorizing joint federal-local police strike teams to respond 
to civil unrest, with immunity for agents. Border “shoot on 
sight” policies for undocumented crossings return under his 
orders, alongside a revived legal doctrine permitting 
indefinite detention without trial for noncitizens. The 
“National Patriot Registry” is revived, demanding biometric 



 

data from protestors. Antifa’s designation as a terrorist 
organization is cemented, turning local activists into targets 
of federal counterterrorism units. 

Biden’s echo lingers in institutions, but his era is over. 
Deportations accelerate under Trump’s orders. Police 
budgets climb further. Prisons expand into new tent camps. 
Surveillance deepens through White House contracts with 
data corporations. Fascism doesn’t disappear when regimes 
shift. It mutates and survives, persisting across 
administrations. Trump is loud, but the system was already 
primed for his rise. 

War abroad underscores the fascist template. Over 
800 U.S. bases span the globe. Afghanistan and Iraq, with 
Libya, Yemen, and countless smaller interventions, prove the 
empire thrives on occupation. Civilian casualties are 
sanitized as “collateral damage.” Soldiers are fed into battle 
with promises of college tuition while corporations pocket 
trillions in contracts. Fascism thrives when the military-
industrial complex merges with state policy to dominate 
both foreign and domestic populations. That merger defines 
the United States. 

Sanctions kill silently in countries like Venezuela and 
Cuba, with Iran added to the list. Medicine is blocked and 
food imports collapse, while hospitals run out of supplies. 
Children die because bureaucrats in Washington label entire 
nations enemies. Fascism thrives when starvation is wielded 
as a weapon. America pioneered that practice and justifies it 
as diplomacy. 



 

Surveillance adds another pillar. Phones track every 
move while algorithms predict behavior and amplify 
propaganda. Drones circle protests as police deploy facial 
recognition. Corporations harvest data and sell it back to the 
state. Fascism thrives when surveillance penetrates daily life 
until resistance feels impossible. This is not hypothetical; it 
is measurable in contracts and budgets, with technologies 
already deployed. 

The numbers tell the story. In 2024 police murdered 
over 1,300 people, breaking the previous record. Over two 
million remain incarcerated. Black maternal mortality is still 
more than twice the rate of white mothers. The top 1% 
control over 32% of the nation’s wealth while nearly 42 
million live in poverty. More than 80,000 die annually from 
overdoses. Veterans kill themselves at a rate of about 19 per 
day. Fascism thrives in the abandonment of millions while 
wealth consolidates in fewer hands. These aren’t accidents. 
They are features of a system engineered to crush. 

January 6th gets framed as an anomaly. Media spins 
it as Trump’s unique crime. Yet mobs enforcing white 
supremacy have been unleashed for centuries. Wilmington 
in 1898 saw white supremacists overthrow an elected 
government in a coup. Tulsa in 1921 saw entire 
neighborhoods burned by racist mobs with state complicity. 
Little Rock in 1957 saw armed white crowds block integration 
while the National Guard enforced segregation. January 6th 
wasn’t the first attempt to weaponize mobs. It was 
continuity. 

Fascism thrives by dividing the working class. White 
workers are convinced their enemy is immigrants or Black 



 

neighbors instead of bosses. Nationalism feeds the illusion 
that the nation itself is sacred. Religion sanctifies obedience 
through sermons about law and order. Propaganda trains the 
poor to salute their exploiters. Fascism thrives when the 
exploited identify with the very system that kills them. 
America mastered this long before Trump ever took a 
podium. 

The climate crisis sharpens fascism further. Fires, 
floods, and storms devastate poor communities first. 
Military budgets expand to prepare for climate refugees 
rather than mitigate disaster. Borders harden and camps 
expand. Survival becomes militarized. Fascism thrives when 
collapse is weaponized into justification for more control. 
That is already happening as seas rise and storms intensify. 

Resistance has always faced fascism here. Enslaved 
people revolted. Workers struck with rifles in hand. Panthers 
patrolled neighborhoods to protect from police. Indigenous 
nations defended sacred lands. Immigrants formed 
protection networks against raids. Each generation resisted 
because survival demanded it. The state responded with 
bullets or prisons, backed by propaganda. Fascism thrives 
when resistance is punished. Yet resistance persists because 
silence equals death. 

Trump will be remembered as a symptom, not a 
cause. He exposed what was always there, stripped of polish. 
America doesn’t slide toward fascism. It has always stood 
inside it, shifting its mask with each era. From plantations to 
prisons, from lynch mobs to police raids, from frontier 
massacres to drone strikes, the pattern remains. Fascism 
isn’t creeping. It stands in the open. 



 

Naming it matters because denial is complicity. 
Pretending fascism is new absolves centuries of blood. 
Claiming Trump invented it erases history. Fascism here has 
lineage older than Mussolini. America was fascist before 
fascism had a name. 

Resistance must be clear-eyed. Voting won’t erase it. 
Courts won’t dismantle it. Politicians won’t rescue anyone. 
Only organized struggle tears down systems designed to kill. 
Strikes or blockades, combined with mutual aid, alongside 
defense lines and solidarity networks, become the weapons 
that matter. Fascism thrives on obedience. Collapse begins 
with refusal. 

The cage cannot be understood without recognizing 
fascism as its core. America’s foundation rests on fascist 
principles: racial hierarchy woven with state violence, paired 
with corporate power and militarized control. Trump is only 
a recent flare in a centuries-long fire. Power is the system 
that birthed him, sustained him, and will outlive him unless 
it is broken. Refusal is the first crack. 

 



 

Chapter 12: 

The War on Black and Brown America 

America has always been at war with its own people. 
The targets shift but the line of fire never strays far from 
Black and Brown bodies. Chains became laws, laws became 
prisons, prisons became surveillance towers. The language 
shifts, the uniforms rotate, yet the function remains 
constant: control and exploitation built on erasure. 

Slavery was the foundation. It built the system itself. 
Millions were stolen, chained and sold, worked until death. 
Families were ripped apart and treated as property. Violence 
defined the operating principle. Whips and shackles, backed 
by patrols, operated as tools designed to extract labor and 
crush resistance. Wealth built on cotton, sugar, tobacco, and 
rice created fortunes that shaped the nation’s ruling class. 
Profits grew so immense that they bled across centuries, 
financing industries and institutions still standing today. 

Even after the Civil War, freedom never came clean. 
Emancipation was followed immediately by Black Codes and 
Jim Crow laws, including vagrancy statutes. The Thirteenth 
Amendment promised abolition but carved its loophole wide 
enough to fit a nation inside. Slavery ended “except as 
punishment for a crime.” That exception turned sheriffs into 
slave catchers all over again. Arrests surged, especially for 
petty charges like loitering or unemployment. Chain gangs 
replaced plantations. Convict leasing handed Black labor 
back to white planters and corporations for pennies. 



 

Jim Crow turned the South into an open-air prison. 
Segregation reached far beyond water fountains and bus 
seats. It built an all-encompassing regime of control. Black 
schools were underfunded by design, Black neighborhoods 
starved of infrastructure, Black workers trapped in the 
lowest-paying jobs. 

Violence enforced the system at every turn. 
Lynchings and mob terror functioned as public spectacles of 
domination that signaled to every Black person what the 
price of disobedience would be. Burning crosses sent the 
same message without a word spoken. Generations lived 
under the boot of legalized apartheid while northern cities 
pretended innocence and built their own cages through 
exclusion and discrimination. 

Redlining deepened the theft. Federal maps drew red 
lines around Black neighborhoods and declared them 
unworthy of loans, investment, or homeownership. White 
families were subsidized into the suburbs, securing property 
and a measure of stability and wealth. Black families were 
penned into decaying urban cores, locked out of the single 
most powerful engine of intergenerational security. 

Landlords milked tenants for rent and banks refused 
mortgages, while schools collapsed from lack of funding. 
Decades later, the wealth gap screams the results. White 
families passed down houses and savings, building 
inheritances. Black and Brown families passed down debts, 
evictions, and layered obstacles. 

Generational theft was strategy. Policies ensured that 
Black and Brown families started each race miles behind the 



 

starting line. Housing policy, wage discrimination, exclusion 
from unions, denial of GI Bill benefits, and predatory lending 
stacked together. The story reflected a rigged system 
guaranteeing that poverty clung to some while wealth 
accumulated for others. 

Policing grew as the frontline of that war. Police 
forces weren’t neutral arbiters of safety. They were born out 
of slave patrols and strike-breaking squads. Their mission 
has always been protecting property, not people. Patrol cars 
flood Black neighborhoods with the assumption of guilt. 
Stop-and-frisk programs, traffic stops, and raids target Black 
and Brown communities relentlessly. Officers act as 
occupying armies in neighborhoods treated like enemy 
territory. Shootings, chokeholds, and beatings come not 
from bad apples but from a culture built on seeing certain 
bodies as threats to be contained. 

The war on drugs supercharged incarceration. Crack 
cocaine in Black neighborhoods triggered mandatory 
minimums and life sentences enforced by militarized raids. 
Powder cocaine in white suburbs brought rehab and 
sympathy. That disparity reflected deliberate design. Black 
men were locked away in staggering numbers, ripping 
fathers, sons, brothers, and workers from communities. 
Brown communities, especially immigrants, faced similar 
treatment as policing blurred into immigration enforcement. 
Families lived in fear of both local police and federal raids. 

Mass incarceration evolved into a permanent 
architecture. Cages filled with millions, disproportionately 
Black and Brown, became economic engines. Prison labor 
replaced convict leasing. Corporations contracted cheap 



 

inmate labor for call centers, farms, and factories. Politicians 
ran on tough-on-crime platforms, expanding prisons across 
rural landscapes like growth industries. Guards found stable 
employment while the incarcerated were stripped of 
freedom, dignity, and labor. The cycle updated itself for the 
modern age. 

Meanwhile, surveillance grew into the new Jim Crow. 
Data collection, predictive policing, facial recognition, and 
license plate scanners emerged as tools aimed 
disproportionately at communities of color. Algorithms 
reproduce racial bias behind a disguise of neutrality. Police 
departments track movements and monitor social media, 
then claim to predict “crime” based on zip codes. The cage 
became digital, expanding control beyond prison walls. 
Black and Brown communities turned into labs for testing 
technologies later spread nationwide. 

Immigration enforcement extended the war to new 
frontiers. ICE raids snatch parents from homes and 
workplaces, leaving children traumatized. Detention centers 
sprout across the country, holding families in conditions 
barely distinguishable from prisons. Border militarization 
turned migration into criminality. Brown bodies fleeing 
violence and poverty, often created by U.S. foreign policy, are 
treated as invaders to be caged, deported, or exploited for 
labor. Echoes of slavery and Jim Crow ring loud in holding 
cells, separated families, and deportation flights. 

Education is weaponized as well. Schools in Black 
and Brown neighborhoods are underfunded and 
overcrowded, policed like prisons. Metal detectors, armed 
guards, and zero-tolerance policies treat children as 



 

criminals-in-waiting. The school-to-prison pipeline prepare 
them for incarceration. Students are suspended and 
expelled, funneled into juvenile detention before they reach 
adulthood. The system doesn’t nurture potential. It 
manufactures prisoners. 

Healthcare adds another layer. Black mothers die at 
childbirth at rates far higher than white mothers. Chronic 
illnesses go untreated in communities where hospitals 
closed and doctors refused patients. Environmental racism 
poisons the air, water, and soil in neighborhoods near 
highways and factories. Flint’s poisoned water and 
Louisiana’s Cancer Alley came from policy choices. Poor and 
Brown communities bear the brunt of toxic industries while 
wealthy, white suburbs buy clean air and safe water. Survival 
is stratified by race. 

Generational trauma deepens the scars. Children 
raised in communities under constant surveillance and 
grinding poverty under relentless policing inherit stress, 
fear, and instability. Families forced to fight eviction, 
incarceration, or deportation pass down more than struggle. 
That burden became a belief that life is permanently 
unstable. Inheritance like that was engineered. 

At each stage, resistance rose. Enslaved people 
revolted and fled, then built underground networks that 
preserved culture. Black communities built schools and 
churches, then raised businesses under Jim Crow’s shadow. 
Civil rights movements confronted segregation and voter 
suppression and police brutality with marches and sit-ins 
and relentless defiance. The Black Panthers ran free breakfast 
programs and health clinics while arming themselves 



 

against police terror. Chicano activists fought for land and 
labor rights and education. Immigrant communities 
organized to defend against raids and deportations. 
Resistance answered every era of oppression. 

Yet the state responded with force. Leaders were 
assassinated, organizations infiltrated, and movements 
smeared. COINTELPRO targeted Black radicals, Native 
activists, and Latino organizers. Police raided community 
centers, dismantled programs, and jailed leaders. The war on 
Black and Brown America was physical, psychological, 
political, and cultural. It sought to punish and erase memory, 
convincing each generation that resistance was futile. 

Today, the machinery of control is more 
sophisticated but no less brutal. Body cameras record but 
rarely deliver accountability. Settlements pay off families 
while police departments continue their practices 
unchanged. ICE maintains its grip even as scandals surface 
about abuse in detention centers. Algorithms predict crime 
while ignoring the crime of poverty, corporate theft, and 
state violence. Surveillance expands and policing adapts, yet 
the targets remain the same. 

The war on Black and Brown America is older than 
the country itself. It stretches from plantations to prisons, 
from red lines on maps to red lights flashing in rearview 
mirrors. Generations have lost wealth and futures. 
Communities have seen survival criminalized and resilience 
punished, while suffering became commodified. Entire 
populations have been painted as problems while used as 
profit sources. 



 

To understand America, you have to see the 
continuity. Slavery formed the system. Jim Crow enforced it. 
Redlining entrenched it. Mass incarceration expanded it. ICE 
carries it forward. Each chapter maintained white 
dominance and economic exploitation. Together, they form 
an unbroken war. 

The consequences echo beyond statistics. Families 
live with absence after loved ones are sent to prison or 
deported. Neighborhoods sit stripped of wealth and 
opportunity. Bodies carry scars from violence and sickness 
and relentless stress. Silence settles over communities told to 
endure and obey until they disappear. Casualties are 
measured in deaths, stolen years, stolen dreams, and stolen 
hopes. 

Yet a truth remains: what has been built can be 
dismantled. Systems built to cage and surveil while 
exploiting people are not natural laws. They are human 
constructions, upheld by policy, profit, and force. That reality 
means they can be undone through policy shifts and 
collective power rooted in refusal to comply with their logic. 
Resistance is survival. 

The war on Black and Brown America continues every 
day. Patrol cars stalk streets, judges sign warrants, landlords 
raise rents, employers exploit labor, and politicians legislate 
inequality. Beneath that weight, communities keep building 
and keep resisting, proving again and again that survival 
itself is defiance. History reveals the power of resistance, 
while experience shows the fragility of systems built on 
violence. 



 

This war is lived in cages, courtrooms, schools, 
hospitals, and deportation buses. Naming it plainly matters. 
Seeing the continuity matters. The first step toward 
dismantling it is refusing to believe the myth that any of it 
was accidental. It was engineered and it is maintained, yet 
deliberate action can end it. 

 



 

Chapter 13: 

The Corporate Plantation 

Work is sold as freedom in this country, but the 
reality looks like chains without shackles. The United States 
parades itself as a land where labor buys dignity, yet most 
people sell their bodies and minds just to scrape by. Wages 
stagnate, hours stretch longer, debts pile higher. The 
plantation never vanished. Its dress code changed, trading 
whips for HR departments and overseers for algorithms, 
with slave cabins swapped for paycheck-to-paycheck 
apartments. 

The myth of “hard work” has been hammered into 
the culture for generations. Politicians preach it and bosses 
exploit it while families repeat it. If you toil long enough, the 
story goes, you will rise. Yet millions grind their lives away 
without ever leaving the starting line. Promises keep workers 
obedient. Corporate feudalism defines the reality: lords in 
boardrooms and serfs in uniforms, with castles built out of 
skyscrapers and peasants clocking in at dawn. 

Wage theft dwarfs every other category of theft 
combined. Companies with multimillion-dollar profits 
refuse overtime, shave hours, misclassify workers, and steal 
tips. Mismanagement doesn’t explain it; extraction does. 
Executives know lawsuits are rare and fines are cheaper than 
paying workers honestly. People lose billions of dollars in 
stolen wages every year while news cycles obsess over 
shoplifters taking bread. Corporations that steal wages 
receive bonuses. Individuals who steal bread receive prison. 



 

Union-busting is the second pillar. Whenever 
workers try to organize, corporations unleash armies of 
lawyers and consultants, backed up by a flood of 
propaganda. Meetings are mandatory, speeches scripted, 
threats implied. The law allows intimidation as long as it 
doesn’t cross the thinnest of lines. When workers still resist, 
firings come next. Reprisals follow. Companies would rather 
spend millions crushing unions than pay workers a fair share 
of profits. Power matters more to them than efficiency. 

Gig labor is the newest weapon. Apps promise 
flexibility and independence, but behind the curtain sits the 
same plantation logic. Drivers and delivery workers, along 
with freelancers, are classified as contractors, stripped of 
benefits, denied healthcare, and pushed into endless hustle. 
Algorithms dictate routes and rates, then hand down 
punishments. Workers bear the cost of vehicles, gas, and 
wear while corporations pocket fees. Digital sharecropping 
emerges, workers rent their labor to platforms and keep only 
scraps of the harvest. 

Behind every innovation lies the same extraction. 
Factories in one era and warehouses in another, with apps 
and delivery networks now taking their place. The names 
change but the principle remains: maximize output while 
minimizing compensation. Executives collect record salaries 
while workers break their bodies. Labor is not honored. 
Consumption defines it. 

Corporate feudalism runs deeper than wages. 
Employers dictate schedules, deny leave, and demand 
obedience. Workers beg for sick days, plead for healthcare, 
and risk homelessness if they push back. Insurance is tied to 



 

employment, locking people into jobs they hate out of fear of 
losing medical care. Retirement depends on volatile markets 
managed by financial elites. Every stage of life is tethered to 
corporate control. 

The plantation metaphor isn’t casual. Consider the 
hierarchy: a few owners reap enormous profit while middle 
managers enforce discipline and workers supply endless 
labor. Overseers once whipped bodies to increase output. In 
warehouses today, supervisors track bathroom breaks with 
scanners. Hunger controlled the enslaved in earlier eras. In 
modern workplaces, poverty wages trap workers in constant 
desperation. Control has been digitized and legalized, but its 
function remains the same. 

The ideology of “hard work” disguises this reality. 
Horatio Alger stories and rags-to-riches fantasies, plus 
celebrity entrepreneurs; these myths are broadcast to 
convince people that failure is personal, not systemic. If 
success were only about effort, every farmworker, janitor, 
and nurse would be a millionaire. Labor doesn’t determine 
wealth; ownership does. Those who own land, factories, 
platforms, or patents accumulate. Those who work for them 
are drained. 

Corporate America feeds on division to sustain itself. 
Racial hierarchies pit workers against one another. 
Immigration status is weaponized to create tiers of labor. 
Language barriers are exploited. Women, especially women 
of color, are concentrated in the lowest-paid roles. Each 
division ensures workers remain fragmented while 
corporations consolidate. Solidarity is punished because it 
threatens the very structure of exploitation. 



 

Union history proves the fear is justified. When 
workers unify, they win. Strikes have secured wages and 
weekends, pried loose child labor bans, and forced safety 
standards into law. Yet every victory is followed by 
counterattacks. Laws narrow the right to strike, courts favor 
corporations, police raid picket lines. From the coal wars of 
Appalachia to the auto strikes of the Midwest, blood has been 
spilled for every concession. The state never stands neutral; 
capital is its ally. 

Modern workplaces extend beyond factories and 
offices. Universities rely on adjuncts paid poverty wages 
while presidents earn six figures. Hospitals depend on nurses 
who labor double shifts while administrators pocket 
bonuses. Nonprofits preach justice while exploiting staff 
with burnout salaries. Everywhere, the same structure 
replicates: those at the top consume, those at the bottom 
collapse. 

The service economy magnifies the cruelty. Fast food 
workers juggle multiple jobs and still can’t cover rent. Retail 
clerks endure harassment for minimum wage while CEOs of 
the same companies earn thousands per hour. Hotels and 
restaurants, along with warehouses, thrive on precarious 
labor while denying stability. The message is clear: work 
harder, longer, for less, or be replaced. 

Corporate feudalism seeps into culture. Hustle 
culture glorifies exhaustion. Influencers sell side gigs as 
freedom. Politicians lecture workers about personal 
responsibility while collecting donations from union-
busters. Schools teach obedience over creativity, preparing 
students for compliance rather than autonomy. By the time 



 

students graduate, debt shackles them to the same system. 
The plantation expands into every sphere of life. 

Exploitation doesn’t stop at the workplace. Housing 
and healthcare drain wages alongside education. Rent 
consumes half a paycheck. Medical bills devour savings. 
Student loans loom for decades. Workers find themselves 
trapped in a cycle where no amount of labor breaks the chain. 
Debt acts as a whip, driving them forward. Ownership 
remains concentrated. Serfs remain tethered. 

Global supply chains extend the plantation beyond 
borders. Corporations outsource labor to factories in the 
Global South, where wages are lower and protections 
nonexistent. Children sew clothes and migrants pick crops 
while workers collapse in sweatshops. The wealth flows 
upward into Western boardrooms. The suffering flows 
downward into the bodies of the poor. Capitalism thrives on 
this imbalance, ensuring profits for shareholders while 
burying workers worldwide. 

Technology deepens the control. Algorithms 
schedule shifts and monitor productivity before deciding pay 
rates. Artificial intelligence predicts who will quit, who will 
underperform, and who will resist. Surveillance cameras 
track movements. Emails are monitored. Every keystroke can 
be recorded. Workers live under constant observation, 
mirroring the watchtowers of older plantations. Privacy 
erodes under the guise of efficiency. 

The myth of meritocracy collapses under scrutiny. 
Nepotism and inheritance, with privilege stacked on top, 
matter more than talent or grit. The richest one percent owe 



 

their fortunes not to superhuman effort but to exploitation 
compounded over centuries. The plantation passes its spoils 
down bloodlines. 

The state reinforces the system with policy. Tax codes 
favor the wealthy and loopholes let corporations hoard profit 
offshore, with subsidies propping up billion-dollar 
industries. Minimum wage laws lag behind inflation. Right-
to-work laws gut unions. Courts side with employers in 
disputes. Police break strikes and protect property. 
Government serves as foreman, ensuring the plantation 
keeps running. 

Even leisure is commodified. Vacations are rationed, 
often unpaid. Breaks are short. Downtime is filled with 
consumption that funnels money back to corporations. 
Entertainment distracts from exhaustion but rarely 
questions its cause. Work dominates identity. People 
introduce themselves by job titles, not by passions. The 
plantation colonizes even self-perception. 

Exploitation breeds burnout and illness, then drags 
people into despair. Stress manifests in heart disease and 
depression, with addiction close behind. Communities 
collapse under the weight of underpaid labor and 
overworked bodies. Children grow up in households where 
parents are absent not by choice but by necessity. Dreams 
shrink into survival. Generations inherit fatigue. 

Resistance still rises. Strikes spread across industries 
despite repression, teachers walking out, nurses refusing 
unsafe shifts, warehouse crews blocking distribution while 
gig workers organize against classification scams. Each act of 



 

defiance proves the corporate plantation isn’t invincible. 
Mutual aid networks keep families afloat, crowdfunding 
sustains strikes, communities rally behind exploited 
workers. Every refusal and walkout, each show of solidarity, 
cracks the illusion that exploitation is natural. It’s 
constructed, and anything built can be dismantled. 

Corporate feudalism depends on silence. It thrives on 
shame, convincing workers that poverty is their fault. It 
survives on division, pitting groups against each other. It 
flourishes on fear, making people believe resistance is 
hopeless. Breaking the plantation requires breaking those 
myths. 

Hard work never guaranteed freedom. It guaranteed 
profit for someone else. The only path to dignity is collective 
struggle, not individual hustle. The corporate plantation was 
built by policy and law, reinforced through violence. It can be 
unbuilt by defiance and solidarity, with refusal running 
through them. Work will remain necessary. Exploitation 
doesn’t have to. 

The corporate plantation stands tall, but history 
shows no empire lasts forever. Workers have torn down 
kings and toppled magnates, then burned plantations 
before. The same can happen again. Beneath the surface, the 
seeds of rebellion wait. The masters may hold the wealth, but 
the workers hold the numbers. When those numbers rise 
together, the plantation falls. 

 



 

Chapter: 14 

Pulpits, Profit, and the Price of Faith 

 

In America, God is a business plan. Religion runs on 
revenue streams and tax shelters, with branding strategies 
baked into every message. Faith is franchised. Every sermon 
markets hope like a luxury item while the poor scrape 
together coins for miracles that never arrive. Churches rise 
taller than hospitals in towns where hunger eats through 
generations. The cross doubles as a logo stamped on 
exploitation. 

Pulpits operate like corporate headquarters. Pastors 
build platforms, chase sponsorships, and collect followers 
the way CEOs court investors. Congregations fund private 
jets while nearby families ration food. Roughly 828 million 
people worldwide go hungry, yet American mega-churches 
pull billions tax-free every year. Gold-leaf sanctuaries glitter 
while school cafeterias close. Religion mirrors capitalism 
because it feeds from the same body. 

Belief becomes leverage. Politicians quote scripture 
while shredding social programs. Every prayer breakfast 
doubles as a lobbying event. Welfare cuts pass under the 
blessing of faith-based compassion. The same lawmakers 
who defund housing call themselves moral crusaders. They 
legislate cruelty, then wash it clean in holy language. God 
serves as a shield for greed, a slogan for austerity. 



 

History shows how deep the alliance runs. Monarchs 
crowned themselves through divine right. Colonizers carried 
Bibles in one hand and rifles in the other. Slaveholders 
preached obedience from plantation pulpits. Churches 
sanctified segregation and blessed bombs dropped abroad. 
The pattern never broke; it only modernized. Empire learned 
to disguise conquest as charity, and faith leaders learned to 
invoice salvation. 

Money sanctifies authority. The Vatican’s holdings 
rival global banks. American televangelists report multi-
million-dollar salaries while insisting poverty is a spiritual 
flaw. Tax codes treat worship like philanthropy, shielding 
fortune behind scripture. Local congregations serve as 
unpaid campaign offices. Faith and finance intertwine until 
tithes and taxes speak the same language. Capitalism 
absorbs religion because both depend on submission. 

Control starts with guilt. Sermons teach the 
powerless that suffering is noble. Congregants are told 
poverty builds character while wealth proves divine favor. 
Hunger becomes holy when it keeps workers quiet. Patience 
replaces resistance. Every verse about endurance functions 
like a management manual. The result is docility dressed as 
devotion. 

Prophets once spoke against power; now they 
partner with it. Preachers endorse candidates from the 
pulpit. Churches host police recruitment drives. Military 
chaplains bless drone pilots before missions. The state 
borrows holiness to justify violence, and faith institutions 
gain funding in return. Religion merges with empire until 



 

belief itself feels patriotic. War and worship share a 
hymnbook. 

The moral language hides the machinery. Clergy run 
nonprofit fronts that funnel donations through shell 
corporations. Faith-based contractors secure federal grants 
for “community outreach” that rarely reaches the 
community. Private schools demand vouchers under the 
banner of religious freedom. Public funds feed private faith 
while public needs starve. The line between ministry and 
monopoly dissolves completely. 

Obedience keeps it running. Believers internalize 
discipline until exploitation feels voluntary. The 
congregation polices itself more efficiently than any cop. 
Workers clock in with gratitude because sermons taught 
them endurance equals virtue. Corporate boardrooms mimic 
churches. Ritualized loyalty replaces questions, devotion to 
the brand replaces autonomy, and hierarchy stands in for 
community. 

Even dissent gets commercialized. “Christian 
socialism” merch sells beside prosperity gospel products. 
Reformers preach compassion without touching property 
relations. The system accommodates critique as long as 
profit stays intact. Every call for justice gets diluted into 
charity. Altruism becomes advertisement. Revolution is 
rebranded into self-help. 

Meanwhile, ordinary people bear the cost. Single 
parents donate food money to maintain spiritual status. 
Queer youth get exiled from congregations that call their 
existence sin. Survivors of abuse watch their abusers 



 

shielded by prayer circles. Victims of poverty hear sermons 
blaming them for lack of faith. Religion disciplines the 
suffering while excusing the comfortable. 

The working class becomes the altar. Labor pays for 
cathedrals it will never enter. Church volunteers replace 
social services defunded by policy. Charity fills the gap the 
state intentionally creates. Dependence on mercy replaces 
access to rights. Gratitude becomes a leash. Each meal 
handed out with a sermon reinforces the illusion that 
suffering must be endured, not ended. 

Faith could have meant solidarity. Communities 
could have used belief to protect one another from hunger 
and isolation. Early movements did exactly that; mutual aid 
disguised as worship, resistance disguised as prayer. Those 
roots were severed when religion merged with property. 
Once faith became profitable, empathy turned conditional. 
The poor were no longer sacred; they were manageable. 

Personal experience proved the betrayal. In 
Afghanistan I saw soldiers pray before airstrikes. Chaplains 
promised protection as bombs fell on families. Coming 
home, I heard the same verses in political speeches about 
freedom and order. God had become the language of empire, 
not redemption. The realization tore through everything I 
believed. Faith didn’t collapse; it was unmasked. 

The machinery keeps running. Lobbyists push 
“religious liberty” bills that legalize discrimination. 
Lawmakers trade church endorsements for campaign 
donations. Billionaires fund think tanks cloaked in moral 
language. Extremist movements organize under the banner 



 

of Christ while corporations quietly underwrite them. The 
same ideology that once justified slavery now defends wage 
cages and border walls. Nothing about it is accidental. 

Capitalism found its perfect partner in religion 
because both depend on fear. Fear of hell mirrors fear of 
poverty. Salvation mimics success. The threat of damnation 
keeps believers obedient; the threat of destitution keeps 
workers compliant. Together they form a total economy of 
control. Discipline governs the spiritual side while coercion 
governs the financial and political side. 

Cracks still form in the facade. Mutual aid networks 
feed the hungry without sermons. Rent funds replace tithes. 
Street medics heal protesters tear-gassed by police blessed in 
Sunday services. Radical clergy open their doors to the 
unhoused without preaching repentance. Each act of 
unconditional care exposes the fraud. Solidarity replaces 
salvation. 

Religion could serve life again if it divorced itself from 
empire. Liberation theology once walked that path, turning 
faith toward justice instead of control. The same energy can 
rise again through movements grounded in material care, 
not celestial promises. No divine intervention will deliver 
freedom; only collective action will. 

The choice stands bare. Continue worshiping wealth 
through doctrine, or reclaim humanity through solidarity. 
One path feeds hierarchy, the other feeds people. The altar 
built on profit has ruled long enough. Every act of aid and 
every shared meal, each refusal to tithe into corruption, 
hammers at its foundation. 



 

This country treats belief like currency and mercy like 
a trademark. Both can be reclaimed. Power loses sanctity 
when the exploited stop kneeling. Communities fed without 
permission become sacred ground. The cage begins to crack 
the moment people stop praying for rescue and start building 
it. 

 



 

Chapter 15: 

The Body is a Battlefield 

In this country, even your heartbeat has a price tag. 
Survival is sold like a luxury good and rationed out to the 
highest bidder, with anyone who can’t keep up denied 
outright. The body itself becomes a battlefield where profit 
and policy collide. Health is treated as a marketplace, and 
those without money are left to rot. 

Insurance companies run the show. They decide 
what treatment is “necessary” and what medication is 
“affordable,” while quietly deciding which lives are worth 
saving. Denials come stamped with bureaucratic jargon 
while families scramble to pay for procedures. Workers 
spend decades paying premiums only to be bankrupted by a 
single emergency. Deductibles tower over bank accounts. 
Coverage ends when jobs are lost, locking healthcare to 
employment like a leash. The system exists to harvest money, 
not to heal. 

Medical bankruptcy shreds families apart. A car crash 
or a diagnosis, maybe a sudden illness, can erase savings 
overnight. Homes are sold and retirements drained, with 
futures dismantled in the process. People choose between 
chemotherapy and groceries, between insulin and rent. 
Collection agencies hunt the sick with relentless precision. In 
no other wealthy nation does illness so often end in financial 
ruin. Financial ruin functions as the model itself. 

Hospitals function like corporations, not sanctuaries. 
Administrators track profits, not outcomes. Emergency 



 

rooms turn away the uninsured or bury them in debt. Rural 
hospitals close when profit margins fall, abandoning entire 
counties. Private equity firms buy clinics and cut staff, then 
inflate prices. Healthcare becomes another commodity 
traded on spreadsheets, with patients as disposable 
inventory. 

The disabled bear the brunt of the cruelty. Access to 
support is rationed through endless paperwork and 
humiliating evaluations, with constant suspicion hanging 
over every request. Benefits are treated as charity, not as 
survival. People are forced to prove their suffering again and 
again, as if disability is a scam until proven otherwise. 
Employers refuse accommodations and workplaces exclude, 
while society casually labels them burdens. The message is 
clear: if you can’t produce profit, you’re expendable. 

The mentally ill are treated with the same disdain. 
Services remain underfunded and waiting lists stretch for 
months, until treatment is reduced to pills without therapy. 
Crisis response defaults to police intervention, turning 
breakdowns into arrests. Jails become the largest mental 
health institutions in the nation, warehousing the vulnerable 
instead of caring for them. Stigma cloaks the reality: a system 
that sees mentally ill people not as citizens to be helped but 
as problems to be contained. 

Pharmaceutical greed fuels the crisis further. 
Companies hike prices on life-saving drugs to astronomical 
levels, knowing desperation will force payment. Insulin, 
developed a century ago, is priced so high that diabetics 
ration doses and die. Cancer drugs cost more than houses. 
Pills that cost pennies to produce are sold for thousands. 



 

Executives claim research justifies the cost, but returns soar 
far beyond expenses. The calculus is simple: if the sick can’t 
pay, they die. 

The opioid epidemic exposed the cruelty in its rawest 
form. Corporations flooded communities with addictive 
painkillers and bribed doctors to overprescribe, then lied 
about the risks. Families were gutted and towns devastated, 
with lives destroyed in every direction. When addiction 
surged, the same companies shifted blame onto users. 
Communities were criminalized and addicts locked in cages 
while treatment was withheld. Profits were pocketed while 
the poor buried their dead. The devastation was the intended 
outcome of unchecked greed. 

Addiction became another excuse for control. Instead 
of providing treatment, the state built new jails. Rather than 
addressing corporate crime, it punished the victims. Black 
and Brown addicts were incarcerated while white addicts 
were pathologized, and pharmaceutical giants still walked 
free. The message was the same across race and class lines: 
survival is conditional, and punishment always outweighs 
compassion. 

Healthcare workers themselves are trapped inside 
the machine. Nurses and aides labor brutal hours for modest 
pay while administrators collect bonuses. Burnout runs 
rampant. Doctors fight insurance companies more than they 
fight disease. Many are driven out of practice or into despair. 
The system devours both patients and those sworn to care for 
them. 



 

The pandemic revealed the truth in full view. 
Hospitals buckled under the weight of surges while 
executives cut hazard pay. Essential workers were hailed as 
heroes, then discarded without protection. Wealthy 
politicians accessed immediate testing and treatment while 
poor communities watched loved ones die waiting in line. 
Vaccines became politicized and distribution skewed by 
privilege, while corporate contracts grew fatter. Crisis 
became just another market. 

Technology deepens the inequality. Access could 
expand through telehealth, but it remains paywalled behind 
insurance. Cutting-edge treatments exist but only for those 
who can afford them. Experimental therapies are reserved 
for the wealthy, while the poor make do with outdated 
methods. Even health data is harvested and sold, turning 
private medical histories into commodities. Surveillance 
replaces care and algorithms dictate treatment until patients 
lose autonomy over their own bodies. 

Racial disparities cut through every layer. Black 
women face far higher maternal mortality. Indigenous 
communities lack basic medical infrastructure. Immigrants 
avoid hospitals out of fear of deportation. Language barriers 
block care. Racism in diagnosis and treatment persists, from 
assumptions about pain tolerance to dismissals of 
symptoms. Health outcomes mirror the broader system: 
those deemed expendable receive the least. 

Environmental health adds another battlefield. Poor 
and working-class communities live closest to pollution and 
toxic dumps, with industrial waste hemming them in. 
Children breathe air thick with chemicals and drink water 



 

laced with lead, then play in soil contaminated by industry. 
Wealthy households buy bottled water and air filters, and 
when that fails they buy relocation. The poor bury their 
children. Healthcare can’t fix poisoned environments, but 
profit ensures the poisoning continues. 

Generational damage piles up. Children grow up in 
households where chronic illness dominates and parents die 
young, with disability treated as the norm. Trauma becomes 
inheritance. Families forced to navigate endless 
bureaucracies pass down exhaustion and despair. 
Communities hollowed by addiction lose stability for 
decades. The body isn’t only a battlefield for the present, it’s 
a scar passed to the future. 

The mythology of American healthcare paints it as 
the best in the world. Politicians boast about innovation and 
cutting-edge treatments, wrapping it all in talk of choice. Yet 
the reality shows otherwise: life expectancy lags and 
outcomes trail behind peer nations, while survival depends 
more on zip code than on medical need. The illusion survives 
because propaganda drowns out the stories of those 
bankrupted and abandoned, with others buried by the 
system. 

Faith in healthcare as an industry persists because 
people have no alternative. Insurance is tied to jobs and 
public systems are gutted so that private corporations 
dominate. Patients are told to be grateful for scraps, to see 
survival as a privilege. The battlefield keeps expanding 
because surrender is the only option offered. 



 

Cracks appear nonetheless. Mutual aid networks 
distribute medicine. Community clinics provide care 
without profit. Harm reduction activists hand out clean 
supplies and naloxone. Families expose pharmaceutical lies, 
dragging corporations into court. Disabled activists fight for 
rights long denied. The resistance shows what the state 
refuses to admit: health is not a commodity but a collective 
necessity. 

The body will always be vulnerable. Sickness and 
injury are parts of life. Such cruelty defines the American 
model of healthcare. Every scar and every grave, each broken 
family, is evidence of policy choices made to protect wealth 
instead of life. 

The battlefield doesn’t have to remain. Other nations 
prove survival can be guaranteed. History proves 
communities can care for one another outside profit models. 
Resistance proves the system isn’t invincible. What has been 
built for profit can be dismantled for survival. 

The war on the body is deliberate. Insurance scams 
and medical bankruptcy, plus the disposability of the 
disabled and the exploitation of addiction, all work in 
concert. Together they create a battlefield where survival 
itself is contested. Recognizing it is the first step. Fighting it 
is the only path forward. 

 



 

Chapter 16: 

Burning Earth, Poisoned Veins 

The earth is on fire and the rulers keep pouring 
gasoline. What should be soil, water, and sky is stripped into 
profit columns, poisoned into revenue streams, and burned 
into quarterly reports. Climate collapse is already here: the 
flood rises, the smoke chokes, the heat blisters skin. The 
same hands that profit from this destruction call it growth. 

Communities closest to the ground always suffer 
first. Appalachia has carried the weight of extraction for 
centuries. Coal companies carved mountains open, left scars 
that never healed, and poisoned streams until they ran black. 
Entire hollers lost drinking water. Towns collapsed when the 
jobs disappeared, leaving only busted lungs and broken 
backs. Corporate owners fled with fortunes, abandoning 
families to cough themselves to death. Politicians called it 
transition but offered nothing. The land bore the wounds, 
and the people paid in blood. 

Flint showed the same cruelty in another form. 
Officials switched the water supply to cut costs, knowing it 
would corrode pipes and leach lead. Children drank poison 
while bureaucrats lied. Families bathed in toxins, mothers 
saw their babies break out in rashes, and fathers witnessed 
teeth rot in mouths too young for cavities. When the truth 
broke into the open, the state stalled, denied, and minimized. 
Years later, the pipes remain damaged, the trust gone, and 
the corporations untouched. Flint was a crime of 
indifference. 



 

Standing Rock lit a fire of resistance. When 
Indigenous water protectors stood against the Dakota Access 
Pipeline, they faced militarized police with tear gas, rubber 
bullets, and water cannons in freezing temperatures. They 
were beaten, arrested, surveilled, and vilified for daring to 
protect sacred land and drinking water. Corporations 
insisted the pipeline was progress. Progress for who? Oil 
barons got richer. The land got scarred. Rivers risked 
contamination. Native communities once again bore the cost 
of empire’s hunger. Standing Rock proved what the state 
values: pipelines over people and profit over water, with 
corporate power outweighing Indigenous rights. 

Environmental racism runs through every poisoned 
vein of this country. Black, Brown, Indigenous, and poor 
communities are targeted for landfills and industrial plants, 
with toxic dumps added wherever resistance is weakest. 
Corporations scout the places with the least political power 
and fewest resources to fight back, dumping their waste 
there. Children grow up with asthma while cancer rates 
spike, and life expectancy plummets. The wealthy live 
upwind and upstream, buying clean water and air while the 
poor bury their young. This is deliberate placement of harm 
along lines of race and class. 

Disaster capitalism thrives in the wreckage. When 
hurricanes devastate coastlines, corporations circle like 
vultures. Contracts for rebuilding go to the same firms that 
profit from destruction. When wildfires torch towns, private 
companies step in to sell water and rebuild utilities, with 
insurance hikes landing on survivors. Every catastrophe 
becomes another chance to privatize survival. Suffering 
functions as an opportunity for profit in their system. 



 

Climate collapse magnifies every injustice. Heat 
waves kill the elderly without air conditioning. Floods wash 
through neighborhoods without levees. Droughts gut farms 
already barely hanging on. Wealthy suburbs rebuild with 
speed. Poor towns wait years for relief. FEMA paperwork 
buries families in bureaucracy while private contractors cash 
checks. Each storm shows the same truth: who gets 
protection and who gets abandoned defines disaster. 

Wildfires now burn with a fury that defies control. 
Towns vanish in hours. Smoke blankets entire regions, 
shortening lives with every breath. Oil companies keep 
drilling, politicians keep taking donations, and media keeps 
framing the destruction as unavoidable. Climate collapse 
follows an engineered path. Choices made for profit ignite 
flames. Every melted glacier, hurricane, and scorched forest 
becomes a receipt for corporate greed. 

Poisoned water tells the same story. Appalachia’s 
streams still run with heavy metals long after mines closed. 
Flint’s children still carry lead. Navajo Nation faces uranium 
contamination from abandoned mines, poisoning 
generations. Residents of Cancer Alley breathe chemicals 
every day from plants lining the Mississippi River, watching 
neighbors die too young. These incidents form the blueprint 
of an economy that treats communities as disposable. 

Generational theft deepens the crisis. Children raised 
in poisoned environments inherit chronic illness before they 
can speak. Families carry medical bills that last decades. 
Communities lose entire generations to sickness and early 
death. Environmental collapse harms the present and robs 
the future. Capitalism’s hunger consumes tomorrow itself. 



 

The ruling class knows this and adapts. As the earth 
burns, they build bunkers. As seas rise, they buy land on 
higher ground. As air thickens with smoke, they install 
private filtration systems. Survival becomes a luxury good. 
Billionaires imagine colonies on Mars while millions on 
Earth can’t drink safe water. Their solution is never repair. 
Their solution is escape, with profit pulled from collapse 
along the way. 

Climate collapse is framed as personal responsibility. 
Politicians preach recycling while corporations pump 
billions of tons of carbon into the sky. Ads scold people for 
plastic straws while oil companies drill new wells. 
Responsibility is shifted downward, turning survival into an 
individual moral choice as the real culprits rake in billions. 
The narrative becomes a weapon, convincing the powerless 
they are guilty while the powerful burn the planet. 

The military locks into place as the enforcer of 
collapse. Bases prepare for resource wars. Soldiers are 
trained to guard pipelines and respond to climate refugees. 
Borders are militarized not to stop carbon but to stop people 
fleeing its consequences. ICE detains migrants displaced by 
droughts and hurricanes while famine drives others from 
homelands this country helped destabilize. Climate collapse 
becomes a justification for expanding state violence so profit 
continues as lives are crushed. 

The earth is bleeding. Rivers once clear now run toxic. 
Air once breathable carries ash and chemicals. Soil once 
fertile is stripped and poisoned. Forests once alive with 
sound fall under chainsaws or disappear into flames. Every 
element of life converts into death for profit. This system 



 

functions through extraction, exploitation, and 
abandonment. 

Resistance grows in the cracks because survival 
demands it. Communities fight pipelines and block toxic 
dumps while demanding clean water. Mutual aid networks 
deliver water to Flint. Indigenous activists build camps to 
protect sacred land. Appalachian organizers test water and 
distribute filters where the state refuses. From Standing Rock 
to Puerto Rico and Cancer Alley to the Gulf Coast, the same 
battle repeats: people against corporations, survival against 
profit, life against death. Every act of defiance chips away at 
the lie that nothing can be done and shows each local 
struggle is part of a global war with stakes nothing less than 
the future of the planet. 

The rulers insist collapse is inevitable. They claim 
suffering is natural. Officials declare sacrifice zones must 
exist. Yet inevitability is a lie. What exists today was built. 
What is built can be dismantled. The earth doesn’t have to be 
a graveyard. Water doesn’t have to be poison. Air doesn’t 
have to kill. Collapse follows design, not destiny. 

Recognizing that truth becomes the first act of 
resistance. Acting on it becomes the second. People blockade 
pipelines and communities declare survival will not be left to 
billionaires or bureaucrats, showing through action that the 
earth can be defended and life can be protected. 

The battlefield stretches across every horizon. 
Burning forests and poisoned rivers meet collapsing towns 
and drowned coastlines. The war for the earth becomes the 
war for humanity. Survival is collective; otherwise it fails. 



 

The choice is stark: keep letting corporations write the death 
warrant or fight to tear the pen from their hands. 

 



 

Chapter 17: 

Education as Indoctrination 

Classrooms aren’t neutral. They’re factories for 
obedience. Desks line up like cells, bells ring like alarms, and 
children learn from day one that authority is to be obeyed, 
not questioned. Schools pose as places of opportunity while 
operating as pipelines; to prison, to the military, to lifelong 
servitude under debt. Education here doesn’t free. It 
conditions. 

From the earliest years, discipline outweighs 
curiosity. Children are taught to raise hands, wait for 
permission, and march through hallways in silence. 
Creativity is punished when it disrupts order. Imagination is 
replaced with standardized testing. Schools operate more 
like holding tanks than sanctuaries for learning. Metal 
detectors, surveillance cameras, and armed police patrol 
hallways that should echo with laughter. Instead of 
nurturing, the environment trains compliance. 

The school-to-prison pipeline is a system built to 
funnel children, especially Black, Brown, and poor children, 
straight into cages. Zero-tolerance policies criminalize 
ordinary misbehavior. Skipping class becomes truancy. 
Talking back becomes disorderly conduct. Scuffles become 
assault. Police are called before counselors. Courts are 
contacted before parents. Children are branded criminals 
before they reach adolescence. Once marked, the system 
rarely lets go. Juvenile detention becomes adult 
incarceration. A detention slip becomes a mugshot. 



 

Black children suffer the sharpest blade. Suspensions 
and expulsions strike them at rates far higher than white 
peers for the same infractions. Racism operates as policy. 
Teachers and administrators reproduce the same hierarchies 
outside. Police inside schools reinforce them with cuffs and 
charges. Generations of Black youth are dragged from 
classrooms into cages while white peers are given second 
chances. Structural violence hides behind the mask of 
discipline. 

The military feeds on the same structure. Recruiters 
target the same schools that cops patrol. They promise 
escape from poverty while hiding the truth of war. Glossy 
brochures offer college money, travel, and respect. They walk 
hallways where textbooks are decades old and cafeterias 
serve expired food. Recruiters sell the uniform as the only 
way out. Schools that deny students nurses somehow allow 
military recruiters full access. The state won’t fund 
education but will fund enlistment bonuses. 

Guidance counselors become part of the funnel. 
Instead of talking about labor rights or radical history, they 
hand out pamphlets for the Army, Navy, and Marines. They 
talk about discipline, adventure, and pride. The message is 
blatant: the poor must fight and die for empire if they want 
stability. Students aren’t guided toward liberation. They’re 
guided toward servitude, either in prison cells or in 
camouflage. 

Debt chains those who try to climb another ladder. 
Higher education is marketed as salvation. Families are told 
that a degree is the path to security. Banks and governments 
step in with loans, handing money to teenagers barely old 



 

enough to sign contracts. Tuition rises each year, far 
outpacing wages. By graduation, students carry debts that 
take decades to repay. Debt collectors stalk them across state 
lines. Wages are garnished, tax refunds seized, futures 
mortgaged. The so-called privilege of education becomes a 
lifetime sentence of repayment. 

Debt ensures obedience. Workers chained to 
repayment cannot risk strikes, cannot risk firing, cannot risk 
organizing. They cling to jobs that abuse them because 
missing a paycheck means default. Default means ruin. The 
system doesn’t need whips. It uses contracts and interest 
rates to bind labor. The same society that brags about 
freedom shackles its youth with loans before they can rent 
apartments. 

Meanwhile, the content of education itself erases 
radical history. Schools teach about founding fathers as 
saints, while ignoring that they were slaveowners. They gloss 
over labor struggles, skipping past the strikes that built 
weekends and child labor laws. Textbooks mention Martin 
Luther King Jr. as a dreamer but cut out his critiques of 
capitalism and war. Malcolm X is erased or reduced to a 
caricature. The Black Panthers disappear entirely. Students 
learn patriotism, not resistance. 

Curricula are scrubbed clean of class struggle. 
Teachers rarely explain that workers bled and died for union 
rights. History books refuse to show that prisons exploded in 
rebellion at Attica, demanding dignity. Texts don’t teach that 
Indigenous people resisted colonization for centuries. The 
oppressed are portrayed as passive, the oppressors as 
benevolent. 



 

Even science gets bent into propaganda. Climate 
education is downplayed or distorted to protect fossil fuel 
interests. Textbooks bought in bulk by conservative states 
are watered down to avoid offending corporations. Students 
grow up learning partial truths that protect the powerful. 
The result is ignorance by design. 

Teachers themselves are crushed under the system. 
Underpaid, overworked, and disrespected, they are expected 
to perform miracles in crumbling classrooms. Supplies come 
out of their own pockets. Standardized testing dictates 
curriculum. Creativity is punished in teachers as much as in 
students. Union drives are crushed where they emerge. The 
very people tasked with educating are treated as disposable 
labor. 

The privatization machine worsens everything. 
Charter schools siphon funds from public schools. For-profit 
universities exploit desperate students, charging massive 
tuition for worthless degrees. Corporations profit from 
textbooks, testing contracts, cafeteria deals, and 
construction projects. Education becomes another market 
where the goal is revenue, not knowledge. 

The mythology of meritocracy props it all up. 
Students are told that hard work guarantees success. Those 
who fail are blamed for laziness. The reality is brutally 
different. Race, class, and geography determine outcomes far 
more than effort. Poor children fight uphill battles while 
wealthy children inherit advantages. Self-blame replaces 
resistance. 



 

Technology adds another layer of control. Online 
surveillance tracks students’ keystrokes, browsing history, 
and attendance. Software monitors essays for plagiarism, 
reducing creativity to algorithms. Cameras watch 
classrooms. Every click becomes data. Privacy vanishes. 
Children are raised in a panopticon, learning early that they 
are always observed, always measured, always controlled. 
This normalization of surveillance prepares them for 
workplaces and prisons that do the same. 

The consequences stretch beyond childhood. Adults 
trained in obedience struggle to see alternatives. Workers 
accept exploitation as normal. Citizens accept surveillance as 
safety. Voters accept limited choices as democracy. 
Education produces consumers over thinkers, workers over 
rebels, prisoners of ideology over visionaries. 

Resistance does exist within classrooms. Teachers 
slip radical lessons past censors. Students form unions and 
walk out. Parents demand truthful curricula. Communities 
fight for school funding. These cracks show indoctrination 
isn’t total. They prove struggle can survive even in the most 
controlled spaces. 

Yet the machine continues grinding. Schools still 
close in poor neighborhoods. Police continue patrolling 
hallways. Recruiters still circle cafeterias. Debt persists in 
strangling graduates. History remains rewritten. The pattern 
is consistent: education serves the empire, not the people. 

The prison pipeline thrives because schools treat 
discipline as more important than dignity. Military 
recruiting thrives because schools treat obedience as more 



 

important than imagination. Debt thrives because schools 
treat profit as more important than freedom. The erasure of 
history thrives because schools treat control as more 
important than truth. Together these pillars form an 
indoctrination system that stretches from kindergarten to 
university. 

This system succeeds at its real purpose. This system 
was never designed to liberate. It is designed to domesticate. 
The cage is built young, shaped by textbooks, enforced by 
police, locked by debt, and polished by propaganda. 

But cracks remain. Students still rebel. Teachers still 
organize. Communities still fight for schools that nurture 
instead of punish. History shows indoctrination can be 
unlearned, falsehoods can be replaced with truth, obedience 
can be broken by defiance. The task isn’t easy. It requires 
rebuilding education as liberation, not indoctrination. 

The future depends on it. When a society trains its 
youth for cages, wars, and debt, it cannot last. In a society 
that erases history, learning is impossible. A society that 
treats knowledge as a commodity cannot survive collapse. If 
kids remain conditioned to obedience, the machine wins. 
When they learn solidarity, history, and resistance, the 
machine cracks. 

The battlefield of education is concrete. It lives in 
every classroom where curiosity is crushed, every hallway 
where cops patrol, every graduation where students carry 
chains of debt. This battlefield touches nearly every family, 
shaping generations into servants of empire. Recognizing 
that battlefield is the first step to fighting it. Fighting it is the 



 

only path to building a world where knowledge liberates 
instead of enslaves. 

 



 

Chapter 18: 

Surveillance State 

Freedom ends where the camera begins. Eyes of glass 
follow every step, ears of machines record every word, and 
hands of corporations package it all into profit. The 
surveillance state isn’t science fiction, it is daily reality built 
into phones, apps, borders, and algorithms. Privacy has been 
gutted, sold, and weaponized against the very people who 
generate the data. 

Tech companies lead the assault. They harvest data 
from each click, swipe, and scroll. Shopping habits, medical 
searches, private messages, all scraped, stored, and sold. 
Corporations promise convenience while building dossiers 
thicker than any government file. Every like, each share, 
every pause on a video feeds systems designed to predict, 
manipulate, and control. The machine doesn’t just watch. It 
learns. 

Predictive policing is one of the ugliest offspring of 
this machine. Algorithms crunch arrest records and income 
levels, then merge that with housing data to claim they can 
forecast crime. In reality, they reinforce racism already 
embedded in the system. Police patrol the same 
neighborhoods flagged by biased data, generate new arrests, 
and feed the cycle back into the program. The algorithm 
becomes a feedback loop of oppression. Black and Brown 
communities already targeted by cops are now marked by 
math coded to reproduce the same violence. Technology 
dresses up racism as science. 



 

The prison pipeline adapts to this logic. Probation 
apps track movements and fine people for missed check-ins. 
Facial recognition identifies suspects with error rates that 
skyrocket for darker skin. Electronic monitors shackle ankles 
and keep poor people in debt while companies profit from 
the fees. Surveillance extends prison walls into entire 
neighborhoods. The cage becomes invisible, though it 
remains real. 

Social media turns surveillance into entertainment. 
Platforms study users deeper than any shrink ever could. 
They design feeds to amplify outrage and spread 
misinformation, using that to nudge emotions toward profit. 
Control comes not only through censorship but also by 
drowning truth in noise. Algorithms decide what people see, 
who they connect with, and what ideas reach them. Elections 
tilt on algorithmic tweaks. Movements rise or collapse 
depending on how the feed sorts their voices. 

Manipulation is subtle but relentless. Ads target 
insecurities. Feeds reinforce bias. Content pushes people 
toward extremes because outrage keeps them online. Tech 
giants claim neutrality while engineering dependency. 
Addiction to the screen isn’t a side effect; it is the product. 
Users become predictable machines, conditioned to 
consume, to obey, to accept surveillance as normal. 

Borders act as laboratories for this control. Drones 
patrol deserts. Towers scan heat signatures of bodies hiding 
in brush. Biometric checkpoints catalog fingerprints and 
retinas, then match them with voice patterns. Immigrant 
communities live under constant monitoring, tracked not 
only at borders but within cities. ICE fuses data from local 



 

police and utility bills, combining that with school records to 
hunt families. The border functions as a sprawling zone of 
militarized surveillance that expands inward, testing 
methods later used on everyone. 

Militarized technology spreads outward from those 
labs. ShotSpotter microphones appear in cities, claiming to 
detect gunfire while recording conversations. License plate 
readers track vehicles across states. Stingray devices mimic 
cell towers to intercept calls and texts. Tools once reserved 
for war zones migrate into everyday policing. Citizens live 
under counterinsurgency tactics perfected overseas. 

Consent disappears in this landscape. Clicking 
“agree” on terms of service signs away rights without notice. 
Walking into a store means stepping into facial recognition 
scans. Driving down a highway feeds license plate data to 
police. Going online at all means entering a marketplace 
where each word is mined. Surveillance becomes 
inescapable, woven into the infrastructure of life. 

The logic behind it all is control. Capitalism requires 
predictability. Profit depends on forecasting behavior. 
Governments require obedience. Power depends on 
anticipating resistance. Data collection operates as the 
architecture of discipline. This system shapes choices, 
constrains freedom, and enforces conformity. 

History shows surveillance as old as empire. Slave 
patrols monitored movements of the enslaved. Pinkerton 
agents tracked striking workers. COINTELPRO infiltrated 
Black radicals and Indigenous activists, while movements on 
the left were targeted with bugs and wiretaps backed by lies. 



 

Today’s algorithms are the new face of that same old project. 
Goals haven’t shifted: know the enemy, control the 
population, neutralize resistance. Only the scale has 
changed. 

Scale now reaches into every corner of life. Phones 
function as tracking devices that double as lifelines. Cars 
record destinations and sell location data. Smart home 
devices listen constantly, turning private spaces into 
corporate microphones. Surveillance capitalism ensures no 
refuge, no true privacy, and no unobserved moment. Living 
itself becomes data. 

Propaganda cloaks the expansion in language of safety. 
Predictive policing claims to prevent crime. Facial 
recognition claims to catch criminals. Social media claims to 
connect people. Border surveillance claims to defend 
sovereignty. Safety is the sales pitch. Obedience is the 
product. Each justification masks the consolidation of 
power. 

Resistance is branded as chaos. Privacy advocates are 
painted paranoid. Whistleblowers are prosecuted, exiled, or 
imprisoned. Journalists exposing surveillance get smeared as 
traitors. Citizens raising alarms are told they have nothing to 
fear if they have nothing to hide. This logic flips the burden 
of proof, making freedom itself suspicious. 

Meanwhile, the same corporations selling 
surveillance to governments also profit from private 
markets. Employers monitor keystrokes and bathroom 
breaks while reading emails. Insurance companies adjust 
rates based on data from wearable devices. Landlords track 



 

tenants through smart locks alongside cameras. Surveillance 
doesn’t only flow downward from the state. It spreads 
horizontally, embedded in every institution of daily life. 

Borders are key test sites for future control. 
Technologies tested on migrants later get deployed on 
citizens. Biometric databases created for visas become 
national ID systems. Drones patrolling deserts reappear in 
urban protests. Camps built for immigrants train personnel 
in mass detention tactics that later get used against 
demonstrators. The border teaches empire how to control 
populations, and the lessons never stay contained. 

The pandemic accelerated everything. Contact 
tracing apps blurred lines between public health and 
surveillance. Employers demanded health data from 
workers. Governments expanded emergency powers that 
rarely rolled back. Crisis became an excuse to normalize 
deeper monitoring. Disaster capitalism fused with 
surveillance capitalism, proving once again that suffering is 
always an opportunity for profit and control. 

Children grow up inside this system as if it were 
natural. Schools use software that monitors screens and 
reports keystrokes to teachers. Test-taking platforms use 
webcams to track eye movements. Social media captures 
their lives before they can speak, building permanent 
archives of mistakes and moments meant to fade. Childhood 
itself becomes surveillance fodder. 

The result is a culture where privacy is dead and 
submission is normalized. People adapt by curating lives for 
algorithms, self-censoring, and assuming constant 



 

observation. The cage becomes internalized. Resistance 
shrinks because fear of exposure grows. The surveillance 
state doesn’t only watch bodies. It colonizes minds. 

Yet resistance persists. Hackers expose 
vulnerabilities. Whistleblowers leak documents. Protesters 
mask faces, disable cameras, and build encrypted networks. 
Communities teach digital security as survival. Indigenous 
activists resist drones patrolling sacred land. Immigrant 
groups fight back against data-sharing agreements. Cracks 
appear in the machine, even though the machine adapts 
quickly. 

The struggle is uneven. The state has resources far 
beyond any individual. Tech giants command wealth greater 
than nations. History shows even the most powerful 
surveillance regimes fall when people refuse obedience. The 
Stasi collected endless files, yet the Berlin Wall crumbled. 
COINTELPRO destroyed lives, while movements survived. 
Surveillance can control, though it cannot erase resistance 
entirely. 

The real question is how much control people allow 
it to exert. Every camera, each database, every algorithm 
extends the reach of empire. The choice is between 
submission to that reach or struggle against it. Communities 
must decide whether to live as subjects of constant 
monitoring or fight for spaces of freedom. 

The surveillance state is the perfected cage. Visible 
bars aren’t required. Guards at every corner aren’t necessary. 
The machine only needs data and algorithms alongside 
obedience. The body becomes the password. The home 



 

becomes the monitored zone. The world becomes a prison 
where profit and power serve as warden and guard. 

But the cage is never total. Vast, invasive, and 
suffocating, though not unbreakable. People fight back 
because survival demands it. The machine may know our 
patterns, though it cannot extinguish the will to resist. And 
that truth, messy, human, defiant, remains the crack in the 
wall of glass and wire. 

 



 

Chapter 19: 

The Myth of Democracy 

The ballot box is treated like scripture in this country. 
Politicians kneel before it and media worships it, while 
citizens are told their single vote is sacred proof of freedom. 
The reality doesn’t match the sermon. Democracy in the 
United States is theater. A polished stage and rehearsed 
actors built around a script written long before anyone walks 
into a booth. What gets sold as choice is just managed 
consent. 

Elections are framed as the core of freedom. They’re 
held up as the proof that America stands above dictatorships 
and monarchies. Beneath the banners and speeches lies rot. 
Voter ID requirements and purges of rolls, plus closed polling 
locations and limited early voting, carve millions out of the 
process. Those most likely to be excluded are poor and 
working-class Black and Brown people, Indigenous 
communities, immigrants, and disabled folks. The system 
prides itself on turnout while simultaneously building walls 
to block it. 

Gerrymandering ensures many outcomes before a 
single ballot is cast. Districts are carved like butchered 
animals, drawn to entrench power over representation. 
Communities are split or diluted, sometimes packed so 
tightly their voices disappear. Maps decide winners more 
than votes. Politicians pick electorates rather than the other 
way around. The charade continues because courts allow it 
and parties exploit it, while citizens are told to trust it. 



 

Even when maps are fair and rolls intact, money 
rules. Billionaires flood campaigns with donations that 
dwarf working-class contributions. Super PACs launder 
influence into ads and smear campaigns that roll straight 
into lobbying. Policy doesn’t emerge from the will of the 
people. It emerges from boardrooms, filtered through 
politicians who owe their survival to funders. Citizens are 
handed slogans. Backers are handed laws. 

Legislation reflects this reality. Tax codes favor 
corporations while cutting crumbs for workers. Healthcare 
debates protect insurance companies more than patients. 
Climate policies bend to fossil fuel interests. War budgets 
pass easily while housing aid stalls. The will of the people is 
measured in polls showing overwhelming support for 
healthcare and higher wages, with climate action right 
beside them. Results in Congress show the opposite. 
Democracy is supposed to mirror the public. In practice, it 
serves wealth. 

Lobbyists write much of what becomes law. They 
draft bills and feed talking points, then wine and dine elected 
officials. Entire industries employ armies of lobbyists, 
outnumbering citizens who can afford to advocate for 
themselves. Lobbyists don’t just influence policy. They craft 
it outright. Elected officials serve as messengers for 
corporate interests dressed in patriotic language. What the 
people see as debate is often just theater hiding pre-written 
outcomes. 

The revolving door cements this arrangement. 
Politicians leave office and slide into lucrative positions with 
corporations they once oversaw. Former agency heads 



 

accept offers from industries they monitored. The cycle 
ensures no true accountability. Everyone involved benefits as 
long as the system continues. Voters are treated as 
spectators, not participants. 

Two major parties dominate the field, but their 
differences are narrower than the stage suggests. One 
pledges loyalty to capitalism, the other does too. Each 
defends empire. Both protect wealth. They fight over 
margins while foundations stay untouched. Citizens are told 
every four years that this election is the most important of 
their lifetime. Yet the results rarely shift the trajectory of war, 
inequality, or repression. Change at the ballot box is 
cosmetic. The architecture remains intact. 

Independent voices face insurmountable barriers. 
Ballot access laws vary by state, requiring thousands of 
signatures and endless fees. Debate stages are closed to 
anyone outside the two-party structure. Media dismisses 
third parties as spoilers, ensuring their platforms never reach 
the public. Citizens who want alternatives are forced into the 
same false choice again and again: corporate candidate A or 
corporate candidate B. 

Courts do little to change this. The Supreme Court 
has entrenched corporate influence with rulings like Citizens 
United, declaring money as speech. Unlimited corporate 
spending became constitutional. Democracy itself was 
auctioned off. Efforts to regulate or cap spending are gutted. 
The system treats corporations as citizens with louder voices 
and endless wallets. Real citizens are drowned out. 



 

The mythology of democracy persists because 
propaganda reinforces it constantly. Civics classes glorify 
founding documents while ignoring their roots in slavery, 
racial hierarchy, and exclusion. Media hypes every election 
cycle as history-defining. Politicians declare voting as the 
ultimate act of resistance. The narrative is repeated until it 
feels unshakable. Yet the lived reality of millions proves 
otherwise. 

Communities most marginalized know the truth 
best. Indigenous people who see their treaties violated. Black 
citizens facing voter suppression. Immigrants with no path 
to representation. Poor workers who see policies written 
against them year after year. Their experiences strip away 
illusions faster than any theory. They know democracy here 
is not a gift but a cage. 

Inside reform is promised as the answer. Politicians 
campaign on fixing corruption and ending gerrymandering, 
then talk about reforming campaign finance and expanding 
voting rights. Once elected, they face the same donors and 
the same lobbyists, tied to the same structures that profit 
from stagnation. Promises collapse. Reforms stall. Even 
minor changes take decades. The machine doesn’t allow 
transformation from within. It devours reformers or spits 
them out. 

History proves it. Change has always come from 
pressure and disruption, from defiance rather than waiting 
politely at the polls. Labor strikes forced workplace 
protections. Civil rights movements forced desegregation. 
Antiwar movements forced withdrawals. Suffrage 
movements forced the vote itself. Change has always come 



 

from pressure outside electoral rituals, not through passive 
participation. 

The state knows this, which is why it glorifies 
elections while suppressing direct action. Voting is 
celebrated as safe and controllable, packaged as predictable. 
Protests are demonized as dangerous and chaotic, painted as 
violent whenever they work. The ballot box is framed as the 
only legitimate avenue of change, while all other routes are 
criminalized. That framing protects the system. It narrows 
resistance to one ritual every few years while empire 
continues uninterrupted. 

Elections function as pressure valves. They allow 
citizens to vent frustration without threatening power. 
Campaign seasons soak up energy and money, pulling in 
attention until people are drained. Once ballots are cast, the 
system resumes its course. Citizens are pacified with the 
illusion that they participated. Politicians return to serving 
donors. The cycle repeats endlessly. 

The idea that democracy can be reformed from 
within is seductive but false. Power concedes nothing 
without demand, and demands inside the system rarely 
threaten its foundations. Efforts to elect progressives often 
end in compromise. Moves to reform money in politics 
crumble under court rulings. Attempts to expand voting 
rights meet endless resistance. The system resists 
transformation because transformation threatens its 
survival. 

Meanwhile, global comparisons expose the lie. Other 
nations hold elections with multiple parties and real labor 



 

representation, where actual policy differences exist. 
Citizens enjoy universal healthcare and living wages, along 
with housing rights won not by ballots alone but by 
organized struggle. America calls itself the beacon of 
democracy while failing to guarantee even basic survival. 
The beacon is just a marketing slogan. 

Citizens are not blind to the cracks. Cynicism runs 
deep. Many abstain from voting, not from apathy but from 
recognition of futility. Others vote strategically, choosing the 
lesser evil but never the good. Some pour energy into 
campaigns hoping this time will be different. Over and over, 
disappointment follows. Faith erodes, but the myth endures 
because the alternatives are demonized. 

That demonization is deliberate. Calls for boycotts or 
strikes, even basic direct action, are painted as extremist. 
Movements outside electoral politics are smeared as 
illegitimate. Media scolds those who refuse to vote as 
irresponsible. Politicians blame low turnout on laziness 
rather than systemic exclusion. The narrative ensures blame 
always falls on citizens, never on the structure itself. 

The myth of democracy survives because it keeps 
people contained. So long as citizens believe their voice is 
reflected in ballots, they will not seek power elsewhere. 
While reform seems possible, revolution is dismissed. The 
state depends on this belief. Without it, the system’s 
legitimacy crumbles. 

The cage is clear to those who look. Billionaires buy 
policy. Gerrymandering dictates outcomes. Courts sanction 
corporate power. Lobbyists draft laws. Media narrows 



 

choice. Two parties dominate. Voter suppression excludes 
millions. Debt chains the hopeful. The system was built for 
wealth and empire, built to lock in control. 

What remains is struggle outside the stage. Workers 
must strike and tenants must organize, while movements 
disrupt everything that keeps this standing. History shows 
this is where change begins. The myth of democracy must be 
stripped away to reveal the truth beneath: a machine of 
managed consent. Only then can new structures be 
imagined. 

The actors will continue their performance and the 
stage will keep its shine, while the audience is told their 
cheers matter. Behind the curtain, the real decisions are 
made by wealth, enforced by police power, then sanctified 
with propaganda. Elections are rituals; revolutions are 
something else. Reform from within is a mirage. 

The truth is sharper. Democracy here isn’t broken; it 
runs as myth and theater, a cage dressed in the flag’s colors, 
soaked in patriotism. 

 



 

Chapter 20: 

The American Dream is a Funeral Dirge 

The so-called American Dream has been sold for 
generations as salvation. A house with a yard rests beside a 
family behind locked doors while a steady job and a car in the 
driveway creates the illusion of success. Stories insist anyone 
can achieve it if they work hard enough. Reality stays brutal. 
That dream moves like a funeral dirge dragging people 
forward with hope before sinking them into loneliness and 
debt that drains bodies until despair takes root. 

The myth of independence sits at its core. Citizens are 
told survival belongs to individuals, claiming strength grows 
from standing alone. Families are encouraged to cut ties with 
extended relatives or uproot themselves from the 
communities that raised them so reliance feels shameful. 
Dependence is vilified while isolation gains praise. This 
conditioning snaps bonds that once held people together. 
Neighbors drift into strangers, and community erodes into 
competition. 

The nuclear family anchors this isolation. Parents 
and children sealed in private homes get framed as the 
natural order. Multi-generational households become 
dismissed as backwards. Collective living faces stigma. Each 
family is pushed to fend for itself and stock savings or food 
stores to feel any sense of security. When crisis hits through 
job loss or illness, the burden lands on one household. Entire 
families collapse in silence because the dream forbids asking 
for help. 



 

Consumer success fuels the illusion. Worth is 
measured through possessions. A bigger house or a newer car 
gets treated as evidence of achievement, while a larger 
television fixed to a wall reinforces the fantasy. Debt swells 
as people chase symbols of prosperity. Mortgages stretch 
through decades. Credit cards accumulate interest that 
multiplies until balances drown households. Student loans 
seize futures and drag families into constant strain. The 
dream convinces people that debt-ridden life resembles 
triumph. 

Work gets glorified as the route to fulfillment. 
Citizens are told to hustle or grind and sacrifice themselves 
for careers. Employers frame overwork as loyalty while 
treating burnout as ambition. Vacations receive scorn and 
rest becomes portrayed as laziness. Unemployment gets 
painted as moral decay. Generations push their bodies until 
joints crack and muscles fail, then corporations dump them 
once productivity fades. The dream treats labor with 
appreciation only when it yields profit. 

The funeral dirge grows louder when isolation kills. 
Loneliness spreads like a public sickness. Many adults report 
feeling alone or abandoned. Social ties snap as work absorbs 
time, while debt drives relocation and communities empty 
out. Loneliness hits the body with harm similar to heavy 
smoking habits. Depression rises. Anxiety deepens. Suicide 
numbers climb. The dream leaves bodies in the ground while 
calling itself success. 

Families buckle under the pressure. Parents labor 
endless hours so they can afford homes, leaving children 
raised by screens. Marriages break apart under financial 



 

weight. Violence thrives in isolation, hidden behind locked 
doors. The nuclear family pitched as safety becomes a cage 
holding secrecy and harm. Collective support structures that 
once intervened have been shredded. 

The dream traps households and fractures 
generations. Elders get placed into nursing homes far from 
the families they raised. Youth are pushed into debt to escape 
or forced to leave their communities to secure opportunity. 
Generations no longer share resources or stories, losing daily 
care along the way. Families splinter into scattered units 
struggling alone. Corporations profit by selling childcare or 
elder support as commodities instead of encouraging 
relationships that once grew naturally. 

Religion and patriotism reinforce the dirge. Sermons 
praise hard work and personal responsibility. Politicians 
promote self-reliance while tearing apart public support 
systems. Media glorifies entrepreneurs who supposedly 
“made it” and ignores millions living through hardship. The 
cultural script claims failure belongs to individuals rather 
than the system that built those conditions. This ideology 
keeps the machine running without resistance. 

Collective traditions of survival provide contrast. 
Before capitalism tightened its grip, communities lived by 
sharing burdens. Indigenous nations organized food, 
housing or care as responsibilities carried by many. Enslaved 
Africans built mutual aid networks that protected each other 
when the state treated them as property. Immigrant 
communities pooled money through rotating credit circles 
that supported new arrivals. Appalachian families stayed 
afloat by sharing gardens, tools, or childcare. These 



 

traditions show survival grows strongest when community 
replaces isolation. 

Cracks in the dirge reveal alternatives even today. 
Mutual aid networks distribute food without bureaucratic 
barriers. Tenant groups block evictions by linking arms. 
Workers walk out together and refuse to be broken one at a 
time. Disaster relief often arrives through neighbors before 
the state steps in. Collective care appears in every crisis 
because the dream fails in every crisis. Rulers fear this truth 
because people grow powerful when they refuse to march 
alone. 

The dream erases history to protect itself. Textbooks 
present pioneers as rugged individuals carving out survival 
while ignoring Indigenous nations displaced and the 
collective structures that sustained them. Labor history gets 
gutted to remove strikes or unions. Radical groups that 
practiced collective survival, free breakfasts, mutual aid 
programs, underground clinics, become erased or 
demonized. Students receive one message: independence 
equals freedom even when it leads to suffering. 

Generational theft sustains the illusion. Parents go 
into debt for homes they cannot pass on. Children inherit 
bills rather than wealth. Elders leave behind medical debt 
rather than security. Each generation gets told they can reach 
the dream by working harder. They discover the same chains 
waiting. The dream recycles misery instead of building 
legacy. 

Housing exposes the scam. Homeownership is 
framed as the peak of achievement. Families take on 



 

decades-long mortgages. Neighborhoods were historically 
shaped to exclude many Black and Brown households 
through redlining. Suburbs expand outward and isolate 
residents from transit or community anchors. Homes turn 
into investment assets rather than shelters. When markets 
crash, foreclosures sweep families out of those promised 
havens. The dirge marches forward. 

Healthcare deepens the harm. Families are told 
private insurance tied to employment provides safety. Illness 
bankrupts households within weeks. Parents die early. 
Children lose caretakers. Elders remain untreated. The 
dream promises stability while delivering medical roulette. 
Survival depends on privilege, chance, or crushing debt. 

Education continues the cycle. Parents push children 
into college to reach another rung of the dream. Student 
loans replace opportunity with chains. Graduates spend 
decades repaying degrees that provide uncertain returns. 
Families who sacrificed everything discover the system 
consumed their hopes. The dream rewards ambition with 
bondage. 

Culture keeps the dirge alive. Television glamorizes 
suburban homes, consumer goods and isolated families. 
Advertising insists happiness can be purchased. Celebrities 
showcase lifestyles unreachable to most while selling 
products as if they narrow that gap. Every message repeats 
the same lie: independence equals joy and consumption 
equals meaning. Lived experience reveals exhaustion and 
emptiness that spreads through daily life. 



 

Consequences ripple outward. Communities 
collapse when collective traditions vanish. Civic life weakens 
when neighbors lose connection. Social trust dissolves when 
competition replaces cooperation. Violence festers in 
isolation, spilling into shootings, suicide or domestic harm. 
The dirge corrodes entire societies. 

The dirge expands across borders. U.S. culture exports the 
dream through movies, advertising or military dominance. 
Many nations adopt consumer identity, nuclear family 
structures or debt-driven economies. Traditional communal 
practices erode. Global capitalism spreads isolation 
disguised as progress. Planetary loneliness rises. 

Survival outside the dirge remains possible. 
Collective care grows in underground networks, grassroots 
groups and everyday acts of solidarity. People share food, 
childcare, and  housing without profit. Communities rebuild 
ties cut apart by the dream. Resistance grows when 
individuals refuse to die alone. 

Rulers understand this. Propaganda pushes the 
dream constantly. When people remember collective 
traditions, they abandon the march. Once the illusion breaks, 
they fight for something better. The dirge stays loud to 
drown out emerging solidarity. 

The American Dream parades as freedom. 
Underneath the paint sits a cage. Bright colors cover a funeral 
song. It isolates people and traps them in debt or exhaustion 
before draining lives. The myth survives because it protects 
profit and empire. The truth sits in foreclosed homes, lonely 



 

deaths, and shattered families. This dream buries instead of 
liberating. 

Alternatives have always existed. Collective 
traditions show survival grows when shared. History shows 
resistance rises when people stand together. Crisis shows 
mutual aid saves lives when institutions abandon 
communities. The dirge can fade. The dream can end. New 
structures must be built on solidarity instead of isolation. 

The choice stands stark. March alone toward a slow 
death or refuse the dirge and build life together. The 
American Dream reveals itself as a warning disguised as a 
promise. Breaking free requires tearing down illusions and 
lifting up collective survival. Only then can the march end 
and something worth living for begin. 

 



 

Chapter 21: 

Revolution Rewritten 

The United States government didn’t stop killing 
Black leaders because it grew a conscience. Killing paused 
because those in power realized they could control entire 
movements without firing another shot. Malcolm and 
Hampton carried flames they couldn’t contain, and King’s 
voice spread fire across the country. Once the radicals were 
buried, the revolution collapsed at the knees. Pulling triggers 
became unnecessary when strangling a movement early 
worked faster. 

The counterinsurgency shifted tactics quietly. Raids 
gave way to velvet cages. During the 1980s, Black power got 
stripped for parts and resold as profit adorned with familiar 
faces. A handful of billboard stars appeared, followed by a 
few staged handshakes on television. Carefully selected 
voices took seats at polished tables. The illusion of progress 
stood in the place of real uprising. Contracts and 
endorsements protected the status quo. Celebrity tightened 
the leash around dissent. 

Success turned into a weapon. Black excellence 
morphed into performance art. Liberation lost its bite and 
became a costume used to move sneakers or investments. 
This country celebrates individuals who rise alone while 
ignoring any collective that rises together. A few chosen 
figures passed through the gates, and entire narratives 
formed around them. Countless others remained outside 
those gates, told to sprint toward a shifting finish line. No 



 

one disputes the value of Black achievement. Many 
understand that achievement inside the system cannot 
dismantle that system. Ladders pulled up behind smiling 
faces became tools of control. The blueprint behind that 
strategy grew old and precise. A few gained elevation while 
millions stayed restrained. Order held steady. 

Those in power wrote the rulebook. Personal gain 
came first. Collective struggle got discouraged. Branding 
replaced organizing. Movements faded into footnotes. Any 
rising threat got softened or sanitized until it disappeared 
entirely. Colin Kaepernick refused obedience and watched 
the league exile him. Angela Davis endured state targeting 
long before textbooks pretended to honor her name. Fred 
Hampton revealed what happens when community power 
grows too strong. The state absorbed that lesson and 
executed him in his bed. They kept their blade hidden 
afterward, but they never stopped sharpening it. 

Labels replaced bullets. The state tossed around 
words like “terrorist” or “extremist,” then followed with 
another label to complete the smear. Headlines and 
mugshots carried out the work. Social media hysteria 
finished the task. Revolutionaries no longer needed to be 
killed when smear campaigns could bury them. Movements 
no longer required raids when noise suffocated them before 
roots formed. 

The rest of the country swallowed a dream with no 
air in it. Slogans demanded hard work or upward climbing or 
lowered heads. That dream looked like a promise, but 
functioned like a leash. Black median wealth is projected to 
collapse into dust by 2053. Redlining never ended; new 



 

names masked the same practices. Jim Crow didn’t vanish; 
new uniforms hid its shape. Modern prisons swallowed 
generations while the nation looked away. More Black men 
live in cages today than were enslaved before the Civil War. 
Power built a machine that never sleeps. 

That machine expands beyond Black communities. 
Immigrants and Latinos fall into its gears. Working-class 
white families and the poor join them. Division becomes the 
tool. Rulers split communities, then rule the fragments. A 
CEO who shares someone’s skin tone becomes a symbol of 
advancement. A neighbor with a different one becomes an 
easy target. Rage moves downward while power sits 
untouched above it. Simplicity makes the trick work. 
Longevity keeps it profitable. 

America mastered the art of silencing uprisings 
without emptying guns. COINTELPRO did not end; it 
changed shape. The state swapped shotguns for algorithmic 
surveillance. Informants got replaced by data extraction. 
Midnight raids turned into digital mapping. Sparks get 
detected before they grow. Organizers turn into files. 
Protests get documented like war zones. Past revolutionaries 
faced open fire. Present-day revolutionaries face a system 
that strangles them in daylight. 

Repression never ended. The state perfected it. 

Movements die now under paperwork. Bureaucracy 
smothers outrage. Nonprofits drain uprising energy. Grant 
cycles soften sharp edges. Language shifts into 
respectability. Panels and fundraisers replace barricades. 
Branding overtakes organizing. People once jailed for 



 

resistance now receive gala invitations as long as they stay 
quiet. Civil rights movements were slandered during their 
own era. Labor struggles were labeled un-American. Every 
wave of resistance met vilification before any later 
celebration. Power blesses rebellion after it becomes 
harmless. Martyrs receive murals, never mercy. 

The question isn’t what happened to the movement. 
Something else matters more: how to pull it back into the 
streets with breath in its lungs. Leaders no longer need to be 
killed because the first round already got lost. Those above us 
learned how to starve revolutions before they develop 
strength. Victory will not appear neat. Softness cannot 
defend anything worth saving. The next wave will face 
accusations of extremity. Loud voices will face 
condemnation. Anger will face criminalization. Refusal to 
bend will draw ridicule. Early stages of victory always look 
like that. 

Polite movements gain remembrance instead of fear. 
Power fears only the unbreakable. History keeps the receipts. 
Change erupted through pressure. Petitions never made 
chains fall. Polished speeches never forced concessions. 
Pressure shattered those locks. Revolts tore slavery apart. 
Strikes forced profits to bleed into wages. Movements that 
refused gentle tactics pushed the world forward. Freedom 
arrives only when pried loose with raw hands. 

This country perfected the burial of radical fire under 
performance. Rebellion turned into slogans. Meaning got 
hollowed out. Packaging got sold back to the very 
communities that sparked the original flame. Branding 
replaced barricades. Symbolic victories replaced 



 

transformation. Machines built on bones don’t crumble 
under polite negotiation. Boardrooms cannot host rebellion. 
Permission holds no value in those rooms. Growth emerges 
wherever cracks appear beneath people’s feet. Injustice feeds 
flames until light becomes impossible to smother. Systems 
can buy faces, but cannot buy the rage of those gasping under 
their weight. 

Fred Hampton terrified them for a reason. Hampton 
built bridges between Black communities and Brown 
communities, then reached into poor white neighborhoods. 
His coalition revealed what becomes possible when division 
fails. His assassination wasn’t aimed at one man. It warned 
everyone else. Crossing their red lines invites retaliation, 
maybe not with bullets now, but always with something 
built for destruction. Generations learn the same truth 
through new language. Freedom demands payment. Silence 
costs even more. No brutal system collapses through 
politeness. Cracks widen when people push together. Power 
relies on fear to finish the job. When fear shatters, the cage 
begins to shake. 

This isn’t a sermon for ghosts. It’s a call for the living. 
The next movement won’t carry tidy slogans or sanitized 
heroes. Permission slips won’t matter. That storm will feel 
overwhelming. Chaos will appear defiant to anyone who 
mistakes quiet for peace. Change always feels like disorder 
before it wins. Movements emerge from discomfort. People 
move when staying put hurts more than the unknown ahead. 
Every empire insists rebellion is impossible. History keeps 
proving otherwise. 



 

Revolutions never remain buried forever. Hidden 
movements decay or sprout roots. Seeds beneath concrete 
wait for cracks. Once space opens, they rise. Power never 
returns what it steals. Taking it back remains the only 
method. That truth repeats itself through every era. The 
system no longer needs bullets to keep people down. Silence 
perfected into an art form handles the task. Obedience 
becomes fashionable. Rebellion gets purchased and 
displayed as decoration. Threats evaporate before a rally can 
form. Fire still survives inside the cracks. Always. 

The machine never learned how to kill that spark. 

 



 

Chapter 22: 

Mutual Aid Is Survival 

Survival in this country has always depended on the 
people, not the state. When governments cut programs and 
corporations drain wages during disasters, survival comes 
from neighbors feeding and healing one another while 
stepping in to protect their communities. Mutual aid at its 
rawest emerges in these moments. Charity, pity, and tax 
write-offs have nothing to do with mutual aid. People keep 
one another alive when the system chooses to let them die. 

Food lines show it clearly. Forget soup kitchens run 
by churches with sermons attached: think tables on street 
corners stacked with groceries and open to anyone who 
needs them. Paperwork disappears and questions are shut 
down. Shame falls away. Only food sits on the table. Parents 
feed their children. Workers eat on the way to a shift. Elders 
carry bags home without being lectured about saving money 
or working harder. Dignity returns when hunger is solved 
instead of punished. 

Clinics built by communities mirror that same logic. 
They provide free checkups and basic medicine with 
contraceptives offered alongside harm-reduction supplies. 
People walk in sick and leave treated without being buried in 
debt. Addicts gain clean needles or naloxone so they don’t die 
in alleys. Diabetics receive insulin that would cost hundreds 
at a pharmacy. These clinics exist to sustain life, not profit. 
They prove health can be a human right in practice even 
when policy denies it. 



 

Harm reduction shows mutual aid at its most radical. 
Clean syringes and fentanyl test strips paired with overdose 
kits save lives daily. Politicians demonize the work as 
enabling. Police harass it as criminal. Still the work continues 
because communities refuse to let their people die. The 
practice prevents death and rebuilds trust while restoring 
dignity in places where the system imposed shame. 

The work stretches beyond food and medicine. Bail 
funds free people from cages while they await trial. Tenants’ 
unions link arms outside apartment doors to stop evictions. 
Volunteers drive neighbors to clinics, protests or shelters. 
Clothing drives keep families warm in winter. Disaster crews 
deliver water or generators faster than FEMA. Each act builds 
survival infrastructure independent of the state. 

History proves this practice is not new. The Black 
Panthers organized free breakfast programs for children 
across the country. Those meals filled stomachs the state left 
empty. Clinics they built tested for sickle cell anemia and 
treated communities ignored by hospitals. Their work 
terrified the government because it showed what organized 
people could achieve outside state control. Feeding children 
was considered dangerous because it built power. 

Appalachian miners carried out mutual aid long 
before the term became popular. When strikes shut down 
pay, families pooled food and coal while sharing shelter to 
survive. Company bosses tried to starve them into 
submission, but communities took care of their own. 
Solidarity kitchens and clothing swaps supported by union 
funds kept miners’ families alive during brutal battles with 
coal barons and armed guards. That tradition carved into the 



 

mountains remains a lesson: workers endure only when 
survival is shared. 

Immigrant networks created similar structures. 
Mutualista societies pooled money to cover funerals and 
medical care while also funding legal defense. Families 
arriving in new countries leaned on these networks for 
translation, housing or protection. They filled gaps left by 
hostile governments and racist employers. Generations 
survived not by assimilation alone but by collective support. 
These networks were lifelines, never charity. They proved 
survival is possible even in hostile terrain. 

Indigenous nations hold perhaps the deepest legacy 
of mutual aid. Collective hunting and communal harvests 
blended with shared care for children. These were core 
values, not gestures of generosity. Colonization tried to erase 
those practices by replacing them with private property and 
profit. Traditions persisted despite that violence. Resistance 
movements today still draw from those roots, reminding 
everyone that survival is strongest when shared. 

Charity reinforces hierarchy. A donor gives and a 
recipient takes while gratitude is demanded. Conditions 
follow. Prayers get required. Paperwork verifies poverty 
before help is offered. Charity preserves the line between 
giver and taker. Mutual aid erases that line. Everyone 
contributes when they can, and they receive when they need. 
Dignity remains because power moves horizontally rather 
than vertically. 

Charity manages poverty while mutual aid 
undermines it. One accepts the system as permanent. 



 

Another exposes its failures. A temporary bandage covers 
inequality while a deeper force challenges the structure 
itself. The difference matters because survival alone is not 
enough. Survival tied to dignity and solidarity builds the 
foundation for resistance. 

The state fears mutual aid for this reason. When 
people build structures outside official channels, they erode 
legitimacy. Breakfast lines reveal government lies about 
scarcity. Bail funds show courts punish poverty rather than 
deliver justice. Community clinics prove healthcare could be 
universal. Every success of mutual aid highlights the failures 
of the system. That exposure terrifies those in power more 
than protests ever could. 

Repression makes this clear. Police raid food 
distribution sites. Cities ban feeding unhoused people in 
public. Harm-reduction groups face criminalization by city 
governments or police. Bail funds get smeared as terrorist 
support. Surveillance targets organizers who keep people 
alive. The state reacts to mutual aid as insurgency because it 
undermines the foundation of state control: dependence on 
its institutions. 

Mutual aid also builds skills and discipline needed for 
broader struggle. Organizing food distribution strengthens 
logistics. Running clinics enhances medical response. 
Coordinating bail funds advances legal defense. These skills 
transfer directly into resistance. Mutual aid becomes survival 
and training ground, a rehearsal for the future while 
sustaining the present. 



 

Disaster capitalism always exposes the need. 
Hurricanes flood coasts and wildfires scorch towns while 
pandemics spread. The state stalls during these moments as 
neighbors mobilize. Mutual aid groups deliver masks, food or 
water while providing shelter. These efforts move faster than 
official relief because they emerge from necessity rather than 
bureaucracy. People know the stakes because they live them. 

Technology adds another layer. Digital platforms 
connect donors with those in need instantly. Encrypted chats 
coordinate supplies. Social media amplifies calls for rent 
funds or medicine or transportation. Even under 
surveillance, communities adapt and use tools for survival. 
Networks stretch across cities or states while linking into 
nations, proving solidarity is borderless when survival is at 
stake. 

The myth of independence crumbles against this 
reality. No one survives alone. Every act of cooking, healing, 
housing or defending another person proves 
interdependence is natural. Capitalism glorifies self-
reliance, but life itself exposes the lie. Bodies are born 
dependent and raised supported while growing old needing 
others. Denial only produces misery. Collective care 
embraces reliance as strength. 

Critics argue that mutual aid distracts from systemic 
change. They claim feeding people delays revolution. In 
reality starving, unhoused, and sick people cannot fight 
effectively. Survival is the baseline for resistance. Mutual aid 
doesn’t replace struggle; it enables it. It turns despair into 
resilience and transforms isolation into community while 
converting need into defiance. 



 

The lesson repeats across history. Panthers’ 
programs empowered communities to demand more than 
survival. Miners’ kitchens gave strikes the endurance 
required to win. Immigrant networks defended families long 
enough to secure footholds. Indigenous traditions sustained 
resistance against colonization for centuries. Mutual aid has 
never substituted for struggle. It has always fueled it. 

The work is never glamorous. Hauling boxes of food 
in the rain or dragging mud from basements sits beside 
calling to check on sick neighbors. Driving across town with 
bail money merges with preparing naloxone doses in alleys. 
Mutual aid is sweat and fatigue while requiring persistence. 
Yet it is also laughter in food lines and hugs at clinics while 
offering relief in courtrooms and joy in seeing another day 
survived together. 

The dirge of the American Dream isolates people into 
private struggles. This work writes a different song. It 
harmonizes lives into collective survival. Even under the 
worst conditions, solidarity breaks the silence. Suffering 
refuses to remain hidden or normalized. People gather 
together where the system drives them apart. 

Survival means little when it is solitary. Life gains 
meaning when shared. Collective care reclaims survival from 
despair and reshapes it into defiance while planting seeds for 
something greater. Forget charity, pity or temporary relief. 
Survival is built as resistance and forged into community 
while aiming at liberation. 

The state can demonize it, repress it or criminalize it. 
Corporations can ignore it or undermine it while attempting 



 

to co-opt it. Still the fact remains: mutual aid keeps people 
alive where capitalism and government fail. It proves 
another world is not only possible but already being 
practiced. One bag of groceries, a free clinic visit, a comrade 
bailed out or an overdose reversed stands as a victory. 

The lesson is unshakable. Mutual aid secures 
survival. This stands as living proof that the cage can be 
broken while solidarity rises stronger than scarcity and 
people build the future inside the present. 

 



 

Chapter 23: 

Community Defense Is Care  

Defense is often pictured as a rifle propped against a 
shoulder. People imagine militias in camouflage with gunfire 
in the distance. Community defense stretches far wider. 
Neighbors lock arms to stop an eviction. Medics run into tear 
gas to treat the wounded. Parents monitor protests to keep 
their children safe. Discipline and training shaped by 
solidarity forge survival. Beyond steel or bullets, defense is 
care. 

Care begins by refusing abandonment. When a 
family faces eviction, community defense steps in. Crowds 
gather outside the home, linking arms to block sheriffs or 
landlords. Furniture dragged to the curb gets carried back 
inside. Families are shielded by bodies that refuse to move. 
That stand is defense. No weapon drawn, yet power 
exercised. Eviction defense flips the script so the poor are no 
longer alone and state violence faces opposition. 

Beyond the rally lines, defense stretches into the 
streets where fascists march. Counter-demonstrators 
confront them not with slogans alone but with shields, 
banners and firm resolve. Communities understand the 
threat clearly because fascists grow when unchallenged. 
Refusing them space to organize while denying them silence 
tears away the comfort of intimidation. Standing shoulder to 
shoulder in those moments is care for the vulnerable, the 
marginalized and the people targeted for fascist violence. It 
declares that no one will be hunted alone. 



 

State violence demands defense just as urgently. 
Police wield batons with tear gas, tasers, and live rounds. 
Their brutality is predictable and their repression routine. 
Community defense trains for this. Medics prepare to flush 
eyes hit with pepper spray. Marshals guide marches toward 
safer routes. Legal observers record names and badge 
numbers. Bail funds wait to free people snatched into vans. 
Organization shields communities, absorbing blows that 
would otherwise break individuals. 

Foundation: training. Defense without preparation 
collapses under pressure. Communities build skills in first 
aid, de-escalation or communications with physical security 
woven in. Drills teach coordination under stress. Roles are 
assigned so chaos doesn’t overwhelm. Everyone learns 
something: some carry supplies or document abuses while 
others stand on the line. Firearms may be part of the picture, 
but discipline outweighs hardware. Recklessness endangers 
everyone. Discipline keeps people alive. 

Beyond drills, discipline expands further. 
Commitment to accountability defines it. Defense fails when 
ego dominates. It collapses if trust breaks. Training must 
instill responsibility, knowing when to step forward or step 
back, when to hold or retreat. Speaking at the right moment 
and staying silent at another carries equal weight. Care 
demands that the group functions more strongly than any 
individual. 

Solidarity is the glue. Without solidarity, defense 
becomes vigilantism. With solidarity, defense becomes 
survival. The difference is sharp. Vigilantism mirrors state 
violence because it punishes and dominates. Community 



 

defense grows from trust supported by consent and 
grounded in care. It exists to protect rather than rule. Every 
action must be rooted in solidarity or the structure rots. 

History shows this clearly. During the labor wars in 
Appalachia, miners armed themselves to protect strikes. 
Company thugs and state militias brought rifles to break 
picket lines. Miners resisted together, building tent colonies 
and feeding one another while standing guard through long 
nights. Their weapons mattered less than their solidarity. 
Victories came not from firepower but from refusing to fight 
in isolation. 

The Black Panthers built patrols to monitor police. 
They carried weapons legally, but their real power came from 
community programs with free breakfasts, clinics, and 
education. Guns deterred state violence while survival 
programs built legitimacy. That proof showed defense as 
care could inspire and sustain. The combination terrified the 
government. 

Immigrant communities practice defense daily. 
Neighborhood patrols protect undocumented workers from 
ICE raids. Networks alert families of checkpoints. Homes 
turn into safe houses. Churches provide sanctuary. Lawyers 
connect with organizers to resist deportations. Each action 
protects families from physical harm and from psychological 
terror. That is defense rooted in care, ensuring children wake 
to parents still beside them. 

Indigenous resistance offers another blueprint. At 
Standing Rock, defense meant more than blocking 
bulldozers. Camps provided food with shelter and medicine 



 

connected to ceremony. Protecting water was inseparable 
from defending life. Warriors stood against police lines while 
cooks fed thousands and healers treated injuries. Defense 
fused with survival into a single act of resistance. That lesson 
endures: defense without care is hollow. 

Today’s movements carry these traditions forward. 
Eviction defense groups stop landlords. Copwatch teams 
document brutality. Street medics train for protests. 
Community patrols protect LGBTQ+ spaces from attacks. 
Digital security workshops shield activists from surveillance. 
All of it points to one truth: care and defense are inseparable. 

Power brands these acts as threats. Police label them 
extremism and politicians smear them as terrorism while 
media paints them as chaos. That framing is deliberate. A 
community that protects itself challenges the monopoly of 
state violence. People who refuse abandonment threaten the 
logic of control. The smear campaigns confirm the danger: 
defense succeeds. 

Survival depends on building these structures before 
crisis. Whether eviction day or a fascist march or a police 
strike, waiting until the blow lands leaves little chance to 
respond. Training paired with preparation and early 
networks must exist ahead of time. Communities that 
prepare endure. Those that don’t are crushed. Defense 
operates as a way of life rather than a reaction. 

Discipline extends into emotional care. Trauma 
accumulates in struggle. People break under pressure. 
Defense requires acknowledging that pain and supporting 
each other while refusing to discard the wounded. Burnout 



 

kills movements as surely as repression. Care means rotating 
roles and resting together so healing can remain possible. 
Defense ensures no comrade is abandoned when exhaustion 
sets in. 

Solidarity must stretch across borders. Fascism and 
capitalism move beside state violence everywhere. Defense 
must expand just as widely. Networks connect across 
nations and share tactics with resources and support. The 
same corporations evict tenants in New York and Manila. 
Police militarization spreads from Israel to U.S. cities. 
Learning from each other strengthens survival. 

Technology complicates the battlefield. Surveillance 
infiltrates phones or tracks faces through cameras as drones 
patrol skies. Defense requires adapting by using encrypted 
communications and practicing digital hygiene as trackers 
get disabled. Online security becomes as crucial as physical 
security. Care reaches into the digital sphere because harm 
travels there too. 

Mutual aid and defense intertwine. Feeding, healing, 
housing, and protecting people fits together. Protests need 
food and water. Communities need collective funds. 
Neighborhoods need safe houses. Defense that ignores care 
collapses. Care that ignores defense is crushed. Together 
they become survival. 

Critics claim community defense invites violence. 
The harsher truth: violence already exists. Evictions tear 
families apart. Police brutalize communities. Fascists attack 
without pause. Absence of defense never brings peace. It 
brings vulnerability. Defense responds to harm; it does not 



 

escalate conflict. Refusing to accept harm as natural remains 
the core. 

Defense demands courage, and courage is 
contagious. Defending one family from eviction gives others 
hope. A march that resists police assault inspires confidence. 
Communities that defeat fascists show strength. Each act 
widens the horizon of possibility. Each victory chips away at 
the myth of inevitability. 

The cage thrives on fear. It convinces people they are 
powerless and isolated so they feel doomed to endure. 
Collective power shows otherwise. Communities repel 
sheriffs, landlords, fascists, and police. Solidarity proves 
stronger than fear. Defense demonstrates survival is possible 
without submission. 

Care must remain at the heart. Pursuing defense as 
domination corrodes. Practicing defense as protection heals. 
The line matters because movements live or die on trust. 
Communities must know defense is rooted in love rather 
than ego. Barricades, shields, and medic kits must carry the 
same truth: you are not alone and you are worth defending. 

History will not remember the guns alone. Kitchens 
fed strikers. Medics treated the wounded. Neighbors blocked 
eviction trucks. Parents shielded children. Comrades carried 
each other home. These endure. That is defense. This is care. 
Together, that endurance becomes survival. 

Community defense isn’t a slogan and won’t be 
reduced to an aesthetic. It is the daily labor of protecting each 
other against a system built to abandon us. Solidarity 
expressed through tangible action with discipline grounded 



 

in collective care defines it. Survival practiced in the present 
becomes rehearsal for the future. 

The road ahead demands it. Capitalism continues 
evictions. Fascists continue organizing. Police continue 
brutalizing. The state continues abandoning. Defense cannot 
wait; live it and build it while practicing it now. Communities 
that defend each other endure. Those that don’t are erased. 

Defense and care are inseparable. Each stopped 
eviction and each protected march with every shielded 
comrade proves it. Survival depends on it. Liberation 
demands it. 

 



 

Chapter 24: 

Fields of Fire, Seeds of Freedom 

The future isn’t a calendar date. Clocks ticking 
forward don’t deliver freedom. Futures are hammered into 
shape in the present, carried in calloused hands and defiant 
hearts. Each act of defiance and every moment of solidarity 
lay a stone in the road ahead. Every stand against the 
machine adds another. Freedom is never guaranteed. 
Liberation must be chosen. 

Power insists resistance is pointless. It declares the 
cage permanent and calls despair natural, insisting survival 
belongs only to the strong. Generations have been trained to 
swallow those lies, mistaking endurance for freedom and 
submission for peace. History proves otherwise. Chains only 
break under pressure. Empires collapse when forced. 
Communities carve futures from rubble. Flames ignite in 
fields and seeds of freedom rise from the ashes. 

Fighting back means survival, not symbolism. 
Families evicted today need neighbors blocking the sheriff’s 
truck. Workers striking today need solidarity funds to feed 
children. Protesters brutalized today need medics and 
lawyers, with watchful comrades beside them. The machine 
attacks daily, and resistance answers in kind. This fight is 
concrete, lived in bodies and on streets with pressure felt at 
home and at work. Resistance exists in the present tense. 

That struggle carries a truth older than constitutions: 
strength is collective. Coal miners seized mountains against 
corporate thugs. Panthers armed breakfast lines with 



 

dignity. Mothers built mutual aid networks when 
governments abandoned them. Isolation strengthens the 
cage; solidarity burns it down. 

Building the future now requires rejecting patience. 
Politicians demand reform through endless waiting. 
Corporations push false solutions through branding 
campaigns or carbon credits. None of these schemes keep 
people alive. Waiting ensures control remains with the 
powerful. Futures worth living must be planted and 
protected by those who refuse delay. 

Fights Back emerged from that refusal. It wasn’t a 
think tank. Nor was it a nonprofit chasing grants. It wasn’t a 
hobby. Instead, it rose from necessity. People around me 
were hungry. Families faced eviction. Communities endured 
terror from police, fascists, and poverty. Politicians weren’t 
coming to save us. Corporations weren’t handing out 
lifelines. The choice was stark: organize or drown. 

Organizing began sharp and small. Liberation 
breakfasts fed people with no strings attached. Harm 
reduction tables distributed supplies that saved lives. 
Solidarity Shelf pantries that kept bellies full. Block-by-block 
councils strategized together instead of suffering in silence. 
Defense training replaced fear with discipline. Each step 
dismantled helplessness. The next step built muscle memory 
for resistance. 

Fights Back spread because people crave honesty. 
Nonprofits treat survival like branding. Parties show up only 
for photo ops. People demand discipline without domination 
and care beyond charity, with defense free of conquest. They 



 

want communities that refuse abandonment. That’s what 
Fights Back was built to provide. 

The slogan must be sharp. Organize. Mobilize. Resist. 
Each word distills survival. Organize means turning 
desperation into strategy with power mapped and councils 
built to forge trust. Mobilize means acting decisively while 
refusing fear and showing up when it counts. Resist means 
dismantling oppression while building solidarity in its place. 
Together these words form a blueprint. 

Empires survive by declaring rebellion fantasy. 
Workers are told they’re disposable. Tenants hear eviction is 
inevitable. Immigrants are threatened with deportation. 
Prisoners are told cages are forever. Lies mortar the cage. To 
shatter them, people must practice their opposites. Strikes 
shut down profit. Organized tenants seize housing. 
Immigrants build protection networks. Prisoners resist in 
solidarity both inside and outside. Each act denies 
inevitability and plants freedom. 

Here, seeds are tangible. Gardens reclaim land. 
Programs feed children without paperwork. Clinics treat 
patients without demanding insurance. Defense lines stop 
fascist terror in our neighborhoods. Strikes tear wealth from 
corporations. Survival itself becomes rebellion. 

The cage won’t hold forever. Its bars rest on fear with 
propaganda layered on violence, and each part weakens 
under solidarity. Police weapons break. Propaganda 
collapses when confronted by truth. Fear evaporates in 
community. What feels unshakable has fallen before. 



 

Empires crumble. Systems collapse. The question is whether 
people prepare to plant something better in the rubble. 

Preparation cannot be skipped. Discipline remains 
essential. Communities must train, practice and build 
durable infrastructure. Food networks, strike funds, defense 
groups, bail collectives, communication hubs; these must 
exist before storms arrive. Survival is built, not improvised. 
The enemy is organized. States coordinate police with 
armies, courts, and banks. Fighting back requires discipline 
just as sharp. 

Resistance grows fastest in darkness. Panthers were 
targeted and their model inspires. Miners were massacred 
and their fight echoes. Indigenous nations were brutalized 
and they endure. Every attempt to crush resistance plants 
more seeds. Repression reveals fear. If resistance were 
meaningless, it wouldn’t be hunted. 

That truth burns today. Fascism rises draped in suits 
with flags held high. Corporations tighten chokeholds to 
bleed communities. Politicians sharpen cages while faking 
debate. The storm has arrived. The choice is brutal: endure 
alone or fight together. 

Fights Back chooses struggle. It takes the messy and 
dangerous path of collective defiance with exhaustion 
accepted because nothing else works. Charity won’t save us. 
Elections won’t free us. Mercy won’t keep us alive. Only 
solidarity forged into discipline with resistance fused to care 
and collective defiance practiced daily will carve an escape 
from the cage. 



 

This book isn’t memoir alone. It isn’t a catalogue of 
pain. This is a map written in scars and lessons. Each story 
bleeds into the same conclusion: survival requires resistance. 
Resistance builds solidarity. Solidarity enforces discipline. 
The system isn’t broken; it functions as designed. Accepting 
that explains why reform fails. Rejecting it begins breaking 
the cage. 

Breaking cages takes more than a single act. No lone 
march, strike or uprising suffices. Liberation is cumulative 
and daily, woven from acts that weaken bars and strengthen 
people. Eviction defense one day. Clinics the next. Strike 
preparation after. Food lines and patrols with education, 
mutual aid and defense braided into life that refuses 
surrender. 

Cages thrive on division. Racism, sexism and 
transphobia spread through ableism and nationalism to 
divide communities. Breaking them means tearing down 
those lines and refusing to let pain turn into hatred. 
Solidarity must stretch wide. Liberation excludes no one. 
Chains on one are chains on all. 

This isn’t shallow hope. Hope without action 
becomes another cage. Futures are built by fighting. Seeds of 
freedom grow when planted and then protected. Fires clear 
ground. Without planting, nothing survives. Rage burns. 
Care builds. Both remain necessary. 

Planting has already begun. Mutual aid networks 
stretch across cities. Strike waves ripple through industries. 
Rent strikers hold buildings. Protesters seize streets. 
Indigenous water protectors defend land. Disabled 



 

comrades demand dignity. Immigrants resist deportation. 
Prisoners organize behind bars. These sparks begin 
something larger. 

The machine can’t smother everything. Sparks feed 
one another. Each act reveals new possibilities. Movements 
spread like fire across dry fields. The cage cannot extinguish 
rebellion without destroying itself. That is the ruling class’s 
terror. This is the promise of the oppressed. 

Fights Back is one branch of that blaze. Scars serve as 
proof, discipline guides practice, and solidarity shapes its 
creed. It falters at times and still endures because it must. The 
alternative is abandonment, and that becomes death. Fights 
Back exists to refuse death. Survival here is resistance. 

The last truth is clear. Cages hold only with consent. 
Bars have power only when unchallenged. When people 
push together and solidarity fuses into motion as defiance 
spreads, the cage fails. That moment grows inside every act 
of mutual aid and every strike with defense lines and any 
refusal to surrender. It waits in the soil, ready to break 
through. 

The horizon glows with fire. Seeds crack dirt open. 
Flames burn away illusions. Torches light the path forward. 
Shoots sprout in ashes. The cage trembles. Future calls. 

Organize. Mobilize. Resist. Break the cage. 

 



 

The Tenets of Fights Back 

These are the pillars we fight on. If you’re not standing on 

all of them, you’re not standing with us. 

1. Abolition, Not Reform 

Better cages are still cages. The jailer doesn’t need a body 

cam, he needs to be disarmed. 

We demand the complete destruction of prisons, jails, ICE 

detention centers, and police departments. Reforms are 

tranquilizers meant to soothe the public, not serve justice. 

Punishment-based systems, surveillance, and carceral logic 

must be uprooted entirely. Real safety grows from solidarity, 

not from state control. Restorative work shapes justice in 

ways that strengthen healing. Rehabilitative structures 

support communities. Reformative practices give people a 

path back into collective life. 

2. Mutual Aid Is Survival 

Charity maintains hierarchies. Nonprofits often act as 

gatekeepers in disguise. Mutual aid forms our foundation 

through direct support without conditions. Direct support 

like food, Narcan, hygiene kits, defense tools, and political 



 

education is given without condition. Survival shouldn’t be 

transactional. This is solidarity in motion. 

3. Self-Defense Is a Human Right 

Preparation is protection. Victimhood is not our destiny. 

Tactical readiness, firearm safety, and antifascist street 

defense are part of our daily work. Protection never came 

from the state, it came from each other. We train so our 

people are never left vulnerable again. 

4. Land Back. Always. 

Theft of land didn’t end; it evolved. Colonization is still 

happening. Indigenous sovereignty must be restored, not just 

acknowledged. We honor Native leadership and demand 

land return. Every campaign we launch begins with that 

truth. Settler-colonial violence is not a chapter in history, it’s 

the entire book.  

5. Workers Over Wealth 

Capitalism rewards exploitation. Bosses profit off stolen 

time. Our side stands with miners, teachers, farmhands, 

nurses, and all laborers. Strikes, occupations, and workplace 



 

revolts are weapons. Value belongs to the hands that make 

it, not the leeches who steal it. 

6. Political Education Is a Weapon 

Understanding the system is the first step to destroying it. 

Ignorance keeps us chained. Study circles, teach-ins, and 

revolutionary history sessions sharpen our minds like blades. 

We draw from Hampton, Sankara, Davis, Goldman, and the 

Black Panthers, not for nostalgia, but for survival. 

Knowledge without action is decay. 

“Those who make revolution halfway dig their own graves.” 

– Louis Antoine de Saint-Just 



 

7. Disabled, Not Disposable 

Disability is not a defect. The world wasn’t built for us to 

survive it. Our movement is led by the chronically ill, 

neurodivergent, and disabled. We reject pity and demand 

power. Bootstraps are fiction. Structural change is what 

keeps us alive. Our pain is not weakness; it’s proof we’re 

still here. 

8. Queer Liberation 

There is no revolution without queer and trans freedom. 

Respectability politics protect no one. We uplift sex workers, 

defend gender autonomy, and dismantle cisheteropatriarchy 

at the root. Transphobia and homophobia serve fascism. 

Shame has no place in liberation. Empire fears those who 

refuse to conform. 

9. Build Outside the System 

The state will never save us. It was never meant to. We 

facilitate clinics where there are none, schools where they 

were shut down, and kitchens in food deserts. Grassroots 

infrastructure isn’t a fallback; it’s a threat to their power. Our 

future doesn’t need their permission. We build what we need 

now. 



 

10.  We Don’t Beg. We Fight. 

Obedience is complicity. Politeness won’t protect us. This 

movement exists to disrupt. We organize walkouts, shut 

down streets, and seize buildings, not for spectacle, but for 

survival. The state breaks our backs and families. We 

respond with fire, not folded hands. 

11.  No Empire, No Exception 

The United States is not broken. It’s working exactly as 

intended. From Gaza to Haiti, from the Congo to Yemen, we 

resist U.S. imperialism in every form. War, sanctions, coups; 

they all serve capital. Solidarity doesn’t stop at borders. 

Neither does empire. Our resistance won’t either. 

12.  We Carry What the System Did to Us 

Trauma isn’t failure; it’s a record of survival. People who’ve 

survived war, overdose, violence, incarceration, or 

houselessness lead this fight. We don’t hide our scars. We 

turn them into strategy. Healing is revolutionary. Therapy 

and protest can coexist. 



 

13.  We Create More Than We Destroy 

Imagination fuels uprising. Rage alone doesn’t build futures. 

Through art, music, writing, murals, banners, and street 

theater, we reclaim the narrative. Culture is a weapon. The 

ruling class writes history in blood. We answer with 

brushstrokes, loudspeakers, and spray paint. 

14.  Fascism Dies in the Streets 

It doesn’t always wear a swastika. It hides in lawbooks and 

uniforms. We fight it wherever it grows, from book bans and 

abortion restrictions to ICE raids and police executions. 

Fascists aren’t debated. They’re defeated. In public. In 

policy. In the street. 

15.  White Supremacy Built This Country. We’re 

Tearing It Down. 

The U.S. wasn’t founded on freedom; it was founded on 

genocide, slavery, and racial terror. Racism isn’t a glitch in 

the system. It is the system. Every institution, from courts to 

classrooms, was designed to uphold white dominance and 

erase everyone else. Black liberation isn’t a side quest, it’s 

central to our fight. We honor the legacy of resistance: from 



 

Nat Turner and Harriet Tubman to Malcolm X and the Black 

Panthers. 

Policing evolved from slave patrols. Immigration 

enforcement grew from xenophobic hysteria. Prisons 

replaced plantations. Nothing about this is accidental. The 

war on Black, Brown, and Indigenous life is still happening. 

We don’t chase diversity in white institutions. We build 

power outside them. Anti-racism means more than hashtags; 

it means disrupting every structure that survives on stolen 

land and stolen labor. 



 

16.  Know Your Class. Name Your Enemy. 

This is class war. Choose a side. 

Our enemies live in courthouses, boardrooms, and Capitol 

buildings. Landlords, bosses, billionaires, cops, judges, and 

both major parties hold the reins. Reform won’t save us. 

Revolution is the only answer. 

 

This is not a brand. It’s a warning shot. 

Looking for compromise? Keep walking. 

But if you want liberation in your lifetime, lace your 

boots. Roll up your sleeves. Organize like it’s life or 

death. Because it is. 

Share as widely as possible. FightsBack.org 

This is a revolutionary movement; unapologetically 

leftist, fiercely abolitionist, and grounded in working-

class power. It will not be softened, diluted, or hijacked 

by liberals desperate to make peace with the system. Co-

optation by the Democratic Party is not just rejected; it’s 

a threat we’re prepared to confront. 



 

Both parties protect capital. One signs the orders; the 

other funds the bullets. They cage, bomb, surveil, and 

pacify under different banners but serve the same 

empire. Our fight is not for a kinder master; it’s for no 

masters at all. 

We don’t ask for a seat at the table built on blood. We 

flip it. Burn it. And build something they can’t control. 



 

Fights Back: A Revolutionary Beginner’s 
Guide to 

Non-Violent Protest and Disruption 

Note to Reader: This guide is for beginners who want to 
seize the power of collective action without crossing the line 
into illegality. It lays out lawful, non-violent approaches 
while stressing safety and inclusivity, with real attention to 
self-care. 

1. Why Protest? Unleashing the Power of Non-
Violent Collective Action 

Non-violent protest moves far beyond passivity; it acts in 
disruptive and strategic ways that refuse to stop. Research 
comparing major movements over the last century shows 
that peaceful campaigns succeed far more often than violent 
ones. If you’re wondering why, the answer sits in how non-
violence invites massive participation, builds legitimacy and 
forces those in power to listen. This approach exposes the 
cruelty of state violence and reveals the government’s fear of 
its own people. Here are elements that make non-violent 
struggle effective: 

● Large, inclusive participation – Peaceful 
demonstrations draw a wider cross-section of 
society than armed struggle. Students march 
alongside elders while workers stand with artists. 
Inclusive spaces win public sympathy and 
encourage defections from the very institutions that 
prop up unjust governments. 



 

● Strategic planning – Victory never arrives through 
accident. Successful movements set clear objectives, 
choose tactics that pressure the right institutions 
and prepare for a marathon instead of a sprint. They 
outsmart bureaucrats and dodge police traps. 

● Diverse tactics in rotation – A march by itself rarely 
wins a campaign. Movements combine mass rallies 
with boycotts, strikes, mutual aid and cultural work 
to widen impact and keep authorities off balance. 
 

Activism thrives when rooted in values of equity and 
accessibility tied to solidarity. Disabled activists remind us 
that real activism never confines itself to physically 
demanding marches. Cooking meals, sharing resources and 
caring for each other carry the same revolutionary weight. A 
truly accessible movement ensures that none of the 
oppressed are missing. 

This guide is written in that spirit and with the 
understanding that the state will never voluntarily free us. 

2. Planning Your Action: Goals, Strategy and 
Permits 

2.1 Clarify Your Objectives 

Effective protests begin with a clear target and a plan. 
Seasoned organizers urge you to ask three core questions: 

● What change do we demand? Identify the concrete 
policy, practice or behaviour you intend to alter. You 
are challenging entrenched power, so name it 
precisely. 



 

● Who has the power to enact it? Decide whether your 
target operates as a corporation, a government 
body, a university or a cultural institution. Those 
institutions rarely concede without pressure. 

● How will we convey our message? Determine 
whether the action aims to advocate, support, 
protest, counter-demonstrate, educate or directly 
apply pressure. The state will try to box you into 
permits and narrow “acceptable” channels; decide 
in advance how far you will go while remaining 
inside legal boundaries. 
 

Answering these questions sets the tone, celebratory, solemn 
or confrontational, and shapes both size and location. This 
process transforms frustration into a roadmap and prepares 
you to face a government that wants you quiet. 

2.2 Build a Team and Plan Logistics 

An uprising functions as a collective effort. Assemble a 
diverse planning team and assign roles such as media liaison, 
accessibility coordinator, legal observer and safety lead. 
Consider the following: 

● Date and time – Choose a moment that maximizes 
participation while limiting harm. Avoid long 
marches that exclude disabled or older participants. 
Check the calendar and look for legislative debates, 
holidays or corporate shareholder meetings. Well-
timed actions force those in power to notice. 

● Route and venue – Public streets, parks and plazas 
operate as traditional public forums where speech 



 

rights run strongest, a result of people who refused 
to obey unjust laws. Identify accessible routes, rest 
spaces, shade and bathrooms. When the space sits 
on private property, learn the owner’s rules and 
expect them to call police if threatened. 

● Permits – Many cities require permits for large 
gatherings, amplified sound or street marches. 
Contact local authorities early and ask about time, 
place and manner restrictions. A permit may reduce 
the chance of pretextual arrests, even though these 
bureaucratic hurdles exist to discourage dissent. 

● Lead time – Begin planning as early as possible. 
Recruit like-minded people and establish leadership 
clearly. Early publicity builds turnout and makes it 
harder for authorities to bury your message. 

● Communications – Decide how you will 
communicate with participants before and during 
the event. Create an emergency plan and ensure 
information remains accessible by providing sign-
language interpreters, large-print handouts and 
translations. Avoid relying solely on channels 
monitored by police or government agencies. 

● Contingency plans – Identify more than one exit 
route in case conditions shift. Practice 360° 
situational awareness through the OODA loop: 
observe, orient, decide and act. This habit prepares 
you to respond to police kettling, surprise barricades 
or agent provocateurs. 
 

2.3 Know Your Rights and Responsibilities 



 

Arm yourself with legal knowledge. Civil liberties advocates 
highlight several key points for protesters in the United 
States while acknowledging that police routinely ignore 
these protections: 

● Public forums – Streets, sidewalks and parks operate 
as public forums where you generally hold the right 
to assemble and speak. Authorities cannot legally 
restrict your message, although they may enforce 
content-neutral regulations on time or place or 
manner such as noise limits or curfews. Officers 
often cite these rules selectively to shut you down. 

● Permits – Small groups usually function without 
permits, but marches that block traffic or use 
loudspeakers often trigger permit rules. Restrictions 
should apply fairly to all groups. In practice, 
unpopular movements face extra hoops and rising 
intimidation. 

● Counter-protests – Counter-protesters share equal 
rights. Police should allow them to demonstrate 
within sight and sound of the original event while 
treating all sides evenly. Too often, officers side with 
one group and antagonize the other, so plan with 
that reality in mind. 

● Private property – Owners set rules on their 
property. When you refuse to leave after being 
asked, you risk arrest for trespassing. Police nearly 
always side with property over people. 

● Dispersal – Police may order a crowd to disperse 
only when officials can point to a clear and 
immediate threat. In reality, dispersal orders often 
target peaceful gatherings. When they order you to 
leave, you should receive a reasonable chance to 



 

comply. Document any abuse. 
 

If your rights are violated, document everything in reach. 
Write down badge numbers and patrol car information. Take 
photos when safe. Collect contact information for witnesses 
and file complaints later. Knowing your rights helps you 
make informed choices, de-escalate tense situations and 
correct misinformation on the spot. The system will not 
police itself, so build support networks and legal defense 
funds. 

3. Safety and Supplies: Preparing Yourself and 
Your Group 

3.1 What to Bring 

Protests can be physically and emotionally demanding, and 
police often answer them with force. Human rights groups 
recommend packing items that keep you safe and effective: 

● Water and snacks – Hydration and sustenance keep 
energy high and focus clear, especially when police 
trap crowds and block access to resources. 

● Cash and ID – Cash reduces reliance on digital 
payments that may fail in crowded areas or be cut 
off. Carry identification to simplify interactions with 
authorities while remembering that it can also 
enable tracking. 

● Phone charger – Keep your communications alive. 
Write critical phone numbers on paper in case your 
phone ends up confiscated, broken by batons or 
drained of power. 



 

● Necessary medications – Pack extra supplies and 
keep them labelled. Disabled protesters should carry 
prescriptions or doctor’s notes because law 
enforcement may question medications or deny 
access to them. 

● Weather-appropriate clothing – Wear layers with 
comfortable shoes and carry gear such as rain 
jackets or sunblock. Police activity continues no 
matter the weather. 

● Protective gear – Bring masks and goggles, then add 
earplugs to protect against tear gas, pepper spray or 
sound cannons. These tools often target peaceful 
crowds. Remember that makeshift shields or similar 
items might be framed as weapons. 

● Contact information – Write a legal hotline number 
and emergency contacts on your arm or on paper. 
Phones can disappear into evidence rooms or get 
smashed. 

● Portable seating and aids – Disabled participants 
may benefit from a collapsible stool, wheelchair or 
other mobility aids. Ear defenders and extra 
medication can be crucial. 

● Face masks and sanitizer – Respiratory illnesses 
remain a risk, and tear gas can weaken immune 
responses. High-filtration masks and hand sanitizer 
protect you and your community. 
 

3.2 Travel and Buddy Systems 

Never march alone. Safety guides advise demonstrators to 
travel in groups, plan meeting points and share location 
information only with trusted companions. Choose a 



 

fallback meeting place in case your group becomes 
separated. Numbers reduce the chance of being singled out 
by police for harassment or arrest. 

3.3 Situational Awareness and De-Escalation 

Protests can shift from jubilant to tense in a heartbeat, often 
after police provocation. Practice the OODA loop, observe, 
orient, decide and act, to maintain situational awareness. 
Continually scan your surroundings, identify exit routes and 
keep a steady mind. When tension rises, lean on de-
escalation: speak in a calm tone, avoid physical 
confrontation and respect fellow participants. When police 
get involved, refrain from running because they often use 
that behavior as justification for excessive force. Follow 
instructions while asserting your rights calmly and recording 
interactions whenever possible. 

3.4 Special Considerations for Disabled Protesters 

Disabled activists emphasize that protests should be 
accessible and that no role carries more value than another. 
Some participants may choose to provide support rather 
than march. Roles include jail support, food distribution, 
medical aid, canvassing, legal observation and social media 
posting. Before attending, disabled protesters can take 
several steps: 

● Learn the route and communicate needs – 
Familiarize yourself with the route, accessible 
entrances and exits, and rest areas. Inform 
organizers of access needs and ask about ramps, 
seating and bathrooms. Police barricades often 
block accessible paths, so know alternatives. 



 

● Carry essentials – Keep medications in original 
labelled bottles. Bring earplugs, sunglasses and 
extra batteries for mobility devices. Police have a 
history of confiscating or damaging mobility aids. 

● Plan for arrest – If arrested, inform officers about 
your disability and request accommodations under 
the law. Demand access to essential medications 
and document any neglect. Many jails lack proper 
disability support, so stand firm. 

● Practice health precautions – Wear high-filtration 
masks, sanitize hands frequently and maintain 
physical distance when possible. Cops show no 
concern for your health. 
 

Inclusivity also means designing protests that allow 
different paces and participation levels. Disability advocates 
suggest short or seated options, healing stations, accessible 
transportation and letting disabled or elderly leaders set the 
pace. Revolution should not leave anyone behind, especially 
when the state already does. 

4. Digital Security and Privacy 

Smartphones and social media serve as powerful tools while 
also exposing activists to pervasive government surveillance. 
Digital security advocates offer guidance on limiting those 
risks. 

4.1 Use Privacy-Respecting Tools 

Switch to secure services whenever you can. Common 
recommendations include: 



 

● Password managers to store strong passwords 
securely and keep intruders out of your accounts. 

● Search engines that refuse tracking and avoid selling 
your queries to data brokers or law enforcement. 

● Browsers that emphasize privacy controls and block 
government-sponsored spyware. 

● Encrypted email services that protect 
correspondence from snooping agencies. 

● VPN services that conceal your IP address and 
encrypt traffic from your internet provider and 
government monitors. 

● End-to-end encrypted messaging apps that secure 
group chats beyond the reach of police. 
 

These tools cut down data collection and add encryption so 
intercepted messages read as gibberish. Every piece of 
information you withhold from the state makes it harder for 
them to build a case. 

4.2 Avoid Certain Tools 

Security guides warn against platforms that hoard data or 
collaborate with law enforcement. For example: 

● Map applications that log user locations for long 
periods and share that information with authorities. 
Safer alternatives anonymize location or you can 
print directions ahead of time. 

● Messaging apps with weak security practices that 
collect extensive metadata. Staff can read group 
messages or hand content to police. Switch to secure 



 

messaging instead. 
 

4.3 Before, During and After an Action 

Digital security functions as an ongoing practice: 

● Before the protest – Skip public announcements of 
your attendance on platforms monitored by police. 
Save event details offline. Update your phone’s 
operating system and apps to the latest security 
version. Set up a secure messaging account and 
coordinate with friends using encrypted channels. 

● During the protest – Use a protest buddy and agree 
on a fallback meeting point. When you need 
directions, rely on privacy-respecting maps or 
printed instructions. Some apps fail offline and cops 
may monitor cell towers and Wi-Fi signals. 

● After the protest – Leave and delete groups created 
for the event. Avoid posting identifiable protest 
photos on social media because police scour these 
images for arrests. Preserve your anonymity and 
protect fellow participants. 
 

4.4 Limit Digital Breadcrumbs 

Smartphones constantly broadcast location and device 
identifiers through GPS, Bluetooth and Wi-Fi. Turn off those 
radios and enable airplane mode, then manually disable 
Bluetooth and Wi-Fi again. Avoid biometric unlocks such as 
fingerprints or facial recognition since law enforcement can 
physically compel you to unlock your phone. Use a long 
passcode and set your device to auto-lock quickly. Enable 



 

full-disk encryption so that seized devices reveal nothing. 
When you cannot secure your phone adequately, leave it at 
home and coordinate with printed maps and pre-arranged 
meeting times. Do not travel alone; the state prefers isolated 
targets. 

5. Non-Violent Tactics: Categories and 
Examples 

Scholars have catalogued many methods of non-violent 
action and grouped them into broad categories. 
Understanding these categories helps activists choose tactics 
that match their goals while avoiding violence and still 
pressuring an unjust system. 

Balancing Disruption and Sacrifice 

Not all protest actions have the same impact. Public response 
to disruption depends on how demands are framed and how 
much sacrifice protesters appear willing to make. Actions 
that carry low risk and minimal disruption, such as short 
marches, often draw little attention from media or officials. 
Actions that interrupt daily life and involve personal 
sacrifice, such as sit-ins or hunger strikes, can signal urgency 
and elicit empathy. When disruption lacks a clear moral 
frame, however, it may backfire and hand police a pretext for 
repression. When planning tactics, ask yourself: 

● What values come forward in this action? Clear 
moral stakes help the public understand your cause 
and see why the government’s position fails basic 
justice. 



 

● Who appears as the sympathetic protagonist and 
who stands exposed as the target? Elevating human 
stakes while revealing institutional cruelty increases 
public support. 

● How will we communicate? Prepare spokespeople, 
engage media outlets and use social platforms to 
explain the action and respond to criticism before 
police narratives dominate. 

● When does the moment hit hardest? Timing 
matters. Protests aligned with trigger events such as 
legislative debates amplify impact and embarrass 
officials who hoped for silence. 
 

Non-violent disruption functions as a craft. Movements 
select actions that fit their context and goals, balancing 
disruption, sacrifice and public perception while 
remembering that the state thrives on disorder it can exploit. 
Strip away those pretexts. 

6. Building Inclusive and Accessible Movements 

6.1 Accessibility and Intersectionality 

An inclusive movement ensures that none of the oppressed 
are missing. Disabled activists criticize the idea that “real 
activism” means marching for hours or engaging in high-risk 
stunts frequently used by police to discourage participation. 
They remind us that support roles, organizing care teams, 
fundraising for accessible transport, cooking food and 
sharing information, carry revolutionary weight. To build 
accessible protests: 



 

● Offer multiple roles instead of a single model of 
participation. Provide options beyond marching, 
such as legal observation, medical support, media 
outreach, logistical coordination and mutual aid. 
Each role advances the cause and makes it harder for 
authorities to isolate you. 

● Provide access information up front. Include details 
about wheelchair access, sign-language interpreters 
and rest areas in promotional materials. People 
should not have to beg organizers or city officials for 
basic access information. 

● Slow the pace. Organize shorter routes or allow 
people to join at multiple points. Provide seating 
and quiet spaces, with healing stations offering 
water, shade and first aid. Police want to wear you 
down; pace yourselves instead. 

● Center disabled leadership. Invite disabled activists 
to lead marches and speak at rallies. This challenges 
ableist assumptions about leadership and shows the 
state that everyone remains alert. 

● Ask instead of assuming. When uncertain about 
needs, use direct questions such as “How can I make 
sure this event is accessible for you?” Listening to 
those most affected builds trust and keeps the 
movement unified against oppressive forces. 
 

6.2 Making Protest Culture Safer 

Direct-action culture often glorifies overwork and sacrifice, 
which can exclude disabled people, parents, elders and 
anyone with limited resources. Sustainable movements 
reject the idea that activism must equal self-harm. 



 

Encourage rest, mutual aid and firm boundaries while 
respecting people who need to leave early or take breaks. 
Recognize that activism includes remote or home-based 
work, letter writing, phone banking and resource 
distribution. These contributions sustain the movement and 
deny the government chances to target a handful of visible 
leaders. 

7. Mutual Aid and Community Care 

7.1 What Is Mutual Aid? 

Mutual aid refers to the practice of voluntarily exchanging 
resources, skills and support among community members. It 
grows from solidarity rather than charity. Mutual aid 
networks build communities of care that redistribute wealth 
and share skills while meeting needs when official programs 
fail or refuse service. Historical examples include the Black 
Panthers’ free breakfast programs that fed thousands of 
children, community clinics, needle exchanges during health 
crises and current projects such as community bail funds or 
food distribution efforts. Mutual aid proves communities can 
move forward without waiting for the state to save them. 

7.2 Starting or Supporting Mutual Aid 

To get involved: 

● Do your research by learning from toolkits 
assembled by experienced organizers. Government 
agencies offer little guidance worth trusting. 

● Check existing efforts through mutual aid 
directories to see whether a network already 



 

operates in your area. Joining forces usually beats 
reinventing the wheel. 

● Build a pod by mapping people in your 
neighborhood who can provide or need support. Pod 
mapping helps create small, trusted networks 
capable of resisting state neglect. 

● Learn the history through accessible overviews of 
mutual aid principles and practice so you 
understand the lineage you step into. Communities 
have helped each other long before formal social 
programs existed. 

● Share resources using free graphics and flyers to 
spread the word and normalize mutual aid. The 
more we help each other, the less power authorities 
hold. 
 

Mutual aid complements protest by meeting immediate 
needs, building trust and sustaining long-term movements. 
This practice nurtures a culture of reciprocity that counters 
individualism and capitalist charity while demonstrating 
that communities can thrive without government handouts. 

8. Mental Health, Self-Care and Collective Care 

8.1 Recognizing and Preventing Burnout 

Activist burnout shows up across movements. Health 
professionals describe burnout as a state that follows 
sustained activism and leads to depression, cynicism, 
exhaustion and hopelessness. Symptoms can include 
lethargy, elevated blood pressure, memory problems, anger 
and a weakened immune system. Self-care keeps resistance 



 

alive. The idea grew from movements where activists used 
yoga, meditation and collective health clinics to survive 
systemic oppression. Caring for ourselves and each other 
operates as an act of political survival in a landscape where 
the state prefers us broken. 

To prevent burnout: 

● Set boundaries. Mental health organizations warn 
that civic engagement can bring stress and fatigue. 
Set limits on your time and avoid neglecting school, 
work and relationships. Grounding yourself in 
realistic expectations and accepting that change 
takes time reduces frustration and denies the state 
the satisfaction of watching you burn out. 

● Take breaks and vary activities. Collective care 
guides encourage activists to recognize their efforts 
and recharge through journalling, therapy, time in 
nature or art. Joyful activities help regulate the 
nervous system after trauma and remind you why 
you fight. 

● Curate your media intake. Limit exposure to graphic 
news and social media triggers. Muting accounts 
and reducing screen time can prevent panic 
reactions. Government and media outlets often 
amplify fear to demobilise us; resist that pull. 

● Connect with community. Build resilience through 
study groups, buddy systems, meal trains and 
regular check-ins. Community support reduces 
isolation while still leaving room for professional 
therapy when trauma hits hard. We heal together 
because the system refuses to help. 



 

● Seek professional help when trauma symptoms such 
as hypervigilance, nightmares or intrusive memories 
appear. Trauma-informed care and therapy support 
long-term involvement. Healing moves in uneven 
steps; treat yourself with patience and remember 
that asking for help marks humanity, not weakness. 
 

8.2 Balancing Activism and Mental Health 

Activism can improve mental health by creating community 
and purpose, yet it can also drain emotional reserves. Prepare 
for pushback from family, peers and authorities by practicing 
difficult conversations and remembering that negative 
feedback never defines your worth. Recognize activism as a 
long-term path and honor small wins. Stepping back when 
necessary keeps you in the struggle longer. 

Sustainable activism relies on rest, reflection and mutual 
support, undermining the burnout cycle that government 
power quietly counts on. 

9. After the Protest: Reflection and Continued 
Engagement 

9.1 Debrief and Self-Care 

After an event, check in with friends, rest, hydrate and care 
for your body. Review what went well and identify areas for 
improvement. Share experiences with organizers to refine 
future actions. When you witness or experience police 
violence or civil rights violations, document details and file 
complaints through appropriate channels. The more 



 

evidence we gather, the harder it becomes for the state to 
spin lies. 

9.2 Legal Follow-Up 

When arrests or other legal issues occur, contact legal aid 
organizations. Civil liberties advocates suggest noting badge 
numbers, taking photos and gathering witness information 
at the time of the incident. Legal observers and support 
teams help coordinate bail and court appearances. Never rely 
on police to tell the truth about what happened; build your 
own record. 

9.3 Building on Momentum 

Protests function as one tactic among many. To sustain 
momentum: 

● Continue educating by holding workshops, teach-
ins and political education sessions. Reach out to 
people who watched from the sidelines and 
introduce them to state repression and collective 
power. 

● Join or build organizations. Movements grow when 
participants enter long-term campaigns, unions, 
political groups or mutual aid networks. Build 
institutions that answer to the people rather than 
authorities. 

● Practice solidarity by showing up for other 
movements and recognizing intersecting struggles. 
Intersectional solidarity strengthens all campaigns 
and undermines divide-and-conquer strategies used 
by government and police. 



 

● Evaluate strategy using feedback from participants. 
Decide whether future actions should emphasize 
persuasion, noncooperation or direct intervention 
and consider whether broader participation 
structures are needed. Adaptation keeps movements 
resilient against state tactics. 

● Celebrate victories. Recognizing small wins keeps 
morale high and pushes back against burnout. 
Celebrate publicly to show authorities that 
intimidation failed. 
 

10. Conclusion: Protest as a Practice of Hope 

Non-violent protest carries far more weight than a symbolic 
gesture; it functions as a potent tool for change when 
grounded in strategic planning paired with inclusivity and 
care. Research shows that such movements have often 
outperformed violent uprisings because they reveal state 
brutality while winning hearts and minds. By respecting 
legal rights, preparing thoroughly, ensuring accessibility and 
prioritizing mental health, activists can build resilient 
campaigns that embody the world they wish to create and 
deny oppressive institutions the violent chaos they seek. 

Activism extends beyond the street. Mutual aid, education, 
art and community care each carry the force of resistance. 
Caring for ourselves and each other functions as resistance 
on its own. By practising hope linked with solidarity, we 
show that communities can build the future without begging 
those in power for scraps. Our disdain for injustice fuels 
creativity and resilience. 



 

We refuse to wait for power’s permission. We organize and 
disrupt, then take back what was stolen. 

Roles Within a Disruptive Protest 

Lead Coordinator – Oversees strategy with close attention to 
timing while keeping goals in view. Holds the overall picture. 

Action Strategist – Designs the disruptive tactic, whether 
blockade or sit-in or banner drop or similar action. 

Police Liaison – Talks to law enforcement in ways that de-
escalate, buy time and stall interference. 

Legal Observer – Monitors police conduct and documents 
arrests or abuse. 

Jail Support Coordinator – Tracks arrests, contacts legal aid 
and coordinates post-release support. 

Media Spokesperson – Talks to press with clear and 
compelling messaging. Stays on narrative. 

Social Media Lead – Posts updates in real time, shares 
demands and counters disinformation. 

Signal Relay / Walkie Team – Keeps internal team 
communication flowing when cell service fails or gets 
blocked. 

Safety Marshal – Watches the crowd, works to de-escalate 
conflict and handles emergencies. 

De-escalator – Trained in verbal conflict resolution and talks 
down agitators or counter-protesters. 



 

Medic / Street Medic – Provides basic first aid and treats 
exposures to pepper spray along with dehydration and other 
injuries. 

Scout / Lookout – Tracks police movement while watching 
for snatch squads and tactical shifts. 

Exit Route Coordinator – Knows multiple escape routes and 
signals when it is time to disperse. 



 

Fights Back: Iron Holler Tactics 

“Train like your life, and your neighbor’s, depends on it.” 

1. Core Philosophy 

This is not cosplay. It’s not a hobby. What we’re building is a 
survival skill set rooted in community protection, not aggression. 
Our people were never supposed to have this kind of power, but 
we’re reclaiming it. When the state retreats to protect capital, we’ll 
be the ones standing between our neighbors and chaos. We don’t 
train to intimidate, we train because no one is coming to save us. 

2. Program Structure 

Phase 1: Mindset and Responsibility 

Start with history; Deacons for Defense and the Black Panther 
Party stand as examples, then study the miners at Blair Mountain. 
Learn the roots of armed resistance and how it has always been a 
tool of the working class. Understand the law, not to obey blindly, 
but to navigate the battlefield smartly. Know the 4 cardinal rules 
of firearm safety like your life depends on it, because it does. 
Develop the mental discipline to avoid escalation, but remain 
unshakable when it comes. 

The Four Cardinal Rules of Firearms Safety 

1. Treat every firearm as if it is loaded. 
 
 Doesn’t matter if you just cleared it. Irrelevant if 
someone handed it to you and swore it was safe. Treat 
every gun as loaded until you confirm otherwise. Even 
then, still treat it with respect. 
 



 

2. Never point the muzzle at anything you’re not willing to 
destroy. 
 
 That includes your foot, your buddy, the wall next to 
someone, or your own damn hand. Your barrel is either 
downrange, straight up, or straight down, never 
sweeping across people. 
 

3. Keep your finger off the trigger until you are on target 
and ready to fire. 
 
 Rest it alongside the frame, not inside the trigger guard. 
You don’t squeeze until your sights are on target and 
you’ve made the decision to fire. 
 

4. Be sure of your target, and what’s beyond it. 
 
 Bullets don’t stop at paper. Know your backstop. Scan 
what sits behind the target and around the area so you 
understand who might be at risk if you miss or 
overpenetrate. 
 

These rules stack. Violating just one can be dangerous. Breaking 
more than one at a time is how people get killed. Live by them, 
teach them, enforce them; every single time. 

Phase 2: Marksmanship Fundamentals (BREATHE) 

Apply the BREATHE method every time: 

● Breathe and fire during the natural pause in your 
respiratory cycle. 
 



 

● Relax tension from your grip and shoulders, then 
unclench your jaw. 
 

● Eyes must lock onto the front sight, not the target itself. 
 

● Aim with purpose; your sight picture is everything. 
 

● Trigger control should be smooth and deliberate; hold for 
1 count after the squeeze. 
 

● Hold your position to follow through. 
 

● Evaluate each shot honestly and adjust immediately. 
 

Dry fire drills come first. Move to live fire only when the 
fundamentals are consistent. 

Phase 3: Weapon Familiarization 

Master the tools before you need them. Train on both rifles and 
handguns common to civilians (e.g. AR-15s and Glock platforms). 
Practice clearing malfunctions using the SPORTS method under 
pressure: 

● Slap the magazine. 
 

● Pull the charging handle. 
 

● Observe the chamber. 
 

● Release the handle. 
 

● Tap the forward assist. 
 



 

● Shoot if the malfunction is cleared. 
 

Work these steps until they’re second nature. 

3. Defensive Drills & Tactical Movement 

Don’t stand still. Practice tactical movement; advancing under 
cover and using bounding techniques while firing on the move. 
Incorporate transitions from rifle to sidearm smoothly and under 
time pressure. Train for night scenarios when possible. Every drill 
should reflect real-life conditions, not sanitized range fantasy. 

4. Malfunction & Stress Drills 

Stress will ruin fine motor skills. That’s why you train to react 
automatically. Use malfunction clearing as an opportunity to 
develop composure under chaos. Introduce noise, time limits, 
physical exhaustion and verbal commands to simulate real-world 
stressors. 

5. Real-World Scenarios 

Train for what we actually face. Set up drills around active shooter 
response and escorting mutual aid crews through hostile areas, 
then add scenarios where you defend a resource hub after a flood. 
Include post-disaster security in neighborhoods and blackout 
conditions, with defensive coordination built around protest 
encampments. 

6. Civilian Chain of Command & Accountability 

We are not the military. Hierarchy is flattened here. Lead 
instructors coordinate, but every participant holds responsibility. 
Peer accountability is non-negotiable. Every training event ends 



 

with an AAR; After Action Report. That’s how we get better. That 
practice keeps us honest. 

7. Tools & Resources 

Provide free access to printable targets and drill sheets along with 
after-action forms. Create a firearms loan program for those who 
can’t afford their own equipment. Host monthly WVFB Iron Holler 
Tactics Days with skill stations. Incorporate digital training tools 
like MantisX or DryFireMag if available. 

8. No-Nonsense Rules 

Safety isn’t a suggestion. Break a rule, and you’re off the line. 
There’s zero tolerance for unsafe behavior or LARPing; military 
worship has no place here either. This is about community 
defense; not cosplay, not ego. Leave the politics at the door during 
drills. On the range, the only thing that matters is safety and skill 
grounded in solidarity. 

9. Accessibility & Equity 

No one gets left behind. Offer fully free sessions. Coordinate rides 
for rural comrades. Adapt drills for disabled fighters. Provide 
childcare if possible. Make sure training reflects the world we live 
in, not a fantasy world built for white, able-bodied men shaped by 
a narrow cis ideal. 

10. Training Cadence 

Keep it consistent. Monthly classroom + range sessions build 
rhythm. Every quarter, host an immersion weekend; 2 to 3 days of 
full-spectrum training. Once a year, bring everyone together for a 
WVFB Community Defense Summit. Think large-scale, scenario-



 

based exercises with rotating squads and real-time decision 
making. 

“Every struggle of oppressed people has had to 
create its own means of self-defense… We are 

not criminals. We are not terrorists. We are 
protecting ourselves.” – Huey P. Newton 

 



 

A Revolutionary’s Guide On How To 
Be An Organizer 

WHAT THE HELL ARE WE WAITING FOR? 

The system ain’t broken; it works exactly how it was 
designed. They don’t accidentally let kids starve while CEOs 
swim in champagne. Nobody buys the lie that cops just 
happen to kill Black people in the street again and again. That 
isn’t dysfunction. Strategy drives it. The machine feeds on 
bodies, and if you’re poor, sick, queer, Black, disabled, old, 
undocumented, addicted, or any mix of those, you’re fuel. 

We’ve been told “don’t rock the boat” while we’re drowning. 
They ordered us to vote harder while they poison the tap. 
Those same people demanded we protest nicely and quietly, 
with “respectful” tacked on as a threat, while they bomb kids 
for oil and bulldoze tent cities for luxury condos. Time for 
polite is over. We don’t ask permission from the people 
killing us. Organize to stop them. Not someday. Not when it’s 
convenient. Now. 

THEY WANT YOU TIRED FOR A REASON 

It’s no coincidence you come home too tired to fight. You 
barely have time to breathe, let alone organize. This goes 
beyond capitalism; it functions as control. They grind you 
down so you can’t rise up. 

Fighting your neighbor over crumbs is easier than facing the 
ones who stole the whole damn bakery. Turning on your own 
keeps their boots polished. Grateful people stay quiet. Fear 
keeps people from resisting. They built a world where rest 



 

feels like rebellion. Survival became a full-time job with no 
benefits and no days off. 

Burnout isn’t a bug in the system. It defines the system. They 
break your back, then call you lazy. They set you on fire, then 
blame you for the smoke. Hustle culture pretends to be noble, 
but it acts like a leash. Debt reaches beyond money; it feels 
spiritual. Scam after scam stacks up to keep you docile. 

You don’t owe this country another ounce of labor. Your debt 
runs only to each other. To the ones who never made it. 
Workers pulling triples and still starving. Bodies buried in 
unmarked graves because this system never saw them as 
human. 

There’s no room for despair. People are counting on you. 
Ground still needs taken. Rest if you must. Don’t rot. Recover, 
then wreck shit. 

LEGAL ≠ MORAL 

Slavery was never abolished. They just tucked it into the fine 
print of the 13th Amendment “except as punishment for a 
crime.” Translation: prison labor is slavery. Still. Today. Right 
now. If you’re poor, Black, brown, or just unlucky, they can 
cage you and work you for free. 

Legality means nothing when the laws are written by 
thieves. This is the same country that enslaved millions, 
nuked civilians, and sterilized women in cages, with every 
act sanctioned. Every drop of blood got signed off with a 
government stamp. They use “lawful” as code for “shut up.” 
Justice gets handed down from men in robes while you sit 
quietly in rows. Courts don’t shield you. They defend power. 



 

Cops don’t protect you. They answer to capital. That badge 
functions like a license to kill, and they know it. 

Civil Rights were labeled illegal. Stonewall was stamped 
illegal. Sit-ins got branded illegal. Freedom rides were 
declared illegal. Revolution never carried permission slips. 
Hell no. Organizers were called criminals or terrorists or 
degenerates. Now they get murals after the state finishes 
killing them. History didn’t shift because of good manners. It 
changed when people broke the law and forced the world to 
reckon with it. 

You’re not the threat for breaking unjust laws. They become 
the threat when they enforce them. 

PEACEFUL ≠ POWERLESS 

Nonviolence ain’t the same thing as obedience. You don’t 
need to swing a fist to shut shit down. Blocking roads and 
taking space while interrupting business as usual hits like 
force. Peaceful, yes. Powerless, no. 

They push the lie that unless it’s a riot, it doesn’t matter. That 
story acts like a trap. Their real fear comes from disruption. 
When you mess with money or traffic or control, they panic. 
Civil rights leaders never moved passive. Strategy guided 
them. They sat where they weren’t allowed and marched 
where they weren’t wanted while occupying streets they 
were told to leave. It was illegal. It was bold. It made history. 

Sit-ins defied silence. Strikes defied politeness while 
boycotts defied convenience. None of it came easy, yet it was 
effective. Schools teach watered-down versions for a reason. 



 

They spread the myth that change grows out of patience and 
paperwork. 

Truth cuts through that nonsense. Civil disobedience exists 
to piss people off. That’s the intent. You break rules to expose 
how broken the rules are. Force them to feel uncomfortable. 
Make them explain themselves. Push them until they reveal 
their violence to the world. 

Change never arrives by request; it gets forced. Keep it 
peaceful. Make it impossible to ignore. 

ORGANIZING MEANS RISK 

Risk is part of the game. Each time you show up, when you 
speak out, when you break their laws, you put yourself on the 
line. Jail, violence, job loss, and harassment show up as 
weapons built to scare you off. 

The state doesn’t debate with dissenters. It crushes them. 
Silence remains its favorite weapon. They want you isolated, 
scared, and obedient. Friends vanish in the night. Phones get 
tapped. Names end up on lists. If you want safety, stay home. 
Freedom demands risk, and that becomes the price. Every 
powerful movement paid in full. Nothing was ever handed 
over for free. That fear is the first thing you have to kill inside 
yourself. Organizing means trust. Rely on your people, your 
plans, and your instincts. Paranoia can keep you alive, but 
don’t let it eat you whole. Use caution, but refuse paralysis. 

You’re stronger together. In unity, risk feels less like a threat 
and more like a promise. 

KNOW YOUR RIGHTS, THEN BREAK THEM 



 

They’ll tell you “know your rights,” like it’s some magic 
shield. Bullshit. Knowing your rights won’t stop cops from 
slamming you down or dragging you off. They’ll still twist 
your words and ignore your pleas. 

The real point of learning your rights is preparing to fight 
back smarter. Recognize their lies and traps so you don’t 
walk into them blind. Never argue with cops. Avoid 
volunteering information. Stay calm, but never passive. 
Record everything if you can. Silence can be a weapon when 
you use it right. They weaponize laws to confuse and scare 
you. Refuse to let them win that game. Exploit every 
loophole, every technicality, every trick to protect yourself 
and your people. 

Breaking the law doesn’t erase your rights. Sometimes the 
law itself stands as the problem, and knowing that matters. 

COMMUNICATION IS WEAPONIZED 

Words move faster than fists. Control communication and 
you dictate the fight. The state listens and watches while it 
hacks and spies on calls, texts, social media, even so-called 
“private” chats. Trust no platform. Assume everything you 
say online will be used against you. Encrypt what you can. 
Burners and coded language help while planning sensitive 
actions. When possible, meet face to face. Signal works, but 
your voice in the streets carries more. Plans on paper are safer 
than digital breadcrumbs. Loose lips don’t just sink ships; 
they get comrades arrested. Protect your circle like your life 
depends on it, because it does. 

Silence can be your strongest shield. Handle it with care. 



 

MONEY FUELS OPPRESSION; STARVE IT 

Capital runs the world, and fighting it means cutting off its 
lifeblood. Each dollar spent in their system props up the 
chains that bind us. Banks and landlords with corporations 
feast on our pain. Organize mutual aid, community funds, 
and barter systems. Support local over global. Build 
networks that don’t rely on their money or rules. Fundraising 
isn’t just about cash; it channels power. Control of money 
shapes control of the fight. Keep your finances tight and 
transparent. Dodge cops’ scrutiny by using physical currency 
or cryptocurrencies or trusted networks. 

Remember this: starving their economy starves their control. 
Withholding money weakens their grip. Fight with your 
wallet as fiercely as you do on the streets. 

BUILD YOUR COMMUNITY LIKE YOUR LIFE DEPENDS 
ON IT, BECAUSE IT DOES 

Isolation is the state’s greatest weapon. Splitting people 
apart means crushing resistance. Don’t fall for that trap. 
Build tight, loyal communities that have your back no matter 
what. Meeting often and sharing stories while exchanging 
resources keeps bonds strong. Trust isn’t given; it gets 
earned. Keep organizing local, personal, and face-to-face 
whenever possible. Social media is a tool, not your 
movement. Strength grows when we care for each other by 
feeding the hungry, protecting the vulnerable, and covering 
each other’s backs during actions. 

Community isn’t just support; it becomes survival. When one 
of us goes down, we all go down. Build a family worth 
fighting for. 



 

TRAIN HARD, FIGHT SMART 

Street smarts beat textbook knowledge every time. Training 
isn’t only physical—it’s mental and emotional with tactical 
layered in. Learn how to de-escalate and when to escalate. 
Understand crowd dynamics and police tactics plus your 
environment. Practice running and hiding while signaling 
and doing first aid. Prepare for tear gas or rubber bullets with 
plans for mass arrests. Map out your escape routes and safe 
spots. 

Read the room; know when to push and when to pull back. 
Smart fighters never charge blindly; they strike with 
precision and vanish. Strength without strategy turns into 
noise. Train hard, fight smarter, and always protect your 
people. 

MEDIA IS THE BATTLEFIELD 

Control the story and you control the narrative. The 
mainstream media won’t tell your truth because it serves the 
powerful. Expect lies and smears, then watch for silence. Use 
social media to your advantage, but don’t trust it blindly. 
Create your own channels. Livestream and document every 
moment. Videos and photos with testimonies become 
weapons. Know when to speak and when to let silence do the 
speaking for you. Sometimes absence from media keeps you 
safer. Other times, flooding screens with your message 
breaks the monopoly. 

Never forget this: the pen, the camera, and the mic are tools 
of revolution just like bricks and banners. 

SOLIDARITY IS A FORCE 



 

You’re not alone. Every fight anywhere connects to your fight 
here. Oppressors love to divide us by race or gender or class 
or creed. Don’t fall for that bait. Stand with those struggling 
worldwide. Support labor strikes, queer rights, and 
immigrant defense. Listen to voices too often silenced. 
Solidarity means action, not just words. Show up and share 
resources while you amplify others’ fights. Your strength 
multiplies when you fight together. 

Remember this too: chains only hold if we let them. 

RECLAIM PUBLIC SPACES 

They want you locked in your homes, scared of streets, and 
afraid to gather. Taking back public spaces directly 
challenges their control. Occupy parks and block 
intersections while you hold rallies where they least expect. 
Use art and music and a wall of noise to shake complacency. 
Make it impossible to ignore your presence. 

Remember, every city street belongs to the people, not the 
cops or corporations. Reclaim it with courage and 
persistence. Push hard. Take space. Own the streets. 

MAKE ALLIES, BUT TRUST NO ONE TOO MUCH 

Allies can amplify your fight, but they can also sabotage it. Be 
careful who you bring inside your circle. Not everyone wants 
to win; some just want to look good. Watch for opportunists, 
for informants, and for anyone who puts their interests 
above the movement’s. Loyalty earns trust, but blind trust 
gets people hurt. Build layers of trust with a tight core and 
wider networks. Protect your most sensitive plans for those 
who prove themselves over time. 



 

Trust is power. Guard it like your life depends on it, because 
it does. 

EMBRACE CHAOS, BUT PLAN LIKE A GENERAL 

Revolutions aren’t neat. Chaos is part of the plan. Sometimes 
shit explodes unexpectedly and you gotta roll with it. Don’t 
wait for perfect moments; create them. Adapt fast, think on 
your feet, and improvise like your life depends on it. At the 
same time, don’t move reckless. Every action should carry 
purpose and every move should be calculated. 
Disorganization kills movements faster than cops ever will. 
Balance wild fire with cold strategy. Stay unpredictable, but 
never careless. 

PREPARE FOR REPERCUSSIONS 

Fighting back brings backlash. Expect it. Harassment and 
arrests with betrayal and pain will come knocking. No one 
promised easy. Build mental armor. Support networks that 
catch you when you fall. Share resources for bail, legal aid, 
and mental health. 

Accept that sacrifice forms part of the path. Those who 
change the world don’t do it without scars. Hold tight to your 
why; it’ll keep you standing when the walls close in. 

NEVER FORGET WHY YOU FIGHT 

It’s easy to get lost in the noise or the fear or the setbacks. 
Remember the faces and the stories with the pain that 
brought you here. This isn’t just a battle; it’s survival. 



 

When hope fades, let anger fuel you. When doubt creeps in, 
recall the countless others who risked everything before you. 
You’re not just fighting for yourself; you’re fighting for future 
generations who deserve better than this broken world. Hold 
that fire tight. Let it burn bright enough to light the way for 
others. 

CELEBRATE WINS, NO MATTER HOW SMALL 

Revolution isn’t only about big moments. Each day you show 
up, when you resist, when voices rise, that’s a victory. Don’t 
wait for some mythical “final battle” to feel proud. Celebrate 
the small breaks in their armor: a canceled eviction, a 
blockade held, a new ally won. These wins build momentum. 
Momentum lifts morale and fuels the fight ahead. Progress 
runs messy and slow and relentless. Celebrate it fiercely. 

PLAN FOR THE LONG HAUL 

Revolutions don’t happen overnight. This fight plays out like 
a marathon, not a sprint. Patience doesn’t equal passivity; it 
signals endurance. Build structures that outlast headlines 
and hype. Train new organizers, pass down knowledge, and 
build institutions outside the system. 

Burnout kills movements faster than repression. Pace 
yourself and your crew. Recharge, refocus, then come back 
stronger. Lasting change demands relentless commitment, 
not just fury. 

THE REVOLUTION IS YOU 

Forget leaders waiting on a throne. Revolution lives in each 
of us. It stays messy and painful and beautiful, a chaos forged 



 

by countless hands. Choices made, courage shown, refusal to 
back down; that’s the spark. Each act of defiance chips away 
at the empire. Solidarity in every moment builds a new 
world. Never wait for permission. Refuse to beg for mercy. 

Take the fight. Own it. Be the revolution. 

FOUNDATIONS OF ORGANIZING 

Why organize? Because change doesn’t happen sitting on 
your couch. Systems only budge when enough pissed-off 
people act together. You want power? Build it with others 
who share your fire. 

1. Identify your goal 
 
 a. Be clear. Is it stopping a racist cop? Fighting 
evictions? Defending a community center? Know 
what you want, because vague anger leads nowhere. 

 
2. Find your people 

 
 a. Start small with friends, neighbors, coworkers, 
and family who give a damn. One-on-one talks beat 
social media shouting. Find those ready to risk for 
real change. 

 
3. Set shared values 

 
 a. Agree on what you fight for: anti-racism, anti-
capitalism, mutual aid, and solidarity. This keeps 



 

the group tight and focused. 

 
4. Decide your approach 

 
 a. Choose methods like nonviolent civil 
disobedience or direct confrontation. Disrupting 
business as usual belongs in the same toolbox. Pick 
what fits your context and risk appetite. 

 
5. Build trust 

 
 a. Organizing without trust is suicide. Be honest and 
reliable while holding space for tough 
conversations. Watch for those trying to sabotage or 
police your crew. 

 
6. Plan regular meetings 

 
 a. Consistency builds momentum. Start in safe, low-
profile places. Bring snacks and keep it short but 
focused. 

 

BUILDING YOUR CORE TEAM 

You can’t fight alone. Power grows from solid crews who 
trust each other and move as one. Your core team is the 
backbone, the people who’ll sweat, risk, and push the fight 
forward. 



 

1. Pick your fighters carefully 
 
 a. Look for folks hungry for change, not attention. 
Avoid flakes, snakes, and anyone who wants to 
control without commitment. Reliability beats 
charisma every time. 

 
2. Roles matter 

 
 a. Not everyone works front-line. Some plan 
logistics and others handle communications while 
another group does outreach. Find people’s 
strengths and plug them in. Everyone pulls their 
weight or they don’t pull at all. 

 
3. Establish clear communication channels 

 
 a. Create secure ways to talk using encrypted apps, 
burner phones, and in-person meetings. 
Misinformation and leaks kill movements. Tight 
communication keeps everyone on the same page 
and off the radar. 

 
4. Build layers of trust 

 
 a. Don’t give everyone access to sensitive info. Use 
“need to know” principles. Core team holds critical 
plans; wider crew gets broader updates. Protect the 
group from inside threats. 

 



 

5. Train together 
 
 a. Skills build confidence. Hold sessions on de-
escalation and first aid along with nonviolent direct 
action tactics and security culture. Prepare for 
arrests and police tactics. 

 
6. Handle conflicts fast 

 
 a. Disagreements will happen. Squash gossip and 
drama before it spreads. Be direct, listen hard, and 
don’t let tension fester. The fight requires discipline. 

 

SECURITY CULTURE & RISK MANAGEMENT 

The cops and snitches are always watching. Mistakes get 
comrades jailed and movements crushed. Security isn’t 
paranoia; it’s survival. 

1. Understand threat levels 
 
 a. Know what risks you face: arrests, surveillance, 
infiltration, and intimidation. Different actions carry 
different risks. Don’t treat a permitless march like a 
block party. 

 
2. Practice need-to-know 

 
 a. Share info only with those who absolutely need it. 
Keep sensitive plans out of texts and emails when 



 

possible. Meet face-to-face for critical talks. 

 
3. Use secure communication tools 

 
 a. Use apps like Signal for messaging. Avoid 
Facebook or Instagram and unencrypted SMS. Use 
burner phones or devices dedicated solely to 
organizing. 

 
4. Keep personal info private 

 
 a. Never share home addresses, full names, or 
personal details outside trusted circles. Social media 
can be turned into a weapon against you. 

 
5. Screen new members carefully 

 
 a. Vet new people thoroughly before giving access to 
plans. Look for red flags like inconsistent stories or 
over-eagerness to push risky actions. 

 
6. Plan for arrests 

 
 a. Know your rights. Have a jail support team ready 
with bail money, legal contacts, and emergency 
plans. Keep trusted lawyers on speed dial. 

 
7. Manage digital footprints 

 
 a. Delete sensitive messages regularly. Use VPNs to 



 

mask your location online. Remember this: anything 
online can be traced. 

 

COMMUNICATION & MESSAGING 

How you talk shapes what people hear and how they join 
the fight. Clear, bold, and honest messaging cuts through 
the noise. 

1. Craft your core message 
 
 a. Keep it simple and real. People need to know 
what you want and why it matters. Avoid jargon or 
complicated slogans that confuse or bore. 

 
2. Know your audience 

 
 a. Tailor messages for different groups: neighbors, 
workers, youth, and elders. Speak their language. 
Connect on issues they care about. 

 
3. Use multiple channels 

 
 a. Post flyers in neighborhoods and spread word 
through trusted networks while using social media 
wisely and holding public talks. Don’t rely on just 
one method. 

 
4. Be consistent 

 



 

 a. Repeating your message builds recognition. Make 
sure everyone in your group stays on the same page 
to avoid confusion or mixed signals. 

 
5. Control your narrative 

 
 a. Don’t wait for the media to tell your story. 
Document events with photos and videos. Share 
your side fast and loud on independent platforms. 

 
6. Prepare for pushback 

 
 a. Opponents will lie and twist facts while they 
smear. Stay calm and focused. Call out bullshit, but 
don’t get dragged into troll wars or pointless 
distractions. 

 

DIRECT ACTION PLANNING 

Direct action means interrupting the system and making 
your demands impossible to ignore. It can be peaceful yet 
illegal, just like tactics from the Civil Rights Movement. 
Know how to plan smart and stay safe. 

1. Define your objective 
 
 a. Decide exactly what you aim to disrupt or change. 
A bridge shutdown, a sit-in at a corporate office, 
clear goals keep actions focused and powerful. 

 



 

2. Scout your location 
 
 a. Visit the site beforehand. Learn entrances and 
exits, note security presence, and track surveillance 
cameras. Know your escape routes and safe zones. 

 
3. Build your action team 

 
 a. Assign roles such as blockaders, lookouts, legal 
observers, medics, and communicators. Everyone 
should know their job before you move. 

 
4. Plan contingencies 

 
 a. Prepare for police response, arrests, or 
unexpected changes. Have bail money ready, legal 
support on call, and a regroup spot in case things go 
sideways. 

 
5. Train your crew 

 
 a. Run through the action in practice. Drill how to 
sit tight during arrests, how to de-escalate conflicts, 
and how to support each other physically and 
mentally. 

 
6. Communicate clearly during the action 

 
 a. Use hand signals or encrypted text apps. Noise 



 

and chaos can scramble voices, so stay coordinated. 

 
7. Keep nonviolence as a tactic, not a rule 

 
 a. Peaceful but illegal doesn’t mean passive. Defend 
yourself and others if attacked, but don’t hand cops 
excuses to escalate. 

 
8. Document everything 

 
 a. Designate people to film. Video can protect 
comrades against police lies and spread your 
message widely. 

 
9. Debrief afterward 

 
 a. Meet quickly post-action to discuss what worked, 
what didn’t, and how to improve. Take care of each 
other, body and mind. 

 

COMMUNITY BUILDING & MUTUAL AID 

Movements survive when they care for each other. Fighting 
alone burns you out fast. Mutual aid—sharing resources, 
support, and care builds strength and trust. 

1. Identify community needs 
 
 a. Ask what people really need: food, shelter, 
medical help, and legal advice. Meet those needs 



 

first, then build power from there. 

 
2. Organize resource sharing 

 
 a. Create networks to share food, clothes, money, 
and safe spaces. Turn neighbors into comrades by 
helping in real ways. 

 
3. Build solidarity with other groups 

 
 a. Connect with unions, faith groups, immigrant 
communities, and other activists. Strength comes 
from unity across differences. 

 
4. Host teach-ins and skill-shares 

 
 a. Pass knowledge on: first aid, legal rights, and 
organizing tactics. Empower people to fight back 
smart and strong. 

 
5. Create safe spaces 

 
 a. Provide places where folks can rest, heal, and plan 
without fear. Protect marginalized members from 
harm and exclusion. 

 
6. Practice collective care 

 
 a. Check in regularly with your crew. Share 
emotional load, celebrate wins, and support each 



 

other through setbacks. 

 

LEGAL KNOW-HOW & DEALING WITH REPRESSION 

The system will try to crush you with laws, arrests, and 
threats. Knowing your legal rights and preparing for 
repression can save lives and keep the fight alive. 

1. Learn your rights 
 
 a. Know what cops can and cannot do during stops, 
searches, and arrests. Practice saying “I choose to 
remain silent” and “I want a lawyer” clearly. 

 
2. Have a legal team 

 
 a. Find lawyers who support your cause. Keep their 
contact info handy. Make sure everyone knows who 
to call if arrested. 

 
3. Prepare jail support 

 
 a. Organize people to monitor arrests, collect bail 
money, and provide emotional support. Don’t leave 
anyone behind. 

 
4. Document police misconduct 

 
 a. Film everything. Video evidence can protect 
comrades and expose brutality. Share safely with 



 

trusted groups and legal teams. 

 
5. Know the laws around protest 

 
 a. Understand local permits, trespassing rules, and 
assembly laws. Use that knowledge to push 
boundaries without getting trapped. 

 
6. Keep organized records 

 
 a. Track arrests, court dates, and legal expenses. 
Transparency helps the crew stay informed and 
prepared. 

 
7. Build networks with legal observers 

 
 a. Legal observers monitor protests to document 
abuses and deter police violence. Train trusted 
people to fill this role. 

 
8. Prepare for long-term repression 

 
 a. Surveillance and intimidation don’t stop after one 
action. Support comrades facing ongoing 
harassment or charges. 

 

SUSTAINING THE MOVEMENT LONG-TERM 



 

Revolutions die when they burn too hot and fast. Lasting 
change needs steady fuel made of strategy, care, and grit. 

1. Pace yourselves 
 
 a. Don’t chase every fight or burn out your crew. 
Build rhythms that balance action with rest and 
reflection. 

 
2. Develop leadership from below 

 
 a. Encourage everyone to lead in their own way. 
Distribute power instead of hoarding it. This keeps 
the group resilient. 

 
3. Build institutions outside the system 

 
 a. Create alternative structures for education, 
healthcare, and mutual aid that don’t rely on broken 
government. 

 
4. Keep training and learning 

 
 a. Stay sharp by sharing skills, reading, and 
adapting. Movements that evolve survive. 

 
5. Fund your fight 

 
 a. Build financial independence. Crowdfund, pool 
resources, and support each other so you don’t get 



 

bought off or silenced. 

 
6. Celebrate and mourn together 

 
 a. Hold space for victories and losses. Acknowledge 
pain and joy honestly to keep the spirit alive. 

 
7. Stay connected 

 
 a. Keep in touch beyond actions. Build friendships, 
trust, and accountability for the long haul. 

 

FROM THE HOLLERS TO THE HOOD… 

Further Reading & Revolutionary History 

 Know your lineage. Learn from those who 
fought before us. Build from it. 

HISTORICAL STRUGGLES 

•        The Montgomery Bus Boycott (1955–1956) – Mass-scale, 
organized economic disruption by Black workers, rooted in 
grassroots organizing. 

•        The Poor People’s Campaign (1968) – Dr. King’s 
unfinished economic justice movement; aimed at shutting 
down D.C. to demand radical change. 



 

•        The American Indian Movement (AIM) – Organized 
occupations, road blockades, and self-defense during the 
1960s–70s to fight settler-colonial violence. 

•        Stonewall Uprising (1969) – Queer-led resistance sparked 
by police brutality, birthed modern LGBTQ+ liberation 
organizing. 

•        Attica Prison Rebellion (1971) – Prisoners took control 
demanding human rights, exposing slavery in the 13th 
Amendment’s prison clause. 

•        The Combahee River Collective (1974–1980) – Black 
feminist lesbians organizing against class, gender, and racial 
oppression together. 

•        Standing Rock (2016–2017) – Indigenous water protectors 
held the line with direct action, camps, and resistance 
against corporate violence. 

•        George Floyd Uprising (2020) – Mass rebellion ignited 
globally, targeting systemic policing and racial capitalism. 

  

REVOLUTIONARY LITERATURE 

•        “Wretched of the Earth” – Frantz Fanon Anti-colonial 
classic on violence, decolonization, and resistance from the 
oppressed. 

•        “This Nonviolent Stuff’ll Get You Killed” – Charles Cobb 
Jr. Black freedom fighters who armed themselves, organizing 
under the radar in the Deep South. 



 

•        “The Pedagogy of the Oppressed” – Paulo Freire On radical 
education, consciousness, and how the oppressed must lead 
their own liberation. 

•        “Blood in My Eye” – George Jackson Written from prison; 
sharp, militant, and uncompromising analysis of the state 
and resistance. 

•        “Organizing for Social Change” – Midwest Academy 
Manual Practical nuts-and-bolts guide for community 
organizing. 

•        “Abolish the Police” – Various authors (Haymarket Books) 
Collection of essays on policing, abolition, and community 
safety. 

•        “Mutual Aid” – Dean Spade Short, powerful guide on 
building collective care systems that fight back. 

•        “Revolutionary Suicide” – Huey P. Newton Autobiography 
of the Black Panther co-founder, raw, strategic, visionary. 

  

“They call us radicals like it’s an insult. Nah… radicals 
make the ground shake. I’m here to break the illusion of 

an American Dream, not beg for a better leash.” 
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	Preface:
	Handle With Care
	This book isn’t polished. You won’t find comfort here. It’s jagged, because the world that shaped this was broken. I wrote it in the voice I lived; raw and scarred. Smoothing the edges would be another lie, and we’ve been fed enough already. No tale o...
	This country has been waging war on its own people since its birth. We just haven’t fought back like we need to. These pages hold my story, one thread in a bigger pattern. What happened to me isn’t rare. It’s ordinary under capitalism. Families torn a...
	So treat this book as it is: a record and a warning, a tool meant to be used. Carry it however you need; quote it, curse it, paste it on walls, scream it in meetings. Just don’t walk away unchanged.
	The cage is here. Cracks are there. What happens next is up to us.
	Introduction:
	Read at Your Own Risk
	This book isn’t meant to comfort you. Nor was it written to be polite or easy to swallow. If you’re looking for hope packaged in soft phrases, close the cover. This is survival dragged into the open and written in scars, shaped into a weapon. I grew u...
	When I enlisted, I thought I was escaping that cage. Instead, I found another. The poverty draft sent me to war, told me I fought for freedom; in reality we killed for contracts. I saw empire up close. Kids barely older than my daughter looked at me w...
	This country has waged war against us since inception. From the first slave ships and early factories through Indian removal, Jim Crow, redlining, and mass incarceration, the battlefield has always been the same: control. Capitalism disguises war as e...
	None of this is accidental. All of it intentional and built by design. For too long, we haven’t fought back like we need to. This book exists for that reason. Every chapter is a scar turned outward. Some are mine, carved into me by fists, addiction, w...
	History makes this clear.
	1921: miners in West Virginia rose up at Blair Mountain, armed themselves against coal barons and their hired killers. Planes dropped bombs on them. The U.S. military marched on its own people to break a strike.
	By 1985, Philadelphia police dropped explosives on the MOVE organization’s home, killing eleven people, including children, and burning down an entire Black neighborhood.
	In the 1960s and 70s, the FBI’s COINTELPRO program infiltrated and murdered Black Panthers and AIM leaders, targeting other radical organizers across the country.
	At Standing Rock in 2016, water protectors faced militarized police using dogs and freezing water hoses for daring to defend their land from pipelines.
	In 2014, Ferguson erupted after police murdered Michael Brown, and tanks rolled through American streets like an occupied city.
	These aren’t anomalies. They are the blueprint. Part one of this book tells my story not for uniqueness but because I know it isn’t. Too many kids grew up like me; beaten, starved, ignored, betrayed. Families scattered through motels and shelters, pus...
	Part two rips into the machine. Poverty. Prisons. Empire. Policing. Corporate exploitation. Healthcare as profit. Climate collapse. Education as indoctrination. Surveillance. Fake democracy. The American dream as death sentence. Each chapter strips aw...
	The third part points to survival. Mutual aid and community defense rooted in solidarity; no utopian fantasies. Practical necessities. They are the only way we live through what’s coming. Not charity. Resistance. Survival masked as care, and care rebo...
	Revolution lives in every hit we land on the machine suffocating us; never tomorrow’s promise. The world breaks open only when we tear at its seams. Revolution begins the moment survival demands defiance over obedience.
	These words belong to anyone who feels the weight of this cage pressing down on them. They belong to anyone who’s buried friends to overdoses, seen families evicted, watched loved ones dragged into prison cells, or stood over caskets draped in flags. ...
	Read this like a map scratched in dirt, a record of survival and a rally cry, still never enough. Books and stories don’t save lives or stop bullets; manifestos leave stomachs empty. Action makes survival real and solidarity strengthens resistance; de...
	So read at your own risk. See the cage for what it is, and you can’t unsee it. Understand the machine was built to destroy you, and you can’t unknow it. Admit survival demands resistance, and you can’t go back to silence.
	If you choose to keep reading, understand what you’re holding. This isn’t literature or entertainment; it isn’t even mine anymore. It belongs to anyone willing to break the cage.
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