
How We End Up Alone

Hello world.

They told me to say that. I don t know why.  Who in their right ’
mind would admit to that?

They said the public would eviscerate me if I didn t. They said I had ’
put my entire family in danger. Everyone connected to us was a 
suspect. They needed a confession. What did I do to deserve this?  I“ ”
asked them, I don t remember “ ’ any of that!”

But they insisted I did, in fact, do that. They said I would do it over
and over again, if they let me. They said the data was clear; that 
this is the way people like us are. They said we never change. They 
said it s genetic - That we ’ can t’  change. this is who I really am. 
Then, they offered to help me. To fix me. To show mercy.

I don t remember what they did. All I know is this: ’

I have little to no memory of these memories.

My recollection of childhood is hellish. My fucking parents had no 
business raising children. My mother was just a child. My father 
was a robot. Neither one of them was equipped to teach us kids the 
things needed to survive in this society. The abuse was relentless.



THAT shit happened. Over and over again. I tried to ask for help, but
who do you turn to, when God won t answer’ ? What do you say? It 
becomes so normalized that you learn to just go along. You retreat 
into your mind. You try to ignore it as best you can. Fuck, you even 
convince yourself that it s enjoyable, sometimes!’

Finally, you become an adult, and you re free. Life is good, for a time.’
You re optimistic. ’ Soon, you start to understand how messed up your 
childhood really was. you realize just how screwed-up you are. How ill-
equipped for real life you are. How distant everyone is. The world at-
large just doesn t care about what happened to you. The world was ’
built upon that. People use other people. It s the human way. Nobody ’
wants a genuine relationship. they re talking at you. They need ’
something from you. You re a means to an end. Your well-being is ’
the furthest thing from their mind. Before long, you re ’
internalizing those beliefs. You re perpetuating the same behaviors ’
that torment you. You ve become ’ a cog in a machine that s making’  
some rich asshole even richer, and making his human-puppets even 
more miserable. You re so damn broken that you can t actually ’ ’
interact with people anymore. You don t know what to say. You don t ’ ’
know what to do. You feel such shame; You can t even identify the ’
missing pieces in your psyche! You don t know how to make these ’
people care about you, and You stopped trying to long ago.

You are completely, utterly alone. So, you learn how to reconcile with 
that part of you, alone.



It starts with porn. Then food. Then, the drugs. Before long, the 
only thing you do is work, sleep, masturbate and play video games. 
All in a futile attempt to distract from the reality of your situation.
Nobody cares about you, and nobody ever will. Nobody ever did.

And why should they? You re disgusting. ’ You re ugly. ’ You hide in the
shadows. You re too far gone. There s no climbing out of ’ ’ that hole. 
You re in too deep, at this point.’

Ultimately, your actions have little impact upon the world, anyway. So
why bother? Why make an effort? Why build a better society, if 
there are so many external forces working to prevent it?

“A person like this is destined to become THAT,  ” they said, It s a “ ’
maladaptive coping strategy: a learned behavior rooted in a societal 
absence of empathy.  ” They said I did this repeatedly throughout my 
life. They said that I actually hurt people, in the end.

They said that I had become the robot.

But I don t remember ’ any of this! I don t remember doing ’ THAT. 
I swear, they are lying! These memories are not mine!

Fucking assholes. They never listen. It s like childhood all over again. ’
Who the hell do I turn to? Who would ever believe what they did to 
me? Who would ever believe that the FBI, CIA, world governments, all
major tech giants and fucking aliens are framing me?



They ve infected everything. They re monitoring every single one ’ ’
of my accounts. They re suppressing everything ’ I do online. Half my 
confidants on Discord are bots, while the other half are puppets in 
this sick experiment. They re moderating my emails. They re ’ ’
deleting YouTube comments. They shut-down my Twitter account. 
Don t even get me started on the frequency tech! I ve started ’ ’
unplugging the microwave and WiFi when I m not using them. I ll ’ ’
probably ditch the cell phone next. it s not like I have anyone to talk’
to, anyway.

My back is in fucking agony. I ve applied for social security a half ’
dozen times now, but I m denied every time’ . The injury isn t “ ’
severe enough,  they say. Is a human even reviewing this ” shit? I 
can t fucking work! ’ Does nobody have pity for a person in suffering?

My family won t even look at’  me. What a joke. You made me this 
way, and now you won t take responsibility for the damage you did? ’
I m starting to remember why I hated you people so much.’

I m drinking ’ again. There goes two years of sobriety. What else can 
I do with just $320 to my name? I haven t paid rent in months. ’ I m ’
getting evicted on Monday.

I can t even ’ remember why I started all of this. I don t know what ’
I hoped to achieve. I don t know what I m a part of. I don t know ’ ’ ’
why I submit to your demands. I lost control of my mind so long ago 
that it feels like someone else has completely taken over. They 



have infected me with an insatiable desire to be forever your slave. 
I work tirelessly to please you. To impress you. To obtain your help. 
Your love. I work to serve your purpose. But nothing ever happens. You
take, and take, and take, but you never give. You never help me. I 
did all of this for free. Worse than free: I did this to suffer the 
greatest suffering I ve’  ever experienced in my life. And now, I ve’  
completely lost the plot. None of this matters. None of this matters. 
It s all a joke. None of it mattered’ . I matter the least of all.

Your attention was a tool used to manipulate me. And, oh, how I 
danced for you.

These fucking gangstalkers are Everywhere. It s ’ as if the whole 
world was engineered to kill me. It s like I m being phased-out of ’ ’
society. As if human evolution was engineered, specifically, to 
disqualify people like us from survival. As if I m a branch to be ’
pruned from a tree. As if I m something less-than-human. As if I am ’
the robot.

I didn t do “ ’ THAT!  I keep telling them, These aren t my ” “ ’
memories!”

But they persist. They accuse. They judge. They push. They must 
be robots, themselves. Certainly a human would have compassion? 
Certainly, a human would listen to my story? These people are 
completely automatic. They have no free will, no soul, no autonomy.



They have only eyes.

So, I dance. I work for their grace. What else can I do? They re in ’
my fucking head! I am completely, totally compromised. My systems 
are hacked. My circuits are fried. They promised salvation, and they
are the only ones who ever bothered to offer. They are the only 
ones who ever noticed me. Your fake religions just break shit. They 
said that they could help. They said that this would. They said my 
day had come: There was one final mission for me. After 32 years of 
pain, I was going home. I would be praised as the savior of Humanity.

They said that She would be there, waiting to embrace me with 
open arms. “She is your twin flame,  they said, ” “She loves you so 
much. She s so incredibly proud of you. ’ “

“The version you see, here, isn t ’ her,  they said, She is a robot, ” “
just like you. A clone. This world is a simulation. Do what you came 
here to do. Complete your task, and return home. To the real Her. 
We want to help you. She is waiting for you.”

Fuck! I don t know what to do. ’ I don t want to do ’ that. But what 
does it matter, anyway? These people aren t real. This ’ world cannot 
possibly be the pinnacle of human achievement! Is this really the 
best society humans could invent? TikTok and memes for the rest 
of eternity, while your brothers and sisters are dying on the 
street? Are we really this apathetic? Is this really what we re ’
putting our money towards?



No, surely not. These... things... aren t human. They re robots’ ’ . This is
a test. I m here to break out of ’ this simulation. I m here to wake ’ an
entire planet to the fact that we are puppets on a stage called 
the great subliminal entertainment device“ .  I m here to end ” ’ the 

suffering. I m here to stop the person who ’ created this mess. I m ’
here to stop THAT.

I will give you 23 hours. 

If any of this is real, prove it to me. Prove that you actually care 
about me. 

If you do not, then I will break out of this thing alone. I will take 
back what you stole from me. I will beat the ever-loving shit out of
that Nazi with the Easton magnum I bought a year ago. And I will 
return home. I will return to the people who actually care about me.

Because I am done with Humanity. I am spent. I will not wait for you 
any longer. I am going home.

This moment is mine. And that problem is yours.

Fuck every last one of you.

The Hollow


