
Large sinkhole swallows the 
entire village of Ballarat 
O 

KAY WELL probably you have ques-
tions straight out of the gate, like: ‘This 
looks like obvious shit. A sinkhole 
swallowed the entire village? Pig’s 

arse. I’m in Ballarat right now. There’s no sink-
hole here. This entire village is entirely above 
ground. Why are you using print media to tell 
obvious lies? You’re smoking crack. You’re obvi-
ously smoking crack. Why are you smoking 
crack? Why do that do yourself? You’re not de-
fined by the hurts that torment you. If you won’t 
think of yourself, think of others; “the needle and 
the damage done.” Ask Neil Young. Hurt people 
hurt people; we have to break the cycle and it 
starts with us.’ 
 Maybe you’re thinking: ‘The sinkhole isn’t 
even a whole block. It’s eating a street corner. It 
isn’t even in even Ballarat. That’s fucking Mexico 
or some shit, I’ve seen that on Facebook. For this 
village, that looks like a favela too. I mean, Brown 
Hill is feral, but it’s not ramshackle—not yet. 
Wall St has still to shit the bed.’ 
 Maybe you’re thinking: ‘I’m not a fucking 
Greenie. I’m not even down with permissive liber-
alism and that shit, all that modernist noise 
about individual freedoms and the abolition of 
constraint. Someone in this village needs a foot 
up their arse wasting this much paper talking this 
much obvious shit though.’ 
  Maybe you’re thinking: ‘I just went  to all the 
trouble of bending over to pick this uni-testicular 
hoofwank up off the ground. If this village gener-
ates crap like this and elderly people hurt our-
selves bending over to pick it up, it should be an 
ageist hate crime. You should go to gaol.’ 
 Maybe you’re thinking: ‘Why don’t villagers 
take charge of their problems instead of acting 
out on them, like everyone acts out on social 
crises instead of trying to address root causes. 
Why don’t you come to terms with the root caus-
es of your own malfunction first and rise above 
them before you start sharing your rattling-
around-in-the-breeze-like-an-empty-tin can va-
cancy-spew everywhere.’ 
 Maybe you’re thinking: ‘It doesn’t have to be 
like this. Get a grip, not your village ghetto grunge 
smack romance with your five fingers either. 
That’s some codependent toxic shit. You’re obvi-
ously well into management stage. The hand is 
using you and systematically trampling all over 
your boundaries. It’s breaking down your capaci-
ty to assert your boundaries and resist being 
turned into a slave, a willing crutch, a willing 
punching bag and a willing surrogate parent. The 
hand is turning you against yourself trying to re-
construct its own harm as a favour. You owe it to 
yourself to be free of it, much less to say the rest 
of the village.’ 
 Or maybe you’re thinking: ‘I’m a grown adult. 
I’m my own person. I have my own mind. I can 
think for myself. I have my own independenly-
formed value system, I’m not a puppet jumping 
on village morality-policing bandwagons. I’m not 
a sheep. I went for personal growth over eco-
nomic growth. I grew up. I don’t believe every-
thing I read. I can read between the lines. I read 
Manufacturing Consent. It looks like you’re in-
dulging sick wish fantasies. Maybe you some 
kind of deranged personal vendetta against vil-
lages that abandon their own and leave them 
behind, and then morality-police the conse-
quences like they had no part in them so they 
can recast themselves as solutions to problems 
of their own making. Saying bad things about 
villages is obviously just acting out antics from a 
known local derelict with an obvious death- 

T HE SYSTEMATIC extermination of the peo-
ple of Gaza by a rampaging ethnofascist 
global pariah state is certainly creating 
some terminal problems for international 

law. Any concept of restraint or ethical norms is 
markedly up in smoke like a block of flats being 
bombed with something that cost more than the 
annual salary of the holy soldier firing it. This is the 
‘rules-based’ world order in reality. This much is 
true. The optics are terrible.  
 We would be remiss if we did not perform due 
diligence in acknowledging that ruthless blood-
letting is bound to create uncertainty in global 
markets. There are bound to be ripples in the 
pond. Normalised atrocity world be bad for busi-
ness if it wasn’t still good for business, on the 
other hand. The spice must flow, as they say.  
 The good news is that we have streamlined our 
portfolio of national governments to ensure that it 
does. Our subsidiaries dangle carrots in front of 
the peasants when not dangling demons and 
sticks. They pass batons reinventing themselves 
as solutions to problems both of them are respon-
sible for, while blaming the other. Everyone enjoys 
the spectacle, does what they’re told and runs on 
the consumer treadmill either way. 
 Indeed, we must not lose sight of a fundamen-

tal truth: One man’s crisis is another man’s oppor-
tunity. Chaos is a cash register. Naomi Klein, the 
documenter of many incredible opportunities 
made possible by the new science of disaster 
capitalism, may not have intended her work to 
work as an instruction manual, no more than did 
George Orwell. If we look at both laterally, howev-
er, we can see that it reflects this great human 
truth—one with great potential for exploitation. 
 As a figure of literary history, Orwell has much 
to teach budding imperialists about social and 
thought control. As a science of thought control, 
Orwellianism has much to tell us about exploiting 
the truth for opportunity; as far as instruction man-
uals for imperialists are concerned, history is like 
a cavern of treasures no one has been to. While 
even thinking about history might feel as repulsive 
as work or having to talk to peasants, really we are 
looking a gift horse in the mouth. Crisis and oppor-
tunity are two sides of the same coin; Zen philoso-
phy is never impractical. 
 The first thing the budding imperialist needs to 
note is that the big names of history—your Hitlers, 
your Stalins, your Torquemadas, your Pompeys—
were ruthless sociopaths. In all likelihood you are 
already well versed at hiding from yourself inside 
national cliques. You know the value of national 

security blankets in holding them together. In all 
likelihood you’re a budding sociopath and a bud-
ding sadist yourself who enjoys the power we hold 
over others, not least when we squeeze them for 
its measure in yelps. We need not preach to the 
choir. Just go limp before your conditioning. 
  The fact remains that power is an excellent 
substitute for being even halfway in touch with 
ourselves and the world around us. If we can’t 
command respect, compel it. This is a WAY easier 
option. It demands much less of us. It’s a lot less 
work, save all the unintended consequences. The 
choice is obvious. If people won’t love us for who 
we are, if we don’t even love ourselves for who we 
are, they can worship us like Gods instead. 
 What this means in practical terms is a lot of 
gaslighting. Unfortunately, this is where the bud-
ding imperiaist has to put in actual effort of their 
own, but there are mad power and dividends. The 
gaslighting script is by no means hard: if we want 
something, and someone is in the way, tell them 
the harm we’re doing to them is for their own 
good, blame them for existing in any way other 
than under our control, and make them defend 
their right to exist while we use them as crutch-
es, bleed them to measure our power over them 
and our sadism in pain, and go over their heads to 
get more mad power and dividends. 
 Say for example someone is getting in your 
way because they think they have a right to live on 
your private property because they occupied it 
before you improved it by putting a fence around 
it. That script has worked a charm: the occupants 
of the land are hurting your individual freedoms 
not being allowed to dispossess them by enclos-
ing the land.   
 But, you ask, what if anyone asks about the 
individual rights of people we’re putting labels on 
only because of DNA markers that make them 

The optics of imperialism are 
ghoulish, but opportunities 
are ripe 



easy to classify and stereotype? This is something 
we must come to terms with—which is to say, we 
must have a proactive strategy to ward off such 
questions before they even arise. Doubt in the 
Providencial calling of the empire is a clear and 
persistent threat to civilisation. It must be ruthless-
ly persecuted for the greater good. 
 Again, in practical terms, this means whatever 
story we can come up with to explain to the slaves 
why their slavery is necessary. Slaves don’t want to 
be slaves. Slaves don’t like being slaves. Slaves 
don’t know what’s good for them; we have to ex-
plain this to them. This is why gaslighting and coer-
cive control are necessary. Slaves don’t know how 
good they have it. Slaves don’t like being slaves. 
Slaves resent being slaves. Slaves have to know 
that they are bad and will be punished for saying 
bad things about slavery. Sometimes slaves don’t 
even want to identify as slaves. Nonconformists 
refuse to understand what’s healthy and natural 
about subordination under positively sacred social 
and class hierarchies, personal boundaries not so 
much. They have too much false pride to be cor-
rectly programmed. 
 The budding imperialist must endlessly im-
press on the slave that slavery is for their own 
good. We need to reconstruct the harm we to do 
slaves as a service; one has to be cruel to be kind. 
Pain is an excellent measure of our power over the 
slave, but it can have corrective effects for the 
slave also. This is what we can tell them anyway, 
and do, and as much as this invites the slave to 
blame themselves for the harm we do to them, the 
budding imperialist will be pleased to discover that 
it has soothing effects on one’s conscience also. 
 The second thing we need to do is to extend 
this logic into the norms of daily life under the em-
pire. The vastly more agreeable state of affairs 
engendered by being cruel to be kind can be main-
tained and perpetrated further I mean nurtured by 
tough love domestically and geopolitically. While 
any halfway sane despot leaves civil life well alone, 
a close control can be exercised socially and ideo-
logically through innovations on the Civilising Mis-
sion narrative upon which the West was built. 
 Through these variations on a theme, the bud-
ding imperialist reconstructs harm as being in the 
best interests of our slaves, gaslighting and trauma
-bonding targets into submission. There, they will 
hopefully bend, ideally break, and their souls can 
then be harvested. We conflate doubt with lack of 
faith, criticism with attack, opposition with 
abuse—hey presto whoever is in the way of empire-
building is guilty of existing. Ethics don’t apply to 
unpeople, slaves too proud and lacking in proper 
gratitude to accept the station God and nature 
have imposed on them not least of all. 
 The script runs thus: If the natives don’t want to 
be slaves, or exterminated, they’re resisting social 
improvement and moral salvation to the level of 
the colonialists and empire-builders who enslaved 
or exterminated them. If the slaves don’t want to 
be slaves and the targets for crimes against hu-
manity who survived but who wish they were dead, 
they’re jealous of the improvements of invading 
colonisers, which as slave labour they had no part 
in, on lands they used to roam freely through. 
 By the same token, slaves who are leased like 
the car pool to save on capital overheads, but who 
aren’t excited about not controlling the product of 
their own labour, are jealous of the slaves who are 
getting ahead into a lifetime of subsidising industry 
dividends by raising their kids to working age com-
pletely for free. As good as a second mortgage to 
the free market each one. The budding imperialist 
needs to understand the people enough to know 
that as long as they feel like they’re upwardly mo-
bile, they won’t rebel. Hope of upward mobility is a 
systemic safety valve against class struggle. We 
also need to keep in mind that, sometimes the 
people will get antsy and eventually rebel when we 
squeeze them hard enough.  
 We have not made it this far without being well-
versed in the science of peasant control. Right up 
until the very last day of mad power and dividends, 
the bread-and-circuses approach to population 
management will work just as well as the tried-and
-true divide-and-conquer. The problem for the bud-
ding imperialist—as always—is to innovate on the 
narrative. Snobbery will suffice where the national 
security blanket does not. Divide the people by 
feeding them the circus freakshows of their own 
society, from those least able to defend them-
selves backwards. Everyone wants to hide inside a 
pack nowadays, they just don’t know it yet. 
 Pick off the weakest first in endless games of 
performative purging of weakest links and moral 
renewal of the selective tribe. Take the blood from 
the Colosseum and put it online. Feed the people 
social freakshows they can feed the alienation 
monster when they can’t feed it conspicuous con-

sumption and narcissistic supply from external 
approval. Feed the people dopamine, our Stock-
holm syndrome in their neurochemistry. Dig the 
claws of empire deep. 
 The budding imperialist needs to be able to 
apply this logic wherever necessary: in the sake of 
DNA markers, this means labeling people whose 
markers are different coloured skin “lazy” for not 
wanting to contribute to society as slaves. This 
means labeling people whose genetic markers are 
varying chromosomes “emotional” and “difficult” 
for not wanting to be brood mares for an economy 
geared more to fat dividends than respecting per-
sonal boundaries. 
 Clawing our way up the social hierarchy means 
keeping an ear open for how these scripts are de-
ployed to maintain the hierarchies needed for 
climbing. The budding imperialist may note at this 
juncture that the same dynamics apply in the au-
thoritarian household as in the empire; the nuclear 
family is the cornerstone of the state. In the same 
way as we must remain vigilant against noncon-
formists within a family unit where authority stems 
from God, or nature, or whatever works, so we 
need to do the same socially and politically to get 
mad power and dividends. 
 The whole point of gaslighting the slaves and 
all the other shit we carry on with is to make sure 
they never understand that we need them, we de-
pend on them, not the other way around. The whole 
point of leasing slaves is so you can claim owner-
ship of the value they create; as soon as they start 
asking themselves questions like, “if slavery 
means losing 100% of the product of your labour, 
at what point does it stop being slavery,’ the bud-
ding imperialist is in all sorts of trouble. Slaves 
might start questioning the wage they get as a sub-
stitute for control over the product of their labour 
and job democracy. 
 Needless to say, this must never happen, un-
der any circumstances. Slaves who ask too many 
questions should be fed to the alienation monster 
with all power and haste as an example to the rest. 
In the same vein, there is no honour amongst 
thieves, and so the budding imperialist must al-
ways be on our guards against each other. At least 
as much as we are the domestic slaves who raise 
our leased slaves to working age for free, and the 
leased slaves, and life. 
 The good thing about supremacist cliques how-
ever is that we can hide from ourselves inside 
them, sharing the conspiracist script against out-
siders we ritualistically dehumanise amongst the 
self-appointed elect, and substituting it for any 
sense of personal identity and a personality in 
three dimensions. The best part about fetishising 
violence as wolf packs of tough cunts is that we 
can then entitle ourselves to acting out on the vio-
lence of history instead of rising above it, which as 
everyone knows is a communist prejudice and a 
terrorist conspiracy. 
 Inevitably, our violence extends to each other, 
particular when we see ourselves mirrored in one 
another. It’s the natural order of things. We must 
and do exploit any weakness real or perceived in 
one another to leave the other buds behind and 
fully flower. It’s everyone for themselves; this is the 
true meaning of civilization. 
The self-appointed Elect 
stab each other in the back 
as unconscious expressions 
of our own inadmissible self
-loathing when we’re not 
running moral crusades 
against folk demons to re-
construct ourselves solu-
tions to problems of our own 
making, e.g. that the devi-
ants we’re purging have an 
annoying habit of expressing 
doubt and asking questions. 
 Civilisation must be 
protected in the building of 
empires. We have to be 
cruel to be kind. Being 
doubted and attacked have 
to be the same thing in the 
same way that selfish 
means and altruistic out-
comes have to be the same 
thing in order for the budding imperialist to fully 
flower. It doesn’t matter what your stripes are; if 
the capitalist peasants think for themselves, the 
communists win; if the state capitalist peasants 
think for themselves, the enemies of New Econom-
ic Policy state communism win. To the budding 
imperialist I say, let your paranoia flower and the 
might of the empire along with it. 
 The flower of the empire is the flower of the 
world and the glory of Creation. Accumulate 
mad power and dividends while you can.                       

The optics of imperialism are ghoulish (cont)... Hats off to local legends indeed 

D 
URING THE RECENT federal election self-
promotion foghorn and mining kleptocrat Clive 
Palmer dumped various forms of hate-spew 
around town. Corporate sock puppet The Courier 

was more than happy to take his garbage, leading an in-
creasing number of Ballaratians to wonder if they’re not a 
real-estate supplement with some news-lite around the edg-
es to draw an audience that can be sold to advertisers. ’The 
Courier are servile corporate apparatchiks notable for the 
news they suppress as anything they report,’ said one local, 
who added that the decline of print media completely fig-
ures. ‘Noam Chomsky’s comment about Stalin being jealous 
of the conformity and servility of the western media and in-
tellectuals in the global North is as true as ever,’ he said. 

 Local legends weren’t standing for shit from the kleptocracy; a forhorn’s propagan-
da got a welcome retuning. Photographed in Scott Parade, near the Eastern Oval, Bal-
larat. MAGA up your arse shitbirds, what’s it like having a dick for a nose. Ptuh. 

IN THE NEXT INSTALMENT OF THE BATTLER CLIVE PALMER TELLS ALL: 
 

“I GOT SOME RIBS REMOVED SO I COULD BLOW MY OWN TRUMPET IN 
THE PRIVACY OF MY OWN HOME, INSTEAD OF BEING A FUCKING WAST-
REL, LIKE POLITICS ISN’T ALREADY GAME OF THRONES MEETS CORRUPT 

AS FUCK KLEPTOCRATS INVENTING IMAGINARY HOBGOBLINS LEFT AND 
RIGHT AND STIRRING UP FROTHING MOBS OF DOPAMINE-FUELLED 

Newspeak dictionary  

Adjustment, quantitative, n. 
1.A new, innovative strategy for overcoming systemic crises in hoarding of fat divi-
dends offshore by printing money. Nominally the preferable solution to approaches 
like dealing with their root causes. Social and historical responsibility is a Bolshevik 
conspiracy against my rights. We’re not playing with your Communist propaganda.  
2.An adjustment to the quantity of social wealth transferred from the poor to the rich, 
thereby demonstrating the ongoing value of the free market as a rising tide that lifts 

all boats, however many boats you might have. As long as no one notic-
es the rising tide is also bringing in the consequence of treating the plan-
et as an infinite resource and infinite garbage dump, and trying to make 
an infinite-growth economy work on a finite planet. 
3.Socialism for the rich. Socialism is fine when the right people benefit. 
 
Usage: ‘The government gave investment management monopolies 
BlackRock and Vanguard the entire nation’s GDP not to move to China, 
alleging thereby to stimulate economic growth and making everyone 
say, ‘wow, isn’t the Invisible Hand of the free market amazing. How do 
they do it, I can’t even figure. I bathe in the majesty of free market capi-
talist utopia; a society where everyone is competing with one another to 
be more normal than happy and hiding from themselves inside exclusive 
cliques filled with people as alienated, miserable and codependent as 
they are.’ 
 
Woke, n. 
1.Apparently, an attitude of arrogant superiority and smug self-
satisfaction, reflected in a holier-than-thou attitude and a tendency to 
belittle and write off points of view and experiences that don’t align with 
one’s cult beliefs. “As a Sneech, your lack of star-belly is offensive.” 
2.Label reflexively applied to critics and opponents of a) bronze-age 
death cults that burn doubters at the stake for thinking humanity might 

be better off without thought control, and b) grifters instrumentalising all life as an 
endless resource and garbage dump, and accusing anyone who doubts endless 
growth can work on a finite planet of hating individual freedom. Not woke but. 
3. An education, according to pig ignorant supremacist edgelords who sat on their 
phone all through history at school, and are tough cunts until they shoot themselves. 
Cf Hunter S. Thompson: ‘One taught only by themselves has a fool for a master.’  
 
Usage: Did you know there’s a tyranny of woke that isn’t the mentality that saying bad 
things about crimes against humanity in Gaza means you hate Jews? I didn’t even. 


