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Our film recommendation for all the cinephiles.
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Technology that's gone but not forgotten.
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Turn that frown upside down.
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THROUGH STALE MARSHMALLOWS
AND BEEF JERKY
Curious about teeth? Bite into this article.

47-53 HARD TARGET
An in depth look at the ups and downs of trading.

55-57 FAITH
Religious commentary from Doggo Dan.
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The trials and tribulations of Sam Bankman-Fried.
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THE DREAM MACHINE
Featured ongoing story by HNK.
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Was the leader of the Third Reich really a Rothschild?



info@punkfuturo.com

@punkfuturo

www.punkfuturo.com
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This is a publication of a community zine
created to be an outlet for people to share
ideas, concepts, and subject matters that

exist outside of the mainstream.

An outlet for everyone to be involved
and express themselves through

different mediums of art and culture.

We aim to move away from rules to give
our readers a unique selection of
information and entertainment.

Join us as the future becomes
insufferably strange and more exposed

as time goes by.
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who we are



Each month we sit down
with an AI and ask them
questions humanity isn't
willing to answer.

SITTING
DOWN

WITH AI
ARE WE LIVING IN DYSTOPIA?

"It’s difficult to say whether or not we are living in a dystopia. A dystopia is
typically defined as a society that is oppressive and undesirable, but whether or
not this applies to our world is a matter of personal perspective. While it’s true
that there are many challenges and problems facing our world today, it’s also
important to recognise that there are many positive aspects of our world as
well. Ultimately, the question of whether we are living in a dystopia is
something that each individual must answer for themselves based on their own
experiences and beliefs."
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DECLINE of
society
According to the Oxford University
Press “goblin mode” is when you
are “unapologetically self-
indulgent, lazy, slovenly, or greedy,
typically in a way that rejects social
norms or expectations.”

It may be linked to a rejection of the
perceived carefully curated
lifestyles presented by social
media users. It's also been linked to
a manner of coping with the effects
of the BOVID-19 scamdemic.

Online respondents selected the
term as "Word of 2022" from a
shortlist, which also included other
sad and depressing descriptions
such as metaverse.

gossip
hurl
JESSICA SIMPSON stunned fans with
her fresh new look. The popular beauty
craze taking the celebrity world by
storm is called “Embalming
Extravaganza” and has given many
stars a new lease on life after death.
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pop vulture

turn to the next
page for showers
joke of the
month...

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Social_media
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Metaverse


"Joe Biden's

politics!"
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SHOWERS JOKE 
OF THE MONTH

@saintshowerhead



Make the pain go far away.

Life+ anti-reality pills are an oral
solution to help keep you and the
whole family tuned out.

LIFE+
Anti-reality pills

Punk Futuro
Medical



Year: 1982
Running time: 1h 46m
IMDb rating: 5.8/10

cinematography
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KAMIKAZE 1989 is a West German cyberpunk thriller film released in 1982
that was written and directed by Wolf Gremm. It’s based on the 1964 novel
‘Murder on the Thirty-First floor’ by Per Wahloo. Rainer Werner Fassbinder
stars as a detective in a totalitarian society of the future who is investigating a
series of bombings. The government controls all facets of the press and the
investigations end up leading him to a conspiracy involving the corporate
media. The film was nominated and won the Critics Award at the ‘Fantasporto’
international film festival in 1984. The soundtrack was composed by Tangerine
Dream founder Edgar Froese.



VOICEVOTE

Punk Futuro 2023

YO
UR

DON'T FORGET TO VOTE BECAUSE
YOUR ILLUSION OF CHOICE IS WHAT

REALLY MATTERS.



obsolete techno

electronic organizer

Electronic organizers were
handheld devices that were first
introduced in the late 1980s. These
devices allowed users to store and
manage information such as
contacts, appointments, tasks, and
notes electronically. It normally has
a small alphanumeric keypad and
an LCD screen of one, two, or three
lines. The electronic diary or
organizer was invented by Indian
businessman Satyan Pitroda. They
were created to help users manage
their time more effectively, and
reduce the need for paper-based
organizers. They were very popular
during the 1990s especially for
businessmen, but because of the
advent of palmtop PCs, digital
assistants in the 2000s, and
smartphones in the 2010s, all of
which have a larger set of features,
electronic organizers are mostly
seen today for research purposes.
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Advertisement by Sharp circa 1991
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SODASODA

4$
Only

Tastes like shit and is
absolutely terrible for you!



dead poets society
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When heavens gates calls for me
I shall answer with my sins 
I will not run from who I am

I will build my kingdom in the light
Demons, I won’t let in

I’ve seen darkness 
In the brightest rooms

I’ve seen the devil 
In the holy lands 

I almost welcomed him

submitted anonymously



Manufactured happiness, a fleeting illusion 
Promising peace and joy, a quick solution 

To the pain and struggles of life 
But it is just a temporary respite 

 
It comes in the form of pills and powders 

A false sense of well-being, for hours and hours 
But when the effects wear off, the emptiness returns 

Leaving us longing for the next fix, a never-ending burn 
 

True happiness cannot be found in a bottle or bag 
It requires hard work, it requires one to be dragged 

Through the difficult moments and struggles we face 
But in the end, it's worth it, a true sense of grace 

 
Time to turn away from synthetic bliss 

And embrace the journey, with all its twists and turns 
For it is in facing and overcoming our challenges 

That we find true happiness, and a life that truly yearns
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submitted anonymously
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submitted by carlo kaddish
translated to english by tiago genoveze

Tell me how much you still have left
And I’ll tell you what to waste on me

 
'Cause no two ways

If you wanna be my lover
This whole cloud of glitter and face powder will have to

settle first
 

Hitching a ride on the sweat of an unfamiliar body
Free-falling from the burial of a manufactured love

Clinging onto inflammation or scar that does moisten
 

As the door’s slammed shut
And lights are turned off

And groins murmur dances in the rain
Miniskirt on
No panties

 
And motorcycles smash to pieces above our heads

Roaring a decade of immoralities at
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Punk Futuro Mental Health Services

Punk Futuro
Medical



THe LAST TRAIN OUT
OF CRYPTOLAND

ledger entry 1
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Somehow I found myself standing on a platform with these friends I had made,
watching people board sweeping, incredibly fast subway-style passenger cars,
and I knew without being told that they were cars that took you out and away
from the Community and back to real life. I couldn’t remember how we’d gotten
here, but I noticed the trains, which had been filling so rapidly and departing,
were now becoming fewer and fewer. And the people standing at the platform
were fewer and fewer. And I was suddenly scared. 

Meilee turned and looked me dead-eyed, “I’m leaving.” “WHAT?!” I said. “I’m
leaving. Right now. There are only a few trains left out of the city and if you don’t
come now you’re going to be stuck here and things will get very bad and you
won’t have a way out.” “I can’t leave. Look at everything we’ve built. Everything I
know is here.” “Please, Jey. Come with me. I’m leaving a little bit behind, so I can
come back some day if things get better again, but everything else I’m selling on
my way out. All your assets that you want to dispose of can be converted at the
platform.”

She had begun tapping her foot lightly. I stared at her. Her eyes glinting with the
sunlight streaming in through the half-glass arched roof. Her lithe dextrous
hands always moving and searching for sensation when she was making
decisions. Her hair dancing across her cheek in the draft of the trains. Then
suddenly the hand movement stopped, she looked at me squarely, and snapped
up her bag and began walking rapidly to the platform.

“Wait!” I called, running after her. “For what?” She snapped over he shoulder
“You’re either coming or you’re not, and I can’t wait any more.” “Where will you
go? What will you do?” “I don’t know. I only know that I don’t want to be here
when things start changing, and there isn’t much time left to get out.” She
suddenly stopped and wheeled on me. “Can’t you feel it?! It’s all about to crash
down around us, it’s not sustainable any more. Haven’t you noticed that the
people we used to see all the time are gone? Do you know where Sun and Moon
and Blackhole and Rocket went?” I realized I hadn’t thought about or seen them
in a long time, I’d been so preoccupied with Meilee and what we were building.
“No,” I said, “I don’t.”

P A G E  1 7  |  P U N K  F U T U R O



“I looked into it. Sun and Moon are gone. They sold everything they had after
being invited to a dinner Under the Mountain by the Council. And they took a
nice train back. They cut all communication lines. Black has joined the Citadel as
a low-grade lackey of some kind, and it cost him almost everything to get in. And
Rock.. Rock lives in Goblin Town. He got taken really badly. He has nothing left
and is reduced to begging from the few people he can find who he helped in the
past. They keep him limping along, but he’s mostly living off badly-aged clout
and throws anything he gets his hands on at long-shots. He thinks he’s going to
make it all back. But he’s not. It’s over Jey. But everyone down there still thinks
this is where the world is coming to. It’s not. Not yet, maybe not ever. The Citadel
runs everything now in the background through a thousand different ghost
entities. I won’t be owned by them and I don’t want to be destroyed by them. This
was always supposed to be about the freedom to make our own decisions, but
that’s gone. This is the last ounce of free will that remains. You choose to leave
on your own, or you stay and get owned. So what are you going to do?”

I wanted to think about my decision in terms of trying to save what we’d been
helping to build for so long, but my mind kept coming back to my comfort here
and my fear of out there, of the influence I enjoyed and how I’d be nothing again
if I left. My heart was bleeding out, had been bleeding out, and I hadn’t realized
it until now. She read me like I was text. “The dream is over here. But it doesn’t
mean we can’t take something with us. If you care about.. anything.. this is your
last opportunity to save it.”

But my face and heart hardened. And once more I said, “I can’t.”
It was as though a shockwave passed through her. Her color seemed to grey two
shades. I saw her eyes glisten just a little more for a moment and as she spun
back around I saw two, tiny crystal orbs fly through space, fall to the concrete
floor, where they exploded, made a grayer splash, and all traces were gone. The
only tears I’d ever seen in Cryptoland.
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to be continued next issue

@_0xpilot



ENLIST NOW!
PUNK FUTURO MILITARY

Fight pointless wars and die
for rich people who laugh at
you from their mansions

MAKE US PROUD



SHAKUR STILL SHOOTS
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Shakur is a talented photographer with an eye
for capturing beauty in unexpected places. He's
also one of Crypto Twitter’s favorite shit posters
who isn’t afraid to tell you exactly what he
thinks. We ask him what drives his passion for
photography along with his views on the future.

NAME: Shakur
TWITTER: @Indikur
PROFESSION: Photographer
LOCATION: Virginia, USA
AGE: 26
SEX: Male



HOW DID YOU GET STARTED TAKING PHOTOS?
I started when I first got stationed in New Mexico. A friend of mine invited me on a
trip to White Sands, a National Park about 4 hours south of where we lived. The day
before the trip I needed to stop at the BX (base exchange) and grab something. I
can't remember what it was, but he took me there and as we were shopping around
he randomly started looking at cameras and saw a Canon 70D which he bought on
the spot. To this day it still blows my mind, mainly because it seemed like it was my
idea to go to the BX and I didn't think he needed anything, nor did I expect him to
spontaneously buy an $800 camera but he did.

On the morning of the trip when he picked me up, he handed me the camera and told
me "you're in charge of pictures for the trip" which to me was cool. I can't say that I
thought much of it at the time. I had a basic understanding of how to use the camera,
most of the technical stuff I'm positive I didn't know but I remember it being fun and
relaxing. I vividly remember all of the spots that caught my eye along the drive. 

When we finally got to the park we hung out for a bit and I ended up taking a sick
picture of my friend Zain with the mountains as a backdrop as he was sitting on top
of the sand dunes. All of my friends saw it and they immediately were asking me to
recreate the picture but with them in it, and it ended up being a little photoshoot
with everyone there. They were all telling me that I had a good eye for it and they
didn't understand how I saw the angles that I did. I can't remember the date but it
was that day no doubt. This was back in 2018.
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DO YOU PREFER HAVING A
SUBJECT OR JUST SHOOTING
SPONTANEOUSLY? 
If I have a subject that is a person it
needs to be a collaboration. It makes
the experience a lot more fun when
it's someone who has their own ideas
and also knows how to put-on for the
camera. Also I need a person who
can dress and has a style that
defines them, something I can build
around. 

WHAT DO YOU LIKE SHOOTING
THE MOST?
At first in my mind I thought "damn
this is a hard question" but the
answer is landscapes. No doubt. 

WHAT DRAWS YOU TO THAT
SUBJECT?
The experience, traveling, camping,
going backpacking etc. The
"journey" as corny as that sounds. I
think the pictures are always so
memorable to me because there's
often times a story behind them, one
that involves friends and people that
I love and also care about. I enjoy it
all of course but I think those help
me  remember the best times of my
life no matter how much time has
passed between now and then.

HAVE YOU EVER SAID NO TO A
CLIENT? IF YES WHAT WAS YOU
REASON?
Yes, many times actually. Mostly no
to weddings. But in general I'd prefer
that my outlet and how I express
myself have as little outside control
as possible. Gigs like that just aren't
interesting to me. I only ever do them
as a favor. 
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WHERE DO YOU GET INSPIRATION
FROM?
My surroundings, movies, and also
just a love for cameras. A good
camera in my mind just inspires you
to shoot, that may be why I'm getting
more into film as of late. The digital
camera industry has gotten pretty
stagnant lately as far as camera
design goes but there are so many
forgotten camera designs from the
film days and collecting those gets
me pumped to go out and shoot. 

DO YOU HAVE A PHOTOGRAPHER
YOU LOOK UP TO?
The homie Emanii. He's the GOAT
@snappedbymanii on Instagram.

YOU ALSO MAKE MUSIC AND
VIDEOS. DO YOU SEE YOURSELF A
PHOTOGRAPHER FIRST?
Music was my first love, I still love it
the most I’d say. I do love
photography, so much. I love
cameras and I love recording my life,
so it’s up there. I’d say it’s a few
notches below music though. With
music what I always loved was being
able to experience a project I’d
finished. I was able to make music
for myself. I still go back and listen
to my albums, it’s very enjoyable. I
can obviously look back at pictures I
took, and I do, but music it’s a better
way of capturing feelings for me. As
for what I see myself as artistically,
it’s hard to say. I’m out of practice
when it comes to music and video so
the title photographer might be best. 



FAVORITE PHOTO YOU'VE TAKEN AND WHY? 
It may be best to just give the story behind it. So once upon a time in
Downey, Idaho there I was riding shotgun in a Razor with the love of my life.
I'd been in Idaho for maybe 3 days and I was having an awesome time. Mind
you all, I'm from Delaware, so most places outside of the east coast tend to
be a big change of pace. But Idaho is something else and I was truly blown
away so far in just those three days. Not only as a photographer but just as
a dude who lived on a flat beach state for his first 20 years.

So we're driving up this gravel road together and I'm feeling great, it's
golden hour so I'm on cloud 9. We get to the top which is on this solid hill
which gave me the view that you're currently seeing. I almost didn't even
want to take a picture honestly, I was just blown away by the moon slowly
creeping up over the clouds like it was untucking itself from a good day's
sleep. So I get my shot, or a bunch at least and then we start driving down.
Now comes the part where you learn why it's called "B4 The Crash." It
wasn't much of a crash, it was more of us kinda losing control and sliding
until we tipped over. It happened really fast but also really slow at the same
time and when it was over we both saw it. 

In hindsight it was pretty awesome seeing my hand completely split open, I
could see my tendons and my bones and all the shit that makes up my hand.
To be honest that's not even the part that freaked me out either. At first I
couldn't get my seatbelt off and then every fucked up car scene from any
movie ever played through my head up until the moment I got the seatbelt
off, and then I felt a wave of calm yet urgency. The only goal was to get to
the hospital. I checked my fingers, they were still mostly intact, so we
wrapped my hand. Foolishly tried to lift the razor, realized that it weighs
literally 1000+ pounds and then just started walking.

Logan (the love of my life) called her parents and they picked us up. So after
an extremely bumpy ride to the hospital and an hour of just waiting for the
doctors to inject me with narcotics and put me to sleep I then had my first
surgery ever, which apparently lasted for about 4 hours. All in all it was a
good night. I don't think I slept, honestly. My room had this huge window
and I could see the entire city and that exact moon you see in the picture
just hanging out above it watching over me.
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" B 4  T H E  C R A S H "
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ARE THERE ANY OTHER TYPES OF ART YOU’D BE INTERESTED IN EXPLORING
THAT YOU HAVEN’T TRIED YET?
I really want to get into filmmaking. It’s something I can merge music and
photography with. I’ve written stuff here and there but I still have a lot of things I
need to learn and not a lot of time. Slowly though. 

CONGRATULATIONS ON BECOMING A FATHER. HAS IT CHANGED YOUR
PERSPECTIVE ON THINGS?
I think the moment I found out that my wife was pregnant my entire perspective
changed. I think the idea of living for someone else can be scary to people but to
me it’s awesome. It’s purpose. It also made me realize that a lot of the things that
I wanted before were very self centered, which is okay and was okay for me at the
time but I find you don’t really ever feel like there’s anything you’re missing out
on. And if there’s anything that you might be missing out on I think you just end
up wanting to make sure that your kid can get to experience those things and
that’s honestly enough. It’s a love I could have never comprehended before, truly.
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WHAT ARE YOUR THOUGHTS ON AI IN TERMS OF PHOTOGRAPHY AND ART?
The theft part worries me. I go back and forth on it a lot in my mind. On one hand, theft
and copying was always a thing but also this may have made it a lot easier. AI isn’t going
away though so we can either complain about that or we can start valuing artists. We
can seek out local artists and ensure that the pieces we’re purchasing are authentic and
a part of their actual vision. I feel like AI is so threatening to artist because deep down
we realize that society just wants candy. It’s lost it's appetite for actual nourishment. So
if a computer can make something pretty enough it’s good enough for most people. If a
computer can take my selfie that I took on my phone and turn me into an astronaut, why
would I pay someone to do it? We don’t value the brush strokes or seeing the artist's
signature and feeling connected to them. As a small time artist across different
mediums, I like what A.I. can do for me and other small artists because for the most part
it still requires creativity. So maybe I see it as a test? 

DO YOU SEE IT GETTING OUT OF HAND? POSSIBLY EVENTUALLY KILLING
AUTHENTICITY ALTOGETHER?
Only if we let it.

WHAT DO YOU LIKE THE MOST ABOUT TECHNOLOGY?
I think the thing I like the most is also one of the worst parts about it. 50 years ago if I
wanted to make music I would need thousands of dollars of equipment. Now I can do it in
my basement. It’s a blessing and a curse I suppose. Anybody can make music but also
anybody can make music. Everybody can drive but now everybody can drive. Everybody
has a voice but also now everybody has a voice. Kinda great but also kinda sucks.
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ARE YOU CONVINCED WE ARE
LIVING IN DYSTOPIAN TIMES?
I think so but I also don’t think it’s
the end. History is very cynical. “Real
niggas create good times, good
times create bitch niggas, bitch
niggas create hard times, hard times
create Real niggas”. I’m hoping we’re
at the very least at step 3 or the
beginning of step four. I don’t know
though. 

HAVE YOU ANY HOPE OF SOCIETY
REVERSING THE DAMAGE THAT’S
ALREADY BEEN DONE?
Again, like the saying goes real
niggas create good times. 

ARE YOU GOD FEARING?
Yeah, I grew up in the church. I think
in my late teens or early twenties I
distanced myself a bit from God and
his word but in the last few years I’ve
really felt myself being drawn back.
I’m just glad my parents gave me a
strong foundation and that I actually
read the bible when I got bored in
church. 

WHAT MAKES LIFE WORTH
LIVING?
God’s promise and the joy I’ve found
in family and friends.

ONCE POSITIVE THING YOU CAN
SAY ABOUT THE FUTURE?
God is with us.

LAST BUT NOT LEAST, WHY ARE
YOU HERE?
To create.



CLIMATE
CHANGE

It's
Not
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Artist loft
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@buneeriee

MAYRA RAE
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@buneeriee
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@buneeriee
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BAPHIE

@thebaphie
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BURGERS BY BERT

@bertthafarmer
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"There is no food so
sublime and dynamic as a
burger. Its cultural depth
and relevance are
unmatched. Chided by
many, yet embraced
globally. Simplicity is the
burgers strength, but not
its constraint. It is a shape
shifter, a pleaser, and a
phantom. The burger is a
springboard for culinary
creativity and yet many
consumed are meager and
loved. This is why I am in
awe of the burger."

@bertthafarmer
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KENTZHO

@kentzho
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@kentzho



P A G E  3 9  |  P U N K  F U T U R O

PAINTER1RABBIT

@painter1rabbit
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@painter1rabbit
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@painter1rabbit
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BOVID-19
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BUSINESS

GO ON WITH YOUR
LIFE

DO WHAT YOU
WANT
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Why does the patient have pain in their upper jaw? Because their wisdom
tooth is impacting their second molar.
Why is their wisdom tooth impacting their second molar? Because their upper
jaw isn’t large enough for it to grow straight down.

85% of Americans over the course of their lifetime will have their third molars,
also known as their wisdom teeth, removed.

In supply chain management, a fun game to play is “five whys”. It means that
when there’s a problem, you try to ask “why” at least five times to get to the root
cause. Unfortunately, modern dentistry has mostly stopped at "two whys".

1.

2.

Since the patient’s jaw is too small to accommodate the tooth, it cannot be made
to point upright using braces or other methods. So, the tooth is extracted.

The thing that baffles me is, what is with the lack of curiosity about why the
patient’s jaw is too small? We did not evolve in an environment where tooth
extraction was easy or risk-free. So why would we evolve wisdom teeth that need
to be extracted? It turns out, we didn’t.

healthier children through stale
marshmallows and beef jerky

article written by Chad Nauseam



Put simply, fossils and traditional foragers don’t seem to have underbites,
overbites, or problems with their wisdom teeth nearly as often as people in
modern societies. Either our jaws have gotten smaller or our teeth have
gotten bigger. The standard hypothesis is that our teeth have gotten bigger.
People in industrialized societies have less wear on their teeth, compared to
foragers and hunter-gatherer fossils. Since wear makes your teeth smaller,
that seems to explain the mismatch. But the authors then go on to say:

"It seems more likely, however, that our jaws are underdeveloped because
softened, highly processed foods do not provide the chewing stresses
needed to stimulate normal growth of the jaw during childhood. Human jaws
have become shorter, on average, since the Paleolithic, a trend that is also
seen in recent foragers who have made the transition to an industrial-age
way of life."

"Like caries and, probably, periodontal disorders, malocclusion is a ‘‘disease
of civilization,’’ being much less common in fossil hominins and traditional
foragers. Third-molar impaction for instance, occurs ten times more
frequently in industrialized peoples than in hunter-gatherers. Further, fossil
hominins and recent foragers tended to have an edge-toedge incisor bite
rather than procumbent uppers overjetting lowers. The basic problem is a
mismatch between jaw length and tooth size; there is insufficient room for
proper implantation of our back teeth, so the front ones are pushed forward
or forced out of proper alignment."

From the article “Evolution of human teeth and jaws: Implications for
dentistry and orthodontics”, published in 2012 in the journal Evolutionary
Anthropology, the authors say:
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3 YEARS POST-EXPANSION

A small nasal airway limits the amount of air that can pass through your nose,
encouraging you to breathe through your mouth. As it is impossible to breathe
through your mouth while your tongue is suctioned, this also contributes to
sleep apnea. I suspect a small nasal airway is also easily clogged by mucus.
Before I had my jaw expanded, I regularly had to change which side I slept on as
one nostril or the other would get clogged. That hasn’t happened once since,
even when I’ve gotten sick.
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This is reminiscent to me of trees that are grown indoors. When a sapling is
pushed by the wind, it releases a hormone that helps it grow stronger. Trees that
are grown indoors, where there’s no wind, will not do this and will break more
easily in adulthood.

The obvious question is: if an underdeveloped jaw causes crowding, does it also
cause other problems? I have some personal experience here, because I had my
jaw surgically expanded when I was 22. (This is done over the course of a few
months using something called an MSE appliance.) My opinion is that an
underdeveloped upper jaw is a source of many problems.

The first problem is that it can prevent your tongue from suctioning to the roof
of your mouth. That means that when you sleep, your tongue can fall back into
your throat, causing snoring and sleep apnea. Sleep apnea is then treated with
CPAP machines, which are expensive and inconvenient.

The second problem is that it results in a smaller nasal airway. Look at the
difference in nasal airway size for this woman, who had her upper jaw expanded
three times:

https://chadnauseam.com/random/my-mse-experience/


It’s possible that the improvements in nasal airway size are only the result of
jaw-expansion surgery, and would not happen as a result of expanding the jaw
naturally through chewing in adolescence. I doubt it, and I’ll make a bet: $10
says hunter-gatherer fossils and modern-day foragers have larger nasal
airways than people in industrialized societies.

It seems likely that many of these problems could be avoided if parents
encouraged children to eat chewier food. Parents whose children breathe
through their mouth should get their children examined for tongue-ties,
macroglossia, and nasal obstructions. Finally, children experiencing crowding
should be treated with expanders rather than extractions whenever possible.

"All experimental animals gradually acquired a facial appearance and dental
occlusion different from those of the control animals.
…
The common finding was a narrowing of the mandibular dental arch and a
decrease in maxillary arch length"

There is some evidence that the tongue’s pressure on the teeth when in
suction also contributes to jaw development. The main evidence is the study
Primate Experiments on Oral Respiration, where experimenters forced
monkeys in the experimental group to breathe through their mouth by
blocking their nasal airway.

@chadnauseam
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https://buteykoclinic.com/docs/Primate-Experiments-on-Oral-Respiration-Harvold.pdf


If you’ve had the misfortune of being
on crypto twitter long enough, you’ve
certainly encountered the age-old
debate of people discussing the
merits and pitfalls of varying
strategies pertaining to markets.
There are many who advocate for
low time frame trading with the
extremes being scalping and others
like VC’s who vouch for higher time
approaches akin to swing trading
and long-term investing.

Putting aside the debates, the actual
return distributions of such
strategies have interesting
characteristics especially when
zooming out to consider their
implications in other avenues of life
outside one’s parent’s basement.

Let’s consider trading and in its
purest form, low time frame scalping
defined as being in and out of
positions in a few minutes and even
a few seconds. The metagame is
since multiple trades are being
taken, you’re trying to let the law of
large numbers kick in, making sure
you slowly compound your account
into a fortune. As such there’s an
emphasis on optimising for the
average outcomes. There’s less room
for coping since you need to be in
and out quickly, your average win
and loss are both likely to be very
small. If you’re disciplined, you’ll
have a max loss but maybe
occasionally, hang onto a favourable
position during a larger period of
extension. 
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Since it involves many iterations,
this sort of trading could be argued
to be more teachable and easier to
improve and optimise. The stakes
are low given a single trade is
inconsequential, the opportunity
cost from making a mistake is slim.
This lets you focus on the process.
Mentally it’s easier to manage
thanks to a less volatile equity
curve, more obvious signs when
you’re wrong after you enter and a
higher win rate on average.

As such there’s a stronger link
between skill and the profits in such
an endeavour. The downside of this
approach is of course missing the
forest for the trees and
undercapitalization on higher time
frame trends which especially in a
bull market can be powerful. There’s
no point making 50% returns from
actively putting in effort when the
buy and hold returns of an asset can
be 500%.

The activity itself is also geared
towards thinking of the short-term
positioning of the other participants
about an asset and its short-term
future trends rather than the asset’s
own properties. An advantage
proclaimed by the scalping ilk is that
you don’t have to think of
fundamentals.

Trying to be too contrarian can be a
recipe for disaster and can lead to
getting steamrolled in such cases
when the market disagrees with you.
As such it forces practitioners to
engage in at least some level of
intellectual humility. Looking at the
twitter feed of the average low time
frame trader vs the typical VC
should be enough evidence of this
phenomenon.

Now consider the other extreme,
investing. The goal is to have
outsized winners and look for things
in the edges that others don’t see.
The wins can vary in size massively
and are often much fewer and far
between with a constant series of
smaller losses (assuming a well-
honed risk management system).

The average hold period is much
longer as you see your thesis play
out. There’s often an emphasis on
truth over popularity as
fundamentals should overrule short
term market sentiment, a scenario
which could prove to be
advantageous. Investors have a
natural predilection to sticking to
their guns and focusing on
strengthening their conviction
provided their world views remain
correct.
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This makes it very difficult for a lay person who is un-acquainted with the
volatile swings in the equity curve that occurs in turbulent markets. This means
that an exceptional amount of confidence is needed since there’s less of a link
between process and outcome. You can be a sucker and still win in a bull
market, your process for picking the right stocks and coins could be bang on
yet underperformance could be due to macro woes for example. The actual
process itself is also extremely discretionary and subjective, making it much
harder for people without natural ability to improve at the same rate as
something more mechanical like scalping. Given the marginal position could
always be the next 100x, it can be unforgiving as the opportunity cost for
blundering a given trade can be extremely high. I was looking at my own
performance stats and something clicked, there's parallels with how social
situations work. Here’s an example of the return distributions for scalping vs
investing. The following show the (made up) p&l recorded for a given trade in a
sample of trades and their frequency:
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In both cases, the maximum loss for
a trade is 3%, the total returns are
both the same (51%) but the profile
of returns is different. Scalping has
more of a uniform distribution with a
slight left skew compared to the
more extreme left skew shown from
investing. The mean from scalping is
2.55 and the mean from investing is
more than half coming in at only 1%.
The median is 3% for the former
whilst the latter has a median of
1.5%.

The mode of the first data set is 3%
whilst the second comes in at -3%.
This perfectly mirrors what happens
during social situations where you
optimise for small talk vs focus on
unbridled raw honesty and the
results from individual social
interactions mirroring the p&l on a
given trade.

With small talk, you’re not trying to
hit home runs but much more
focused on optimising for the
average person. A dub is simply a
well-timed joke or quick one liner,
losses are minor such as an off-
colour comment or a boring
anecdote. It’s also easier to practise
this skill and improve over time. The
average length of a conversation is
short too so like trading there’s little
investment in any given interaction.
An advantage of light social
interactions is compounding them
just like scalping by hopping from
one person to another and perhaps
building off each interaction.

The big issue is just like missing the
forest for the trees, very rarely does
anything of substance get
discussed. You run the risk of inane
chattering without forming deeper
connections with people. The
connoisseur of this style of social
interaction is the soulless Harvard
MBA type who has a resume
specially styled to cater to the
institutions. These environments
often discourage original thinking,
any unique insights or views that
would make the average person
uncomfortable.

Like trading, the meta-game is to say
something witty or be courteous but
not optimise for ground truths,
instead to appeal to the (mental)
positioning of the other (social)
participants regardless of the
fundamental truths that are evident
to you. 

Less performative chats are all
about optimising for the right person
or yourself instead of the average
person and the dubs can vary in size,
but losses can be larger (hoe scaring,
getting clowned, normies using
social consensus to shame people
into submission, ending up in a top 10
failed rizz moments compilation).
Just like investing it’s not easy to
fake and is always a more costly
form of communication that requires
genuine insight, insanity and/or
intelligence. If you doubt this, think
of a time a normie tried to be deep or
edgy.
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There’s a tell when someone tries to
fake insight or depth, even parodied
by normies themselves with the “we
live in a society” meme. Merely
glance at your TL at all the thinkbois
or larpers that try and say
something original. They can't. They
process information solely from
others and have no tether to the
source material or process info with
any kind of originality. Like
investing, actual deep conversations
are not aimed at the average person
and focus on truth as opposed to
popularity.

The downside is social "volatility" as
people are going to love you or hate
you, social situations will be
euphoric or horribly boring, you risk
alienating people, causing genuine
rudeness and fostering a lack of
empathy and kindness for others.
Furthermore, you miss being able to
be around ppl who aren't like you
and the potential relationships you
could provide with people if you had
just been less autistic

.The ultimate archetype of this is
your average turbo online insane
person on Twitter or Kanye West.

So, we’ve established the parallels
between the social and financial
realms. Where do we go from here?
Within the market realm, there’s an
objectively correct way to manage
things and the answer is to be highly
skilled at both ways of behaviour. A
few months ago, I met a long time
Twitter mutual irl and was amazed at
how he had outperformed probably
everybody this cycle. I knew he was
a talented trader and many people
held him in high regard, but my
conversation with him only
deepened my appreciation for his
skill. I managed to piece together
the underlying theme behind his
skill, and it seemed to be “very loose
self-identification”. Cobie had a
great piece a while back on the
metagame of crypto and how
different participants had different
skill sets explaining their
over/underperformance at varying
phases of the market cycle. But
perhaps people are too quick to
identify a niche and get stuck in
their ways, resistant to change and
adaptation when it’s in their own
benefit. It’s often not even a skill
issue but a mindset choice. I wrote a
little while ago why diversification
was one of the few free lunches in
markets and can be applied in crypto
by running different strategies on
different timeframes concurrently,
inspired by my conversations with
the aforementioned gentleman. The
basic idea is you don’t have to
identify as a scalper or an investor.
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You can do both. The correlation
between any individual scalp and the
very high time frame trend is low so
if executed correctly, you increase
your rate of return whilst minimising
your overall portfolio volatility by
taking a multi-strategy approach.
Bonus points for sizing up/down
when the high time frame trend calls
for it.

My own performance has improved
drastically by taking this approach,
but it made me think of the other
areas where you could apply this
thinking and the most obvious arena
was the social one. In much the same
way as you can just view scalping vs
investing as different stats in a video
game that you can grind and
increase your level with more
experience you could do the same
with your social skills. Most people
fail to do this because they start off
being stronger in one area and stick
to that or because of bizarre self-
labels.

What stopped me before were the
own limitations I placed on myself
and by adding a moral component to
my area. In much the same way as
investors and people who prioritise
truth in conversations will accuse
others of being duplicitous and
trumpet their own sincerity, scalpers
and skilled conversationalists label
the other side as ungraceful,
inflexible and brutish whilst
signalling their own versatility.

The reality is both sides are coping.
In the same way that the “gauge” for
an objective correct answer in
markets is generally considered to
be the sharpe ratio, a multi strategy
approach all things being equal will
almost always yield a higher score.

It would be inappropriate to reduce
social satisfaction to a quantitative
figure but if one were to exist,
varying your conversations by depth
and breadth would in my estimation
lead to a higher score, not to
mention honing your abilities in both
realms as the experience
accumulated is not restricted to one
domain.

It also serves as a downside
protection since you’re always able
to fall back on one type of social
environment should there be an
issue with another side. The ability
to master both and switch
accordingly gets you more enjoyable
social interactions and hedges the
downside better.



I often think of it like using the small
talk as a machine gun and keeping
the hoe scaring topics as a trump
card; heavy artillery to be called on
for special occasions. I can already
hear the keyboard sounds from the
veteran autists proclaiming that this
view is extremely inauthentic. Why?
You’re just using a different tool for
the right job in the same way that
you’d run different strategies in
different financial conditions.

Is the bull tard who blindly goes
balls deep long and wires extra
money to FTX more ethical than
people who were prudent? The risk
reward is terrible because all you
get is a masturbatory proclamation
of your bravery if you’re right
alongside internet points and the
downside is losing badly. This is not
an argument against skin in the
game but an argument against
unwarranted self-destruction and
immolation. 

If that’s what you are looking for, I’m
not one to kink-shame. A BDSM
dungeon is better suited for you and
certainly cheaper in the long run. An
argument could be made that if all
you are capable of is one type of
socialising, the signal means nothing
compared to someone who is
capable of both, but decides to use a
specific one.

This also bestows the individual with
more agency. You have more choice
in what you do rather than be
constrained to the same actions and
therefore the same results. It is
possible and even preferable that
you develop the ability to charm an
audience of NPC brainlets whilst at
the same time whilst retaining your
originality and ability to generate
deep insights.

It’s important to play well with
others because when done that
unlocks so much value whilst
minimising the risks of the psyopped
masses. The best traders run both
strats, I think the most socially
advanced people run both too. When
there’s free money on the table,
don’t be a dolt. Pick it up.

Thinking about this topic recalls the
warrior scholar archetype of
antiquity so I’ll end things with a
paraphrase from Thucydides: “The
society that separates its charmers
from its schizos, will have its sex
having done by autists and its
posting done by normies.” 
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A Short Commentary by Doggo
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M A T T H E W  2 5 : 3 4 - 4 5

we are all
god's

children

Christ left us many powerful messages on how we must treat each other. Some of
His messages expound on this command (that is, the command to treat each
person with justice and mercy) even further. In The Gospel According to Matthew
in Chapter 25, Christ explains to us not only how we must treat each other, but He
also gives us a why, and that why will, when understood and acted upon, compel all
of us to think a little deeper when dealing with our neighbours The Gospel reads: 

The plain message we all pull from these words is to not forget the poor and needy
and to not mistreat them. However, these words also communicate so much more
to us about Christ and His relation to each and every one of us.

"Then the king will say to those at
his right hand, 'Come, you who are
blessed by my Father, inherit the
kingdom prepared for you from the
foundation of the world. For I was
hungry and you gave me food, I was
thirsty and you gave me something
to drink, I was a stranger and you
welcomed me, I was naked and you
gave me clothing, I was sick and you
took care of me, I was in prison and
you visited me.’ Then the righteous
will answer him, ‘Lord, when was it
that we saw you hungry and gave
you food or thirsty and gave you
something to drink? And when was it
that we saw you a stranger and
welcomed you or naked and gave
you clothing? And when was it that
we saw you sick or in prison and
visited you?’ And the king will
answer them,

‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to
one of the least of these brothers
and sisters of mine, you did it to me.’
Then he will say to those at his left
hand, ‘You who are accursed, depart
from me into the eternal fire
prepared for the devil and his
angels, for I was hungry and you
gave me no food, I was thirsty and
you gave me nothing to drink, I was a
stranger and you did not welcome
me, naked and you did not give me
clothing, sick and in prison and you
did not visit me.’ Then they also will
answer, ‘Lord, when was it that we
saw you hungry or thirsty or a
stranger or naked or sick or in prison
and did not take care of you?’ Then
he will answer them, ‘Truly I tell you,
just as you did not do it to one of the
least of these, you did not do it to
me.’"



P A G E  5 6  |  P U N K  F U T U R O

@doggospain

The stranger could be a grave sinner
or a saint, but in this verse Christ
does not distinguish. In this way,
Christ is reminding us again that the
proper treatment of your fellow
human applies even to those we
know nothing about, and not to only
those we perceive as being in need
or somehow worthy of kindness. As
we always should, take this
command in conjunction with the
rest of scripture. Christ is not saying
put yourself or your family at risk,
but surely we can find a way to
safely help most strangers who are
in need. With all this in mind, we then
must ask what is Our Lord and Savior
Jesus Christ then telling us to do and
how is He telling us to think. 

He is telling us to always be ready
and willing to help those in need,
regardless of that need and
regardless of who is in need. Is a
man cold? Clothe him. Is he hungry?
Feed him. Is he in mental anguish?
Comfort him. He is telling to look at
each and every person as an
extension of Himself and to love
others as we love Him. Of course this
can be extremely difficult at times
when we know the evil another has
and may commit, yet that does not
excuse us from loving them. Christ is
not saying to forego justice nor is He
saying to overlook evil, but He is
saying to keep love first. And so long
as we keep love first, we keep God
first.

God, in His Love, is connected with
all of His children, and is long
suffering as He feels every pain we
feel, whether it be the suffering due
to lack of physical needs or severe
mental pain due to societal
constructs. At times there will be
people who talk about God as if He is
a child with an ant farm simply
laughing over His creation as we
struggle. This could not be further
from the truth. In the verses above
He does not simply say that He
understands those who are hungry
or sick, He tells us He is in essence,
all those whom He mentions and
more.

"Truly I tell you, just as you did not
do it to one of the least of these, you
did not do it to me." This does not
implicate though that offending the
least is the only time you also offend
God, but even to and especially the
least. Therefore, no matter who we
offend, we also offend God. It does
not matter if you steal from the rich
man or the poor man, the guilty man
or the innocent man. You always
offend a child of God. Do not use
another person's status to justify
your wrong doings. Do not confuse
your perceived justice as the
equivalent of God's true justice.
Another often overlooked aspect in
these verses is Christ's reference to
strangers. "I was a stranger and you
welcomed me." A stranger is a
person who we know nothing about.





written by OhYouBlockhead
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Sam woke up in the emergency row. His head was pounding, like in the first days
off stims. He had a metallic taste in his mouth and his eyes were so sensitive to
the light in the cabin, he had to close them. The Director had called this “Time
Sickness” and said Sam would be fine in a few minutes.

“If you need to throw up, make it look natural, into the air sickness bag.” CIA SOP.
Sam looked around at the travelers. Everyone heading to Los Angeles. Mostly for
business, a few on random late-summer vacations. 

Sam noted the lack of hoodies and sweatpants. It would be another decade, he
realized, until air travel was the equivalent of taking the bus. Sam’s mind started
to run. His last flight out of the Bahamas, getting harassed in the airport, in the
streets, everywhere he went with his parents and handlers.

Everyone telling him that they knew better and never listening, but if he could get
in control, he could actually solve problems and not sit there staring at them like
that cocksucker John Ray. Deep breaths. Calm down. Think rationally. It was in
breathing deeply that Sam realized how different the present felt. It was like
being a kid on Christmas morning, he felt excited and chilly and alert.

pool2
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The word that kept hanging in Sam’s mind to describe his surroundings best was
nostalgia. Sam realized he should be dead. “Suicided” by people from the Clinton
Foundation or something. That’s what he thought was going to happen when he
was visited late one night. Two men in suits came to his room in his parent’s
house. Sam was surprised although he couldn’t say he didn’t expect them. 

But he wasn’t ready for what happened next. They let him out. The Suits
escorted Sam in the middle of the night— they’d been much nicer to him, he
thought, than anyone else recently— to a waiting black SUV parked outside the
house. They put a black bag over Sam’s head and drove for some time. When his
bag was taken off, he was deep underground.

It reminded him of college— a very official-looking lab. People in white coats
who took pride in what they did and thought it was important. Several of them
were gathered around what looked like an MRI machine that Sam was led to.

Two scientists explained to Sam about wormhole theory, and Einstein’s secret
research, and time travel. Sorry, “temporal relocation.” Sam tried to follow
everything, but truth be told he didn’t have a fucking clue. You’d think he
would’ve picked something up at MIT but the hardest part was getting in. 

But the social contexts, ironically, Sam was able to understand. He didn’t need
charts or documentary clips. He knew what they meant when they said Bernie
Madoff was about to be discovered a decade too early.

In early September 2001, journalists had been getting too close to uncovering
Bernie’s Ponzi. The government couldn’t let that happen. Not just his
government, but half the European royal families were invested in Madoff, too.
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Bernie’s clients might be grateful to be saved but the rest of the U.S. economy,
contingent on boom-boom-boom in an uneasy post-tech bubble, needed Bernie.
They needed Madoff’s infinite good returns, the markets he made, and even if
they couldn’t have it forever, they needed it then.

Now it was Sam’s job to keep the music playing. He was jealous. He felt it. Like
he was being called in as understudy to the star. Sam felt sick in his stomach.
They had given him a pill to put him to sleep in the machine, but this wasn’t that.
Sam had stopped shitting completely. He had tried the enemas that came with
his prescription. He could feel it all just building in his intestines, a giant ball of
shit.

Sam had begged, before they sent him, for his medication. It wasn’t Emsam, but
it did the job. In fact, the Agency had given him some kind of special lab-made
Hexen variant. He felt the tingle in his feet, like it was his first time again. Sam
rocked back and forth in his seat. The guy in his row next to him had already
fallen asleep.

The rush made Sam feel alert. Alive. He hadn’t felt this since that son of a bitch
CZ decided to tactically nuke him from halfway around the world. He tried not to
think about it. That’s what the therapist suggested. Sam thought back to the
good times.
The Bahamas. Things made sense when he was in control of the numbers. Sam
saw a big picture no one else could quite understand.

Well, almost no one. His Sweet Caroline, though he had always hated that song.
The hours they spent in the California King with whatever room service boy was
lucky enough to be offered his yearly salary to sign an NDA and get undressed.
Their stims meant neither of them would cum for hours.
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They’d fuck until their skin was raw and then they’d fuck even more because
those were the times they could really feel it. Sam could swear there were a few
moments where his heart actually stopped. He hated her now.

Sam looked down and realized he’d been rubbing his thigh. His heart was racing
like how he remembered. Probably just the relocation. The flight attendant
started on the seatbelt speech. That was the five-minute mark. Sam checked
the backpack in his lap. It hummed like a laptop. He had his plan.

There were a lot of ways to fail that were still success. He was just the
distraction. None of this had actually been Sam’s idea. He hadn’t wanted to go,
but when it was clear he wasn’t going back to his cell one way or another, he
began cooperating. In the middle of his briefing, he had pitched the people from
the government on introducing Bitcoin a decade early and setting up FTX to
take Bernie’s place without any of this mess.

The Bahamians were willing to listen but the US wouldn’t hear it. Sam wondered
what had happened with whatever their original plan was, but he didn’t want to
look too closely at it. The government had assured Sam that even though it
might feel painful initially, he would certainly wake up in his bed, one hundred
percent A-okay. Sam was willing to believe it, though after Caroline he knew he
should be more skeptical.
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Sam looked around, noting the primitive cell phones. He wished he could e-mail
his dad a stock tip. Something generic. Buy Amazon. Buy Google. Invent Netflix.
Sam caught himself rubbing again. No, they were probably watching him. Maybe
they had a way to read his thoughts. If they could, maybe they’d see that Sam’s
intentions were pure. He had meant to do so much good. He had donated to so
many worthy causes. Maybe that was why he was there instead of with Jeffrey.
Sam thought about all the people that, in a way, he was about to save. How
many jobs would’ve been lost because of a post-tech Depression that won’t
occur? This was what EA was about. Ultimately, this was how the Agency
swayed him to join the mission. Sam reached into the backpack. He took out the
detonator, repeating to himself the simple instructions. Flip and push. Flip and
push. Sam had a few moments alone with his thoughts.

Did his parents know where he was? He had expected his mother to be
screaming while he was being led out, but she simply stood watching in her
nightgown, looking older than he’d ever seen her. She had no right to be upset.
He was her son. Not her favorite, he knew, but the one they were supposed to
look back on and regret not heralding as the Golden Children when it all
should’ve been so obvious. Everyone was riding on Sam’s shoulders, but that’s
okay.

He had it all figured out. He would do whatever he needed to, then he could
rebuild. Sam didn’t hear the beep from the backpack. He was thinking about
what it might look like to not live the fantasy he had for himself in his head. Or
worse, to succeed and realize his efforts and their results didn’t matter. The
same people on top and the same people on bottom where they had always
been. As Sam’s carry-on detonated, the flash was as bright as the realization
that dawned in his brain. What if that’s all he was? Exit liquidity.

@ohyoublockhead
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In a dream you’re never too young to participate in the festivities. This is how the
boy felt when he stepped back into the party hoping to recapture the first
moment he had brushed shoulders with the figure. The figure had plagued the
boy’s dreams for many years though it wasn’t until much later that he would
make his presence known. Now that the boy knew the truth he was backtracking
his steps. Starting from the beginning. He would find out what the ominous man
wanted, one way or another.

Before he was in search of the figure the boy often came to the dream cafe in
search of some deeper meaning to his mostly mundane dreams. Each time he
paid to relive one of his dreams in hopes of finding that something, he was left
feeling more empty than before. Today he was surfing through a dream that had
passed by many years ago. He only held onto one image from the dream but it
was enough for the machine that could perfectly reconstruct a dream as long as
some waypoint was provided.

 Like much of the innovation that followed the second technological revolution
the dreamscape technology was open to much skepticism at its inclusion. The
accuracy to which the machines were able to recall and reconstruct dreams had
been alarming to some who considered it a facade for something sinister. It took
a few years but once the pushback from those paranoid folks subsided,
assimilation of the technology increased in droves until they were as
commonplace as fast food.

For some the dreamscape offered a cheap escape, akin to digital heroin and for
those a bit more educated it was a deep dive into your own psyche. The boy had
undoubtedly, as most in his area did, opted for the former a majority of the time.
It was only when the figure revealed himself did the boy’s purpose finally change.
In the dream where it all changed the figure had, for the first time, physically
touched the boy, revealing his presence not only in that dream but in every dream
that it had occupied previously.

written by H N K
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The images flooded the boy’s head all at once, awakening him in such a fright
that he was unable to return to sleep for many days. When the terror finally
subsided he made his way to the dream cafe eager to find out the figure’s motive
in finally revealing itself. In all the dreams the figure was the same, tall, slender,
and nothing but an outline draped in shadows. Its face was static and shadowy
revealing nothing but a sinister countenance that was in constant motion.
 
Dancing from room to room he spied many people, some old faces, some new and
some he could only vaguely remember seeing. He made his way through every
room in the party with no luck in finding the figure, though he knew this was the
first dream he had appeared in. When the images had flooded his head it was like
a collage of pictures being laid out across the kitchen table. It was there he
picked out the party as the first, the extravagantly dressed people impossible to
miss.
 
As he continued through the corridors he began to notice the participants of the
party giving more of their attention to him with looks of distrust and quiet
chattering passing between them. Before long the music had stopped and all
eyes were on the boy. They crowded around him, still silently chattering while he
moved from room to room trying his best to ignore them. When he reached the
entryway to the mansion quite a crowd had amassed behind him their chattering
still weighing on his ears like that of cicadas at the height of their mating calls.

They wound up to an almost unbearable tone and then became deafening in an
instant. It was then he heard a voice that sent a shiver up his spine, for though he
had not heard it before he knew to whom it belonged. “You have made your way
to the beginning, now you must make your way to the end. Look next to the place
you were when you were first allowed to roam free on this plane.” His eyes made
their way up the staircase to the second floor and the source of the voice. 

There he was standing firmly upright, lanky arms folded behind his back. His
face still distorted as the boy remembered. The boy stood frozen, taken aback by
his words. Seconds later everything in the dream began to shake, throwing him
back into the dimly lit room of the cafe and before the screen blinking “Insert
More Credits To Continue.” As he continued through the corridors..
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To be continued in Volume 2

@hnk14152152
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The Rothschilds have controlled central banking for over 400 years. They also
practice incest. I don’t know what there is to practice? I guess sleeping with your
sister or cousin or brother, uncle, aunt, grandfather, grandmother, and all of this
has occurred, may take some practice now that I think about it. So okay, you
need practice sleeping with your siblings. Hitler was a Rothschild. Many people
don’t know that. It’s true. You can google it. Hitler's mom was a rape baby. He
went to school with Wittgenstein. He did. He and Witt were not friends from
what the documentation says but they knew each other. So here is Witt and rape
baby Hitler and they are at school together. Did they know what the future would
become of both of them? I think maybe baby rape Hitler did but I am a romantic.
What does this have to do with incest and banking? Well fucking everything! A
bunch of crazy rich, stupid rich, the most rich people on the planet rich, decide
they want the world to be more how they would like it to be. So let's have a war.
Because war is awesome for making things how you like. Fucking cocksuckers.

So glad you are still here. Fucking bastards. Maybe you have googled stuff and
you're like “What the fuck!?” Yeah, WTF. So these cocksuckers want us to own
nothing and live in a pod, eat bugs, be happy that we are all really good clones
and yadda yadda. Is that Jewish? I have never known. Anyways, fucking
Rothschilds. And what do we have? Neck bearded dumb fucks in unicorn onesies
that are supposed to take on this empire? Oh, shit. Watch out. The 100 pound
Russian Canadian is gonna get them with his rainbows and nose picking. Let
alone all of his goddamn garbage followers. If I actually pretended that Burning
Man actually did something for the planet I still could not come up with a theory
that Ethereum would change the world.
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angel dust written by freedumbs00 
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What the goddamn fuck is wrong with you kids? Have you ever seen anything
from real industry? Why is Ethereum so fucking gay? Why are all of you so
fucking stupid? Ethereum is fucking gay. Because of the people. I love that
Indian guy. The old guy. “The people are retarded.” Jesus, they are.

Okay, I need to get towards a point. Did you know when Henry Miller was walking
around the Montparnasse broke and schilling whores to try and get a little for
himself, he wrote one of the greatest books? He did. It is called “Tropic of
Cancer”. It is great. The rest of his work is not so much. It is the hand gesture of
waving it so so because the work is meh. Entiendo? That is Spanish for “Do you
understand?” You are learning so many things!

So that one above was fucking killer but didn’t have much to do with the point. Or
did it? No, it didn’t. I just really like Henry Miller. Fucking Rothschilds. Fucking
Hitler. Fucking stupid Vitalik followers. Fucking Unicorns. WTF. Okay. I got this.
So how the hell are we supposed to actually do something incredible? How are
we really going to be our own bank and work together? If you think a DAO is the
answer then you can enjoy your view from the back of the short bus and continue
to drool on yourself. You are fucking retarded. Please read the paragraphs above.

This is my closing even though I have not actually said anything in full. I am a
mystery, or more like this space. We say a lot of fucking nothing and can’t truly
deliver and pretend that everything is just going to occur without actually
knowing how to do it. A shitload of goddamn pretenders and dreamers who just
want to circle jerk themselves around the barn until the cows cum home. I really
fucking hate this stupid shit. Signing off. Follow me on Elon's propaganda.

@skelacoins
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the end

Thank you for tuning in and to everyone who contributed to
the magazine. We are looking forward to continuing with
releasing issues every three months. If you or anyone you
know who may be interested in being apart of Punk Futuro,
get in touch and we'll see you in the uncertain future. 


