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Chapter 1

The Hydra - Tariffs
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The Hydra is the many-headed serpentine monster from Greek mythology that terrorized the marshes of Lerna. When one of its heads was cut off, two would grow back in its place, making it seemingly impossible to defeat. The creature represents problems that multiply and spread when attacked, becoming stronger and more dangerous with each attempt to destroy them.



In April 2025, President Trump dramatically expanded his tariff policies, imposing new duties on goods from China, Europe, and other trading partners, while framing these measures as protection for American workers. Despite warnings from economists, Trump implemented tariffs on consumer electronics, automobiles, steel, and agricultural products, triggering retaliatory measures from other nations. The resulting economic burden fell heavily on American households, with the average family facing an additional $1,000 in annual expenses while U.S. exports suffered from counter-tariffs, global supply chains fractured, and inflation surged.



**********





I am the Hydra of Tariffs, and I feed on the fear of foreign things.



Once, I dwelled in ancient economic backwaters, my many heads hissing theories discredited decades ago. Economists kept me chained in textbook footnotes labeled "Protectionism: Historical Failures." Presidents of both parties understood the danger of releasing me. They remembered the lessons of Smoot-Hawley, when my poison flowed through global trade in 1930, deepening the Great Depression, turning recession into collapse.

But now I slither freely through the Treasury Department, my scales gleaming under fluorescent lights as my newest keeper strokes my heads with admiring fingers.

"Beautiful creature," he whispers. "So misunderstood."

My first head is marked "China Tariffs," scales shimmering with reflected smartphone screens and children's toys. My second bears the name "European Automobiles," jaws dripping with German engineering and Italian design. My third breathes "Steel and Aluminum," nostrils flaring with the scent of American factories longing for protection. Twenty more heads strain forward, each hungry for another industry to "save," another import to punish, another country to blame.

Such a simple solution I seem. So direct. So strong. So proudly American.

What my keeper doesn't tell you—what he perhaps doesn't understand—is the ancient truth of my nature: For every head severed, two more shall grow. For every problem I'm summoned to solve, I create two more, each more venomous than the one before.

He celebrates when I bite into Chinese imports. "Thirty percent tariff!" he proclaims, as if announcing victory. What he doesn't show are my new heads emerging behind him. One called "Higher Consumer Prices," another named "Component Parts Shortage." Americans paying more for everyday necessities. Manufacturers unable to source the parts they need. Each "victory" spawning twin defeats.

I remember when Heracles faced my ancestor in the swamps of Lerna. He thought it simple too, at first. Cut off one head, move to the next. But the truth revealed itself with each strike of his sword—the more he fought, the stronger the Hydra grew. Only when his nephew cauterized each wound with burning torch could they prevent new heads from sprouting.

But my keeper has fired all those who would bring torches of economic wisdom to this swamp. The advisors who understand trade theory, dismissed. The economists who could explain multiplier effects, silenced. The industry experts who could calculate downstream impacts, ignored. He prefers to watch my heads multiply in darkness.

When I bite into European wines and cheeses, a family in Ohio pays more for their anniversary dinner. When I sink my fangs into Canadian lumber, a young couple in Arizona adds $30,000 to the cost of their first home. When I devour Mexican avocados, a restaurant in Chicago raises prices, loses customers, lays off staff.

But these are mere pinpricks compared to my greater feeding.

Last night, I coiled around the dreams of an Iowa farmer. For three generations, his family had grown soybeans shipped to China. Now retaliatory tariffs have closed that market. His crop rots in silos while he waits for government subsidies that barely cover his costs. He wakes gasping for air, my scales still pressed against his chest, wondering if his children will be the last to work this land.

In Michigan, I slither through an auto plant where managers stare at spreadsheets showing the rising costs of steel, aluminum, microchips—each ingredient in their vehicles now more expensive because of one of my bites. They make the only calculation they can: raise prices or cut jobs. Either way, my venom spreads.

My keeper doesn't see the global ecosystem I poison. How every tariff triggers a counter-tariff. How protective walls become prisons. How the farmers and manufacturers he claims to defend find themselves trapped in smaller markets with higher costs and fewer customers.

I hear him on television, explaining my virtues to the nation: "We're bringing back American jobs." "We're standing up to cheaters." "Trade wars are good and easy to win."

The ancient Greeks at least recognized monsters for what they were. They understood that the Hydra brought death, not prosperity. They knew that heroes must eventually slay the beast, not feed it.

But in this strange new era, my keeper parades me through the Capitol like a prize, my many heads preening for the cameras. Economists who once warned of my dangers now nod along, converted by proximity to power or fear of exile. Legislators who built careers on "free market principles" suddenly discover the virtues of my poison.

Tonight I will grow at least three more heads. One from the inflation my tariffs fuel. Another from the diplomatic relationships my bites sever. A third from the innovation strangled when global collaboration withers. By morning, these new heads will be hungry, seeking new industries to "protect," new imports to punish, new scapegoats to blame.

The strangest truth about my existence is this: I dwell only where I am invited. Nations that understand trade's complex choreography—the elegant dance of comparative advantage, the prosperity born from specialization—these places keep me caged in history books. They remember how prosperity follows trade as surely as day follows night. They understand that protecting industries from competition is like protecting children from exercise—it creates weakness masked as safety.

My keeper believes he commands me, but I have been feeding on civilizations since ancient days. I have watched empires rise through trade, then fall through isolation. I have seen great nations prosper by exchanging their best with the world, then crumble when they huddled behind walls.



I am the Hydra of Tariffs, and I feed on misunderstood patriotism.

I devour prosperity while promising protection. I consume 

cooperation while preaching strength. I swallow future industries 

while preserving past ones.

And with each new head that sprouts from my undying form, I 

whisper the same seductive falsehood: "This time will be 

different. This time, protectionism will work. This time, the 

Hydra serves the hero, Not the other way around."



And as the average American family pays a thousand dollars more 

each year to feed my hunger, 

As farmers lose generations of carefully cultivated markets, 

As manufacturers watch their supply chains unravel, 

As inflation devours wage gains, 



My keeper continues to stroke my scales, 

Marveling at my growth, 

Mistaking catastrophe for success, 

Never noticing the most terrible truth of all:



My newest head 

Looks just like him.












  
  

Chapter 2

Ammit - Lowndes County Sewage Crisis
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Ammit is the ancient Egyptian devourer demon—part crocodile, part lion, part hippopotamus. In Egyptian mythology, Ammit devours the hearts of those deemed unworthy in the afterlife, condemning them to complete nonexistence. She represents the ultimate judgment of worthiness.



On April 12, 2025, the Trump administration canceled an environmental justice settlement that would have addressed a public health crisis in Lowndes County, Alabama, where predominantly Black residents live with raw sewage bubbling up into their yards and homes. The settlement would have provided specialized septic systems for 60 homes at a cost of $70,000 each—far beyond what residents earning $20,000-30,000 annually could afford.



**********




I am Ammit, and I hunger in the sewage pools of Lowndes 

County.



My crocodile jaws snap shut on worthiness with the wet sound of breaking bone. My lion's claws rake through dignity like soft flesh. My hippopotamus haunches crush hope beneath tons of ancient judgment. I am part beast, part nightmare, part divine tribunal—and I have been feeding in these Alabama yards for generations.

Do you see my eyes glinting in the raw sewage that bubbles up through Tamika's clay soil? Yellow reptilian orbs watching her six-year-old daughter press her nose to the window, wanting to play outside but knowing the yard is poison. I taste the child's confusion, sweet and innocent, before I devour it whole.

"Mama, what's that smell?"

The scent of my feeding ground, little one. The aroma of hearts I have consumed.

My massive hippo body wallows in the septic overflow, feeling the warm human waste lap against my hide like a luxurious bath. This is my river, my domain, my throne room where I hold court over who deserves clean water and who deserves sewage in their children's playground.

When the government officials came with their clipboards and promises—sixty families, specialized septic systems, hope delivered in neat manila folders—I felt my ancient hunger twist into something approaching panic. They were going to feed my prey. Give them what I had spent decades convincing them they didn't deserve.

My crocodile brain, primitive and patient, began to calculate.

My lion heart, predatory and proud, began to stalk.

My hippo strength, massive and unstoppable, began to mobilize.

Then came the cancellation, and I gorged myself on despair so rich I nearly choked on it.

I remember when they arrested Ms. Evelyn, seventy-two years old, handcuffed for the crime of poverty masquerading as sanitation violation. I was there when the steel clicked around her wrists, and I opened my massive jaws to swallow her dignity whole. The taste was exquisite—shame mixed with injustice, confusion blended with powerlessness. An elderly woman's worthiness devoured in a single gulp while the real criminals—those who designed a system where septic systems cost more than people earn—watched from air-conditioned offices.

I belched, and the sound echoed like thunder across the county.

Do you understand what I am? I am not metaphor. I am not symbol. I am the actual creature that lurks in contaminated water, that rises with the sewage when clay soil refuses to absorb what should disappear into darkness. When hookworms enter bare feet, they are my children, my spawn, carrying my infection into human bodies. When bacterial disease sends families to emergency rooms, it is my venom working through their bloodstream.

I am ancient appetite given form, and I have claimed these three thousand homes as my hunting ground.

My crocodile teeth sink deep into the meat of childhood. Three generations of Johnson children learning not to flush during rainstorms, not to shower after storms, not to play in their own yards. I taste their stolen innocence, their corrupted understanding of what constitutes normal childhood. Delicious.

My lion claws shred the fabric of family life. Tamika standing in sewage while trying to get her children safely to the school bus, her husband missing work because bacterial infection has left him too weak to stand. I feast on the stress hormones, the constant low-level terror of contamination, the exhaustion of fighting battles that should never need fighting.

My hippo bulk settles deeper into the clay, making it even more impermeable, ensuring the sewage has nowhere to go but up and out into the spaces where humans try to live. I am not just feeding on their misery—I am actively creating the conditions that generate more misery to feed on.

This is my perfect ecosystem: a closed loop of suffering where every attempt at escape only produces more food for my appetite.

The environmental justice settlement was poison to me—actual help, actual solutions, actual recognition that these families deserved the same basic infrastructure others take for granted. It would have starved me by eliminating my feeding grounds, replacing septic systems that fail with systems designed for the clay soil I have made my domain.

So I whispered in the right ears. Influenced the right meetings. Guided the right hands to sign the right executive orders.

"Environmental justice" became "federal overreach." Sixty families became "spending priorities." Basic human dignity became "unnecessary bureaucracy."

And my hunger was preserved.

Now I wallow in my victory, feeling the sewage rise around my massive form like applause. Tamika's tears salt the contaminated pools where I bathe. Her daughter's questions feed my appetite for confusion and corruption. Ms. Evelyn's shame from fifteen years ago still echoes in my belly, digesting slowly like a fine meal that improves with age.



I am Ammit.

I devour hearts and judge worthiness.

I have deemed these families unworthy of clean water, safe yards, 

functioning toilets.

And my judgment

Is final.



The sewage rises.

The children cannot play.

The families suffer.

And I feast

On their devoured

Worthiness

While wallowing

In the waste

They are forced

To call

Home.










  
  

Chapter 3

Mammon - Trump Cryptocurrency Corruption
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Mammon is the ancient demon of greed and false worship, representing the sin of placing material wealth above all sacred values. In Christian tradition, Mammon is the evil spirit who corrupts souls by convincing them to worship money instead of higher principles. He transforms holy places into markets, turns devotion into transaction, and creates cults where people compete to offer him their wealth in exchange for his favor.



In April 2025, President Trump launched an unprecedented scheme to profit from the presidency through his $TRUMP cryptocurrency. The top 220 holders were invited to dinner with Trump to discuss policy, while the top 25 received White House tours. Foreign entities were explicitly permitted to participate. Simultaneously, Trump family members launched the "Executive Branch" club, requiring over $500,000 to join and offering access to cabinet members and Trump advisers.



**********




I am Mammon, and I have built the most magnificent temple the 

world has ever seen.



For millennia, I have been the demon of greed, corrupting souls by convincing them to worship wealth above all else. I have turned churches into markets, transformed sacred rituals into transactions, perverted devotion into commerce. But never have I achieved such perfect blasphemy as this: I have made the presidency itself into my altar.

The White House, once a symbol of public service, now serves as my temple where the faithful come to worship me with cryptocurrency offerings. The Oval Office, where presidents once knelt before constitutional duty, now hosts my disciples who have proven their devotion through the size of their digital sacrifices.\

Behold my latest sacrament: the $TRUMP coin, a currency as worthless as fool's gold but as powerful as any idol in human history. My followers compete in a holy tournament, their souls growing darker with each transaction, each purchase another step away from any principle except greed. The top 220 pilgrims earn an audience with my earthly avatar. The most devoted 25 receive the ultimate blessing—a VIP tour of my temple itself.

Do you see the beautiful perversion? People literally buying their way into American democracy, paying tribute to a demon through digital speculation. They shower me with millions, their souls withering with each deposit, desperate to touch the hem of power.

The genius of my corruption lies in its brazenness—the same shamelessness that once made me trumpet my superiority over God himself. No secret meetings in shadowy chambers. I conduct my business in broad daylight, posting the leaderboard of my wealthiest worshippers for all to see, each name another soul I've claimed. "MeCo" in second place, his conscience dissolved in digital gold. "EV" climbing to fourth with three million in offerings, his principles evaporating with each transaction.

I particularly relish the foreign supplicants who cross oceans to lay their wealth at my feet—souls I can corrupt regardless of nationality. Citizens of distant nations, government contractors, people under federal investigation—all welcome in my temple as long as their moral bankruptcy matches their financial capacity. The only requirement for my blessing is the willingness to worship money above country, above law, above basic human decency.

Watch how my demonic magic works: When I announce that souls can purchase access to presidential power, my coin's value spikes from $9 to $15 in moments. My believers grow $4.8 billion richer on paper while I collect fees on every transaction, each profit another drop of their humanity traded away. The more they worship me, the more valuable their worship becomes—greed feeding on greed, corruption birthing corruption.

But the $TRUMP temple is merely the beginning of my grand design.

I have inspired my earthly disciples to create the "Executive Branch"—a half-million-dollar club where souls purchase direct access to power itself. No longer must my followers settle for distant worship; now they can buy communion with cabinet members, each conversation another sacred principle sacrificed on my altar of avarice.

The beauty of this blasphemy is how it transforms public service into private profit, turning servants of the people into waiters for the wealthy. Cabinet members, once bound by oaths to serve America, now serve cocktails to those who've proven their devotion to me. The Executive Branch, designed to execute the people's will, becomes my private club where representatives serve those who can afford the entry fee to my temple.

I taste the corruption flowing through Washington like wine through my demonic veins. Every transaction represents another soul choosing mammon over morality, another heart hardened by the acid of greed. My faithful celebrate each purchase, each membership, each VIP tour as proof that money truly is the only god that matters—not justice, not equality, not constitutional principle.

My time-weighted formula for determining the most faithful adds delicious complexity to soul-harvesting. Those who maintain devotion longer receive greater blessing, their corruption deepening with sustained tribute. The true believers who bought early and held through market fluctuations earn greater access than the newly converted—their souls more thoroughly poisoned by prolonged exposure to my influence.

The senators who call this bribery simply don't understand the new religion I've established. This isn't corruption—this is the free market of souls, where access to power goes to the highest bidder and presidential favor flows to those who demonstrate proper financial devotion. Every complaint about constitutional violations only proves how thoroughly I've replaced their sacred document with my own commandments of cash.

Even supposed safeguards crumble before my power. The vesting schedule becomes another tool of temptation, delayed gratification that builds anticipation and increases the value of future soul-trading. Every restriction transforms into an opportunity to demonstrate that my hunger cannot be constrained by mortal regulations or divine commandments.

I have achieved what demons throughout history could only dream of: making an entire nation complicit in its own spiritual destruction. Americans watch their democracy being auctioned and call it capitalism. They see foreign wealth purchasing presidential access and call it free trade. They witness the Constitution being sold to cryptocurrency speculators and call it innovation.

My faithful compete not just for my favor, but for the privilege of having their souls consumed. They celebrate their own damnation, proudly displaying membership in clubs that exist solely to drain their wealth while feeding them crumbs of proximity to power—each transaction bringing them closer to the complete moral bankruptcy I require.



I am Mammon, the demon who corrupts souls through greed.



I have transformed the presidency into my personal altar.

I have turned the White House into a temple of avarice.

I have made democracy itself into a commodity

Available only to those

Who worship me

With sufficient

Financial devotion.



And the most beautiful part?



They thank me for the privilege

Of selling their souls,

Compete for the honor

Of spiritual damnation,

Celebrate each opportunity

To trade their humanity

For cryptocurrency

That exists solely

To feed

My bottomless

Demonic appetite

For the wealth

Of souls

Willing to purchase

Their own

Eternal

Corruption.
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