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Dedication

Dear Nate Dogg,


​It is with the deepest and most profound admiration for you, and the most sincere appreciation of our Brotherhood from those old dog days at Shattuck, that I offer you that which I have found to be the most valuable thing in my possession, my knowledge and commentary on what it means to truly wear the crown placed upon your head. To speak of our bond, we were Sabre Brothers once, and still. We were Soldiers once, and young, my Battleground was made of grass and mud, and yours is made of ice and blood. We were Youngblood once, both Warriors in our chosen sport. Once upon a time, I too was young when luck, fortune, chance, coincidence, or call it Fate or Destiny smiled upon our meeting. As Sabers, our blood runs ROYAL Maroon. Once upon a time, we shared the same Dorm Parents, we both slept in Whipple Dormitory, we both took our hats off going through the Whitney Arch, we played World Cup on the Parade Field, we laughed our asses off in Public Speaking in the Hirst Library looking starrily eyed at Marlon Brando's name carved into our drama room door, attended Chapel every Wednesday dressed in suits listening to Father Doyle in The Chapel of The Good Shepherd, we sat in Newhall Auditorium every morning for Assembly and sat where the Mighty Ducks did in D3, and we both pursued Excellence with every red blood cell in our bodies. Even though we went to school at Hogwarts, the days were long, the nights were late, the work was HARD, the pressure never turned off, and we demanded damn near perfection of ourselves every time we crossed those lines and we expected and accepted nothing less of ourselves. To be able to call you not only a friend but a brother means more to me than any achievement or medal that I have ever won, and it is truly the brightest gemstone in a literal mountain of treasures that is my Life.



​Once upon a time we attended a magical place where all our dizziest Daydreams came true and you were only a 14-year-old kid, very much still a boy and not yet the Man we all knew you would eventually become. Some of our Families were oceans away across the world and so we all became like a Family to each other sure there were fights and disputes because Families always fight but there was also a whole lot of LOVE. As Seniors you were like the favored First-Born whereas every Underclassman was a younger sibling so I look up to Amanda Kessel, Julia Rudder, and Blayre Turnbull as my Olympian Big Sisters, and I could not respect or admire those Ladies any more than already I do, and there was a time, long ago when I was a Senior and you were a Little Brother to me and you had to ask ME to sit at the head of the table but now I’m looking up at you with tears of PRIDE in my eyes going “Damn Lil’ Bro got big. Literally and figuratively.”



​You are the Torch that lights a million candles, and YOU are the reason a million people smile. This Mission that I propose to you for The Forgotten Youth is a burden that my shoulders cannot carry but I will make this promise to you, that on this Journey Of A Thousand Bloody Miles, we will fight a thousand bloody battles and you will always find me by your side helping you any way I can and inspiring you until it comes to the point where you will go to a place that I cannot follow and when that moment happens I will snap off one final SALUTE, and then I will take my place in the audience and continue to scream my lungs out for the Athlete and the MAN that you have become. Should you choose to accept this mission for The Forgotten Youth, I will be there with you until the end. Until then, I will follow you into whatever Hellscape you lead me into, and I will follow you onto every Battleground you walk on with my blood-red sword drawn, fighting shoulder to shoulder next to you in these muddy and bloody trenches. You are a HERO to me and MILLIONS, and I couldn’t be prouder of the Man that that 14-year-old kid turned into. You make me and everyone who has ever had the Honor and Privilege of knowing you PROUD of you daily.



​I have no Rolexes to give you, no great estate to bequeath you, I present to you no diamonds, jewels, or precious metals pulled from the ground for those are trivial things, and as The Master has said “The things of this world will fade to nothing where thieves can steal and moths will eat of the finest clothes. Therefore, let you store up treasures for yourself in Heaven and not worry about the prestige and finery of your age.” It is as I have told you before, the real value of those things. A Rolex is an exquisite piece of craftsmanship, and a quick and simple look at it will reveal the depth of skill in arranging the precious metals and gemstones. It is indeed a valuable thing to possess, and wearing it on one’s wrist makes one feel like royalty. A Rolls-Royce is also a testament to man’s engineering talents in its most opulent form, and one does once again feel as if he is royalty with his hands on the wheel. Of all things most valuable in the world to me, I can offer you nothing that requires great amounts of material wealth, power, prestige, or position and it has truly been a long time since material wealth has had, for me, any sway or motivation and it hides rather than highlights a man’s worth to Humanity but I can offer you the priceless gift of knowledge some of which may seem new to yourself but many more are the things that I will learn directly from someone who wears the Crown. What I offer you in the truest sense is more valuable than the wealth of the Rothschilds and Rockefellers combined.



​I know to the fullest extent that I am below you in both Athletics and Personality. Your Talent, Fame, and Fortune far exceed mine own and I hold no animosity or jealousy for the high station that you have rightfully EARNED through only the greatest and most profound of skill and tireless almost superhuman dedication and myself, you, and anyone who has attained any measure of Excellence in a Craft can attest, Excellence is never an accident and ALWAYS the result of laser focus and sweat in the form of blood-red droplets as you bleed for your Sport as I have bled for mine. So it is as Machiavelli has said in his introduction that to contemplate and assess the mountain range a man needs to place himself in the valley and to observe the valley he must place himself on the peaks of the mountain range and it is in that spirit that I have taken the liberty to place myself both beside you and directly under you so I may, in the most eloquent manner, impart to you now the most precious of gifts I could think to offer you as my King, my Captain in this WAR, and my Brother in this Life and as I sit beside you on the mountaintop I give to you the knowledge and perspective from the valley that will far exceed the worth of any Rolex or Rolls Royce that can be acquired by material wealth.



​Who are these Forgotten Youth, you may ask? The kids with holes in their shoes. The kids who everybody hates and no one will talk to. The kid who has been brainwashed by rock and rap. The kid who blasts music so loud that it will rupture his eardrum. The kid is a psychopath who is starved for attention and acts out because nobody listens to his words, so he destroys things. The kids on the outside of society, the kids that you can help. What I do in two weeks, two months, or two years, you could do in five minutes. You, being the MVP of the NHL, have an unparalleled ability to inspire a FIRE in these young and hopeless youth, and that is the movement that I hope to sell you on. I am damn GOOD at killing the things that are killing these kids but it takes work for me to make progress on. There is an initial break-in phase where I have to earn their respect before they listen to any of my directions, and then comes the tedious work of wiring their intellectual and emotional mainframe to function properly, and this takes time, effort, and work. But you being the MVP of the NHL with your name up in lights can walk into the room with a traumatized kid, put your arm around him, and say something along the lines of “Kid I don’t know what happened to you but I know that it shouldn’t have happened to you as a child much less a full grown man but let me tell you something that I learned about Greatness, true Greatness. The pathway to Greatness isn’t a paved road; it is a thorny and stony path with adversity at every turn and breaks in the road. In the endeavor of greatness, adversity is crucial, but I believe in you, and take it from me, keep swinging at everything trying to kill you until the last of what haunts you is dead.” And then you walk out of the room after giving him less than five minutes of your time, and you have planted a FIRE that will grow as he does, and he will NEVER forget that five minutes that you spent with him. I ask nothing for myself and everything for these kids that I worked with in the community for three years. I have seen a great deal, and I would inspire you to focus specifically on your fan base that includes KIDS. Kids are the reason why I get up in the morning, and it’s these kids that I ask for favors for.



​ To say little of my career, I made it to a high place, though it is admittedly a much lower place than your own, and so I know the pressures of being on a pedestal, even if it is a rather low one by comparison. I know intimately the details of true Excellence and am well acquainted with the pursuit of it, but as close as I got to the illustrious Spotlight, it never shined or burned on me quite the way that it burns you and our peers in all of Professional Sports. I know that World, the World of the World Class, from personal experience and being in close and intimate friendships with many World Class Athletes, I know, through observation and pondering rather than personal experience, the unique trials and tribulations that the Spotlight comes with. Though I know of Excellence and have made it to the Peaks of Champions many times before I know nothing of international or worldwide fame and I have never had the burden or responsibility of being under that level of international scrutiny, but from my position so close to the Spotlight and through my Dreams and ambitions I have many times thought about what I would do if I did attain such a grand position in worldwide Athletics.



​In closing this dedication, I would like to say that I have never been more PROUD of a single living breathing person in my entire Life and it is a HONOR and a PRIVILEGE to have known you before the Spotlight hit. So it is then that I close this dedication on bended knee in reverence for MY KING that I promise to you my sword, my pen, my Heart, my blood, and my Life in the service of one who is truly worthy, and it is to you alone that I will bend the knee, and to you alone that I offer my services and knowledge to not just a man but a KING because even in your younger years you were never anything but. As much as what I offer in the following pages will be new information to you it must be made clear that I can learn that much and more simply by observing you because you are truly a KING and every syllable and move you make is that of a King and I look forward to adding new information to my intellectual library. You truly are one of the most special and talented people God ever made out of Adam and I can’t tell you how much of an Honor it will be to watch you grow, evolve, and sit on the throne that is yours by right of birth.


With the greatest of admiration and your.

Dylan Dean Gillaspie
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Prologue


​Before I get into the introduction, the different Principalities, and the Case Studies I would like to first explain the relationship that power has with influence as well as giving you quick tips on how you are going to use Athletic Excellence to affect real societal change. So looking at the way to attain power through the different Social Principalities the word “power” must be defined and the existence of Freedom of Will must be established. The word “power” can be accurately correlated by the synonym of “influence,” and the reason influence is a more descriptive term than power is because that is what power boils down to when you strip it down to its bare bones.



​There is the argument that Freedom of Will does not exist and that we are so conditioned by external forces that the possibility for a truly Free Will to exist and operate is proven impossible by millions of different scenarios so let’s go through them shall we. My first contention is an experiment that I conduct with anyone who does not believe in Freedom of Will. I put an object on the table and cordially and casually ask them to pick the object up leaving the person with a choice on whether or not to pick it up. Most of the people do pick up the object and then I instruct them to put it down, and most of them do. I then ask them to pick up the item again, and this time, there is suspicion, and some of them don’t. For those who don’t pick up the object I apply a sterner tone and I COMMAND them to pick it up. At this point many people are slightly to moderately irritated at my audacious tone and they refuse. So than I switch tones and than I kindly offer them five dollars to pick up the object and many of them do. If they still don’t than I pick up a weapon and I point it at their head and tell them that I would kill them if they didn’t pick it up and many people at this point scared for their lives comply.



​So, in each of these situations, there are external factors and elements present that influenced their decision, but I did not make them do it. The first was a request, the second a demand, the third was an offer of monetary compensation, and the fourth was the most extreme option of escaping with their lives but in each situation they had the fork in the road between one or the other and for different reasons they either complied or rejected my request, demand, or offer. You may point to these reasons to explain why they did what they did and made the choice that they made, and that Freedom of Will cannot exist because these external forces were what was driving their decision, and not they themselves, but I would like to put forth and identify the reasoning behind the experiment. MOST people would pick up the object it they were asked nicely but a small majority wouldn’t. Many people would have been offended at my tone and not complied if I commanded them to because it would be rude and impolite but some of them would. MOST people would readily do something as simple and meaningless as picking up an object for the price of $5 but some of them wouldn’t. And MOST people wouldn’t put their lives on the line by refusing to do something as meaningless and trivial as picking up an object if they had a loaded revolver pointed at them; HOWEVER, a small fraction of the population between 1%-0000001% would choose the opposite choice opposing the influence that acted like a river current pulling them and pushing them to the desired direction. And I contend that in each situation a choice of two was given but let’s raise the stakes.



​Let’s say that I asked for someone to pick up the object because I was in a position of power over them and I wanted to assert my dominance and authority over them. Let’s say that I was a store manager and I called one of my clerks into the back office, dropped a piece of trash, and then asked them to pick it up. The external force in that situation is the boss-to-employee relationship, and she agreed to listen to me and do what I say when she agreed to work for this company. Let’s say I added a sterner and more commanding tone to my voice and by asserting my authority over her I attempt to let her know her place and the majority of the employees would comply under threat of loss of employment but there are still some workers who would have had the audacity to refuse. In both of these situations I am influencing people to get what I want.



​Now I present to you the case presented by The Jester to The King when he proposes the idea of shooting and killing a man for a dollar. The King, of course, refuses because surely the Life of a man and forever marking yourself as a ruthless killer isn’t worth the price of a dollar, but then I ask the question: Would you kill a man for a million dollars? Or how about a billion dollars? Would you kill a million men for a billion dollars? Money and economic incentive in this case are the external factors influencing the individual’s decision, so maybe there are many, likely shocking, many, that have a dollar price for killing a man. For me there is not a dollar amount high enough for me to take the Life of another man and usurp God’s right but there are people who are formed from their environment, victims and products of their circumstances, and who would not think twice about killing a man for 1 million dollars or even far less than that amount.



​And than we get to the mortal Death option of having a gun to your face and gambling with your Life. Doing something as meaningless as picking up an object from the table 99.999999% of the time is not going to be worth someone’s Life but let’s take for example the German SS Officer’s excuse for committing war atrocities and shooting innocent noncombatants over a pit simply because they were Jewish. They said that “Orders are LAW!” And that they were “commanded to” under “threat of losing their Life” and so they went about their ugly and detestable job with many strong internal objections but they still did it and you think that in this situation “they had no choice because they were threatened with Death” and I contest that they could have chosen Death.



​The existence of Freedom of Will does not mean the ABSENCE of influence, it means the ABILITY to make a choice between 2 or more options, regardless of the forces pulling and pushing you into a certain direction. Even if your Life is threatened you have the choice to die. It’s not ideal and it’s not a good option or an easy situation to placed in and your Freedom of Will was undoubtedly influenced but it still EXISTED. There EXISTED the undeniable fork in the road where you were heavily influenced right but you went left. I thought out all of the extremities in this issue and the closest that I have come to seeing somebody do something entirely against their own Freedom Of Will was in the box office hit Shooter about a rogue American Special Forces sniper and in one of the scenes these terrorists had this captive in their warehouse but he was important enough that they couldn’t just put a bullet in his head so they had to make it look like the skull shot gunshot wound was intentionally self-inflicted and that he was suicidal. So they had this contraption that they restrained him with that locked his arm into place holding a gun to his right temple and after winding the contraption up the loaded gun was put to his skull and the trigger was pulled without his consent and you may say surely that this is a situation that proves Freedom of Will is not total and ABSOLUTE but I contest even this because a Death by suicide and a Death by murder are two entirely separate causes of Death and in this case his Life was taken forcibly without his consent and since it was taken without his consent it is in fact definably a homocide and NOT a suicide and even though he is still dead it completely changes the cause of his Death and that makes all the difference.



​Now getting down why influence matters to you and why you should understand that it is influence and not power given from tertiary sources that you should be after. Looking at the way in which Hitler came to power and the different Principalities that he used in tandem, working with each other, you can see the power and influence and the synergistic relationship in that nexus. He first tried to galvanize the Military Principality by his failed and famed “Beer Hall Putsch” and he ultimately failed in starting a revolution through Force Of Arms and even if the plan did work and come off seamlessly a Germanic civil war would have been a long, hard, and blood soaked road to victory that would have destroyed industry, decimated cities, set brother against brother and father against son, and in more than one way it would have crippled and torn his country apart so profoundly that Germany would have been internally too weakened, contested, and too sharply domestically divided against each other to conduct the effectiveness of the Blitzkreig during WWII that they achieved. At his trial and sentencing hearing he doubled down on his ultra nationalistic rhetoric and for it he was sentenced lightly and he did this by the influence of INSPIRATION. He spoke articulately and passionately about the subject of the Treaty of Versailles to a room and group of people where it was received well and he was thus lightly punished. After spending time in prison writing his infamous manifesto “Mein Keimp,” or “My Struggle,” he then began his political activities as soon as he was able. He realized at this point that using the Military Principality and coming to power by Force Of Arms wouldn’t be in the best interest of him, the German People, or the Nationalist Socialist Movement, so instead of taking it by the influence of violent force, he took it by the influence of nationalistic INSPIRATION. He managed to find a fire and through sheer burning passion, ultra nationalistic rhetoric, and a brutal form of eloquence he preached his message to the masses to ultimate effect. So instead of using the Military Principality by forming his own opposing Armed Forces competing with the Germanic Army he instead focused his attention and investments in galvanizing The Principality of The Common People, The Political eventually the Governmental Principality, and the Media/Entertainment Principality in order to gain his ultimate goal of controlling The Military Principality and he did this by INFLUENCE by INSPIRATION. He eventually ascended to ABSOLUTE POWER and got the sycophants and industry titans of The Commerce and Economy Principality along with his plan of world domination but he did so not by Force Of Arms, intimidating coercion, deceptive practices, or economic or monetary manipulations but by INSPIRATION alone he ascended to the peak of ultimate power in Germany.



​Stalin came to power in a much different way as The Common People in Russia were almost entirely irrelevant to his ascension. Hitler galvanized The Common People and used the Political Principality, leveraging the Media/Entertainment Principality, in order to achieve unquestioned power and authority over almost every aspect of German Life, and he conquered and gained control of the other Principalities like dominoes as they all fell in line. Stalin was an incredibly savvy politician and he knew how to make friends that turned out to be important politically and he managed to achieve a very high position directly adjacent and juxtaposed to Lenin himself who, seeing what a possible tyrant that Stalin could become, wrote a letter to the other party members urging them not to throw their support behind Stalin following his inevitable passing and Stalin had such a close relationship and strong control over his estate as well as with Lenin’s personal affairs that he managed to seize the letter and have it destroyed or nullified to the point where the letter did almost if not nothing to stall or stop Stalin’s ascent to power. Stalin mobilized the Nobility Principality, and he managed to leverage this Principality to achieve control and dominance over the other Principalities.



​Now here is where you come in and how you have the POWER, INFLUENCE, and INSPIRATION to affect real societal change through using the medium of sport. Nelson Mandela once said about Sports, “Sport has the power to change the world. It has the power to unite in a way that little else does. It speaks to youth in a language they understand. Sport can create hope where once there was only despair. It is more powerful than governments in breaking down racial barriers. It laughs in the face of all types of discrimination. The heroes' sport creates are examples of this power. They are valiant, not only on the playing field but also in the community, spreading hope and inspiration to the world.” Whenever you play out there, you are providing millions of people with enjoyment for that night, but your whole story, your career, and your natural charisma that comes along naturally with being as f*cking good as you are, and it also comes with a responsibility to use that POWER and INFLUENCE to affect real societal change. You inspire people by how well and how HARD you play and I know that you have each of our candles lighting your Heart on FIRE when you play and truly I want to THANK YOU for all of us that have the privilege and honor of knowing you personally and I think I can speak for every one of your fans as I express this unconditional gratitude for how HARD you work and for the way you play The Game.



​Don’t take this the wrong way but you are as inspirational, purely the level and not the idealism, as Hitler was in Germany. Spoken and Written Word may not be your strong suit, so as The Jester, I will add my ability and eloquence to writing your speeches, and like I’ve said before, what you do with a hockey stick and a rubber puck, I do with the Spoken and Written Word. You have the eyes of the world on you, and they will listen to you when you speak if you say it the right way, and my job is to harness that FIRE in you that burns as hot as the surface of the sun and infuse it into the structure of a speech. I know how deeply you care for your Sport and how PASSIONATE you are when you play The Game and I know you would die happy out there on that ice that you spent so many glorious moments on and I know that you would die for your Sport because I would die for mine and my final wish to is to buried on the last field that I ever put studs into. It’s like English Football Manager Bill Shankly once said “Some people think Football is a matter of Life and Death. I can assure you, it’s much more serious than that.”  



​Let me give you an example of a moment in Sporting History where The Beautiful Game literally stopped a war from happening and saved many young lives from Death and needless bloodshed. Ivory Coast was embroiled in a civil war that began in 2002, with the country deeply divided and tensions running dangerously high. After the Ivory Coast national team secured a crucial World Cup qualification victory, Drogba, addressing the nation on television, pleaded for an end to the fighting, urging Ivorians to come together saying from the the bottomless depths of that majestic Heart “Please, please put down your guns. We don’t want to kill, we don’t to fight, we want to play this game and have fun!” Drogba's words, coupled with the team's success, had a significant impact, leading to a ceasefire and the resumption of peace talks between the warring factions. To further demonstrate unity, Drogba arranged for a crucial African Cup of Nations qualifier against Madagascar to be played in Bouake, a rebel stronghold, which was a huge success, with the match uniting many former enemies. 



​In early 2007, the two warring sides signed an official peace agreement, causing then president Laurent Gbagbo to declare the war was over. While Drogba's actions played a crucial role in bringing a temporary halt to the fighting, the road to lasting peace was not without its challenges, with violence erupting again after disputed elections in 2010.  Drogba's efforts to promote peace, beyond his achievements on the football field, cemented his status as a hero in his home country and beyond. This man is a KING by the very definition of it. He literally stopped a war from happening and far away less important is everything that he will be remembered for on the pitch stopping a WAR using The Beautiful Game as a conduit to INSPIRE and INFLUENCE the warring sides to set down their arms and even if it didn’t completely solve the country’s violent issues for a glorious moment Peace on Earth reigned and it was through The Beautiful Game.



​The Senegalese player Sadio Mane made the move from Liverpool to the Arab world purely for the incredible amount of money that he was offered, and it was one of the BEST decisions that I have ever seen a player make in transferring teams. Make no mistake, it was 100% about the money because Mane doesn’t buy fancy things like super cars, watches, or designer clothes because he sends the majority of the money he makes back to Senegal to his village. He is building them an infrastructure and he even has some of them on a personal allowance which allows for these horribly impoverished people with enough money to stave off starvation. Sadio Mané is known for his extensive philanthropy, particularly in his home region of Casamance, Senegal, where he has funded infrastructure projects like schools, hospitals, and a stadium, as well as providing financial support to families and students. In 2019, Mané donated £250,000 to build a school in Bambali, his hometown. He donated £500,000 in 2021 towards the construction of a hospital in Bambali. He has also financed the construction of a post office, a gas station, and implemented 4G cell coverage in his hometown. Mané provides monthly stipends to families in his hometown, roughly equivalent to a minimum wage. He provides laptops and sportswear to children in his village and offers cash grants to top students. In March 2020, he donated £41,000 to the national committee fighting COVID-19 in Senegal. Mané is a global ambassador for Right To Play, an international non-profit organization that empowers vulnerable children through sport and education. In 2022, Mané was recognized with the Socrates Award for his humanitarian work. A stadium has been named in his honor, following Senegal's win at the Africa Cup of Nations.



​If I could defend and explain the way that my Sport works to an American audience that doesn’t have a proper education, understanding, or interest in it, then let me explain. The skill of these Footballers is unmatched in any other sport or discipline. Let me explain. Football has levels, and the Europeans are 200 years ahead of us. They get these kids when they are YOUNG like five and six years old and I didn’t believe in the “It Factor” until I saw eight year olds in Spain for Real Betis train and than I was like “Oh shit. You have to be born with IT AND you have to work insanely hard.” But I found out that day that the IT Factor is real and I believe that every person has the same IT Factor in something they used to do when they were young but you and I were given Shattuck to refine our talents, skill sets, and abilities so we are amongst the privileged and properly educated but these kids DON’T GO TO SCHOOL. I was trying to tell my mom that I’m pretty sure Messi has like a grade school understanding of mathematics, but she didn’t believe that these young phenoms don’t go to school, and I told her that that is a very American way of looking at things. Even Carlos Tevez said in an interview to reporters “We have guys on the starting squad that can’t add or subtract. Obviously I’m not going to name names but we have a few players who can’t even read.” So these kids train for 6-8 hours A DAY and the only training programs that are as intense and severe that I can compare what these kids go through is Russian Ballet and Chinese Olympics. That’s IT. That’s the whole list. I’ve played against the U-19’s of Ajax, Blackburn, and Real Sociedad and all of those kids showed a level of skill that was ten levels above anything that I played against in the US Elite system.



​It’s like Thierry Henry says “I HATE it when people say there is no skill in Football. They have no comprehension of The Game. People watch it on their televisions, and we make it look easy, it’s NOT. Playing a perfect sixty-yard pass, right inside the right back, where a single centimeter off on either side of the ball, and the ball goes out of play, or the defender knocks it away. In American Football, you can use your hands, but not in Basketball. We make it look easy but trust me IT’S NOT. At that level you don’t play Football, Football plays you.” I would like to make a bold claim and I am going piss off every Hockey Player reading this in saying that The Stanley Cup is definitively NOT “The Hardest Hardware In Sports to Win” because The World Cup is. Let me explain. I have heard the arguments that it’s still The Stanley Cup, and I respect them because it is EXTREMELY F*CKING HARD to win a Stanley Cup, but here is my first argument. Hockey is a Sport that is only played in cold-weather climates because you need winter and you need ICE. It is also an extremely expensive Sport with all of the gear you have to have to play The Game safely and effectively. This limits the range of competition as well as the aggregate number of people you are trying to compete against past, present, and future to only those winter countries and places like Brazil or Uganda have never even seen a full game of Hockey ever played in real Life or on a smartphone and it’s like I’ve told you before you could walk around a country like Ghana for a straight year or longer and nobody would have any idea who you were, how GOOD you are at what you do, or that you are worth 50 million f*cking dollars.



​The range of competition for the World Cup extends to the farthest reaches of the Amazon in the favelas of Brazil to the slums of South Africa and to the glorious Pantheon of the Bernabau and it hits every level in between. Every player born playing on the streets with a ball of tape in Senegal dreams of winning the World Cup. Every Spaniard represents his country with DEEP PRIDE as they have been crowned KINGS once before. It is the ultimate trophy in every player’s trophy case and it is ever only won by even 0.0001% of players. So many GREAT players will go down in history winning everything except for the World Cup and in Hockey you are only competing against the tens of millions of player that have access to a rink in winter countries but in Football you are competing against BILLIONS and you are competing with the and highest and deepest burning Dream of EVERY SINGLE KID in every single impoverished village who one day dreams of kissing the sacred gold metal of that that trophy and bringing everlasting GLORY and HONOR to their country. So numerically it’s more difficult and statistically plenty of GREAT players, past, present, and future, will NEVER even see the quarterfinals of the World Cup. To name a few Haaland, Odegard, Terry, Gerrard, Drogba, Bale, and even GOAT Level talent like Cristiano Ronaldo will never taste the gold metal on that holy trophy and that is a very long list of CLASS players and incredible talents that will never reach the World Cup Final in their entire careers.



​The other factor is the amount of time you are playing with the players representing your National Team and how you have to come up with chemistry and a game plan pretty much on the fly. Players have a very limited window in order to train with their teammates ahead of major international tournaments so naturally you are left with a shit load of Talent and almost no ability to properly work things through so these technical and tactical issues are another difficult factor in International Football because these major international tournaments are annual but they are not year round things. And the thing that is arguably the hardest factor that World Cup Players have to contend with is the fact that you can’t trade players from team to team and build a team off of tactical strengths and compatible playing styles. If Brazil is missing a goal scorer, they can’t go to Korea or Argentina and offer to trade two defenders and a midfielder for theirs. When you compete for your country on the World Stage, you are left with the people who look like you, speak the same language as you, and there are no traditions. You gotta work with what you have, and given the limited amount of time that you have with your National Team, international prestige and progress can be slow to nonexistent. The final point of contention that I have is that the Stanley Cup is held every year and every year you start out with the intent and possibility of lifting Lord Stanley at the end of your competitive season whereas the World Cup is held only once in four years and commonly and often players age out or go through their primes at sporadic periods of their career where they were at the time not weren’t performing well enough to make it on the extremely limited and never expanding roster causing them to miss the window to get a national team call up so many good to great players never even get to pull on a uniform and represent their country at The World Cup.



​This Beautiful Game has such rich history and vibrant culture rooted DEEP in the roots of each country and we see these cultures expressed beautifully at this last World Cup. For example, Japanese people are known for their high standards for Respect and Honor deriving this from The Bushido Samurai’s Honor Code and their novel idea that there shouldn’t be janitors and people who clean up trash after an event so we were treated to photos of Japanese fans staying after to help pick up rubbish in the stands and the Japanese team left the locker room IMMACULATE with a note thanking the cleaning staff. We saw Messi who is known for his level head in any circumstance celebrate in directly in front of the Dutch bench because they were talking shit and you talk shit you GET HIT and Messi proved that.



​Later when Messi made the entire world cry with JOY after adding Football’s Holy Grail and kissing that glorious gold metal of the one trophy that had eluded him he was given a black cloak of Royalty deeply honoring him and paying tribute to his place in The Game by the Qatari princes. One of the sweetest and most karmic moments was how obvious, plain, and clear it was that Qatar only was only able to host The World Cup because they clearly bribed the committee deciding which country to give it to and they didn’t even win a single game leading to satisfying photos of Qatari fans looking miserable as they watched their team LOSE.



​That being said, despite worries that Qatar was a harsh and totalitarian Islamic regime, and they would not hesitate to enact strict and severe legal violence to deal with petty crimes of drunkenness, there were effectively ZERO arrests. The English claim to have “invented Football,” in reality cavemen have been playing this game and they were just the first and arguably most successful to professionalize and monetize it, but a common theme or saying when England plays at The Euros and The World Cup is “The Game is coming home!” So I saw an English meme saying “Everybody is coming home!” Because nobody got arrested. Honestly after living in Europe for four years it is a common theme around Europe that Americans are the third worst hated tourist. The second most hated tourists being the Asians that move in groups of 50-75 like all of them are on a school trip together and who blatantly take pictures with their cameras of the local people like they were animals at a zoo or a piece of art put up for their viewing pleasure. The problem with American tourists is many are them are overweight, don’t speak the native language or even try to learn it prior or during their vacation, and they act like they are entitled to an experience on their terms because they paid money for it and so they treat the local city, somebody’s Home, like an amusement park throwing trash everywhere and taking pictures like they own the place because they PAID for the experience leaving the locals to clean up their mess. British tourists are widely loathed by the tourist cities like Venice, Paris, Marbella, Barcelona, etc. because they get absolutely HAMMERED and than they f*ck shit up. I have nothing against English people and some of them are not at all like this but by in large in a group of 100 English tourists it’s a widely held consensus that about 75-80 of them are going to be loud and obnoxious and possibly destructive; however, it must be said that some of the nicest, most well mannered, and CLASSIEST people I have ever met are English but this is their unflattering tourist stereotype and EVERYBODY hates tourists because they take over someone’s home and act ignorant when they are in vacation mode so for all the English fans to make it home it demonstrates that the Quatari people were GOOD hosts and didn’t ruin anyone’s Life or World Cup experience.



​We saw Germany disrespect the hosts of Qatar by still virtue signaling with the LGBTQ Movement that is not accepted or tolerated in that Islamic country, and for good, cultural, religious, and understandable reasons by many than they got eliminated in the first round. Glorious karma for bringing your own cultural movements into a country that has expressed a strong interest to keep it out of the fan fare because IT DOESN’T BELONG IN SPORTS. This showed a level of ignorance and pomposity that it felt RIGHT to see them eliminated.



​Then we saw Cameroonian player Vincent Aboubakar score a game winner in the dying minutes of the game against Brazil, making Cameroon the FIRST African country ever to beat Brazil in the World Cup. Since he took off his shirt for his celebration and picked up a previous booking, he was awarded a second yellow card, resulting in a soft red, and he was sent off with a smile and handshake from the referee, who had to do his job and show him the red. But he walked off proud like a HERO to the roar of the crowd, and he walked off the pitch crying beautiful tears of JOY because he and his team had accomplished something as extraordinary to his country as landing on the moon in beating Brazil. What a majestic f*cking exit. Tears, applause, and somebody buy that man a beer!



​I saw the world and I played a GAME with the world with somebody from over 65 different countries and that is why I BELIEVE in World Peace because if a dumbass hick kid like the one that I used to be can have the iron bars of stupidity and ignorance blown wide off than ANYBODY can. I learned so much about how little I truly knew of the world and its people as I played The Beautiful Game with them, and I saw my opponents not as enemies but as BROTHERS who had the same Dreams as me, the nighttime daydreams of an insomniac. I forget who said it but he said “We Fighters like each other, we understand each other, we respect each other because we know of the struggles that we as Fighters have to go through so we get along after the match.” And that’s how I felt playing this Beautiful Game and for 90 minutes we pursued the same Excellence, for a time we spoke the same language, and dreamed the same Dreams and that for me bonded me with every player that I have ever played with or against. So that is how I will continue to inspire you once again to use your skills, podium, INFLUENCE, and power to affect Societal Change using Sporting Excellence as a conduit.



​Speaking to how this Beautiful Game that I have played all across the world has effected my world view and transcended cultural and racial lines I will start at the beginning. I was a young hot headed hick white kid from bumf*ck nowhere attending a high school with 2000 kids with about eight black kids, one Mexican, and maybe a few other nationalities mixed in that I missed but at least 95% of that high school was pure WHITE. I had ignorant views of black kids because I saw these black kids really out of their element acting hood in a hick town and that didn’t really sit too well with me. Than I moved to IMG Academies for my sophomore year and I had two black kids as roommates. Stephan was from the Bahamas, and Donny was from the Bronx in New York. Stephan was a respectful, well-raised, and overall a good guy to be around. Donny was arrogant, cocky, and disrespectful to everyone and that is why he was routinely put with the B team. I roomed with them for about four months until me and Stephan finally went to the dorm parents and asked them to kick Donny out of our room which they did. I realized that I liked and respected Stephan and I had no fond feelings or memories of Donny and the color of their skin had absolutely nothing to do with it.



​Later on in the same year I went to the movies with the five other Bahamian kids at IMG and we were standing in line to get popcorn before the movies and I decided to pull a joke and I dropped my twenty dollar bill on the floor and said “Oh hey guys look 20 dollars. Sweet!” And then Nathan said, “Hey man, that’s mine. I dropped it. Give it to me.” And he stiffly held out his hand. I refused and he was insistent and even tried intimidating me. Still I refused. I didn’t have 20 dollars to lose because I needed it for the movie and IMG was EXPENSIVE and so I tried my absolute best to not ask for more money from my parents.



​So I sat alone during the movie and we boarded the bus and the Bahamian kids all sat in the back in a group. Than the bus pulled up back at my dorm and I got out and all five of them got off the bus with me and followed me into my room where Nathan went absolutely ballistic and starting picking up things of mine and saying “I’m taking this until you give me my money back! This is MINE NOW!” And he got in my face and to my credit I didn’t flinch or back down an inch. If he was coming we were going. So there was a 17-year-old Togo kid raised in New York named Gale Agboussmande who was the Captain of the U-20 US National Team at the time, and Gale was BIG. He was 6 foot 2 and 220 pounds of raw muscle and he comes into my room and asks me what’s going on and why Nathan is yelling and screaming so loud he could hear it from his own dorm room. And so I explained the situation to him and told him that it was 100% NOT HIS MONEY and that I was playing a joke and so Gale than grabbed Nathan who was about 5 foot 8 and about 190 pounds, wrapped him in a big bear hug, smothered him into the couch, and told him “You’re not getting up until you give Dylan back his things and you CALM DOWN.” And Nathan is just hysterical at this point yelling and screaming as Gale is pressing him into the couch cushions and even the Bahamian kids were like “Dude you’re fighting GALE boi, you’re gonna lose that fight! Just give it up man!” And after about five minutes of laying on top of him Nathan ran out of fight and said he would give me my stuff back if Gale got off of him and so Gale let him up and Nathan angrily threw my broken headphones that was really the only thing I had that he could take back into my face and stormed out of the room pissed off. Gale than asked “Be honest with me, was it REALLY your money?” And I said, “Absolutely. I wouldn’t have let you do that to him if it wasn’t.” So he left the room, and again, two black kids showed opposite ends of the spectrum. One was aggressive, abrasive, and capable of moderate violence and the other was kind, compassionate, and protective of somebody who couldn’t defend himself and just like the first time skin color and race had absolutely nothing to do with it. He ended up leaving IMG in the middle of the year but the U-20 National Team had a training at IMG and I’ll never forget this moment. I was watching them train from the bleachers and in an intense moment that lives on vividly in my memory he stopped during a rest period in the training session and looked me dead in the eye with ferocious intensity and he nodded his head and I nodded back to him acknowledging that I remember the time he stood up for me. I LOVED Gale after that and even before that I respected him but after that I well and truly LOVED him and my admiration of him deepened. 



​The last story I will tell was how my Islamophobia died in England. Growing up in a country town in Montana we were highly proud of our military and we HATED Muslims even though the only interaction we have ever had with them and the only source of information we could realistically draw on was from what we saw of them on the news. I was ultra right wing at this point and I will never forget the exact moment and where I was standing as I berated a Muslim teammate of mine my sophomore year of college in England. I said everything that I thought of his people, his culture, and his religion that I saw on Fox News, and it was pretty ignorant stuff looking back on it. It was like a step below calling a black person the N-word with the hard ER and I’ll never forget the look on his face and his response. He smiled warmly and than said “You know Dylan, if I grew up where you grew up and all I saw of my people was the rabid violence threatening your people I would probably hate me to.” And than he turned and walked up the stairs leaving me absolutely dumbfounded and completely dumbstruck because that was, dare I say, Christlike. I just got high-roaded by a Muslim by own religion and that forever changed my perception of Muslims. I thought to myself “So there are kind, compassionate, and GOOD Muslims. I never thought that I would ever meet one and he returned my ignorance with LOVE just like Jesus taught us to do. Huh. Crazy world I live in.” From that point, I made it a point to ask every Muslim that I met the question “Do you guys hate America?” And I met about 50 more, as many of them as we pulled from the local English community to fill roster spots, and they are commonly taxi drivers in England. So I asked them this simple question, and 100% of them answered avidly the exact same way: “Absolutely not! We would Love it if you guys came the Middle East and got rid of the Taliban and these Islamic Extremists. They are killing us Muslims to! And they are giving us a bad name in the world. They are NOT Muslims, they are just killers looking for any excuse to kill, so they pull a few verses from the Quran to justify their murders. They are NOT Muslims, they are KILLERS using any excuse they can to justify their violence. We hate them too!” And I’ll never forget when I got straight up BODIED by an English player Staffy was the first one jumping in and shoving the guy back eyeing him down until he backed down than Staffy turned to me with a kind and warm smile and offered me his hand to help me off the muddy ground and said “Up you go lad. We got about 60 minutes left and I am not losing to these f*cking Brits!” So he started as my enemy and then became a BROTHER to me, and he transformed my opinion of his entire people and religion by using LOVE and The Beautiful Game.



​One of the movies that I think that this entire country needs to rewatch that demonstrates even further how Sporting Excellence is more effective than governments and politicians in breaking down social barriers is Remember The Titans. For those readers who haven’t seen the movie I highly recommend it. To give you kind of a rundown in case you haven’t seen it the film takes place in the 1970’s in a town called Alexandria in Virginia where racial tensions were reaching dangerous boiling points with the recent successes of The Civil Rights Movement. In a move to satisfy the progressives a black head coach was named replacing the current white head coach. He initially threatens to move schools to accept another head coaching position, but the white players tell him that they will boycott the team if he leaves, so the white head coach accepts a lower position. The entire movie is inspirational as these young athletes go through the process of breaking down those racial barriers that were raised so high they pierced the stratosphere. In one of the most powerful scenes in the movie that happens near the end of the film where one of the best players on the team, who is white, suffers a catastrophic injury that leaves him paralyzed from the waist down. He is in the hospital while he receives the medical treatment that they can provide someone in his condition and one of the black players comes into to visit him. As soon as he reaches the door the nurse says “I am sorry, only family members are allowed visiting hours right now.” And the broken and bloodied white football player tells the nurse, “Well, he is family. He is my BROTHER. Can’t you see the family resemblance?” That scene right there moved me to tears and it just shows how powerful Sports is at uniting the races.



​What you guys did and accomplished at The Four Nations Tournament for not only your Game but for your entire country was AMAZING, just absolutely splendid. 3 fights in 9 seconds to open the game was a GENIUS move. I read on a blog somewhere on Facebook that it was planned and the players texted each other before the game started that they were dropping gloves and usually if something is planned rather than spontaneous than it loses some it’s theatric and real value but in this case it doesn’t lose a shred because even if it was planned pregame the fights themselves were REAL. During that time, there was a political charge to the event as Donald Trump ignorantly declared his intention to acquire Canada and turn them into the 51st state, and obviously, you guys don’t want that, and I don’t even want that for your country. Giving up your sovereignty, autonomy, and culture to blend in with America is an ignorant and outrageous proposal that I swore a grade schooler came up with. So Canada booed the national anthem. What that meant for my country was that Team USA was willing to fight, die, bleed, and avenge the offensive slight in honor of the flag that they represent and that was a refreshing change from the US Women’s Soccer Team kneeling and complaining about America and its problems on the international stage. They represented us with Honor, Dignity, Strength, and PASSION and that’s what we fans across the board like to see. As much as I despise Nationalism, shows of it, and the insidious idea that one country is better than the other based on flimsy, shallow, non-realistic, and otherwise unknown metrics that gives them a right to look down upon other nationalities, in the Arena of Sports is where I claim that you can’t be PROUD enough of the country that you have been given the HONOR and the PRIVILEGE of representing. You guys accomplished this with The Four Nations Tournament and gained the sincere and even intense admiration of people across the Sporting Gaze of America because you guys CARED, and because you CARED, other people started to care. Those games MEANT something to you guys and you showed it by the intensity of the Hockey that followed the fights. I even saw a video of a resort in Mexico full of vacationers and tourists belting out O’ Canada, and you accomplished this by INSPIRATION.



​In growing your Game internationally and achieving the influence and prestige of Muhammad Ali there is a limited ability to do so and there isn’t a lot of kindling or fuel for the fire in many countries because as I have said you need A LOT of gear and equipment to play it properly and effectively and you need ICE to play it on so you are looking at a limited ability to expand The Game into foreign markets that do not experience a winter season. I saw an interview where you said that once the lake froze over you               took a box of frozen pizza to the lake with you and you would practice rep after rep for 7 hours straight taking short breaks to eat cold pizza on the bank. There are sports that have a Street Game like Football and Basketball, where it’s a pick-up game literally in the middle of an active street or in an alley, where outrageous moves and skills are on display. American Football doesn’t have a Street Game, Baseball’s street game is now Banana Ball, Tennis doesn’t really have one, Football definitely has one, and Hockey’s Street Game is played on lakes, ponds, and other bodies of water. In Canada, one of the reasons you guys are so GOOD is because you have the availability of ice at least during the winter months, but in Football, anywhere on any surface is a suitable playing field. Grass, mud, concrete, turf, any flat surface will do, but for Hockey, you need the water to be frozen, and ice and snow are seasonal, even in Canada, and an overabundance of ice rinks doesn’t exist in most countries, so your ice time is limited and competitive. One of the reasons that Football is so widely and passionately played throughout the world is that you don’t even need a ball to play. You need a relatively flat surface, although in England we played on a field that was literally built into the side of a hill, something that resembles a ball that you can kick, and four things ranging from rocks, shoes, t-shirts, cups, bottles, or literally anything made of matter to mark the goals and BAM you have a game of Football. In Hockey, you need a full set of very expensive equipment and very specific environmental conditions in order to play a game, so it will likely never be the Heart Song of the International Poor and Forgotten like Football is.



​I am trying as hard as I can and probing as far as my imagination will allow into coming up with ideas on how to grow YOUR Game internationally, and I am coming up with very difficult road blocks. Expanding into Football obsessed European countries like Spain, Italy, and even England who experiences a winter season is not advisable because, and you can quote me on this, nothing that you or the NHL ever does will EVER unseat Football as the King sport in these countries and this goes likewise for the MLB, NBA, and NFL. The Game has too much history, culture, and currency dedicated to it’s performance and fandom that even a $100 billion dollar investment would fall well short of competing with Football.



​Than we have climates like that of Brazil, Argentina, and every single African country that has barely even heard of Hockey and never watched a full game of it because they literally lack the raw materials to play it, expansion into South America would be so difficult, it’s drastically closer to impossible than it is to doable, so that’s out. Expansion into Asia would also be extremely difficult, but at least some of those countries actually have teams, as well as the necessary ability to purchase Hockey gear in their country. Looking across the world at the most advantageous market for Hockey expansion would be Africa, and you would possibly be able to supplant Football in some of these countries, but it would have to be a voracious and expensive investment that will likely NEVER see dividends. You would be able to buy their Love, admiration, and support with money and I don’t like suggesting that method of endearment but when you help somebody in need you share a part of your Heart with them and that fragment of JOY that was INSPIRED by the FIRE of LOVE, Compassion, and Kindness and that fragment will find a place deep inside their Heart and you might be able to convince The Forgotten Youth of that individual village and than if all goes extremely well their country to pursue Excellence in Hockey but it will be difficult to establish a following, fandom, and player development in a country that has barely even heard of The Game that you Love.



​Looking at this problem economically Africa is traditionally known to be extremely impoverished and so the people and country itself has almost no financial ability to patronize and financially support a Hockey team in their local area. Africa is not a country but a HUGE continent, and entry into each of these countries will take an individually aimed and strategized COLOSSAL effort and nothing short of a titanic financial expenditure on the part of the stakeholders and the NHL. You would have to first build the stadiums that house the ice completely from scratch and than you would have to front the operating costs and it will likely never turn a profit because in the vast majority of African countries The Common People live “hand to mouth,” or you work for that day you eat for that day. So if they barely have enough money for bread and water, they will never have enough of an income to purchase a ticket to a game, gear, or team memorabilia that isn’t freely given to them. If you and the NHL did decide to do this and take this operation over, then it would absolutely have to be purely an altruistic endeavor, and it would be a very difficult endeavor and a very costly expansion that will never even come close to breaking even, much less actually turning a steady profit.



​That being said, the aggregate physical and athletic potential of the African is superior to that of every other race or ethnicity. This is not racist, it’s a FACT. For reference purposes, I point to the English Premier League Footballer Adam Traore, who was born with an 8-pack and two 50-caliber machine guns for arms. He even said that he doesn’t go to the gym, “it’s genetics.” I have also noticed after playing with African Americans from all over the US as well as players from eight different African countries that the physical cut, as well as the aggregate muscle mass, of Africans, regardless of country of origin, is about 8-15% greater in the Africans who come directly from Mother Africa. Harnessing this extreme athletic potential could be advantageous to the NHL because, and I mean this as a compliment to their physical and athletic ability, you are going to find some straight up ANIMALS in those countries which could effectively add another layer to The Game.  In analyzing this problem I have come to the conclusion that the most realistic, economical, and cost-effective way to introduce Hockey into African countries would be ball hockey played on rollerblades on concrete and that is the closest thing they will ever get to skating on ice. The NBA honestly has the most to gain from introducing their Game into Africa because there is some incredible athleticism and some straight up MONSTERS in Africa but they would need to construct the specifications like concrete playing surfaces, basketball hoops, and giving them proper basketballs to play The Game with. This financial investment in expanding Basketball into African countries would net them not only interest but also TALENT in the form of poor, desperate, and insanely motivated players hardened and forged by impoverished conditions that they live in. Looking at the global expansion of any of the other sports this is the only untapped demographic that has all of the kindling and fuel to unseat Football as the countries national sport. If the NBA poured tens of millions of dollars into building as many brand new basketball courts up to the standard playing specifications all over the slums in Africa, then the NBA will BLOW UP in Africa. It’s not racist to say that Basketball is largely a black man’s game, Hockey is a white man’s game, and Football is every man’s game.



​ Should you so desire, there are two ways that you will transcend the cultural and social boundaries of Hockey, and those two ways are: number 1, pulling off such insane athletic movements that even Basketball and Baseball fans are like “WHAT?!! What the Hell did he just do?” You know you will have achieved GODMODE when the observer is left so overawed and speechless by what you have just done that the only thing left to say is “Wow. I just saw God come off His throne and play a Hockey Game.” Like Larry Bird said about Jordan’s playoff performance, “That wasn’t Michael Jordan out there, that was GOD disguised as Michael Jordan.” Also included in this way is putting up INSANE numbers equivalent to those of Wayne Gretzky, Michael Jordan, and Lionel Messi. It is like I have told you that not only physically but also psychologically you literally are cognitively the highest level of a Human Being and that throughout all of Human History dating back to the first Olympics in Greece carrying on to Modern Day Athletes you are in the .00001% of Humanity that has ever reached the athletic level that you have and can physically and mentally accomplish what you have out on that ice. You are an enigma, an anomaly, a glitch in the Matrix, and somebody who is truly a very very special person so I have no doubt that you will reach The Pantheon of the Greats and take your place on the top of Mount Olympus wearing your medals and rings that you have so proudly won. 



​The second way that you will be able to transcend Hockey and the Sporting Gaze that only spans and has fans in cold weather climate countries that experience a winter cold enough for ice to freeze is by your humanitarian efforts for The Forgotten Youth. You stir the emotions and Heart strings of sincere admiration and overwhelming LOVE by the way that you play Hockey and we as your loyal and rabid fans take a sincere sense of vicarious accomplishment in your successes so you are a beautiful person because you play The Game beautifully and you inspire unrestrained JOY in your fan base and so it is by LOVE that this will be accomplished.



​I refer to the Facebook video that I sent you titled “Rocket Girl” about the AMAZING story of how a Tik Tok influencer who just so happened to stop by a little girls cookie stand that made probably about $8 the whole day to fund a treatment that was well into the six figures. Her ultimate dream was to have her own bakery but she was suffering from a debilitating physical illness that prevented her from achieving this ambition. So after discussing it with her parents he decided to pull every string he could and left her with the words “Tomorrow will be the best day of your Life.” So the next day he took the girl to the grocery store, gave her a credit card, and said “There is NO LIMIT on that credit card. Buy all the ingredients that you need.” And her parents were aghast and said “Well, no, there has to be some kind of limit.” And he smiled back and said “Absolutely not. She will get what she needs, and I will pay for it all.” And so he did. The next surprise was taking her and her ingredients to a local bakery and introducing her to the staff for the next 24 hours. And then the next surprise was the line out the door of cheering fans, and it was at this point that he revealed that he was no ordinary person with only a few friends, but a MASSIVE TikTok Influencer with over a million followers. The next surprise made a couple of tears fall out of my eyes because he gave the parents an envelope that contained a check that covered the full cost of her treatment plus about $25,000 extra at the time the check was made. He opened the GoFund Me and checked it again and another extra $25K was on there in addition to what was on the check.



​That video went ultra viral and gained over 10 MILLION views with 200K likes, and he wasn’t an Athlete like you, but he did have INFLUENCE on over a million people. What made this story go viral and stirred the heartstrings of all who watched the video was COMPASSION, KINDNESS, and LOVE, for just as physical beauty is appealing to the eye, spiritual beauty, human beauty, is achieved by these three Virtues. A beautiful face or a beautiful body can bewitch the eyes but it is by VIRTUE that a person, their personality, and their soul that makes them BEAUTIFUL people and LOVE is the most beautiful of all. It is as Malcolm X once said “Mankind’s history has proved from one era to another that the true criterion of leadership is spiritual. Men are attracted by spirit. By power, men are forced. Love is engendered by spirit. By power, anxieties are created.” So by the INFLUENCE and INSPIRATION you can create and affect societal change by using LOVE as the rocket fuel for this Movement.



​And so it is in this way that I inspire you to use your INFLUENCE that spreads to millions of people, attracting an international audience to affect real Societal Change. If you should so wish to embark on this journey for The Forgotten Youth, you will eventually get a video that goes ultra viral because you already are a BEAUTIFUL person and your spiritual and human beauty is most commonly seen and expressed through your LOVE, HUMILITY, and the PASSION that you play your Game with. You being so high up on your mountain throne are in an esteemed position possessing the athleticism and psychological ability so far superior to normal man that the only straw I can reach for a good reasonable and realistic comparison is literally Superman. And it’s like I’ve said before, I’m not saying you’d win and I’m not saying you’d lose but me and millions would pay A LOT of money to watch you fight Superman and I’d bet the farm, the car, the cat, the kids, the wife, and the bank on you. So if anybody had a reasonable right or even the extreme and reasonable temptation for arrogance and narcissism, it would be you, the King on your mountain throne looking directly down at the Peasants, but you do not possess a single string of ego. When you could shout your greatness all over the world, there isn’t even a whisper of insidious and ugly hubris inside of you, and this is where you don’t make sense to me.



​EVERYBODY at Shattuck felt the great weight and the pressure of pulling on a jersey for SSM because for literally a century and half we have prided ourselves on producing EXCELLENCE in the most extreme and opulent forms. We ALL felt the pressure and our performance was never more than a stone’s throw away from always being on our minds and in order to pump ourselves up we had to whisper to ourselves “I am the greatest player in the world. I am the next big thing for our generation.” And while we weren’t we still needed to hype ourselves up. But than I see your happy goofy and carefree 14 year old ass laughing and smiling in the hallway like you didn’t have a care in the world and I thought to myself “WHAT THE HELL IS MACKINNON. This kid is 14 years old, closer to a toddler than a man and he is already on ESPN’s radar. Everybody here is under an extreme amount of pressure just walking these hallowed halls, and he is under a million times more pressure and scrutiny than anybody in this castle that we go to school in, and he is NEVER serious. He’s not cocky, arrogant, and I don’t think that I have ever heard a word of shit talking from him about ANYBODY. This kid makes absolutely no sense to me.”



​I watched you closely during the time that we spent together at SSM and I am still absolutely miffed. I can explain in scientific terms how you do what you do out on that ice and I chalk it up to an INSANE FIRE deep within you combined with a natural KILLER INSTINCT that I to, to some considerable extent, have as well but I don’t know how to explain your unbelievable maturity at such a young age and your ability to never feel nerves and how that pressure doesn’t crush you with anxiety into the ground. I and everybody in that castle knew that you weren’t going to flop and that you would follow in your predecessor’s footsteps and become the next Sidney Crosby and to that effect you have done just that. The most beautiful thing about your whole personality is your HUMILITY and once again that is unfamothable for me because you have more reason than almost any walking and breathing human on Earth to be cocky, yet you are notedly NOT AT ALL. Even though you most certainly are, you truly do not see yourself as a better person than your Fellow Man, and that to me is so inconceivable that all I can do in the audience is clap with speechless admiration for everything that you are off the ice, in addition to being the APEX PREDATOR of The Show. 



​In addition to being such an incredible person, you are surrounded by incredible people, and I love, admire, and adore you so much that I make the firm assertion that if aliens ever sent a delegation to Planet Earth, we would send you and the World Class Athletes to their spaceship. If we sent the “woke mob,” the entire world would be incinerated by their Death Star weaponry, but you guys would represent the Apex Ability and the highest achievable human personality that Humanity can achieve. You are Humanity’s BEST and BRIGHTEST. I would advise you at this point to sharing the Movement for The Forgotten Youth, the inspiration, and the Mission with athletes across sporting lines. You and Jokic I know are good friends and he is also Superman and all of you are SuperHeroes to the rest of us. You guys are the closest thing that we will ever get to real Life SuperHeroes and so expanding the reach, deepening the financial war chest, and spreading the INFLUENCE of not just you but all Kings in ALL sports than this Movement will catch like an inferno and when the Scholars and Historians of the future look back and ask the question “Who saved the Youth and thereby the world?” The answer will be one word: ATHLETES. 



​INFLUENCE and INSPIRATION work like FIRE and the FIRE specifically that you are to use is LOVE. It was LOVE that made that TikTok do what he did for that little girl. It is LOVE that you play with out there on that ice. It is LOVE that is the most powerful element on the periodic table of emotions and metaphysics and so it is LOVE that is the most beautiful, the most influential, and most powerful force known to mankind dwarfing the destructive capability of even a million atomic bombs. Love is beautiful, Humility is endearing, Passion is inspirational, and Kindness is powerful. This Movement will start from the spark that came from my mind that lit your Torch and with that blazing Torch you will light a million candles. And than those million candles will light another million candles, and just like the Los Angeles Wildfires started with a small spark for the ignition source it quickly grew from a small brush fire and gained momentum spreading rapidly reproducing itself and adding to its mass and destruction as it ate its way across Altadena and the Pacific Pallisades. And so it is like a wildfire that INSPIRATION and INFLUENCE are spread starting with a small inch, a tiny spark, and than it grows from a philosophical and existential idea into a real, powerful, and inspirational movement that lights the way for a brighter tomorrow and a good future for The Forgotten Youth.



​So spread this message to all of the other Athletes in other professional sports and we can GET THIS THING DONE. If you want to know who I really think you should team up with it’s Lionel Messi. First and least important he is worth a market valuation of $850 million so his financial resources would be a GREAT help in providing value and resources available for The Forgotten Youth. Second is his global reach. You have an international reach but Messi has influence in every last ghetto that Loves this Beautiful Game. He is basically the you of the Football World, and he is UNIVERSALLY LOVED WORLDWIDE and respected as being the GOAT. Literally, the only more beloved and influential person in world history is Jesus. He does not have a single hater in the entire world and that in and of itself is quite the accomplishment. You are cracking that pavement separating you from the final evolution of GODMODE but he has been in GODMODE since the time he was born. He hit the ground and international recognition with a BANG! And nothing in Football has been the same since. His instagram photo with him in bed with the World Cup was the highest liked photo in it’s history at over 75.6 MILLION LIKES, not just views. I believe that he would be highly receptive and inspired to join us because I believe that he, like you, has not been properly motivated, the problems and the suffering facing these Forgotten Youth has not been presented to him properly, and I am quite sure that he has no idea the impact that he can make by investing his time, money, and attention into a movement that DESERVES his attention like The Forgotten Youth. Many players in the sports world have their causes and his is lightly geared towards environmental conservation in his “Save the World Campaign” that I have seen him lightly invest in and publicly spread. My advice to you is to simply say to him “Let’s save the kids first and than THEY can save the planet.” Two birds one stone. He is the most liked person literally in the World, and the distance between you and I is the same distance from you to him because he is THE KING and the GOAT of the Sport that the entire WORLD follows. If you succeed in convincing him to dedicate his Life and fortune to The Forgotten Youth than following him will likely first be Cristiano, and than just like massive ocean of dominoes the entirety of the Footballing World will follow and you will have successfully spread The Movement into Africa, Asia, the Middle East, Europe, and America and the spark from the flame that I started, that than lit the FIRE inside of you who is bears a blazing torch that lights a million candles, will than light other torches who will go on to light to millions of more candles, and with your blazing torch you will light the world wide WILDFIRE that is Lionel Messi who with the touch of a button will make the world stand up and recognize the plight of The Forgotten Youth and you will have achieved IMMORTALITY before Humanity because what you did on the ice will be remembered as LEGENDARY but what you will have accomplished with The Forgotten Youth will be REVERED as GODMODE.



​Before closing this chapter I will discuss how you have more power by INFLUENCE than even Canada’s Prime Minister or elected Politicians and government officials in eliciting conformance to the law. Malcolm X is quoted as saying “Mankind's history has proved from one era to another that the true criterion of leadership is spiritual. Men are attracted by spirit. By power, men are forced. Love is engendered by spirit. By power, anxieties are created.” Justin Trudeau and the Government/Legislative Principality may pass through whatever legislative channels that bills becomes laws in Canada’s a law that raises the drinking age to 21 years of age and criminalizing other dangerous and illicit substances and we think “that’s all well and good. Kids shouldn’t be drinking or doing drugs, so this is a good law.” Let’s say that they pass this law because there is a concerning trend of alcoholism in the youth and we think that’s all well and good because passing a law making it a criminal act to ingest alcohol as a minor addresses the problem. And while passing this law may address the concerning trend and attach punitive measures on being underage and drunk, it does NOT inspire kids not to drink or purchase illicit substances. Speaking as a former dumbass kid the fact that there was a law saying that I couldn’t do it didn’t scare me into conformance, it did the opposite. It turned it into a youthful act of rebellion and it became kind of a cat and mouse game with the cops. When I finally was old enough to drink and go to the bars I couldn’t have been more excited but after three or four times going and getting trashed in a bar I looked around and went “This is what I waited 21 years to do? This is stupid.” And so my alcoholism ended the day that I was legal to drink.



​The music, movies, and entertainment that I was ingesting pumped sex, drugs, alcohol, and violence, and so in addition to being a youthful act of rebellion, it was also glorified in the rappers that we listened to. Speaking to how INFLUENCE played its part I was influenced by the entertainment that I was consuming and the INFLUENCE exerted by the Judicial Principality of threatening me with legal consequences did the exact opposite of deterring me from using drugs and alcohol. I maintain that I never would have picked up a bottle of Crown or even touched a joint if somebody didn’t tell me that I absolutely couldn’t under any circumstances take a shot or inhale a hit. So Trudeau may pass a law banning these substances, but it doesn’t guarantee conformance, and if anything, it adds another reason for why these substances are abused by young people. But now you show up and you tell kids that the first reason that you shouldn’t touch these drugs and substances is because it’s terrible for your physical body and it is impossible to perform like you do if you are under the influence of these substances. I am not suggesting a nationwide campaign based on this issue because quite frankly we have more important issues to worry about and address when it comes to The Forgotten Youth but these kids look up to you, they listen to every word you say, and by using your INFLUENCE you could do some serious damage to the rate of underage alcohol consumption and usage of illegal and illicit substances. In this scenario, you are in fact more powerful than the Governmental/Legislative/Judicial Principality in effecting societal change and conformance to the law. The crown upon your head is a heavy one, and the responsibility that you have taken on will only get heavier the more you realize the implication, but I can tell you that I have never had more confidence in a single living breathing person to GET THIS JOB DONE than you.



Introduction


​To start The King I will first be a critic of my predecessor, Niccolo Machiavelli, who wrote the great philosophic work “The Prince” and it is this body of work that I will offer my commentary on his revolutionary work for there is an ocean’s difference between a Prince and a King and they are opposed in both mentality and action. In the time that Machiavelli was born, grew, and raised power in its different elements have been analyzed and his book has been hailed as a classic of Political Philosophy for he did indeed uncover and explain much of the trials and tribulations of being a Prince in his time. The Prince has found its way as a mainstay of Politicians, Generals, and men of high worldly esteem and it is placed right beside Sun Tzu’s Art of War in their respective libraries.



​Machiavelli’s work has inspired many powerful men and women to utilize his shrewd tactics and thereby gain power and prestige for themselves. A Prince is young, immature, and only thinks of himself and has the insane endeavor to achieve as much power and material wealth as possible. A Prince is rarely held accountable for his actions unless his tyranny and selfishness reach astronomical and monstrous proportions so much so that he inspires so much widespread hatred amongst those he rules that it inspires an entire revolution to unseat him from his throne. In his mind, he is Master and Commander, a “god” of some sort in some instances and though he does not act like a King he wields a sword of power that in some instances is lesser and in some other instances equivalent to the Sword of The King. A Prince is, at his very core, selfish, arrogant, narcissistic and is chronically focused on himself, his estate, his position and prestige, and his place and legacy in history. There is no tactic too shrewd, no manner too evil, and no device or influence deemed too low for a Prince to utilize. He plays the different Societal Principalities like a concert pianist plays the piano, and he does so with a deft and skilled hand. A Prince never considers the plight of the Common People, and he never descends from his mountain throne. To a Prince, The Common People and the Power that they offer is synonymous and equivalent to a pound of iron, a million bank notes, or an arable plot of land. The Common People to him are nothing more than a resource, the means to an end. He does not care about the lives, trials, or tribulations of The Common People in the subordinate Societal Principalities. Nothing he does or aspires to accomplish is ever out of the pure intention to better the lives of The Common People and the only time social progress is ever made is if it comes attached to a power play vying for more and greater accumulations of material wealth or existential prestige. If The People suffer due to his pursuit of these worldly things he does waste a moment’s thought on the implications of his actions and how they will effect The Common People. They are irrelevant, unnecessary distractions, and completely disposable, and to The Prince, they are as inhuman and irrelevant as a mechanical robot. To a Prince the pains, trials, and suffering of The Common People are irrelevant, unimportant, and he will only put energy and resources into fixing a problem that is common with The Common People if it somehow benefits him and and his prestige or if the problem has grown to large and cancerous to ignore without facing the severest of penalties and even than some Princes let their rule decay until the sickness has poisoned him and weakening his rule the strong than feel more powerful than The Prince and march him straight up the steps of the guillotine the same way he marched up the steps of the palace.
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