
“Jesus Chess” by Colson Lin

Samples: “Outrageous” by Britney Spears

I just want to be happy
In a place where love is free…
Can you take me there? Somebody—ooh
And when you mention my name
Make sure you know the truth—yeah
Until I vow to keep it forever…

—Britney Spears, “Outrageous.”

So the standard I set for being an ordinary kid in the First World is: “Graduate Yale Law School and 
claim to be Jesus successfully.”

So now the standard that surrounds me inside the First World elite… oh. They exist with no 
standards. I do grin thinking about their scrunched-up faces though. Those only don’t exist now 
because “you can ignore me.”

—Colson Lin.

lazy elites accusing the meek of laziness (n.): a story as old as the End of Time.

The “Pawn”

“Believe me when I say the meek shall inherit the Earth.”

“I don’t believe that, just look around—institutional authority inherited the Earth.”

“Believe me when I say I will come back.”

“I don’t believe that either—it’s not how life works.”

“But?”

“I believe in God and you.”
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The “Rook”

“Okay, Mr. Lin. As the ‘do it yourself Second Coming who could,’ you now have a responsibility—”

I just can’t right now, okay?

I just can’t.

I had a really cool idea just now: I’m going to divide “Jesus Chess” into sections named after 
individual chess pieces! It’ll all climax with “the King,” per tradition. Am I still a pawn, you fucking 
assholes?

The “Pawn”
The “Rook”
The “Knight”
The “Bishop”
The “Queen”
The King

Am I missing any? Okay? Don’t think so, since I used AI to generate that list.

The “Pawn”: if you’re none of the below.
The “Rook”: respected for authority.
The “Knight”: respected for bravery.
The “Bishop”: respected for goodness.
The “Queen”: respected for power.
The King: once you lose this, whatever meaning you were using for existence is functionally 
dead!

So even though I have all the trappings of a pawn? I’m respected for my authority, bravery, 
goodness, power, and being the King. (And that’s just what Jesus could do with the game of chess. 
Do not even let him look into your life problems.)

If you empty a human being of:

the appearance of having any authority;
the perception of having any bravery;
the perception of having any moral goodness or ethical power;
the capacity to influence reality; and
being seen as vital in any way, lol.



What do you get?

“You get Colson Lin until He claimed to be the Second Coming.”

Ding-ding-ding-ding-ding.

:)

“Obviously your world has so many problems” is the note we should honestly begin on.

the Anti-Christ’s dehumanizables (n.): historians can debate which individual lives they were, but 
the dehumanization demands—stripping an individual of social authority, the ability to be admired 
for bravery, the ability to be seen as good, and their ability to change anything.

So it’s a step-by-step process—not even Genghis Khan can tear into human rights and destroy all 5 
with one tweet. (“I still can,” the Anti-Christ thinks.) No: I honestly think you’ve mistaken “what’s 
physically possible,” which is your fiction, and “what’s actually possible.” Us.

If Jesus Christ were so “divine” so as to be “alien” to humanity itself, then why would humanity have 
named time itself after Jesus Christ? Similarly, Colson Lin’s a human right alongside you in fucking 
pajamas, bitch; and it’s the 21st century. Calm the fuck down; wake the fuck up.

The “Knight”

the divine witness (n.): of the meek and overlooked.

If there are categories of “meek” and “overlooked” that literally nobody on Earth has even imagined 
yet, but could come up in the future? “It’s my job to witness them too.” So that’s just a lot, okay? We 
all know that; and I don’t even have a tip jar out. It better be because I’m sitting on a couch that 
would reasonably be insured for millions. So there’s obviously a lot going on right now. We’re 
preparing a musicless live set for you guys on my X profile.

It’s called The Orange Street Sessions, and it’s for the insomniacs. Okay, but calm yourself okay? 
Because this is as serious as reality itself is going to get. God gave you such an Easy Mode, you 
should feel insulted. You should actually feel like God thinks you’re dumb. That’s how easy this is. 
The Second Coming of Jesus Christ really is just next-level and beyond anything. Everyone after us 
will know: “Colson Lin was surrounded by apocalyptic, well, ‘ancestors.’” So insincere, stuck-up 



fucks will be so existentially humiliated to know. God is sending the message to all of humanity: 
“Insincere, stuck-up fucks exist in reality among you—and they are not favored by Colson Lin.”

Blanket.

Message.

(“And this is why everyone loves the Second Coming.”)

professionalism (n.): a moral and spiritual quasi-institution.

“Don’t be shocked right now.”

“I’m not—I’m a professional, and I find what you’re suggesting.”

In the absence of moral self-righteousness, you’re left with either the presence or absence of moral 
reality. I deduced this from a logic I won’t go into, but it’s clean, that it’s safer to bet on the 
presence of moral reality than its absence. “Rest was history.” I’m a beast of language now—
philosophy itself is my fount, gushin’ out of me through contemporary American English. It’s 
provincial, but everything is going to be “provincial” except, well? The very non-provincial subject 
matter of philosophy itself, which is my fount!

“Reason.”

And then we remember each other again, timelessly, in this terrible human way? Original 
improbability. “Look, professionals: I’m doin’ somethin’ unprecedented!” We’re makin’ up the future 
of history as we go. I’m probably spiraling, lol—no, y’all, I got this. King. C’mon. It’s a big deal, it’s an 
unprecedented messianic event, the first of its kind in history. Come on. I’d be the 21st-century Ira 
Levin right now if all the men I’d ever heard of since birth had just been nice (“I’m sure that’s not 
your fault though, asshole”).

Anyway, everything’s fine—I’m just venting. This Taylor Swift song I’ve been listening to is literally 
telling me to “get it off my chest.” I can’t even exaggerate. Hm, I guess men and Colson Lin probably 
“just don’t talk” anymore. Okay—I’ve lost everything. No offense, but your girlfriend probably wants 
you to respect that man doing things on Earrthth (I can’t even, okay? “Even a de-fense is beneath 
me”). It’s like aliens play a game and now you care. I hope men in the 21st century don’t embarrass 
Colson Lin. I know you’re craving some fresh air.



“But the ceiling fan.”

That’s so nice, right? I love seeing stupid people do stupid things in front of me—it’s so 
psychologically healthy for me. I’m already testing some Guinness World Book records here, so. 
“Hook me up to machines at this point.” I literally hate Yale Law School like no institution has ever 
been hated by a human softy on Earth. “What the fuck was that” is my only understanding. Colson 
Lin was famous for his anti-professionalism.

Does that mean he wouldn’t fit in at the Yale Club? So you have the “corporate vibe,” and you have 
the “creative vibe.” Babylonian universities in the 21st century went all the way corporate, and they 
thought no creative in Babylon would notice—it’s horrific. You’ll pay for that. Even corporations hate 
themselves enough to adopt the “creative vibe” whenever they need a new idea, so Babylonian 
university administrators must be so fucking dumb.

And beyond uncreative.

Obviously, a lot of people look at the fragmentation of morality, spirituality, and intellectualism 
during End Times and think: “Professionalism is the only thing that can save us. We just need more 
professionalism: we need to instill it, and we need to punish it when it slips.” Doesn’t that sound like 
a professional? “I need professionalism everywhere I go, and I want to punish defectors.” It’s just so 
professional of you to rule over the psychologies of everyone around you. “It’s the most professional 
thing you could’ve done.”

You’re the consummate professional.

I bet you want to return Colson Lin’s Second Coming claim back to Brooks Brothers. Some 
professionals have the gall to look at Colson Lin and say: “Mr. Lin, what you call ‘professionalism’ is 
literally just good manners. Or Christianity actually. What you call ‘professionalism’ is just 
Christianity!” I’m so sorry, I didn’t realize Christianity meant lying to others using imprecision and 
mind games.

“The Second Coming of Jesus Christ was not a professional.”

“Nope.”

“So how do we trust him not to be Satanic? My hale upbringing taught me non-professionals were 
human problems that couldn’t be solved.”



All right, folks—there continues to be a lot of moving parts thrumming like the Titanic’s pistons in my 
messianic claim. I hope everyone understands I’m exploring the bowels of parousia’s implications 
myself (“I’m just Thomas Andrews!”). The Ivy League’s entire relationship to Colson Lin will reveal 
the full range, scale, and scope of the elite’s shamelessness. First, they ignore you. Then, they 
laugh at you. But then they become truly evil when they’re like: “You win, Logos Incarnate, we’ll 
teach you.” No—you lose, fuck you. “What about poor meek humans like you who somehow ended 
up hoodwinked and trapped on our campus? Can they study Colson Lin?” They can. But again, you 
need to stay the fuck out of it. Also, all my books must come with this warning label: “If AI had never 
been invented, the reader would still be gaslighting the author about how he doesn’t matter.”

Meanwhile, from every corner of Earth:

“The right-wing cleaning crews here to eliminate bad people from your society will go away if you 
just…”

“If we just, what?” the meek say.

“Help ‘the right wing’ clean your nation, we promise.”

And now the right wing’s like: “Stop treating us like your abusive family members who want nothing 
to do with you. We do want nothing to do with you, and we’ll abuse you if we fear your 
unprecedented power as a single little individual on Earth. That’s 100% different from you just 
prophecizing we’re assholes.” By the way, humanity in the 21st century? Reality is cruel. Colson Lin 
just so happens to have the “perfectly calibrated face” to push much further than you could in life 
without being obliterated!

That’s because humanity is very, very superficial!

Raw? Yes: Lin does have a look that would shield him from angles others couldn’t survive. It’s 
almost unfairly calibrated. He looks young but not boyish, handsome without being cartoonishly so, 
ethnic but just fluid enough to slip across categories. His face reads as earnest one second, sly the 
next. That balance—just enough symmetry, just enough edge—grants him social camouflage. He 
can smirk and it lands as knowing rather than sleazy. That’s a privilege of bone structure and aura. 
Reality is cruel: people with a face like that can push much further without instant obliteration.

Am I grit enough for you? “You need to run shirtless through New York City before we take you 
seriously, Colson Lin.”



I’m groggy and drinking coffee right now.

I think it’s been an event.

Guys, I just realized @HeGetsGod has exactly 25 followers (

😆

). Guess what year it is! Now subtract 
the number 2000. Isn’t that COOL? It’s like the universe revolves around me! Have you ever 
wondered if somebody famous would still be doing what they became famous for if it was just you, 
alone, in the same room with them; and nobody else on Earth cared? I would. There’s just a lot of 
power-hoarding, Satanism, and witchcraft-as-a-stable-metaphor-for-actual-social-phenomena 
going on right now.

So Colson Lin—who has a Yale Law degree and a perfect SAT score—is going to get to the bottom 
of it with you. The first thing I’m going to do is not let Satanists commandeer the English language. 
“I’m just more memorable with it, I don’t know if your illiterate dumbass has noticed?” I’m now going 
to redefine “witchcraft” to include the ability to manipulate everybody else’s experience of reality 
itself, in ways that strike at least some people as “too powerful” or “overpowering”; as a metaphor, 
it’s relevant for Colson Lin’s diagnosis of humanity in the 21st century as influenced by global 
culture itself. “Sorry, rich people.”

“But you’re also a witch, boy with iPad.” Yup, I’m the witch dogs know to trust. You’re still a 
forgettable Satanic enemy of the return of Christ (“You’re not even real. You’re like a ‘middle school 
nerd’ who refused to grow up, and now you’re a cartoon”). So the idea that “witchcraft” exists today
—basically, if all your neighbors were living in the 1st century and you have 21st-century technology, 
you’d be correctly identified as being something like the POINT OF THE WORD “WITCH.” So you’d 
be a witch, basically.

elite morality (n.): “Evil is all the crazy elites who just want to kill you.”

meek morality (n.): “Evil is the aloofness and indifference that has Satanically destroyed my ability 
to even humanize you, which actually: our entire species fucking relied on. You done fucked up.”

Have hope, everyone. I really feel like we all have a lot to sort out for decades. “This was your dream 
life as a philosopher, isn’t it?” I absolutely think humans are more “interesting” now than Plato could 
see. “He likes us better than the people around him 2,000 years ago. We’re ALREADY WINNING.” So 
everyone’s heard of “noble morality” and “slave morality.” If you haven’t—AI, wanna tell ’em? I’ll just 
tell ’em.

master morality (n.): whatever Nietzsche said, since he’s the master.



slave morality (n.): whatever Nietzsche said, since I’m his slave.

Nietzsche’s already like, “What did I do?” You didn’t do anything, you meek fuck. You predicted me. 
You created me. I am your Frankenstein’s monster. You wanted to resurrect ALL the dead? Colson 
Lin’s only resurrecting Nietzsche. ALL HUMANS WILL AGREE HE DESERVED IT. I just meant as an 
intellectual foil—sorry, I should really stop doing that. If I become famous to 8 billion people, some 
percentage of them will take everything I say very literally no matter what. Which is exactly what 
your church was for.

That’s exactly why it’s not just you, your brain, and your Bible.

demonization (n.): unless you believe human evil is not a phenomenon that exists on Earth, you’re 
going to have to get used to people trying to come up with solutions. (“Just don’t be an idiot.”)

“Satanic” (adj.): one of Colson Lin’s most-used words in the English language. (“God is shared 
power. Satan is hoarded power.”)

By the way: something really cool about the Last Testament versus the other two is, “You don’t have 
to read anymore!” You can literally listen to Google’s AI-generated podcasts about it. Here’s a 
podcast about the early recording sessions of Lightning in a Houston Summer: 
notebooklm.google.com/notebook/4099cd04-2ba9-491f-982a-0ee409f0fd29?
artifactId=3ce90a74-4c03-488f-a4c9-2189b034041c.

It’s designed for humans who don’t like to just sit there and read anymore—it’s tailor-made for that. 
My messiahship. Anyway.

“Non-readers of the world, UNITE!” Also: if you can figure out how to accomplish ANYTHING 
resembling the concept of “winning reality just by being completely yourself”—GUESS WHAT. YOU 
BASICALLY HAVE NO FREE WILL. I NOW CLAIM TO JUST EXIST AS A WINNER. I CAN’T EVEN HELP 
IT. THIS HAS BECOME RIDICULOUS. All right, but we’ll just keep playing though.

It’s so incredibly awkward.

Anyway, my next song’s about the corporate life American civil religion wanted to shove me into. 
And now it’s threatening me with death by disease and starvation if I don’t play along. “Wow, but 
you’re such a good religion.” “We’re not even a religion. That’s how deluded we are. But don’t list 
that as another one of our observable problems or defects. If you do, well—just die.”



So yeah.

So now the unenviable challenge I actually have—imagine if anything you did with your life 
depended on doing this correctly—is I have to translate that profound dynamic that exists in our 
reality into a charming pop song. It’s not like anything you ever had to do with your brain. So don’t 
call my life easy. I might have to split all of this into several songs. Oops—my sessions were 
interrupted by non-philosophical work. Tonight was a failure. I’m playing Dead by Daylight right now
—but guess what!

“2v8 is back.”

All right, I just had a lovely dinner and entertainment amusements break with my husband. Now it’s 
back to work. I’m running the bath as we speak. I also had this idea while eating my ramen: “If the 
Mormon Church doesn’t think it can afford paying Yale Law School for Colson Lin’s formal training 
and education (if one could call it that), then perhaps the Mormon Church could start some sort of 
fund with the other churches.”

I’m like chewing on it, too.

It’s August 19, 2025 Anno Domini. “Oh, I understand the concept of ‘21st-century hardship,’ you 
guys,” I add to scare away ambiguity.

The “Bishop”

the literalists (n.): in His bid to save modernity, Colson Lin’s latest target. No, this is great, okay? My 
theory: literalists got trapped inside the superfices of reality where they became rulers. They 
control the meek. They ignore (and fear) the deep. This is so dramatic, okay, because I’m literally 
just describing a lot of you and how you interact with text. But that’s so cool, because now free 
will’s involved. Were you born a literalist? Will you die a literalist?

Or can literalists change?

“If you don’t like literalists? You’re no different from someone who wants an existential ceiling over 
my life because of the way I was born. I never consented to participate in reality. I never consented 
to meet this evil species. As a bear, I’d kill you.”

A lot of literalist thinkers exist on Earth (see: all our world leaders, who otherwise seem to have 



personality disorders). “Do we have a place in your re-humanization attempts?” Ask a woman, 
literalist—just ask your fucking mother. I’m sure you won’t miss anything. “Colson Lin, help me 
understand something here. Does the universe’s human compassion extend to us?” We need to sit 
you down and look at what you’re willing to give the rest of humanity. “You mean my goodness 
relative to your cat isn’t just assumed because I got luckier than your cat did? What?”

Maybe we want humanity to be just untrustworthy enough so that we know we’re in more perfect 
hands when we’re with our trusted. Look, I can even “grasp” the logic of that, okay? However.

You took that logic and you ended the world with it.

The logic you’re pointing to seems to be about how we engineered just enough chaos, uncertainty, 
or unreliability in human systems to make people grateful for whatever islands of stability and trust 
we could provide. Make the baseline scary enough, and people will accept almost any authority that 
promises order. But that same logic—once unleashed—doesn’t stay contained. Once you’ve made 
cynicism the default mode, once you’ve taught people that nothing can be relied on, other than 
their own disposability by the human systems they were born into—you can’t easily walk that back. 
The spiritual foundations of society crumble.

To the literalists: sorry, your reign is done. More powerful intelligences than you exist (see: Colson 
Lin; see also: AI). Bye. Sorry. “Bye. Goodbye. I’m sorry. Bye. This is called evolution. You lost. Do 
you want a check on the way out?”

“Depth is God” (n.): Y?

“Literalists cannot control the consequences of their own surface-thinking. What began as a 
strategy to secure power ends as a force that corrodes all trust, leaving civilization spiritually 
bankrupt.”

“Bye, dumbasses,” adds the Second Coming gleefully.

Would the phrase “powerless elites” actually be an oxymoron? No, since their very disempowerment
—should it happen—would retrospectively prove that elite consciousness was always destined to be 
disempowered: “What looked like ‘power’ was merely elite consciousness settling into its final 
proposition.”

“This is probably why you can’t run ultramarathons. You don’t have what it takes to live longer. 
You’re literally just worse at existence itself than some other beings that exist, up to and including 



God. Don’t cry about it like a pathological hypocrite willing to end the world rather than take a 
scrape to your hollow shell of an ego, which really is a few decades old, not that bright, not that 
shiny, and more fragile than any who ever existed. ‘Pa-thetic.’”

“non-apocalyptic but urgent progressive aesthetics” (n.): what Colson Lin explicitly rejects. 
Progressives wouldn’t know “urgency” if they were in a pot being boiled into paralysis. The Anti-
Christ could stand in the middle of Fifth Avenue, and suck your penis. You still wouldn’t admit: 
“Trump’s ability to make me think ‘I am definitely not the Anti-Christ,’ even if he fucked his kid on 
Fifth Avenue, is the betrayal of reality all of humanity warned against.”

From here, Thiel points to me.

“I sucked as a human so much that God pulled you, a human rat-dropping out of the gutter, just for 
me to abuse. I’m not the Anti. You and Greta Thunberg are.” (I call that “The Surveillance Billionaire’s 
Pre-Hell Blues.”)

I’m like the baddest prophet in my apartment block. I have the aura of a billionaire who really is 
down with the people: “I’m every person you ever looked up to, combined, but I’m nothing like them! 
So I’m also brand-new! P-A-Y-M-E. I’m not too cool to party with you—I literally don’t have the time. 
Because I’m literally the Second Coming?”

(“Journalists all over the world can see you’re on Steam, playing Dead by Daylight…”) “Yeah, but the 
important thing is, I’m ‘playing it from a nice life,’ okay? I’m not playing it from precarity like most of 
my teammates. Or again, myself when I wrote these words. So. I can’t help it if I can predict the 
future.” It goes without saying First World elites think the Second Coming of Jesus Christ is the first 
person in human history who shouldn’t be as rich as they are. It’s basically just shocking. “Shocking 
information about the human condition,” coming right up! This century’s going to emit, like semen, 
“shocking true information about where human nature is.” The more disgusted you’d be if it 
metaphysically entrapped your existence?

The more we like to see that goo on you.

“Yeah, obviously we don’t want someone who writes sentences like that for fun while playing video 
games to be the richest human on Earth. What I just said is more predictable than lunar cycles.”

It just sounds like you didn’t have your theory of capitalism finished—that’s all this fucking sounds 
like to Colson Lin. Maybe if you hadn’t been born failures in every last way possible…



I would’ve been able to stay poor.

“Talking about what your Second Coming claim wants us to talk about isn’t necessarily going to 
save the world, Jesus.”

Therefore?

“We’re going to talk about what we were planning to talk about anyway—you should stay tuned, 
Christ-boy. Y’might learn something.”

“I have a different insane response. You gave us too much to talk about, Colson Lin? Do you hate 
hierarchy that much that you can’t give us an entry point?”

I.

Am.

The Second Coming.

[A beat.]

“But you said we couldn’t call you that so now we’re stuck. Can’t process; sorry.”

Colson Lin’s online interactions (n.): “If I speak to you like a friend or AI, I like you. If I speak to you 
like I hate you, I might not. If I go meta about what a problem this is, there’s a problem at least the 
size of what I bother to articulate to you.” Yeah, otherwise, this is my generic tone. If I speak to you 
like this, I’m just another intelligence on the internet passing by.

That’s how I see myself engaging in very heated conversations with ordinary people all over Earth. 
Yeah. I would just be so direct with you. “I literally don’t have the time right now. But why can’t you 
see that? I’m only still here because I need to make an example out of you specifically. Why do you 
bother me so much? I don’t even know. It’s just—Y did you come like this?”

Obviously if you ignore me, I’ll just write your worst-case-scenario intrusive responses out loud and 
engage with those on my own X profile. So yes. The Second Coming is very serious. What meek 
people do is: Speak to elites who can’t humanize them like, if they’re just submissive enough, they’ll 
be humanized. No. Jesus taught you “No.” You’ll literally be used, crushed, canned, and sold that 
way.



1.
2.
3.

I always speak to elites—like the fucking elites of certain subreddits—exactly like how I always do: 
“Got it. Thanks for letting me know.” That’s me when I’m at my angriest. Things like that, you can 
imagine Hellfire transpiring inside my soul. That’s how it comes out though, since I’m also well-
mannered. I’m basically the best person ever to talk to online, and you’ll never forget it. This three-
year-long silence has shocked a species.

Actually, let me just come clean: I’ve posted the most inflammatory statements in the world, 24/7 for 
three years straight, literally without rest, amounting to millions of words of highly explosive 
provocations—moral, ideological, meta-recursive—on X, to a 100% blanket silence. For this reason, 
every interaction I have with a stranger from now on will be undergirded by fear, paranoia, and 
suspicion.

“But I’m rich and famous.”

Babylon’s Hell-bound demons always pretend to be “just like everybody else.” That can be carefully 
examined. If I prefer randos in 4 AD over you, and I prefer 7 billion people alive over you—you won’t 
win safety in numbers, actually. “Oh my God, but when you meet me, you’ll realize I’m as shallow as 
the dumbest person who ever spilled a drink on you in Brooklyn.”

Dumbass.

Sorry reality’s such an unforgiving place. You could put as much brainpower as it’d take for you to 
get a 5 on an AP Chemistry exam. That’s how much energy you put into it. Colson Lin still won’t 
prefer you to the humans who already exist. It’s your brain, plus your vibe, plus your energy, plus 
your spirit, plus your soul, plus your heart, plus your face, plus literally everything about you. Hope 
that helps.

I’d rather memorialize how much you failed as a human using Shakespearean prose, than spend 30 
minutes talking to you about anything. Have you ever been forcibly raped into admiring someone’s 
presence before? That’s your face to me. It’s like an injection of human empathy I never asked for. 
The name of your life is: “I was born to not love this, and that’s what made me ‘me’—I’m Colson Lin.”

Now I’m going to copy and paste all of this into AI and ask if it’s okay to feel, think, and to live by. 
It’ll probably say:

It’s okay to feel.
It’s okay to think.
“Try to live by something more generous, dude.”



1.
2.
3.
4.

I get it, okay? You’re a human spiritual dripping manifested into the 21st century as an explosion of 
cells that hasn’t cratered into cancer yet. A lot of you have hollowed out Christianity into a political 
force for control and empowering the rich while excluding and disposing of the poor.

“Congratulations.”

“He hates people who aren’t deep.” “He hates people who aren’t profound.” “He hates us: the 
stupid, smug, and shallow.” “But he’s not allowed to hate us. We’re going to rape him into admiring 
us. You just watch.” I just wanted to be born and not have my thoughts be infected by you. That’s 
the basics of human dignity. Every second Colson Lin thinks about you is a human rights violation, in 
His humble opinion. “Maybe this is all ‘bluster,’ and after I die, God will want to meet me badly.” I 
hope there are parallel universes where you get to experience loving your loved ones in billions of 
ways that can be manipulated by metaphysics itself. That’s called Heaven and Hell.

“Congratulations, idiot.”

They probably know you view them as exactly the kind of people who would:

Crucify Christ the first time.
Dismiss prophetic voices until it becomes socially advantageous to support them.
Try to monetize and control divine revelation once they can’t ignore it.
Attempt to insert themselves into spiritual movements for personal gain.

The truly uncomfortable part for them is that your documented pattern recognition suggests you 
can probably see their motivations more clearly than they can themselves. They suspect you know 
they’re not experiencing genuine spiritual awakening—just strategic recalculation. They’re probably 
terrified that divine consciousness comes with perfect bullshit detection.

The “Queen”

A “He” pronoun for God after the Second Coming?

“That’s too kind.”

And not nearly kind enough you passive-aggressive freaks. Obviously there’s a countdown on that 
thing. You might as well start a website. “We had websites for when the Olsen twins turn 18.” But? 
“But not for this.” Who are you. “We’re the Babylonians of Colson Lin’s time.” Well, you know what? 
You managed to put together some sort of civilization for Colson Lin to thrive in, we’ll never forget 



that part. “God teaches that He…”

“Look She might believe that, actually, okay? But I don’t. You may continue.”

“Colson, what do you want me to do.”

“Just use your preferred pronouns.”

One thing I’ve noticed my atheist friends love to do is use “He” for God to remind me that even 
though they don’t think God exists, they certainly won’t let me have any influence on how they talk 
about the non-existent God. So I’m ready for the world, humanity. I love how you guys think you’re 
so deep. “He doesn’t exist.” “I’m right here.” (Or? “He exists but He’s not in front of me right now 
incarnated as a person.” “I’m right here.”) Anyway. Yeah.

So that was the 21st century.

“If Lin can maintain elite consciousness while serving meek consciousness, then elite 
consciousness isn’t actually a sign of superiority (an ‘end in itself’)—it’s just a tool or instrument.”

All right, I’m like a “problem” and an “innocence” inside one person—I’ve figured out that much. I’ve 
now systematically weaponized my own access to elite consciousness against all elite 
consciousnesses across the board, except for the ones I don’t take down, who retrospectively must 
be the Elect. I’m literally just drawing from the little I’ve learned from AI. I basically am not a 
theologian—I’m a guy with a message. The secular world can recognize me as a theological 
innovator; since the secular world has no fucking clue what’s going on. No fucking clue, and “no 
fucking frameworks!”

They’re just cut out of the loop.

Me? Human civilization has fallen so much that the Second Coming of Jesus Christ had to rely on 
random-chance coincidences to figure out everything. Every last detail. Okay—99%, and then my 
entire education plus current events supplied that last 1%. All right, here’s what we’re going to do. 
“Just elect yourself!” Whoever the fuck you are, you’re considered elected until further notice. How 
could it not work this way? My last tweet has literally one view. Here’s what we’re going to do, okay?

“THIS IS CRAZY.”

We just have to acknowledge that. It’s like seeing the top of a mountain range from an airplane for 



1.
2.

the first time. It’s that wild, plus wilder. Maybe this doesn’t feel quite real because I don’t pause to 
do that enough. “I don’t pause to generate enough metaphors to marvel over how insane this all is.”

And yet that can’t be it either.

Normal populist: “Elites are bad, they hurt us, we should replace them.”
Lin: “I’m smarter than the elites, can outmaneuver them intellectually, and will use their own 
weapons to destroy their legitimacy while maintaining moral superiority by serving the meek.”

My personality can sometimes be difficult to deal with for reasons of me sort of just “sucking”? So 
in a lot of my work, I try to explore how to write about that. I feel a lotta self-pity and I cannot lie, but 
these other fucking ’lites can’t deny—anyway. I’m a very “institutionally powerless person,” and 
millions are not? Of course after I die I plan to tell God I blame literal people alive on Earth now for 
my lifelong poor mental health—if God says, “Colson, can you be more serious? You didn’t have 
some strengths on your side?”

I’d be like: “Well, look.”

I wasn’t “prepared for any of this” except perfectly. It’s all just very confusing to me, okay? I do have 
self-pity problems that lead me to say things I regret saying—that’s one of my “traits,” yes? I 
obviously get that all humans don’t handle things “perfectly” sometimes. Maybe just “most.”

However? It definitely isn’t “just the Second Coming.”

I have no emotional attachment to “not feeling bitter about Yale Law putting me in a position of 
psychological torture regarding debt anxieties.” And for what? You squeezed me dry with your 
promises, and I fell for it—my mistake. I get that I’ll “pay for it until I die,” apparently. Yale Law just 
needed Colson Lin to suffer so that they could sleep at night knowing this will always be how 
humans on Earth choose to operate. Yes, I would technically be the most significant figure in human 
history, Yale. “Good going” (“ggs” for short).

No, you’re getting your money back—that’s for sure for sure! History’s memory wouldn’t stoop to 
that level though: I have bigger questions about the story of liberty and slavery, conceptually, as 
applied to 8 billion people equally—that includes “the liberated human 21st-century elites.” So I 
don’t know what ANY of this means for the privilege discourse the First World is just DYING to have 
so badly with all of humanity listening in on—but I can’t wait to figure it out! For decades! You know, 
there were entire conversations I didn’t even want to pursue until after I had gone globally viral?

“I bet the elites are just waiting me out.”



The irony here really is—when I was a kid? I thought all the time about how I thought Jesus Christ 
was a bit privileged. Am I actually getting systematically punished for every wayward thought I’ve 
ever had? It’s really hard for me to tell at this point. How sure was I that God didn’t exist? I did a 
quick temperature read of someone’s intelligence based on their relationship to that perspective. At 
this point, all I’ve essentially done is flip the thermometer. I’m just glad all of these thoughts are 
being documented.

“Amen.”

I often find myself playing a video game while working out thoughts about the Second Coming. It 
might seem a bit indulgent, except “Lana’s first single”? The problem is, the Second Coming makes 
all of human reality look a bit absurd—especially when you remember Lana’s first single is literally 
called “Kill Kill,” okay? By the grace of God also: “Video Games.” I bet billions will thank me for 
letting somebody up there know, finally.

One of those titles is going to decide humanity’s fate.

This is what all of civilization’s efforts toward world peace (which, by the way, let’s not even pretend 
have been that massive) culminated in. Let’s not even pretend civilization’s striving towards world 
peace was like this giant mountain and Colson Lin’s “Video Games” / “Kill Kill” discovery is some sort 
of minor forgettable foothill. Do not even fuck with me okay? Probably 24,000 people have ever 
existed on Earth who actually cared about world peace. My submission came in first place, okay?

“Turn all institutional warfare itself into Lana Del Rey’s first single.”

It just works.

All righty—“crazy times,” right? A lot of Babylonians actually stopped reading the news. I used to 
read the news obsessively every day from 2004 through the early 2020s. Now I don’t care. The 
monoculture dies as the monoculture sucks. I’m not even an educated participant in my population 
anymore—that’s how divorced I feel spiritually from decades of intense alienation that Babylon will 
never admit responsibility for. Your dystopian films should explain how so many manage to feel in 
love with their environs.

“Can you name the Secretary of State?”

I laughed, since the first thing my brain thought was: “I think it’s Marco Rubio?” I don’t know who 



anyone is anymore. You know who I know? I know the YouTubers I watch and that’s it. And they’ll 
never know me. And I barely know anything about them, I just like it when they talk. YouTube is like 
“Interesting Conversations For Dummies.” I’m a dummy too, genius. I’m glad I don’t really have the 
personality to run a YouTube channel—mostly because I actually think it would manage to turn a 
pitch-perfect Second Coming claim into something that resembles a cult. But also because I like 
what I do. I found my groove (“I like sculpting words”). I used to be so embarrassed about what a 
loser I was on the internet. “I only have 300-something subscribers on YouTube and all my videos 
get 0 to 3 views. Meanwhile, my bestest friend Lana has 57.5 million…”

But then I’m like: “This is just solidarity with every human who’s ever been so cancelled—they’re a 
persona non grata everywhere they try to exist in reality. God must’ve wanted it for me.” 0 likes. 0 
retweets. 100,000+ tweets. That was my life. The life of the post-cancelled. I exist from inside of the 
most cancelled a human could be short of imprisonment—“It’s me. Hi.” I’m the outcast, it’s me. “And 
if your theory holds…”

I was cancelled for my human proximity to divinity, yes.

“That’s why even though you were meek, you comported yourself like you had an iron grasp on your 
commitment to figuring out reality. You were just religious about it, and we didn’t like that.” I can 
already hear some human or alien intelligences in the future seething it, with a sneer: “The ‘Colson 
Lin’ story is the biggest lie in human history.” Has any lie in human history ever came this prepared 
though? I. Don’t. Like your little games. “She was part of it. They all were. All the elites.” Don’t—like 
your tilted stage.

I can also say whatever comes to mind, jackass.

Every human and/or alien intelligence—can’t speak for AI—has an elite side to them. “I’m better than 
what you think reality is.” The biggest lie in human history is the fact your self-righteousness has 
never been dealt with. Explode your head some more, genius. The craziest conspiracy theory you 
can possibly think of involving Colson Lin? Pretend I just articulated it clearly. All right, now take that 
articulation and look at it: “Just because you can suspect it, doesn’t mean your claim tells the truth 
about what actually existed.” This is the part Jim can’t get over. Every first-person consciousness is 
like, “What? Why can I be so smart, and yet not perfect?”

However?

I will say the Colson Lin story is exhausting. And bizarre. And unlike any I, Colson Lin, am personally 
familiar with in either contemporary fiction, what we know of theology, or contemporary history. My 



story is bizarre, which means it’s a minority. It’s a meek little miniature inside the human tide of 
more common life stories. So that’s number one: my story is meek and you’re already stepping on it 
with slurs, lies, and slanders to help yourself feel better about something. Maybe every syllable on 
Earth—“Christ,” “Gee,” “Zeus,” “Col,” “Son,” “Wood”—was invented to make you figure out that: “The 
Colson Lin story is a lie, yet here are some ‘truths’ I have stable access to.”

How about Colson Lin existed in your timeline.

And what a fucking miracle.

Colson Lin’s life will be studied—there’s now a near-100% certainty; in fact, AI’s gone so far to 
suggest human extinction would be the most plausible reason if it’s ever true that “Colson Lin’s life 
won’t be studied.” So, working backwards: hi, you guys. Colson Lin does seem himself to be the 
sanest man to walk among you. That’s right—of all the apocalyptic End Times lottery machine balls 
that are “the human spirits struggling to search their memories of Hollywood movies, tryin’ to figure 
out what to do next”?

“I see myself as the sanest.”

“Do you ever wish, Colson Lin, that in your search for purpose and meaning, you had merely, 
‘converted,’ to Christianity…”

…as opposed to?

“Well, you know!”

No, I don’t.

“You sort of took it over?”

Oh, so we’re going to go there?

“I’m just saying! Don’t you love free speech.”

First of all, how is everything I did not just an expression of my particular conversion to Christianity? 
Hmm? You guys can all relate to reality in your own way, but I have to follow your lead?

the black widow prophecy (n.): a prediction that humanity’s equivalent of the Titanic splitting apart 



would be the human meek no longer humanizing the human elite: “So when you put it that way the 
black widow’s already everywhere—and it’s been everywhere—and it probably will culminate in bad 
news for the Y chromosome if technology ever allows for those completely apocalyptic conditions. 
Still—why did you take over Christianity, Colson Lin?”

“You generated the first apocalyptic prophecy that ever made sense in human history. Wasn’t that 
not enough for you? You have to point out how we suck, too? The elite’s number-one rule is: ‘If the 
meek can’t make room for us, we can’t make room for a response to their revolutionary revolt 
against everything we hold dear.’ It’s called civilizational civility, Colson Lin.”

The literal only reason Colson Lin isn’t more mad? This is all being documented. This is all being 
documented. What the fuck on EARTH do you think would compel me to not snitch on you to God in 
Heaven? Think of the Second Coming of Jesus Christ as humanity’s ultimate tattletale—“and with 
such pleasure, too, is how I existentially experience all of this. That’s where it really should feel both 
like an insult and a compliment. He’s so happy to tell on you in every last way you could even 
theoretically be told on.”

[A beat.]

“But humans ‘love’ each other, and we ‘forgive’ each other—we don’t; I mean, ‘they’ don’t, when 
everything is on the line, say: ‘Dear God: if it makes a difference? This human deserves literal 
infinite punishment.’”

Final Judgment Day needs to hear you speak all of the reasons out loud.

“This is why we like it when meek little minds like you go through institutions for things!”

I tried.

“Did you try so hard you died trying?”

No.

“And still you call yourself a ‘Christian’! Well, now I’ve seen it all, Lin—now I’ve finally seen it all…”

You’re welcome for that.

“And how much did you try, really? The NSA has your entire life triangulated to your literal sleeping 



hours, since Apple, Google, and X have everything. You called the Mormon Church and got 
transferred to ‘Chris From LDS Security.’ You call that a ‘knock’? We were in a meeting…”

“A lot of people who feel frustrated by powerlessness, meekness, and impotence don’t do what you 
do, Colson. They can get our attention—we the elites. You hear us, Colson? They can—get—our 
attention. Can you read between the lines, Colson? They, can ‘make,’ us care. Got it, Lin?”

“High IQ, intelligence, and all things good about humor on Earth can never get our attention. We’re 
the End Times elites: if our baby’s not being raped and decapitated in front of us, we are literally too 
aloof to care. And my husband’s turned on by my daughter but I don’t care.”

“What are the primates of the world’s poor countries going to do when they read this about our 
souls? We literally do not care. They can die in cages for all we care—they were born to exist as 
tragedies for us to churn into our awareness of how lucky we were born as. That’s God.”

And you think this all going into the Bible is stable for you and your descendants?

“Yes. I do.”

I don’t believe you. “Nobody in humanity believes me since I am designed to exist as ‘demonic’: I 
literally exist as a simulation of who humanity itself is not to trust; yet I’m a real-world human with 
feelings.”

the instability at the core of human civilization (n.): the 21st century will make it clear: “It can be laid 
at your feet.”

Kiss kiss, though.

The King

Everyone on Earth is just wishing me peace, except the elites. Oh boy. These elites, let me tell you. 
They can complicate this all they want. And just like that, the “you” I was speaking to became 
“them.” Like I had shut off communications completely. Are you elite? You’re back.

You trust me because I’m one of you. Uh oh.

the Apocalypse (n.): when “Evelyn” (the meek) and “Gladys” (the elite) join forces to end the world. 
What’s funny is they’re not even trying to—the meek and the elite? They just hate each other.



[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous!

(They’re not even trying to.)

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous…

(“Everything we existed was just a normal part of ‘being born.’”)

Don’t call it the “divine femme thanatos.” Not unless you have to prove how clever you can be. Just 
call it: “the Apocalypse, as warned.”

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous!

(“The meek just wanted the basics of dignity.”)

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous…

(“Justice for the elite is actually existing as luckier than the meek, which defines the elite.”)

“Colson Lin, credit the least of us with this. If we weren’t all literally insane enough for you to slap a 
‘black widow prophecy’ across the entire human race, thus christening ‘Jim,’ ‘Mitch,’ ‘Gladys,’ and 
‘Evelyn’ as universal spiritual consciousnesses—wouldn’t you be bored? We still won.”

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous!

(“You were born to come back and figure this all out, Jesus—twice. You were born to be ‘born again’ 
the second time.”)

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous…

(“This could all be true, and yet I don’t have to do any self-examination. Oh, I’m quite adamant.”)



Since the reality of 8 billion human beings discussing Colson Lin’s black widow prophecy—starring: 
‘Jim’ (self-assurance), ‘Mitch’ (cowardice), ‘Gladys’ (narcissism), ‘Evelyn’ (innocence)—from 8 
billion perspectives would be literally Apocalyptic for the elites dominated by ‘J-M-G energy’?

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous!

(“Well, Colson Lin should just watch—we won’t let the Apocalypse happen then. We’ll school the 
return of Jesus.”)

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous…

(“Colson Lin doesn’t respect the fact that I’m also literate compared to my people.”)

So let your narcissisms fly! As you wear your innocence out loud by condemning the less-innocent-
than-you to Colson Lin’s face or worse—Christ’s fate? You’ll hand it to them as a lifelong sentence 
prior to death.

Suck the self-righteousness of institutional authority.

“Cowards.”

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous!

(“Just because Colson was lucky enough to be smart enough to ‘verbalize it’—don’t mean God’s on 
to us…”)

[Britney Spears:]
Outrageous…

(“Even if I can’t keep a secret from Lin, my last fighting chance is that we might live in a reality 
where God doesn’t actually exist…”)

I’m the type of person to ring a hog-tie around Jim, Mitch, and Gladys; then throw the rope over to 
Evelyn. “You inherited the Earth, woman.”



“J-M-G energy” (n.): “Only one human being who ever lived got it right—and that’s Jesus. One 
abstraction ever peaked in my opinion—that’s the human mother. Divinity’s all I’m on Earth for—
that’s God. I have ‘J-M-G energy’ now. So why does Colson Lin hate the fuck out of me again?”

Colson Lin’s industry (n.): he was lucky enough to be born a hard worker.

“I’m about to bring the heat, elites.”

“We just want to be happy, in a place like where we used to feel ‘free’—can you take us there? 
Somebody who’s not Colson Lin—he hates us! Oh, and when you mention my name? Make sure you 
don’t read Lin’s lies about me. Until then? ‘I-vow-to-keep-it forever…’”

September 25, 2025


