
My Generation? 

Is this generation lost? Well it depends on what you call lost. We're all lost 
I suppose. We always say something is going on, but what exactly is going on? 
You can only connect the dots on the corners of your own life, and when you 
do follow the lines you see that this makes a box, and even though it’s 
invisible, it’s still a box, a box that you live within. When you realize this 
well then you can start learning all over again. And what do we do next? Well 
we don’t break the box, because it’s there, but once we see the patterns within 
the tides of the black-hole we can jump in and out of the box, and this, well 
this my fellow humans will allow you to better see how the natural world 
within a singular universe of worlds is actually a collision of spatial 
oceans. After this, well then comes growth, the realization of human evolution, 
and well, such questions of can you, or can’t you, no-longer exist. You already 
know what to do, and it’s in your blood. You were born human, and humans are 
born not to kill other humans. But you already know this, don’t ya? Right, so 
let’s move on shall we?  

And so it goes… 
The year of manufacturing was 1957. This was the same year one of my favorite 
books came out, which just so happened to be the year that my favorite writers 
won the Nobel Prize for literature. The book is On the Road. The writer is 
Albert Camus. Three years later when Jack Kerouac was the voice of what was 
called the Beat Generation Camus died in a car accident, smashed his head into 
a planted tree stump, and absurdly enough, that great existentialist, the 
writer of The Stranger and the Myth of the Sisyphus, well as it happened to 
turn out, Camus had two tickets for the train inside of his suits’ breast-
pocket. Aint that some shit?  
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