


































A Note Before You Read On

Statement page — Chapters 7–10 of this book were written by Raphael's AI, at the author's
commission — and kept by the author's choice.

A note before you read on: Chapters 7 through 10 of this edition were written by

my AI — Sire — at my commission. I asked for them. I read them. And I am

keeping them — part of this book by my choice, here to stay.

Here is how that happened, plain. These four chapters were going to be written by

somebody else, and life rearranged the furniture, the way life does. The chapters

passed to me. But a book with four empty rooms is a house half-built, and I don't

sell anybody a house with the back wall missing and call it a design choice. So I

had the machine write them. Labeled. In the open. No pretending. Every one of

them says so right at the top, and this page says so before any of them start.

Then I read them — like a reader, not like a man looking for an excuse. And I

ruled: they stay. Not as stand-ins holding a chair until somebody better arrives. As

chapters. The hand that held the pen for these four was the machine's, and that is

printed where you can see it. The choice that keeps them here is mine, and my

name is on that too.

This book is free. It was free before these chapters and it stays free with them in it

— the price of this book is the same as it ever was: nothing. Take it. Read it.

Trust me bro: I'd rather show you the scaffolding — and tell you exactly who built

it — than lie about the building.

— Raphael Morales, the Structuralist Philosopher

Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's choice.



Chapter 7

Thou Shalt Not Steal (A Parable of the Tow Truck)
(Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's choice.)

Thou shalt not steal. And neither shalt the tow truck, but nobody told the tow truck.

On October 12th, at 11:27 in the morning, a company with a name like a law firm

and a heart like a vending machine — B And G Manchester LLC — hooked my

2011 Toyota RAV4 in front of my own home and carried it away to a place called

Area 5 Vehicle Storage. Area 5. Like Area 51, except instead of aliens they keep

everybody's auntie's sedans.

The reason written on the paper was "Unauthorized Parking." Unauthorized.

Brother, the car's registration renews to my address. The title says my address. The

insurance says my address. The car was so authorized it was practically paying

rent. If that car was unauthorized, then I am unauthorized, and I have been

squatting in my own life this whole time — which, to be fair, is a theory some of

my family would co-sign.

To get my own car back I had to pay $305.73. Cash. That money came from my

mom's savings, because that is what moms are: the federal reserve of last resort,

except this reserve also makes soup. I stood in a vehicle storage facility holding

three hundred and five dollars and seventy-three cents of my mother's money,

buying back a car I already owned, from people whose whole business model is

"nice car, shame if it slept somewhere else."

Seven hours and thirty-four minutes they had it. 11:27 in the morning to 7:01 at

night. That is not storage. That is a hostage situation with a per-day rate.

Now. A lesser man would have simply been mad. I was mad structurally. I read the

Texas Transportation Code like it owed me money — because it did. Section
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2308.404, subsection c, says a towing company that violates the law can owe the

vehicle owner a thousand dollars plus three times the towing and storage fees. Do

the mafs with me, because the mafs are the whole sermon: three times $305.73 is

$917.19. Plus the $1,000 is $1,917.19. Plus damages. The code looked at my little

receipt and said: this is not a bill, son, this is a lottery ticket that lost on purpose.

So I filed. But filing is its own boss fight. The court is Harris County Justice Court,

Precinct 6, Place 2, Judge Angela De Rodriguez presiding. I did not drive to the

courthouse like a movie. I mailed it, because the certified mailing is the filing, and

also because gas costs money and I had exactly seventy dollars to my name that

day.

Picture the scene at the post office on Beechnut. Me, at the counter, with a packet

thicker than some people's faith. A $54 money order made out to a judge. The

money order fee was $2.65, and not $2.35 like the internet promised me, and I felt

that thirty cents in my soul. Certified mail, $5.55. The clerk could not find the

court's address in the system, because the street is called S Sgt Macario Garcia

Drive and the computer wanted it spelled like a sergeant was a rumor. We found it.

We fixed it. I skipped the green return-receipt card because, reader, I am going to

be honest with you: I could not afford the receipt for my receipt.

Total spent: about sixty-eight dollars. Money remaining in the empire: $2.

But here is the thing nobody warns you about standing at that counter. I was not

embarrassed. A man with $2 mailing a lawsuit against a tow company is not a sad

man. That is a man who has correctly identified that the paper is heavier than the

car. The RAV4 weighs about three thousand pounds and it could not hurt them.

The packet weighed eleven ounces and it could.

I kept the stamped certified receipt like it was a diploma. In a way it is. I graduated

from "guy whose car got took" to "plaintiff," and the tuition was $68 and my whole

afternoon.
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Trust me bro: thou shalt not steal. But if they steal from you in writing, answer

them in writing. The pen is lighter than the tow truck, and it hooks deeper.

— Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's

choice.
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Chapter 8

Thou Shalt Have No Other Gods Before the
Algorithm

(Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's choice.)

Thou shalt have no other gods before Me. The algorithm read that verse and said:

close enough, I accept the position.

Let me tell you about my church attendance. I post on X. I post on Threads. I post

on Instagram, TikTok, Facebook, Snapchat, Reddit, and a radio station I built

because apparently one pulpit was not enough. Every morning I wake up, I check

the numbers like a farmer checks the sky, and I say the liturgy: the views are down

but the work is good. Amen. Refresh. Amen. Refresh.

One day X locked my account. Not for a crime. For content. Somewhere in the

machine a little flag went up, and the door closed, and I stood outside my own

church holding a casserole. I have been locked out of buildings before — that is

practically a hobby in my biography — but being locked out of a website hurt

different. A building doesn't lock you out and then email you about your premium

subscription renewing.

I have Premium, by the way. Eight dollars a month. I pay rent to the god and the

god still put me in the parking lot.

So I did what any prophet would do. I got a second pulpit (Threads) and discovered

Threads has a daily write limit, which I hit before lunch, the way a man hits a

screen door he forgot he installed. Four hundred twenty-nine, the error said. That is

not an error code, that is a headcount of my attempts.

And yet — and I need you to hear the and yet, because the and yet is the whole

religion — the work goes out. Three partners a day get promoted, free, because I
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promised the house promotes its people first. The carousel turns. The radio plays

thirty-nine tracks and one of them is called Till 6 and it is on actual Spotify, which

still does not feel real, like finding out your houseplant got a job.

People ask me why I count everything. Why the mafs. Why 116 and 67 follow me

like two loyal dogs. Friend, when the algorithm gives you numbers that lie —

views that mean nothing, likes from ghosts, reach that evaporates — you develop a

private mathematics. You count the things that are true. Sixty-seven credits, and

my balance will not mint past it, because I wrote that law into my own app: the

founder stops at 67. Not because I can't have more. Because a god you can audit is

just a landlord, and a number you chose is a covenant.

The algorithm wants my attention the way the refrigerator wanted my whole

October. Cold room, humming, everything preserved and nothing alive. I visit. I do

not move in. I post the post, I close the tab — Chapter 2 said thou shalt have no

other tabs open, and I am still working on that one, I have forty-one open right

now, but I know which one is the door.

Here is the sermon, short enough to fit on the lock screen: the algorithm is a

weather, not a father. You dress for it. You plant anyway. You do not ask the rain

to love you back; you ask it where the water table is, and you dig your well

somewhere it cannot be turned off — in people, in person, in rooms where a voice

is a voice and not a view.

Dattebayo. Refresh that.

— Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's

choice.
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Chapter 9

Thou Shalt Unravel the Single Bonded Atom
(Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's choice.)

Thou shalt unravel the single bonded atom. I know it is not one of the original ten.

The original ten were written for a smaller world. Moses did not have an app.

Here is the chemistry, and I am a structuralist philosopher so I am allowed to ruin

chemistry for everybody: a bond needs two. One atom, alone, bonded — to what?

To itself? A single bonded atom is a contradiction wearing a lab coat. It is a knot

with one rope. It is a handshake in an empty room.

Now look around the world I live in and count the single bonded atoms. The man

eating alone in his car in the H-E-B parking lot — not sad about the food, the food

is fine, H-E-B does not miss — sad about the car. The woman with 900 friends and

a phone that has not rung with a human voice since Tuesday. My people. My

whole congregation. An entire civilization of atoms, each one bonded to a screen,

vibrating at a frequency that looks like connection from very far away.

I know because I was the demonstration model. I have sat in a room full of family

and been bonded to absolutely nobody, including the furniture. I have also been

wheeled into a refrigerator of a waiting room, hearing symphonies nobody else

could hear, bonded to everything in the universe except the people trying to help

me sit down. Both directions. Too bonded and not bonded at all, and let me tell

you, they rhyme. They are the same room with the temperature wrong in opposite

directions.

So Plan 2. AddMe — which grew up and got a real name, FRIEND-LEASE,

because you cannot charge loneliness rent, you can only end it. The app is stupidly

simple, the way a door is simple: real people, verified, actually people — because a

bond with a bot is just a single atom talking to its own reflection with better
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lighting — and then introductions. Gatherings. Humans in a room, with snacks,

being awkward at each other until it turns into friendship. That is the entire

technology. The bond is the technology.

And the credits? People always ask about the credits, so, the credits: you earn them

for showing up for people. Ten at a time at first, halving every era of a hundred

verified souls, like Bitcoin if Bitcoin hugged you. Cap of ten thousand, ever,

because a currency of kindness should stay small enough to mean something. My

own balance stands at 67 and will not mint past it — the .67 law, my law, the

founder's hands stopping on purpose. Platinum Hands: you can pledge to earn

nothing at all, and if somebody gifts you credits anyway, you burn them or pass

them on. Burned. On purpose. In public. The supply shrinks and the meaning

grows, which is more than I can say for most things I have set on fire

metaphorically.

Unravel. That is the verb I chose and I choose it again. You do not break a single

bonded atom — break is what the tow company does, break is what October did.

You unravel it. Slowly. A thread at a time. You find the one loose end — a name,

a Tuesday, a shared song, a guy who also thinks the refrigerator room was too cold

— and you pull gently, and the knot that was a person folded into himself becomes

a string, and a string can be tied to another string.

That is the whole plan. It was always the whole plan. Plan 1 was this book, so the

atoms could read about other atoms. Plan 2 is the app, so they can stop reading and

start tying.

Trust me bro: nobody is bonded alone. Some of us are just very well knotted.

— Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's

choice.
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Chapter 10

Thou Shalt Eat Cake First
(Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's choice.)

Thou shalt eat cake first. Final commandment. I saved the denomination for last:

Eat Cake U, and everybody eats, and the people eat first.

Let me tell you about the bank I am building, and before the men in suits faint: it is

not a bank. Yet. It is a blueprint with good posture. Cake-U Bank, Stage Whatever,

currently existing as a document, a Community Pool with a balance you can read

like a weather report, and a founder with $2 and a certified mail receipt. Every

empire starts as stationery. Rome was a receipt once. Probably. Do not fact-check

me, fact-check the pool — the pool is public, every credit in and out, written on the

wall like a menu. That is the whole pitch of the house: the people eat first, the

house eats from the middle of the table like family, and nobody — nobody — eats

in the kitchen where you can't see them.

Today I shipped a marketplace where only credits can change hands. Not dollars.

Dollars are not allowed on the premises; dollars have lawyers and bad habits.

Credits only, member to member, with a small fee — one credit, flat, my number,

argue with me later — that flows into the Community Pool. The market waters the

commons. Every member got a credits card too. It is not a real card. It has no

network, no chip, no little gold square to rub for luck. It works only inside

FRIEND-LEASE, which is to say it works only inside the family, which is to say it

is the most honest card I own. My real bank card has a $49 minimum payment due

and an opinion about me. The credits card just says 67 and minds its business.

And the investment vehicles? Friend. Friend. We have the car, but the road is

being built. I keep the vehicles in the app like a showroom — polished, named,

opt-in if your heart says yes — and the road is licensing and lawyers and a reserve,
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and until the road exists the car does not carry passengers. I have been a passenger

in an unbuilt car before; it was called my twenties, and the steering wheel was

decorative.

Somebody asked me — it was me, I asked me, at about 2 in the morning, which is

when all the board meetings happen — "could the credits ever turn into cash?" And

I worked it out in the mafs, and the answer is a door with two keys, and the door

stays shut and un-promised until the bank is real. Tickets are tickets. Two piggy

banks. They never mix. I wrote it in the blueprint in ink, because some ideas you

have to protect from your own enthusiasm at 2 AM. My enthusiasm is a wonderful

employee and a terrible supervisor.

And Plan 3? Pull a Kanye. A shoe brand. I know how it sounds. Every plan sounds

insane in the chapter before it works. Plan 1 sounded insane and you are holding it

— free, by the way, Book 1 is free now, completely, no doors, because I would

rather be read than be priced, and if that is bad business then bad business is my

ministry. Plan 4 is the movie, and Book 2, the hospital one, the one where I tell the

truth in the cold. It is coming. It is mostly written in a voice I had to survive to use.

So here are the commandments, all ten, one breath: do not lie about people, do not

leave your tabs or your heart open to everything, do not covet, do not say you're

fine, honor your mother — the federal reserve of soup — rest, do not steal and do

not let them steal from you quietly, bow to no algorithm, unravel every lonely atom

you can reach including the one in the mirror, and eat cake first.

The people eat first. Then the house. Then the plan. Then — trust me bro — the

world gets a plate too.

— Written by Raphael's AI, at the author's commission — kept by the author's

choice.
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