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Trigger Warning: Some real shit about to be said.



I've never felt comfortable with this label, but it follows me everywhere. 
Friends have called me such during house meetings. When I was a Super 
Uber Activist, my abilities, intents, and actions were hindered by this. 
When I had a mentally unstable partner, this title and much worse versions 
of it came out. When I was on the front lines of social war, aiming to break 
through the last fucking line of pigs holding me back from total liberation, 
I had heard it in multiple echoes behind me. When a friend of mine was 
trying to show me self-defense moves during an unnamed July 4 
environmentalist gathering, it almost encouraged an emergency council of 
decision making nonsense. When I tried to enjoy my bike to its fullest 
extent, riding faster and faster, that haunting title came out again.. 

The title, became a defining part of me, regardless of whether or not I liked 
it. It withered away some preconceived and oppressive notions I may have 
had, while thoroughly replacing them with deep grinding insecurities and 
substantial frustration. Frustration at myself, as well as frustration towards 
the new found external and internal limitations on my social and personal 
interactions (as if the two could be separated). 



Straight White Male!

Now a days I hear less of it. Mostly, I just see it. 

I see it in other radical folks eyes and body language upon meeting them. It 
screams repeatedly of value judgments and hatred to the tune of some 
hypnotic and repetitive punk or club song entitled “Straight White Male.” 

I see it in the mirror during the few seconds a week I actually work up the 
nerve to look. It sings in an angelic voice of privilege, god, and conquest. I 
see it in the homeless man who chooses to ask another individual for 
money, because his experience has shown him that my type is the type to 
deal in exchange words of hate instead of terms of relief. It drunkenly 
mumbles to itself “why don't you get a job.”

I see it daily when the cop drives by me without pulling me over, even 
though unbeknown to him, my very existence breaths the illegal wildness 
he's trying to fight, all the while, my soul festers at the sight of him still 
alive. It politely replies with “Eh, even if he's poor and white, he's not poor 
and colored, and I have quotas to fill.”
 
And although I did not see it in the gaze of my Blessed Hispanic Democrat 
Judge as he sentenced me to a “lenient” duration of prison, I did later see it 
in the gazes of idiotic white supremacist inmates tattooed head to toe in 
swastika's, clovers, and insanely large breasted females. It states 
declaratively in a jumbled southern accent “Thank god for another 
Peckerwood, we're outnumbered in this tank twenty to one.”



A Straight White Conception

Maybe a back story would better help the representation of this narrative.

In the Fall of 1985, I was born into a very wealthy all-white Mormon 
family in Salt Lake City, Utah.

But that of course would be to easy...

In actuality, It began nine months earlier in a slightly different context. My 
beautiful mother, who was already a single mother to my temperamental 
one year old brother, was working three jobs. It was the cocaine eighties, 
and she was working for the weekends. Not so much for a couple days off, 
but more for the few hours of extra sleep she received. Being a single 
mother in Mormonville pretty much ex-communicated her from her 
zealous friends and family. Instead of living in the comfortable surrounding 
areas of Sandy, Midvale, and South Jordan, she found herself living in a 
run down attic apartment of the more liberal Salt Lake City proper. But like 
every single mother, life was incredibly challenging.

 After swallowing her Mormon brainwashing that masked itself as pride, 
she reached out for help, but ultimately to no avail. Contrary to what she 
was told, Utah, then and now, may only be second to Texas reigning as a 
welfare-hating state. So after, being denied federal and state aid, my mom 
turned to the only loving and righteous church she knew growing up, The 
Church of Jesus Christ of Ladder Day Saints. Yet, the only thing Mormons 
love is tauting there fake and absurd communities plagued with diabetes, 
white bread and water sacraments, Jello and Miracle Whipped casseroles, 
and disillusioned self righteous importance. Unknowing of this, my mother 
turned to these saints for help. After embarrassingly pleading her case to 
the church, a group deliberation of Straight White Married Mormon Males 
doubling as church leaders decided the gift of rent paid for six months was 
to my mother.



However, such gifts never come free from the grace of God. So much so 
that shortly after receiving one month of free rent, my mother began 
receiving phone calls and house visits from this Mormon Mafia Cult. She 
was notified of her shortcomings in passing by other females, and was 
urged to marry quickly to any one of the enlisted Straight White Mormon 
Males doubling as her personal saviors, and in the process she would be 
absolved of her debt and sins. But, having recently left an extremely 
abusive relationship, my brother's manipulative biological father, my 
mother was determined to make her life on her own terms. After it became 
clear that my mother had no immediate intentions to submit to the holy 
patriarchy who had so generously helped her in a time of need, they 
decided another fate for her. Soon, multiple times a day she began to 
receive strong suggestions from family, friends, and strangers that she 
needed to repay her debt to the almighty. If she wasn't going to marry into 
the cult, she could at least become a cog in it's increasingly powerful 
machinery. 

Compounded with guilt and shame, my mother soon took to weekend 
vacations in the neighboring farmlands of Idaho. She would be bussed 
north on Friday evening and spend the weekend at work retreats facilities. 
She spent 10-12 hour days working on church owned fields and in church 
owned canning facilities, paying back her gifted debt. With a belittled 
sense of self, she found it difficult to find a non-judgmental babysitter for 
the weekend work retreats. As the stress was compounding from her 
renewed and righteous life, her job decided to give her a new conflicting 
work schedule. My mother was then forced to decide between her weekend 
revivals or being fired. So like any mother, she opted for eternal damnation 
in exchange for the immediate needs of her child to be met. Shortly after 
missing one or two bus rides to Idaho, the church decided they could no 
longer pay her rent, forcing my mother to look for other ways to stay 
afloat. Soon after, she felt like she was drowning herself trying to remain 
on top of the balancing act of three jobs and being a single mom.   



After working all day collecting parking money and unwanted advances 
from Straight White Married Mormon Males in business suits, she would 
work the evenings as a cocktail waitress for tips and unwanted advances 
from another set of equally disturbing Straight White Married Mormon 
Males. Although at her latter job it soon proved economically beneficial to 
not make such advances seem unwanted. Soon, like her other co-workers 
the grabbing of her tits meant pocketing more tips, and so it went. Having 
graduated from beauty school, on the weekends she was able to cut hair at 
JC Penney's for a meager wage and even more meager tips from the wives 
of even more Straight White Married Males. At least there, they didn't try 
to cop a feel.

Finally came Valentine's Day, a day my 21 year old mother dreaded. It 
would be the first Valentines Day since my mom was 14 in which she 
would not be accompanied by a date. Instead the day played as mundane as 
any other winter Thursday. Around 6 pm, she left her booth at the parking 
lot, and made her way to check on my brother before going to her night 
shift at the bar. 

During her usual walk through liberty park to her apartment, she ran into 
an admiring young man. But instead of being presented with roses, she was 
presented with a knife. He then proceeded to brutally rape and mug her. It 
was her first time being mugged, but not her first time being raped. She 
knew the drill, or should I say, the drill knew her. In a nightmare-like 
fashion, she remained frozen to any action against her perpetrator, but very 
awake to the pain that he was inflicting. This is how some if not most have 
survived rape. And she did survive, but not only through the rape. 



She survived through the police interrogation. They encouraged her to 
name another race, but she couldn't. She couldn't remember if it was a 
black man, brown penis, or yellow fist. And of course, it didn't matter. The 
more the cops harassed her, the more pain they triggered and the more 
subtle details she forgot. It is statistically and logically most likely that her 
assailant was one of the Straight White Males who got tired of taking the 
answer no from their unwanted advances.  But statistics and logic are not 
important, what is important is that she survived.

She survived through the family scrutiny. Her older brother, the cop, said 
that she shouldn't have walked through the park wearing that skirt. Her 
younger sisters explained that it wouldn't have happened had she been a 
stay at home wife. Her mom, who suffered from mental illness, explained 
to her that it was God punishing her for all her sins. Her dad, remaining 
speechless with his eyes affixed to the floor, at least hugged her while she 
cried. Despite her families support, she survived. 

She survived and she was resolved. Never again would she stay frozen 
during an assault. And unfortunately like most other beautiful females I 
have met, she was assaulted again and again. Yet resolved, in those times 
she fought the assailants off. She was attacked as a stay at home mother in 
suburbia, and again grocery shopping in sweat pants and no makeup, and 
again as a real estate agent, and again as a 46 year old home health care 
worker. But to her, this never highlighted the systemic problems of 
patriarchy and violence in our culture, it only rang the haunting sentiments 
that her mom gave her before committing suicide. It was of course, the 
Mormon God punishing her. And even with God's relentless punishment, 
she has survived. 

And I am glad she survived, that day, the horrible days before, and the 
horrific ones to follow. Because she survived, I was born. I am a rape baby. 
I am the conception of such hatred and such resolve. I am my mother's 
catharsis and my grandmother's Antichrist. I survived a visit to an abortion 
clinic, because my mother decided to create beauty out of tragedy, and I 
can only hope to live up to those beginnings.



I have begun to create my own resolve: 

Rape stops with me! 



So I won't let your prejudgment of me as a straight white male break my 
resolve. I am not allowed in your radical safe spaces because I do not 
identify as a “queer”, “person of color”, “feminist”, or “gender neutral”. 
Not that you even gave me the time to show you myself or what I'm about. 
Furthermore, I refuse to be your “ally” or some other euphemistic and 
impoverished term. Patriarchy, Sexism, Racism, Capitalism, and 
Civilization affects and alienates us all, so no one is an ally when the war is 
against all. We are all warriors and should be empowered as such. 

Nevertheless, I will create my own space. A space for rape babies, a space 
for my wife, a space for my friends, and one for those countless others you 
alienate through your shaded glasses of hypersensitivity. A space that 
transcends a sexist, misogynist, racist culture, not just the language, labels, 
and identities it creates. A space that is not safe at all. A space in which 
people who fuck up can be called out and held accountable, and a space in 
which those people who fuck up bad enough will be fucked up even worst. 
A space that is not safe, but one that is defensive. A very dangerous space 
for  not only those patriarchs we fight against, but also for us fighting 
patriarchy. 

Because, power concedes nothing without a demand. It never did and it 
never will. Now a days, a safe space is nothing more than a concession. I 
am not against safe spaces altogether, and I am actually glad that they are 
there to accommodate the few they do. However, I do see their limitations 
as a place when at worst, only acts as a place to run and hide in, and at 
best, provide a space for a select few to heal and grow in. 

But it's time to step out of our safe spaces. My mom provided me the safe 
space of her womb and then compromised the rest of her life to make sure I 
grew to be who I am today. It's time to stop asking for concessions and 
start fighting back with no compromise in sight. It's time to welcome 
danger and chaos as volatile weapons in our battle against concessions, 
rules, illusions, and hierarchies. 



Let this letter be used against me in their courts as proof of premeditation, 
because inside or outside, behind bars or in front, my resolve is 
impenetrable.

For my mother, myself, and countless others,

I Will Kill Rapists






