
Alrighty then. consider me Caleb Kai Lawrence Hannah Sophia 
Athenus יהוה ॐ 
First memories: I was in a crib and "family" was fussin over me, but I kept 
getting told that I "had a demon".  I would wake up screaming from night 
terrors and "family" would get sexual with me, then blame me for being all 
wound up. I was told by a woman self-declared "mother" that the woman self-
declared "grandma" touched me as a baby and imparted a "demon" into me. 
events later in life caused me to think it's the other way around. I've already 
been thrown away by them, they refuse to talk to me about when I was a child, 
saying that "guilt, shame and blame have no place in [their] life, because jesus 
forgives [them]"  
I would get locked in a room for 20 hours a day with a little port-a-potty camp 
toilet in the corner of the room and when I'd make any noise at all I'd get hit 
with little broom handles and wooden spoons, then after that my mouth was 
filled with hot pepper and soap for yelling "fuck you" at the top of my lungs 
from the little cage I was kept in (the beatings didn't silence me). what did 
silence me was when they'd both take turns picking me up and putting me in 
cold showers, no heat at all. I'd be naked and shivering, only two years old, 
and the woman who kept everyone else out of my life out of shame would be 
the only one there to hold me.  
When I was young I got caught lighting a sleeping bag on fire, and drinking a 
bottle of benadryl, but when they took me into the hospital and the doctors 
shoved a tube down my throat without anesthetic the doctors just sent me back 
to the house with them. the two "parents" would use me to get digs at each 
other, they'd fuck all the time and cage me up and I could hear them and it 
seemed to be all that love *was* between them.  
They'd bring me to church and I'd spit on the floor and take the "gifts" from 
the table so I could finally eat something, I got sent to bed without food all the 
time. when I was two years old I painted the walls in shit and that was the only 
chance I got to express creativity in that environment. 
 

The two "parents" would completely trash each other in front of the three kids, 
and because there was one kid who wasn't from their "marriage", the man, he'd 
take toys from him and give them to me, so that kid learned to hate me from a 
young age, the other kid learned to hate me when I got a knife out from the 
kitchen drawer and tried carving a hole in the wall to escape into a tunnel I 
wanted to build into the ground... I seen a look in his eyes and it was exactly 
like he gave the self-declared "mother" when she'd beat the kids and me.   
So I turned to him with the knife and the other kid came running in and 
tackled me, of course, him and I both got beat for that. I got sent to psychiatric 
hospitals after that, and all the doctors took her side because she was so 
eloquent and I was just 4. I couldn't relate in their big words about all the pain 
I would feel when she brought out "mr. broom" and "mr. spoon" and THEY 
got angry. she would always blame the objects she hit me with instead of 
herself, and whenever I wanted to go out and be active at the playground the 
two "parents" would say, 'no, jesus might come tonight'.  
I was fuckin terrified of jesus when I was young, he seemed so evil but they 
kept sayin he was loving and pure and holy and only he could get me into 
'heaven'. I kept wanting to die so bad so I could be in 'heaven'. I read the bible 
passage where there was a prodigal son and I kept demanding "my 
inheritance" so I could just leave. They took away everyone else from my life 
and locked me in a cage so that I would love them, it was fucked up.  
I still remember waking up from a horrorful dream and screaming, the woman 
would stand in the doorway and yell "shut the fuck up! stop yelling! STOP 
FUCKIN YELLING!" and then she picked me up and threw me in the shower 
and turned it on full cold. I had a phobia of showers for a long time after that. 
They split up when I was 4, and I remember the woman standing at the top of 
a stairwell yelling "Either he goes to the hospital and gets help, or I'm leaving 
you". She never mentioned that she had found another man 6 months before, it 
was all my fault... the man picked me up and went to go live with his mother, 
then gave me a cold shower when we got there for being upset. his mother told 
him to never do that again. 
happy mother's day sophia =) 



So last night I went to the 24 hour fitness spa to do my weekly 
pedicure/yoga sesh (there's some hella fine womyn there)( And I left my 
bag behind this half-pipe at the skateshop across the street. I walked 
downtown after with my bag, got halfway, and realized I was missing half 
my belt buckle for my pack. I went back to the half-pipe and this scrubby 
fuck is camped out underneath and is all psyched until I say, "I come in 
peace" then he whips out his knife and yells out "DID LYNN SEND 
YOU? I'LL STAB YOU MOTHERFUCKER YOU BETTER RUN", so I 
ran halfway across the parking lot, dropped my sack, whipped out my 
knife, and yelled back "YOU WANNA FUCK WITH ME? I'LL MAKE 
YOU A BODY YOU PUNK ASS BITCH. STEP UP MOTHER FUCKER 
I'M A STICK YOU" And he yelled something obsolete so I told him I 
know where he sleeps and he's nothing but a body. He got scared and 
decided to stop following me.  
Anyways, I walk downtown and I'm spangin' up a storm (people kept 
saying "sorry", it felt kinda good) when this fly homie named "David", 
kicks around a handful of skrilla and invites me to drink with him at the 
bar. And I mean drink. He was buying me full water glasses of Jack 
Daniels. Like whoa, y'all oinklets in Arcata enjoy that bottle ya hear? Fulla 
respect, aintcha. -_^ back to whats happening, I shwilled about this much 
JD and I kept getting smoked up. I went from the bar after a grip and this 
brah, he hands me a twenty dollar bill and says "I hope you had a great 
time, I really enjoyed your company. Best of luck on your adventures." 
And he wasn't no lonely dude either, he knew EVERYONE in the bar 
(including the manager and owner).  
I took that twenty to the liquor store and bought 3 40s of Mickeys and a 
deck. I started drinking with everyone at the Taco Bell Patio And Got 
Shmammered. It was fun times. I walked over to Walgreens and this guy 
was lyin all sprawled out on the ground so I stopped to help him out (I 
have paramedic training, he was just getdrunkfalldown (GDFD) and one of 
the two guys standing by him was all like "Get the fuck out of here you 
loser with a backpack", So I went a little ways and dropped my pack, then 
went back and got all up in his face and was like "What the fuck makes 

you think you can talk back to me like that, you punk ass bitch? you just 
fucked up." and he was cowering like he wasn't as big as he was, then 
another came along and got between us, so this cowardly bitch starts 
haranguing me across his shoulder. I'm all up for scrapping this fool but I 
couldn't get him separated from the others so I took a couple shots to the 
head trying to lure him out. He hits like an ostrich, but without as much 
force.  
So I got jumped by 4 guys but made it out on my feet, AND I stood up to 
them like motherfuckin cisco kid. I felt like a million bucks wasn't 
anywhere near my infinite worth. then I went and smoked some kine herbs 
and went to bed in a shed well fed. I'm lovin this life, locationally here in 
Santa Cruz and otherwise. Thanks people. What an adventure. 
 
*** 
 
There’s four different types of love, there’s putting up with somebody, 
there’s liking somebody, and like romantically liking somebody, and 
actually willing to kill somebody else for somebody you know, sacrificial 
love, if you can remember that you’ll be set. Sophia taught me that. 
 
 
 
 



 
Came straight out of dog town, skateboarding, surfing it up… 
 
Before I say anything else I want to say no matter what you’ve done, you 
deserve respect, even if you make mistakes, you’re lovable, it doesn’t 
matter your looks, skills or age, your size or anything your worthwhile, no 
one can ever take that away from you 
 
I was in the passenger side of this car (points at crash) he comes over 
round there, saying “Oh when I was in the virgin islands 30 years old on a 
business trip, I raped this 14 year old”, I say “what?”…  he starts crying, 
gives me a big hug, 300 pound guy I’m like oh shit, you must be fucking 
mad, I’m like what’s he talking about, I didn’t take him seriously at first. 
 
He comes driving down this way and says; “you know I’ve come to realize 
I’m Jesus Christ, and I can do any fucking thing I want to and watch this” 
Bam and he smashes into this guy right there pinning him up against that 
truck. So I hop out, I look over and the guy is pinned there, I mean freight 
train drivers know this, if you get pinned between something do not 
fucking move that shit otherwise you bleed out. 
 
I ran in grab the keys (out the ignition), he’s fucking sitting there like 
nothing even happened, and like fuck if he had started driving that car 
round again, there would be a hell of a lot of bodies around here, I hop on 
out and so I grab my bag throw it over by that pole right there.  
 
Fucking buddy (driver) get’s out, these two women are trying to help him, 
he runs up and grabs one of them, I mean a guy like that could snap a 
womans neck like a pencil stick so I fucking run up behind him with a 
hatchet; Smash, Smash, Smaaash! Yeah.  
 
*** 
 
The two women credited Kai with saving their lives and that of the pinned 
down utility worker, as he kept McBride occupied before the sheriff's 
arrived. 

'My mom ran over to the driver to make sure he was OK because we 
thought maybe it was just an accident or something, and I ran straight to 
the PG&E man,' said Ginger. 
 
'The guy just went crazy and was trying to pull the guy from the car and 
the truck. Then he gets in the car and tries to move the car and that. And 
we weren't going to let him do it,' said Tonya. 
 
'He just kept saying he's Jesus Christ and he's going to save all of us, but 
we have to get... he used the 'N,' word meaning the black people, and he 
said we need to get them off the Earth.' 
 
'Then he put me in a bear hug and started beating the crap out of me, for 
what reason? We still don't know.' 
 
*** 
 
Reporter: what made you take the actions that you did? 
 
That woman was in danger, he had just finished, what looked like at the 
time, killing somebody, and if I hadn’t had done that, he would have killed 
more people, so if he’s dead, good. 
 
Reporter: have you ever experienced anything like this before? 
While this one time I was in this orchard and this fucking guy starts 
beating on this woman, who he calls his, so I walk on over and start 
smashing him in the head and you see all these teeth marks right here (lifts 
back of hand up) for the camera, yea I started smashing him in the head 
and in the teeth, busting out all his teeth. 
Mother fucking sheriffs not the police-y enforcers show up, and start like 
yea so what happened, yea just give me any old name, and any old 
birthdate, whatever just (makes sign to jog on),  
 
Reporter: so from the accident till now, what happened? 
 
Well he started following I (me), like I cleaved his head wide open with a 
hatchet, he stood up like he’d been pulled right up (makes hand movement 
like a puppet on strings). I was like bro, if you’re fucking Jesus Christ, I’ll 
be the anti-Christ man, like fuck that shit, he starts following me off this 



way, so I figure I’ll lure him away from the crowd this way, I’ve got a 
hatchet in one hand, this bag I’m carrying in the other.  
 
I start running off that away and so a couple of the people who were 
bystanders to it came over to tell me to stop, I was like why stop, they said 
the cops are already on their way, is he back up and doing anything? And 
somebody said he was up and masturbating in front of this school (looks 
around) or whatever this fucking place is right here. 
 
Reporter: would you do it again? 
 
Club him over the head with a hatchet, you know if I could go back in 
time, I would go back to that recycling center where he said he’d raped that 
chick form the virgin islands, cause it doesn’t matter where you at, if you 
can just spend a bunch of money and do whatever the fuck you want, you 
know that’s not right, if I could go back in time, I would have dabbed him 
up right there. 
 
Reporter: it doesn’t seem like you have any concern for yourself, your all 
about doing the right thing and not even worrying about kai first. 
 
I mean as far as anyone I grew up with is concerned I’m already dead, so 
whatever. 

 
I was pretty much raised by the TV, I was a latchkey kid, and I was hanging 
around in the ghettos in places where I grew up when I was only like 7 or 8, 
wandering around with no support, nobody about to help me out, and there's a 
lot of bad stuff that happened to me. 
I wanted to get out of there, I wanted to run away, I kept telling people, and 
people would always take her side, like "you ought to keep the family 
together" I was trapped in there. 
Since I've been homefree, my beliefs about being good to others and 
independent, helped me get through the darkest of times, I can speak 3 
languages,  
All these scars have healed. I mean they're still scars, reminds me I don't want 
to go back to being a certain way. This inner child that I've guarded this whole 
life is still right here and intact and I love this inner child very much, I respect 
and value this inner child. I am the dad that I always wanted. I go camping all 
the time. I'm good to people, I don't judge myself for what I do, I ask myself 
the reasons behind it, this right here (holds hand to heart), is still entact and I 



get to talk to this little child and say 'you know what, it's not your fault'. It 
wasn't you that is responsible for them getting divorced, it wasn't you that was 
responsible for all that molestation, you just had to take the fall, and now that 
I'm older I can say that. 
I'm just gonna be me anyway it goes, I was put in this situation for a reason, I 
would hope, I do hope that people don't become obsessed with this, because 
there's still so much more that people can do. 
Feel strongly about yourself because it's just an echo of what's inside of you. 
*** 
 
 
 
 
Jimmy Kimmel Live 
Jimmy: Well welcome Kai, how are you? 
Kai: I’m Excellent how about yourself? 
Jimmy: I’m doing good thank you, now you know a lot of people are calling 
you a hero because you did, you thwarted that crazy guy right?  
Kai: Well I mean there’s not so much difference between him and who they 
sell as Jesus anyway is there? 
Jimmy: Well I haven’t met him did he have a beard? 
Kai: No, no, no he was a fat rich white guy,  
Jimmy: …What do people say when they see you? 
Kai: They say hey you’re kai, you’re that dude with the hatchet, I’m like not 
anymore! They fucking took it off me, I was  trying to build this really cool 

ass treehouse, with willow hoops, and I was gonna make a dreamcatcher out 
of it, and put wood planks on the floor and another little hoop above with 
chains dangling down beneath that one, tied up to the tree, so I could drape 
tarps across that, then on the inside, have some like bedsheets with some moss 
in there for insulation, you can put like a crab trap in there for insulation and a 
hot water tank heater, you could burn some wood in there and it would be 
really great to go surfing… 
Jimmy: And you were gonna do all that with a hatchet, what was this some 
magic hatchet that you have, where you wave and things, contractors appear. 
Kai: Nah I'm just a bad ass motherfucker. 
 
 
 

 



 
Jimmy: Now Kai you, you don’t like to use the word, they describe you in the 
video as  
Kai: homeless… 
Jimmy: but you don’t like to use the word homeless. 
Kai: Home-free! Because this is the land of the free and home of the brave. 
Jimmy: You don’t want to have a home correct? 
Kai: What the hell you talking about, I am home. 
Jimmy: Yea, so anywhere you are your home that’s your philosophy. 
Kai: Well yea, not mine though you know just… 
Jimmy: This afternoon I gave you some money, just for the hell of it, what did 
you do with that money?  
Kai: The hell with it. 
Jimmy: I’ll tell you what he did; he gave the money away immediately. 
Kai: Well yeah the fastest way to devalue money is to just stop believing in it. 
Jimmy: I mean I think you did it partly to be nice, isn’t that true, to help peo-
ple, you gave away your backpack with all of your belongings in it. 
Kai: Well no I feel belonging with people and you know the trees are like 
people when they’re still alive. 
Jimmy: Is it true you will sometimes go into stores and take things and then 
give the things to poor people? 
Kai: I jack hell yeah from Wall-mart and Target! I’m talking like big grocery 
carts and Safeway, I don’t give a fuck, I walk out with like two thirty packs of 
Budweiser and be like hey ladies you wanna come party, and like hook them 
up with some other dude and be like ye know have a great life. 

Jimmy: Would you consider being the pope? Because you know there is a po-
sition available. 
Kai: Do I have to look like that first? How about I be Luke Skywalker and you 
show me where he is. 
Jimmy: So your philosophy of life is what? 
Kai: Well let’s see, erm, I can’t really say though that the philose’ of Sophia 
[Goddess of knowledge] was really mine, so much as it is an experience, so if 
you speak Greek… 
Jimmy: Which I think you might be right now. 
Kai: You’d probably be burning wood inside of your house right now. 
Jimmy: But when you burn wood you burn trees, surely you cannot be in fa-
vour of that? 
Kai: No when you live in close contact with trees all the time you notice that 
they grow branches every year. 
Jimmy: Is that your dream to build a treehouse? 
Kai: I can’t call it. 
Jimmy: And you enjoy your life I assume 
Kai: Yeah, you enjoy yours? 
Jimmy: Meh, it’s alright, I don’t know it just seems like you enjoy yourself. 
Kai: Uhu, it’s [inaudible] or the snake right? 
Jimmy: Well in china yea but we’re not there yet 
Kai: Insinuation 
Jimmy: One of the things you said you wanted to get on the tape was a mini-
mount surfboard, right? 



Kai: Uhu and a boxful of puppies, and they could prophesise that the ravens 
are going to win, and then they could prove that ravens could also prophesise 
and that’s why the queen of England locked up 2 ravens in a cage in the tower 
of London. 
Jimmy: Well that goes without saying but er… 
Kai: Big up to the Peta activists 
Jimmy: Let’s step outside the car for one second, there you go, Minimount 
surfboard and wetsuit, do with it as you will, if you choose to give it away so 
be it. Alright kai the hitchhiker everybody, thanks for not killing me with a 
hatchet. 
*** 
What’s good man,  
Kai: What’s good? People be good 
You’re a hero man! So what happened that day, like what the fuck 
happened? 
Kai: This dude picked me up in Bakersfield, he’s drivin’ me up for 2 hours, 
talkin’ this shit, trying to tie in numerology to mother fucking religion and 
shit, and he’s basically trying to paint everything into his perception of 
white supremacy and mother fucking and how men are better than women, 
and how the older you get the more authority you got and he’s talking 
about he sells custom choppers, so he’s basically a with gangster with all 
these H.A. (Hells Angels) connections, social network and shit, like it’s 
cool but when I actually had to do that shit, I was thinking about that the 
whole time, like fuck this guy could be the boss of a biker gang, connected. 
Well he was fronting like he was fucking hells angels, banditos, some shit, 
so I’m like fuck, but if he’s doing this shit, from what I know of people 
travelling around, if he’s fucking pulling this shit, like fucking attacking 
women, trying to kill construction crews and shit, like he needs to be taken 
down anyway.  

Like what he did is he said he raped some chick in the virgin islands and 
got all fucking gaumy about it, (makes sound of man having breaking 
down) what the fuck man, 50 years old, 6ft4 290lb, built mother fucking, 
getting all crying. 
(I’m thinking) what the fuck is going on with this shit, and then I’m like 
hey, do you mean statutory because she was 14, you mean you held her 
down and.. creepy ass mother fucker rite. 
 
 
But anyway this guy comes on over and tries to cream a whole fucking 
construction crew, like there’s 7 guys just standing there, working on some 
shit or maybe taking like a short get together on what’s going on and shit 
and he just fucking smashes into them, and all of them jumps aside except 
for this one dude, he gets pinned underneath. 
When I did that shit, everybody there was like get out of here man, you 
need to leave, you need to leave, I was like what the fuck were you gonna 
do, he just tried killing a bunch of people, and then he gets back up and 
then they have to fucking deal with him, like it took 6 of them to do what 1 
person could do with a hatchet, even then, he was still ripping on him, he 
probably made the injuries worse, like fucking thanks for telling me to 
leave and fucking judging me before you knew me. 
[makes hand gesture to distance from…] the mad man… whatever. 
*** 
The hatchet attack bloodied McBride, but he kept trying to reach Neely.  
Starkey and another man eventually got him to the ground and held him 
down, and cell phone video from the scene shows law enforcement 
keeping him there. Meanwhile, other PG&E employees had to corral Kai 
and his weapon.  



"He was swinging [his hatchet] at shoulder level at anybody that would try 
to come at him," Starkey said.  
*** 
 
I’m not wearing my infowars t-shirt right now, I’m repping for one of my 
best friends, not mine but you know, one of the people who have defended 
me, every dog has always been good to me. 
 
*** 
 
I can’t believe I fucking recognised you 
Ye well how real can you fucking get, ye know most of the people fucking 
asking me if I’m the ‘real’ Kai, are people who have been fake their entire 
fucking life man.  
* 
I came from humbolt before I ever came on the show (Jimmy kimmel) 
where they treated me good ye know, and he’s like bow down to me 
because I gave you the board, I’m like no way man the people gave me the 
board, there’s so many people all across the states who have offered to get 
me a board, and it was pretty much the pay it forward movement fucking 
starting up all over the place, and he’s like no, no, no! Everybody look at 
me, I’m Jimmy Kimmel look at how good I am, it’s like Dude man, boards 
already gone, I left it at some dude’s house, all of a sudden dude can’t find 
it, and then fucking knocks me off on *inaudible* cellphone. 

  
Oh, oh, oh! You know what I’m friends with a bunch of hackers and shit.. I 
was checking into a bunch of the IP addresses of the people that had been 
trolling and shit, and they’re the same fucking people that had been 
looking up fucking rape porn, child molestation porn, and like little kids 
and shit, yea it pays to have hacker friends… 
 
But if you don’t and you talk to hackers about finding who some people 
really are, a lot of people are getting scared of this shit like “oh wait, I 
can’t just rape a person and get away with it? You mean people are 
actually doing shit about this, like fucking child molesters and shit”. 
You know wrecking crew and shit, freight train drivers know this shit, 
freight train riders of America (FTRA) going round raping people in carts, 
thinking they can get away with shit, Wrecking Crew (top in hobo 
hierarchy) come along and oh you’re a freight train rider, *makes 
movements and sounds of a gun*. (takes on persona of shocked witness) 
Oh! Maybe a freight train rider watched this. 
When news reports came out at the time that transients in homeless camps 
had been shot in head while sleeping in hobo jungles near rail lines; a 
theory arose that the killer was attempting mercy killings, since most of the 
victims had some sort of physical or mental infirmary. 



Anyways I guess when you take a certain path in life certain people appear 
out of the woodwork. 
*** 
Anyway people have been talking mad shit and I think a lot of it stems 
from jealousy 
I mean why bother being jealous in the first place, if you see somebody 
doing something and you like it, figure out what it is about it that you like, 
and emulate it in your own life,  
It’s a crowd mentality 
*** 
 
 
You see when you sweat in such hot weather, you can survive but you’ve 
got to buy it from rock quarries,  
what the fuck there’s an ocean right here,  
oh no we’ll cut your hands off if you do that,  
well no I don’t fucking care if you kill me, that’s wrong! 
And then people call him Mohattma Gandhi,  
But I mean you see child molesters and mother fucking rapists and shit, he 
and.. just travelled across and fucking hopping freight trains and hitched 
around and shit, and like fucking ye know and people end up like fucking 
trying to hold other people down at the side of the road and maybe other 
people never get to see this shit because they’re so sheltered and shit, but I 
saw dead.. that’s not they’re own fault and I’m sure if they actually got to 
see it, it would change they’re life, and if other people wouldn’t want to 

accept it, and they wouldn’t believe him about it, can you imagine that if 
you’re a hero and nobody fucking believes you, that sucks. 
Hey dude, by like history, there’s probably going to be like 10,000 people 
watching this, I hope, I hope your local business takes off, because that’s 
all I’m really trying to do, alright [goes in for embrace] 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Back in February, a “home free” hitchhiker named Kai (legal name Caleb 
Lawrence) became a viral sensation when he whacked a dude with a hatchet. 
That dude, who Kai had hitched a ride with, had provoked the attack by 
claiming to be Jesus Christ, then purposefully running over a utility worker 
and proceeding to attack a woman who tried to help in Fresno, California. 
That's when Kai stepped in and with a “SMASH, SMASH, Suh-MASH!” 
stopped the guy. Then he gave an interview to a local TV station that, as you 
can see above, defies easy categorisation. Since then, the 24-year-old 
wanderer has gained a cult following, appeared on Jimmy Kimmel Live and 
claims to have a reality show in the works. 
Kai's background is hazy. He speaks of a “fundamentalist Christian cult” 
upbringing that he describes as, “The scariest thing I ever saw.” He left his 
Christian background to live on a Native American reservation, where he 
earned the name “Kai” after a spirit walk. He says the one religion that has 
positively affected him is “witchcraft”, and he carries around a set of voodoo 
cards, which he told me he had dedicated to Sofia, the Goddess of wisdom. 
He'd spent the two years prior to getting in the car with the man who 
unknowingly changed his life “living in sailboats, houseboats, going out 
surfing on islands, hopping in cars with people I didn't know, and travelling 
the country. Jumping off cliffs into lakes, going to music festivals, playing 
music in parks. Just random spontaneous awesome all the time.” 
Kai doesn't have a driver's license, a social security card or a passport. I was 
told he was impossible to get in touch with, but through my incredible stalking 
abilities we became friends. Kai called me up the other day from artist David 
Quadrini's house in Venice Beach to fill me in on life since moving into the 
public eye. Oh yeah, and he really wants to go sailing, if anyone reading this 
has a sailboat. He requested that I mention that. 
As his skills with a hatchet might suggest, Kai has a violent streak. I asked 
him if he had any negative experiences post-internet fame, expecting stories 
about TV producers exploiting him. Rather, he derailed into a tale of brushing 
his teeth in a bar bathroom. 

 
VICE: What’s up with this other fight you got into, after the hatchet incident? 
KAI: I was washing my teeth, and this dude's like "What the fuck are you 
doing brushing your teeth in here?" I was like uh.... "When was the last time 
you got laid?" He was like "Wednesday, how about you?" and I was like "I 
can't call it." And then we got in a bit of a tizzle. He's a 210 pound douche-
monkey looking at me thinking he can bully me around, because I'm skinny. I 
weigh 160, 165 soaking wet. And, um, his face was split up to the point where 
I think he needed surgery. I guess brushing my teeth in a bar washroom just 
kind of attracts bullies, but whatever. 
Tell me about that day you stopped the man with your hatchet. Did you have 
any sense about how your life was about to change? 
 I could sense that that dude was fucked up. And I didn't really know how to 
deal with that situation because I've never met anybody that fucked up before. 
Sometimes you get in rides and you sense that the person's lonely, or maybe 
they haven't been around people in a while, but he really changed how I go 
about things because it could have ended really differently when the cops got 
there, they could have shot me on sight. If it had been in Arizona or Texas 
maybe they would have shot me. 
He was on a trip of dominance and control. I think he had a poisoned psyche. 
I've heard some of the research that people have been doing about his life and 
apparently he was a high school basketball coach for girls. That is fucked up. 
That truly sickens me. When I hear stuff about him getting jumped by six guys 
in Fresno County jail and getting his jaw broken, I'm not going to lie to you, I 
celebrate that. People like that need to be fucking stopped. 
So he's in jail now? And you testified at his trial right? How was that? 
 He's in jail. There was this defence lawyer at the trial. She was trying to 
smear me. And I just threw roses, and she got hit by those thorns. She was 
like, "Is there PCP in this joint?" and I was like, "Is this Reefer Madness?" 
The judge had to call a recess. He said so the DA could inform me of the court 
process, but I secretly think it was because he needed to go to the backroom 



and laugh at how hardcore the defence lawyer was getting torn down. And at 
the end of me being on stand he actually did laugh out loud right at the 
defence lawyer's face. She was trying to trick me up, and I said "Excuse me 
Miss, please don't mistake my hesitation for weakness, I realise you're trying 
to trick me and I just need to consider what I am saying as not to allow you to 
trick me," and she said, "No further questions." The judge laughed in her face. 
So I'm just waiting for that transcript from the court reporter. 
So what have you been up to lately? I can't begin to fathom how your life has 
changed since that viral video. 
 Yeah, it's been really excellent, I've met a lot of cool people who have been 
reaching out through the internet, mostly contacting me through Facebook, 
there is about 10,000 messages in my inbox from people all across the 
country. There's people from eco-communities, there's people from surfing 
communities, there's people from Rainbow Gatherings, who just got classified 
as a gang by the Obama administration, who have invited me to come and 
meet with them. 
A gang, really? 
 Well they've been deemed as “subversive” by the new CIA director John 
Brennan. He could have just stuck to telling the army to prepare to destroy the 
Tea Party umm that wasn't such a bad idea, considering the ideas and 
intentions they send out to the world, but then he kind of went and called the 
Rainbow Family and the Grateful Dead Family a gang, which is way over the 
top.  
So are you going to get involved with Rainbow Gatherings? 
 Well, I want to know what they're all about. I mean peace and friendly hugs 
are one thing, but motivation and consideration that there needs to be 
infrastructure to society is another thing. In order to create a sustainable 
community, the community needs to deal with things like shelter, food, 
clothes and stuff on a regular basis in such a way that they aren't taking away 
from another community at the same time. So it's kind of just an exploration 
on how they work with that, you know what I mean? 

I'm going to smoke this joint, just a second. Every day I pay the price to live in 
sacrifice. I love Kaya so much. 
[coughs] Oh yeah. Okay that's good, that's good. 
What has it been like going from living off the grid to appearing in the public 
spotlight? 
 Well, I've largely succeeded in any effort to hide myself. I disappeared inside 
the Emerald Triangle for a couple weeks even. 
How did you do that? 
 I just showed up. A friend came and picked me up, I lost both cell phones that 
the DA investigators had given to me, and disappeared for a week and then 
reappeared and did a few radio interviews and magazine interviews and then I 
disappeared again. 
What do you do when you disappear? 
 I get in contact with a friend who contacts another friend and then they show 
up in a car, I get into the car, change my appearance slightly, get in another car 
and then disappear off into the woods. I play drums and guitar. I head down to 
the beach and surf. I skateboard off hills into the countryside, and I walk 
around in the forest and identify new plants. 
New plants? 
 Well, new to me anyway. I actually practice herbology in terms of medicine 
and stuff. I don't have health insurance or a social security card or a birth 
certificate or a passport or anything. Which is the thing about being home free, 
when you submit to the authority of pieces of paper you lose your personal 
identity and the identity you find through nature. So I've been trying to 
integrate the market system into my life a little bit more now that there are 
people I'm interacting with all the time who are kind of obsessed and 
possessed by it. 
 



Do you feel your “home free” mentality has reached others? 
 Yes, I'm so thrilled that this message is out there now! There's three and a half 
million people at least and that's not counting the three million hits in the first 
day of the video being up that got to hear the message, that everyone, no 
matter what they've done deserves respect, that everyone that makes mistakes 
is still loveable, and that it doesn't matter about your looks, skill, age or 
whatever, you're worthwhile, and that last one is something I've noticed that a 
lot of people in Los Angeles just haven't heard. In like a whole life of 53 years 
have never heard that they're worthwhile. They've always been trapped into a 
mathematical function of the worth of their existence. And that just to me isn't 
right, I mean we're all divine in some aspect of our being, you know? 
What advice would you give to people who aren't ready to go as extreme as 
you, but want to enter a more “home free” mindset? 
 Well, conspiracy aside I like what Rob Brezsny said about “pro-noia” being 
the antidote for paranoia. So pronoia is agreeing that the universe wants to 
interject blessing into our life in disguise, so we choose to explore the mystery 
of the situation at hand and figure out in what way the universe is trying to 
grow our soul. Whereas paranoia is the mindset that everyone is out to take a 
piece of you instead of realising that each situation is an opportunity to learn 
about everything that is, you know? 
What do you see in your future? 
 I'd like to sail across the world. I'd like to visit countries that need change. If I 
could free just one sugar plantation in Haiti, I would feel like I have done 
something for all the sugar and coffee that I've drank in my life. 
 
 
 

 
Today, Caleb Lawrence McGillvary–a.k.a. Kai the homeless hitchhiker–was 
arrested at the Greyhound bus terminal in Philadelphia for the murder of a 
New Jersey lawyer found dead in his home Monday 
morning. Prosecutors told NBC 10 they believe that the lawyer, 73-year-old 
Joseph Galfy, brought 24-year-old Kai back to his home after they met 
Sunday evening in Times Square. They say the two had a sexual encounter 
before Galfy died of blunt force trauma to the head. 
A glance at Kai’s Facebook page–which is public–reveals what appears to be 
his own side of the story. 

 
Kai’s viral fame, of course, originated from an incident in which he wielded a 
hatchet to stave off a violent 300-pound man from attacking two women. 
Below is what appears to be a response to the last comment. 
 



 
Once news broke earlier today that authorities were looking for Kai, Ratliff 
posted again. 

 
Several hours later, after Kai had been arrested, Ratliff started a legal defense 
fund for Kai. (On Kai’s wall, he explains knowing McGillvary because of 
this remix of Kai’s famous viral video, which it appears he produced. Ratliff’s 
Facebook page identifies him as a music producer who lives in Kingsland, 
Georgia.) 

 
Here’s the text of Ratliff’s message on the GoFundMe page, which as of this 
writing has raised $16. Ratliff has also started a legal support page on 
Facebook. 

 
According to NBC, prosecutors believe that after killing Galfy, Kai spent the 
day in Philadelphia, sightseeing. The next morning, after a night with friends 
in Glassboro, New Jersey, he left again for Philly. He told his friends that from 
there, he was headed to Georgia. 
Today, Philly.com reports, someone alerted police after seeing him at the 
Starbucks on 10th and Chestnut Streets. When the police arrived there, he 
was already gone, but they soon tracked him down at the nearby Greyhound 
terminal around 6 p.m. 
 
 
 
 



Postscript  
I just got off the phone with 32-year-old Terry Ratliff, who says he believes 
Kai was on his way to Georgia to visit him. Within the last couple weeks–he 
can’t remember exactly when–the two had discussed a trip, so that Ratliff 
could help produce Kai’s music. Relatedly, Monday night, Ratliff says he sent 
Kai an email detailing some plans regarding their plans to collaborate. In part, 
it read: 
Hey on another note, I have this idea branded in my head about that song 
“Movement.” I gotta few ideas for a bad ass remix to it, and i believe it’ll be a 
HIT on iTunes, etc. Im thinking somewhere along the lines of a 
reggae/dubstep flavored hybrid. 
Terry told me he believes that when Kai wrote on Facebook (see above) “i 
like your idea Terry” he may have been referring to the plans discussed in this 
email, not necessarily Ratliff’s facetious suggestion that he attack the person 
who purportedly sexually assaulted him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
This is kai live from inside, for now let’s start updating every week with an 
adventure from my journey, these will be experiences of hitchhiking, 
dropping out of high school, returning to university, travelling across the 
continent. I’ve met some pretty amazing people, and you’re welcome to 
write in if you have any comments or questions, or if you just want to talk, 
I’m always open to meeting knew people. 
I also thankfully accept donations to commissary for coffee and stationary, 
or to the links provided to legal fees. 
Ok first an adventure story, I was living in a van October 2011, building 
timber frame houses, I had a lot of free time whenever the temperature got 
below -22F, so I was skating out a the parking garage, sometimes I’d go to 
the pool instead, sometimes I’d get a chance to go down the ocean and 
float out and surf.  
I was working curfew learning the ins and outs of repair at the board shop, 
this way I was working towards my goals in everything I did.  
The place I wanted to live and experience was in the wild. I started looking 
up permaculture and foraging in the library. I found a site called 
wwoof.org, I found a spot on a farm in springtime, started building a boat 
structure. I was sitting in a McDonalds to warm up one snowy Saturday, 
when a guy came sat across from me and got all up in my grill. He was 
drunk and we fought, after the scene, I went to a friend’s house to calm 
down and her brother was there, he asked me “hey kai, do you want to 
come live on a sailboat for a few weeks”. 
I was blown away, here I was coming in from the cold with the pieces of a 
broken ship, and he was offering to pay fuel and all expenses if I drived 
most of the way. I called up work and told them I quit, I spent the rest of 
the day smoking hash and drinking scotch.  
 



I left a few days later to Vancouver, I went to see my boy Cameroon before 
I left and 16 hours later we were on a ferry between Vancouver and the 
island, when we made it to collagen bay, I saw it was a 20ft yot, what a 
lifestyle, I went to crab shack for all you could eat crab and wine, 
excellent, most excellent. 
Boy the system is alive and kicking, Richard specialised in something 
where he spends 6 months working and 6 months a drift on his boat, he 
buys stuff in bulk and has monthly budget for expenditure, I saw steam 
ships Johnny cash used to own, went kayaking with the George family and 
got rooted on the far side of the bay, no worries though, we found our way 
into a hot tub on the backside of a strangers mansion. 
Overall it was a good trip, and I made it back in time to start work on a 
farm in Alberta. I’m still amazed how simple it was, after working hard 
towards the goal of fighting for it, it suddenly manifested, experience led to 
more experience. I guess the moral of the story is, if you get an opportunity 
like that, drop everything and go for it.  
Yea so this has been Kai from the inside, hope you can tune in next week 
for some poetry and a song, ok peace everybody!  
 

 

 
To: Governor of New Jersey, Chris Christie 
From: Caleb L. McGillvary 
Street: State House, 125 W. State Street, PO Box 001 
City: Trenton 
State: New Jersey 
 
My name is Caleb Lawrence McGillvary and I am a Canadian citizen incarcer-
ated at the Union County Jail in Elizabeth, New Jersey, USA. I have been 
charged with homicide in an incident where I defended myself against a drug-
facilitated sexual assault. During the course of the investigation no rape kit or 
samples for toxicological analysis were collected from me even though the 
Prosecutor’s Office knew it was appropriate. They failed to collect many 
items that could have been used to drug me from the house, or samples from 
the carpet where they knew the assault occurred. What items that were col-
lected were rinsed with fresh water while testing for fingerprints, without 
ever once testing for DNA or drug residue. In order to justify these egregious 
due process violations, the Prosecutor’s Office lied about the purpose of the 
rape kit performed on the decedent: saying it proved that no signs of being 
drugged or raped, and that no semen was found. The Prosecutor’s Office also 
misrepresented the qualifications of a psychologist in order to use the phar-
maceutical and forensic medical opinions of this unlicensed “expert doctor” 
to justify their actions. There was indeed semen found belonging to the de-
cedent, and the opinions of the so called “expert doctor” are inaccurate and 
intentionally contradict information known to the Prosecutor’s Office from 
drug enforcement administration training and the UCPO Forensic Laborato-
ry’s use of the American Society of Health System Pharmacists On-Line Data-
base. 
 
 
 
 



Judicial precedents in the New Jersey and United States Supreme Courts hold 
that part of due process of law is the duty of the Prosecutor’s Office to learn 
of, collect, preserve, and disclose evidence favorable to the defendant and 
material to guilt or innocence. The American Bar Association requires that 
prosecutors not intentionally misstate evidence or mislead the jury as to the 
inferences it may draw. The UCPO seems to think because I’m an indigent 
illegal immigrant from Canada, they can violate my procedural rights without 
consequence. This is an outrage. How can I be expected to prove my inno-
cence when the prosecutor gets rid of any evidence I could use to show I was 
defending myself from a drug-facilitated sexual assault, and gets away with 
using expert medical opinions from an unlicensed quack to indict me? 
 
I am in dire straits; and if I don’t receive timely advocacy in this matter to 
hold those involved accountable to American and international standards for 
due process of law, I will be lost. Worse yet, the people responsible will be 
free to promulgate this egregious pattern of injustice upon others. Please 
respond and let me know that you will do everything in your power to ensure 
that this matter will end in a fair and just result. Thank you very much. 
 
Very Truly Yours 
Kai 
Caleb L. McGillvary 
a.k.a.: Kai the Hitchhiker 
Commitment Number: 210329 
15 Elizabethtown Plaza 
Elizabeth, New Jersey 07202 
United States of America 
http://www.kaithehitchhiker.net 
September 24, 2015 
 
 
 

Accused murderer 'Kai the Hitchhiker' wages legal fight from jail 
In the more than two years since his arrest for the murder of a Clark lawyer, 
Internet celebrity Caleb "Kai" McGillvary has waged a legal battle from his jail 
cell, filing lawsuits in both state and federal court. 
McGillvary, 27, was charged with the May 12, 2013 killing of Joseph Galfy, 73, 
in Galfy's home on Starlite Drive in Clark. 
McGillvary contends Galfy drugged him and then sexually assaulted him, and 
claims investigators later destroyed evidence. He also said authorities never 
had him  examined for sexual assault even though he told them of the attack 
in a statement he gave after he was arrested.  
"A sexual assault forensic evidence collection was not performed on me," he 
wrote in the 22-page handwritten federal court suit. 
McGillvary filed one suit in Superior Court against a psychologist who exam-
ined him for the Union County Prosecutor's Office, and filed another suit in 
federal court, naming 19 defendants, including the psychologist, the Union 
County Prosecutor's Office and investigators in the criminal case. 
He is claiming authorities violated his right to due process of law through de-
struction of evidence and the failure to collect evidence. 
“(109) The loss, destruction, and suppression of evidence and resulting prej-
udice to me occasioned through defendants’ actions preclude a fair trial for 
me. 
(110) Further Prosecution of me in this matter and under these circumstanc-
es is tantamount to condoning “lynch law” investigations and prosecutions. 
(111) Condoning “lynch law” investigations and prosecutions would result in 
immediate and irreparable damage to both society and myself.” 
 



"Prosecutions would result in immediate and irreparable damage to both 
society and myself," McGillvary wrote in the complaint that he filed with the 
help of his supporters.  
McGillvary met Galfy in Times Square on May 11, 2013 and Galfy invited him 
back to his Clark home. 
In a recorded statement given to police following his arrest, McGillvary said 
that at Galfy's home he drank several beers and was given food, including 
hamburgers, that he believes were drugged. 
According to the statement, which was played in a pre-trial hearing earlier 
this year, McGillvary said he passed out, and when he awoke on the floor, 
Galfy was pulling down his (McGillvary's) pants. 
He said he pushed Galfy away and again passed out, only to awake with a 
metallic taste in his mouth and semen on his face. He said he also struck 
Galfy.  
At the beginning of the recorded statement, Johnny Ho, an investigator from 
the Union County Prosecutor's Office, tells McGillvary that he has been 
charged in a homicide. 
However, minutes later, when Ho states that Galfy died, McGillvary is heard 
giving a loud sigh, apparently surprised by news of the death. 
In the lawsuit, McGillvary says authorities never investigated his claim of be-
ing sexually assaulted. 
"Evidence relating to sexual assault is material to a claim of self defense," he 
states. "A valid claim of self defense would exonerate claimant from criminal 
liability for all charges relating to his aggressor." 
McGillvary, who refers to evidence from the grand jury hearings in his case, 
said Union County Assistant Prosecutor Scott Peterson told the jurors that he 
showed no signs of being drugged shortly after the May 12 incident. 

The suit states that authorities ignored statements from two witnesses that 
McGillvary appeared under the influence of drugs on May 12, but those 
statements were not presented to the grand jury, according to the suit. 
It also states that semen was found on Galfy's underwear, but Peterson told 
the grand jury that no semen was found. 
Galfy, who had been a partner at the Rahway law firm of Kochanski, Baron 
and Galfy, was found dead in his bed, severely beaten, clothed only in un-
derwear and socks, Union County authorities said. 
Investigators using cell phone records identified McGillvary as a suspect. He 
was arrested May 16 at a Greyhound bus terminal in Philadelphia. 
McGillvary, who is originally from Canada, gained wide celebrity in February 
2013 when he stopped an attack on a utility worker in Fresno, Calif., by strik-
ing the assailant in the head with the handle of a hatchet. 
He has continued to gain a wide following on social media that began in the 
months before his arrest. 
Last year, McGillvary wrote a letter to Gov. Chris Christie saying his case had 
been mishandled. Supporters put the letter on a website established to raise 
funds for him. 
Both the prosecutor's office and the Public Defender's Office, which repre-
sents McGillvary, have refused to comment on the case outside of court. 
A status conference on the case is scheduled for Monday before Superior 
Court Judge Joseph Donohue.  



 
  

Stolen from an Africa land, 
chased out with a knife 
with a face like 
Bob Marley 
and a mouth like a motor-bike  
 
Oh well the bars are always open, 
and the time is always right 
and if god's good word goes unspoken 
the music goes all night 
 
and it goes..  
 
If I was Bob Marley I said could you be loved? 
and if I was Half Pint I'd ball lord up above 
 
If I was Mike Tyson I'd look for a fight 
If I was a boomtown rat I would be stayin' up all night 
If I was the King Ad-Rock I would get stoopid dumb 
and if rhymes were valiums I'd be comfortably numb 
 
If I had a shotgun, you know what I'd do? 
I'd point that shit straight at the sky 
and shoot heaven on down for you  
 
Because the bars are always open  
and the time is always right  
and if god's good work goes unspoken  
the music goes all night, 
and it goes 
 
I want a lover but I can't find the time 
I want a reason but can't find a rhyme 



I want to start some static but I can't afford  
to get slammed to the ground like I fell off my skateboard 
hey  
Now a days is clear as you please 
strap with protection or struck with disease...disease 
 
laughter, it's free 
anytime just call me 
439-0116 
 
When your down with Sublime 
you get 
funky fresh lyrics.  
 
Stolen from an Africa land, 
I'll chase that other bar,  
 
I saw my best friend tonight, so, don't push me too far  
 
I'm gonna run 
come down with the new lyrics 
get hit, get hip, 
don't slip you knuckle heads 
racism is scism on a serious tip 
you don't belive me then I go on bust your lip 
 
Higher the mountain, it hard to climb 
rougher the rhythm man, it must be Sublime 
listen yellow lover get it right on time 
we got cricket with the quickness on the bass line 
 
 

40oz continue here 
 
Go and wake the town, tell the people the news, 
ohh, hey, tell them reggae music is on the loose.  
 
here I am like a ragin' storm 
with a brand new style and a unique fashon.  
(sung at same time) 
I am from the place where the sun keeps shinin', shinin' 
 
and good good vibes, that keep on playin', playin' 
 
Them a fire one shot for peace, eqality 
come, come, thema come with a rougha stylee  
come, come, thema care about you wicked stylee 
come, come, if ya come with your wicked stylee  
 
Thema fire one shot- 
pump pump lick-a-shot, 
thema fire two shots 
pump pump lick-a-shot, 
thema fire three shots 
pump pump pump lick-a-shot, 
thema hear about me rock  
 
with me armor 
when they start counterreact with me armor 
thama launch an attack with me armor 
coutnerreact with me armor 
 
when they start counterreact 
when me am bigger 
Hear me copy 



tell you about this wicked stylee 
 
People wanna come up and they wan' tell me: 
smokin' crack cocaine better than sensi. 
your're puffin' that shit yo we're sick of it! 
tweakin' every weekend and we just can't take it.  
 
whoa-oh, we no wan' plastic! 
ba! 
 
SHS Continue Here 
 
Lord have his grilled cheese 
This the kinda rhythm make you wanna explode 
Not like doin coke or cheeba 
not like takin a load 
 
because I'm on time me style rough and rugged 
I keep my body strong, clean and ... 
 
People wanna come up and they want tell me 
smokin crack cocaine better than sensi 
 
once done it 
me sick of it 
 
if you touch me style 
me gonn' bust your lip 
we give it to you like a Newman flick 
because its simple 
we don't want plastic, bo!.  


