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CROOKED MIRROR

our national state is your 
prison. It’s rules are your 
rules, check in and check 

out. Every coastline is artifi-
cial, there’s no wild nature, only 
reservoir. Every city is connected 
by highways, in crisis lockdown 
of entire cities will be possible. 
The national state is your prison 
on earth. There’s helicopters and 
fighter planes controlling land. 
You need to work to live. You get 
controlled by police and society. 
You will never know, if your new 
neighbor check on you. People 
have no trust in each other due to 
anxiety and stress.

All transportation is operated by 
private firms.

Politics is theatre who kills.

May Day, Mira
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