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This is how it ends; I can see it now, this page will be the last. The end of the show, and thus, the 
end of the series. At this point I always say, keep your axe sharp, keep the shield wall strong!

Serious business follows.

The problem I'm facing is, though I urge everyone around me to keep your axe sharp – the evidence 
I see comes overwhelmingly from those who consider it a moral imperative to not look after their 
axes, so that they end up blunt and rusty, and unsuitable for battle. And as for keeping the shield 
wall strong, apparently that's not diverse and inclusive enough and it's compulsory to open a large 
gap in the shield wall, roll out the red carpet and let the enemy through, irrespective of who that 
enemy is and how dangerous they might be.

I had friends once. Quite a few of them, who I would quite happily socialise with in the evenings 
and on weekends and we could all go for a drink and a laugh and a barbecue. And one day, no 
specific day that I can pinpoint, everything changed. It was as if a cult had arrived. And slowly, one 
by one, they fell to the cult. The rate was too slow to notice, but by the time I did, it was too late. 
Even some of those that I would credit with supreme intelligence and who should have been able to 
filter out the bullshit, were not as immune as I'd thought. Now, those of you with your heads still 
screwed on properly will say, will shout, even: fight! Fight for your life and the lives of others!

But I have this ever-deepening sense of cold dread that this is a war that can't be won. In the time it 
takes to deprogram just one victim and restore them to sanity, a hundred others will succumb to the 
cult.

I want to go back. Back in time, not just to when the cult had not yet arrived, but to when its arrival 
would be unthinkable and the very idea of anyone that I know falling to it would be openly laughed 
at. I want to go back, to when those whose irrational obsession with gender politics that dictated 
every aspect of their lives, the lives of those around them and the lives of any kids that they might 
be raising were dismissed as being the kooks that they are. I want to go back, to when it was 
perfectly acceptable for men to be men and women to be women; when men were not under duress 
to strive towards being submissive, emasculated cuckolds who sit down to take a piss, and the 
women who chose to gain 20 stone, dye their armpit hair pink and screech obnoxiously in the face 
on everyone who doesn't want to listen were not worshipped as ideals. I want to go back – because 
it was a better time, when nobody knew who Anita Sarkeesian was, Tumblr didn't even exist, when 
accusations of racism, misogyny and worse didn't lurk around every corner waiting to strike, when 
there was no constant concern about treading on eggshells, when these invidious far-left politics 
weren't sweeping through everything I hold dear like a tornado and leaving a trail of destruction in 
their path. Those I'm railing against would surely screech something at me along the lines of "well, 
you're just a right-wing bigoted neckbeard who wants to sending us hurtling back to the 1950s!" - 
but they're wrong, as ever, very wrong. Returning to 2004 would be enough, and that's a mere 12 
years ago, I was living in the same city and in the same house as I am now, so I'm not asking for 
everything to be turned on its head, just to go back to a time when the lunatics were confined to the 
lunatic fringe, and everyone else still knew how to be level-headed and were not charging at full 
belt towards the divisive, polarised, absolutist political climate that wrecks everything it touches.

I've seen this invidious tree grow from its rotten roots, I've seen its fetid flowers pollinated by the 
bees of hate and I've seen its poisonous fruit eaten by the horse of virulent hypocrisy which gallops 
off to a new field, previously thought to be unfertile ground, where it dumps out the seeds in the 



festering dung of self-righteous virtue-signalling. A sapling sprouts, and the whole ruinous cycle 
begins again, where it should never even have been allowed to flourish. The message written on the 
leaves of the new tree will always be the same, every time. Do what we tell you. Listen and believe. 
Drink the Kool-Aid. Chant the mantras: feminism is about equality, Islam is a religion of peace, 
GamerGate is a misogynist hate group... and anything else that makes an excellent soundbite but 
openly flies in the face of the observable world at large. Don't forget to throw in the standard swipes 
at the Conservative Party who are considered to be the Fourth Reich, and the monarchy who it 
seems some people genuinely believe are shape shifting lizards and David Icke said so so it must be 
true. To all this I say, until I am purple in the face: NO. I will not listen and believe. I will not drink 
the Kool-Aid. I will not parrot your slogans. In the words of both Rotting Christ and now 
Moonsorrow as well, Non Serviam. And to further quote a band so beloved of rebellious wannabe-
Marxist teenagers who have Che Guevara posters on their wall: fuck you, I won't do what you tell 
me.

In a valiant attempt to turn the cult's tactics against them and use a favourite mantra of theirs: when 
I say no, no means no, right?

Or is it just that only the cult and those they have chosen to protect are allowed to say no, and the 
rest of us must comply without a hint of dissent?

And is anyone even listening to me? And if so, will my words be dismissed as the ravings of a 
madman by the cult because they consider themselves to be the ones who are sane, when the rest of 
us know otherwise?

I further ask, which of my other long-term interests will be invaded next? Real ale? Motorsport? 
Test Cricket? Minecraft? Remember, the vaping curly-moustache brigade have already got their 
claws deep into the craft beer scene, and surely the mention of "traditional English ales" where two 
of those three words are likely to cause a storm of *TRIGGERING* amongst the social justice orcs, 
will constitute a rallying cry to get the older, superior product annihilated because it's apparently 
morally progressive to do so. Don't even get me started on how the regressive left has invaded the 
world of video games with their strict scorched-earth policy, whereby anything that isn't slavishly 
parroting their narrative is to be eradicated without mercy – thus leaving those of us who remember 
games from a better time, the days of the Doom engine, Duke Nukem and all that, we're suddenly 
finding ourselves on the wrong side of the gunsights despite never asked for that.

I ask very little of this world, except that it leaves me the fuck alone, and in turn, I will cause it no 
trouble. But still, there are problems with that. Firstly, what I ask for, I am increasingly not getting; 
meanwhile, the cult side of the political divide that does not ask, it demands, is increasingly getting 
its way as more and more people give up the fight and capitulate to those demands. And, as for 
what I'm doing now, well, such scant interaction with the world around me isn't exactly conducive 
to gaining more listeners. Again, I don't ask for much; and I know I said this before; 100 people 
hanging on my every word would be just fine. And even though I think, surely there must be 100 
people out there who do want epic heathen metal and haven't fallen to the cult… where do I find 
them? Even if I knew where, I will never be sociable enough to do so, and now, I really don't want 
to be sociable in any way; the inexorable rise of the cult has ruined what little of that remained.

I'm tired.

I'm tired of this fight that will never end.

I'm tired of still trying to be me, and I genuinely don't think that I've changed all that much from the 
last decade or more – but where then my history and personality was no big beef to anyone, now it 



is; and to use a word so beloved of the cult, it's become "problematic".

And, right now, I'm tired of life itself.

Maybe I said earlier, that I'm looking forward to Warhorns in September, but in all truth, that was a 
bit of a facade. I'm looking for a sense of purpose; a really good reason to exist. You all know, don't 
you, I'm never going to have an "other half" and a family the way that most other people do, and 
those I once called friends are deserting in droves as the cult continues to assimilate. I wonder if 
there's even the slightest possibility of getting back into the academic life I once enjoyed, even just 
tangentially, but I have a grave concern that all the potential entrances are closed and the standard 
jumping-through-hoops interviews will see me get absolutely nowhere, because although I'm not 
one of the cult, I'm not one of them either. Here I sit, trapped between two worlds I don't fit into; not 
radical enough to be part of the cult, not that I'd ever want to be, but still not conventional enough to 
be just like everyone else who aspires to a life of wearing a grey suit, driving a company car and 
having a mortgage and 2.4 kids.

It's worth noting that there is only one day in the future that I genuinely need to exist for; October 
the 9th... this year. My brother's getting married that day, and I absolutely could not stomach the 
thought that, on that day, he'd be saying "yes, Gemma, I do... but I really wish above all else that my 
big brother was still here to see this."

And of course, after October the 9th, that reason to exist passes, so I have to come up with some 
other reason to go on existing, and all this year I've genuinely been trying to do that. Four months 
have gone... just like that! ... and I still haven't come up with one.

And of all the times in this show that I mentioned enticing developments in the time since the 
previous Ogg-Cast, the one that none of you are even half aware of is how close I came to giving up 
altogether. The thought passed through my head; I'm tired of the fight. So tired, that... why don't I 
give the cult what they want; wouldn't it be a reason for them to celebrate wildly if, at the end of 
International Women's Day, there was one less man in the world.

Such a thought has not passed through my head since I was 16, a time that my mum had only just 
died and I'd found myself trapped at boarding school bound by as many rules and regulations as a 
Category C prison. Such a thought should never pass through my head now.

But it has.

And that is why I can make no guarantee that there will be a third series of the Hammer Of 
Retribution Ogg-Cast. A lot has to change, as you can see, before I will commit to it. If anyone has 
got any bright ideas, if anyone knows a reason for my continued existence that goes way beyond 
merely making this show and that I would consider as watertight as a mermaid's bra, now would be 
a quite brilliant time to tell me. Surely some of you will say, the first thing you should do is trash 
Faceache, well, there's a certain possibility I will, and I will be making the appropriate 
arrangements quite soon. My email from this show will remain active; it is, as you should know, 
[link removed], so if you genuinely care about my existence, send me a message titled "for fuck's 
sake, I'd quite like to be at your 40th birthday party and I know it's three years away so don't you 
fucking dare stop living".


