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A Tinfoil Hat Won’t Shield

You from Reality

Nor Will It Expose the World’s
Issues—It Just Keeps You
Drooling Over Lizard Lords While
the Fractal Marches On

TL;DR: Your tinfoil hat’s useless against

the real story. Today’s mess is mainly

born from dumb, repeated rules, not

single evil geniuses. It’s not that easy.

History’s littered with paranoid flops and

forged hate bombs people still drool

over, while mass formation turns crowds

into eerie, synced swarms—no secret

handshakes required. The true villain? A

cold, mechanistic ideology driving us into

a surveillance-soaked technocracy.

Conspiracy rants won’t rescue you—they

just leave you smug, blind, and ripe for
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mockery, undermining the real, grounded

criticism you could be leveling.

Imagine a blank sheet of paper, a tabula

rasa begging for meaning. Now, scatter

three dots across it—carelessly,

chaotically, mocking order. Add a fourth

dot wherever your whims dictate as a

rogue actor in this little experiment. Grab

a ruler, measure the distance from this

interloper to any of the original trio, halve

it, and plop down a new dot.

Repeat the process: measure from this

newcomer to any of the initial three,

halve it again, mark it again. Do this a

few hundred times, and behold—an eerie,

mesmerizing shape emerges from the

anarchy. A Sierpinski triangle, a fractal

monstrosity, stares back at you, its self-

replicating triangles taunting the idea

that complexity requires intent. Each tiny

segment mirrors the whole, a smug little

paradox etched in ink.

Now, scale this up. Hand that paper to

ten, a hundred, a thousand people—each

a cog in a mindless machine. Tell them

to follow the same brain-dead rule:

measure, halve, mark. They don’t need to

know why; they don’t need to care. They
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could be drones, bureaucrats, or your

average voter, blindly ticking boxes. Yet,

from this collective stupor, the same

damned triangle emerges—pristine,

predictable, inevitable.

A naive onlooker might gawk and assume

some grand conspiracy, a secret

handshake among the dot-placers, a

meticulously choreographed dance.

Wrong. Dead wrong. No one needs a

blueprint, no one needs a brain. The

pattern doesn’t give a damn about their

intentions—it just happens, a cold,

mechanical outcome of simple rules

relentlessly applied.

This isn’t some parlor trick to impress

your mathematically illiterate friends; it’s

a sledgehammer to your cozy

assumptions about how the world works.

You think progress, society, or markets

need a guiding hand? Think again. The

Sierpinski triangle laughs in the face of

your central planners, your utopian

meddlers, your Keynesian tinkerers who

swear they can steer economies with

their magic levers.

Look at history: Soviet five-year plans

crumbled while Hayek’s spontaneous
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order quietly built cathedrals of

commerce. The triangle doesn’t need a

dictator—it needs rules, repetition, and

the dumb obedience of the masses. So,

as you scroll this article, let this fractal

haunt you. It’s not a cute analogy—it’s a

warning. Complexity isn’t proof of genius;

it’s the residue of monotony. Keep that in

mind, because the world’s a lot less

intentional than your ego wants to

believe.

If you appreciate my articles, please

consider giving them a like. It's a simple

gesture that doesn't cost you anything,

but it goes a long way in promoting this

post, combating censorship, and fighting

the issues that you are apparently not a

big fan of.

So, are the puppet masters of the

masses huddled in smoke-filled rooms,

stroking their chins and cackling over

some grand blueprint to enslave us all?

Is today’s madness a slick,

choreographed heist pulled off by a

handful of sinister geniuses?

It’s a question worth chewing on.

History’s got a habit of painting the

ringleaders as shadowy conspirators—
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convenient scapegoats for the

bewildered herd. As the nineteenth and

twentieth centuries saw the masses swell

into a roaring, unstoppable force, the tin-

foil hat brigade sprang up right alongside

them, peddling tales of secret cabals to

make sense of the mess.

And the crown jewel of this paranoid

pantheon? The Protocols of the Elders of

Zion—a forgery so absurdly popular it

trailed only the Bible in sales, as Henri

Rollin smirked. A supposed exposé of a

Jewish world government pulling every

string, it’s the conspiracy theorist’s wet

dream.

The Protocols isn’t some leaked dossier

—it’s a cheap knockoff, a literary

Frankenstein stitched together from a

French lawyer’s 1864 rant, Maurice Joly’s

Dialogue in Hell between Machiavelli and

Montesquieu. Joly was taking potshots at

Napoleon III’s power-lust, not

unmasking a global plot.

Enter the Okhrana, Russia’s secret police,

who in the late 1800s decided to spice it

up. They kept half of Joly’s text, swapped

“France” for “world” and “Napoleon III”

3/18/25, 1:12 PM A Tinfoil Hat Won’t Shield You from Reality

https://www.alilybit.com/p/a-tinfoil-hat-wont-shield-you-from 5/14



for “Jews,” and voilà—a tailor-made hate

bomb to stoke anti-Semitism.

By 1905, this doctored drivel hit the

streets, and Russian conservatives and

Orthodox zealots lapped it up like vodka,

using it to prop up their pogrom

fantasies. It slithered into Germany, then

the Middle East, where it still festers

today, a zombie lie that refuses to die.

The irony? Its believers swear it’s gospel,

while it’s just a plagiarized pamphlet with

a racist facelift.

This obsession with pinning mass

madness solely on an evil elite isn’t new

—it’s been simmering since the

Enlightenment dawned. Take 1813:

Chevalier de Malet spun yarns about

French Revolution heroes secretly

dancing to the tune of Masonic lodges,

themselves pawns of a shadowy

“revolutionary sect” playing chess with

public rulers. Sounds juicy, right? It’s just

reheated leftovers from the Monita

Secreta, a 1612 smear job accusing

Jesuits of puppeteering a grand

conspiracy. That little booklet sold like

hotcakes across Europe for centuries,
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fanning flames of anti-establishment

rage.

These stories aren’t revelations—they’re

crutches for the lazy, a way to dodge the

ugly truth: maybe the masses don’t need

a mastermind to march into chaos. Like

that Sierpinski triangle, simple rules and

blind repetition can spawn monsters—no

secret handshake required. So, while

we’re clutching our conspiracy playbook,

ask yourself: is it a cabal, or just

humanity’s knack for stumbling into

patterns we’re too arrogant to admit we

don’t control?

Today, the phrase “conspiracy theory”

gets slung around like a cheap insult,

smeared across anything that dares to

squint at the status quo, whether it fits

the bill or not.

Time to cut through the noise with some

cold, hard clarity. A conspiracy is defined

as “a secret plan or agreement between

persons for an unlawful or harmful

purpose, while keeping their agreement

secret from the public or from other

people affected by it.”
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Break it down: 1) It’s deliberate, a

calculated scheme hatched with intent.

2) It’s cloaked in shadows, hidden from

the plebs it screws over. 3) It’s got teeth

—malice aimed at someone, somewhere.

Three strikes, and you’ve got a

conspiracy, and it doesn’t really matter if

it’s aimed at “right-wing terrorists”, the

Illuminati or jews—it’s most likely always

the same underlying mass madness that

birthed it.

But oh, how the term’s been stretched

and mangled! Sure, it still fits the

classics: the Illuminati puppeteering

history, the Cabal whispering in every

dictator’s ear, or—my personal favorite—

the QAnon fever dream of lizard-skinned

extraterrestrials slithering through the

elite, gripping the globe in their scaly

claws. Ridiculous? Absolutely. Yet the

label’s also weaponized against sober

critiques of power—banking cartels,

political machines, corporate titans,

economic dogma, media monopolies.

Call out the Federal Reserve’s cozy ties

to Wall Street or the revolving door

between Goldman Sachs and the

Treasury, and suddenly you’re a
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“conspiracy theorist,” a tinfoil-hatted

loon. It’s not a definition anymore—it’s a

gag order, a linguistic cattle prod to zap

dissent into silence. The dominant

discourse doesn’t just dodge mirrors; it

smashes them.

Flip the script, though, and watch the

hypocrisy ooze out. Take the

sanctimonious headlines screaming that

Russia’s rigging U.S. elections, or that

China’s cyber-spies are lurking behind

every firewall, or that Steve Bannon’s

hunched over a laptop, churning out

Wuhan lab-leak memos like a one-man

propaganda mill.

How about Russia bankrolling anarchist

rags in the West to stir the pot? True or

not, these are conspiracy theories by the

book—secret plots, hidden hands,

harmful intent. Yet they glide through the

mainstream unchallenged, no scarlet “C”

branded on their foreheads. Why?

Because they’re the house-approved fairy

tales, spoon-fed by the media

megaphone to keep the herd nodding

along.

The term’s a shield for the powerful, a

cudgel for the skeptic, and a glaring
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double standard laid bare. Dominant

narratives don’t need to conspire—they

just need you to buy the script.

So, here we are again, clawing at that

nagging itch: Is mass formation just a

fancy term for a conspiracy with better

PR? The crowd’s a soulless beast,

individual minds melted into a

slobbering “group soul.” They chant the

same tired slogans, parrot the same

drivel, thoughts zipping through their

ranks like a virus on steroids—it’s a

brain-dead echo chamber on fast-

forward.

Politicians, academics, the press, self-

important “experts,” judges, cops—every

cog in the societal machine gets

infected, marching in lockstep to the

same dreary tune. To the untrained eye,

it’s a masterclass in coordination, a

grand symphony of synchronized

stupidity. Anyone sane enough to stand

outside this circus—assuming such

unicorns exist—can’t help but wonder:

Who’s the maestro? Where’s the secret

clubhouse where they hatched this plot?

However, mass formation isn’t some

diabolical boardroom scheme—it’s a
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bunch of suckers clutching a shared fairy

tale, rallying like lemmings for a “heroic”

slugfest against whatever bogeyman’s

keeping them up at night.

A nice, neat little story, right? But don’t

get too comfy—there’s a glitch in the

matrix. That explanation’s got holes you

could drive a tank through. There’s

something spooky, almost primal, in how

the masses sync up, a vibe that no peppy

narrative can fully account for.

It’s not just words—it’s bodies, breaths, a

thrumming resonance you can feel in

your bones. Think starlings at dusk, those

feathered freaks swooping in from every

corner of the sky, swirling into a dance so

flawless it’d make a dictator weep with

envy.

Nobel Prize bigshot Nikolaas Tinbergen

dubbed it a “super individual,” a hive-

mind blob where every bird’s a cell in

some cosmic organism, sensing each

other without so much as a squawk. No

memos, no signals—just pure, eerie

harmony.

Now, isn’t that a kick in the teeth to the

conspiracy fetish? Many are out here
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hunting for a shadowy overlord, a cigar-

chomping villain twirling the world on his

finger, when maybe—just maybe—it’s less

Illuminati and more Animal Planet.

The masses don’t need a memo from the

Kremlin or a wink from the Bilderberg

suite to turn into a frothing mob. Like

those starlings—or that damned

Sierpinski triangle—they’re just following

dumb, simple instincts, and poof, out

pops a pattern that looks like genius.

But don’t kid yourself—this isn’t nature’s

poetry; it’s a grim reminder that

humanity’s a flock of squawking idiots,

self-organizing into chaos while you’re

busy blaming lizard people. Chew on

that, and good luck sleeping tonight.

Let’s peel back the skin on this beast

some more. The way a crowd locks into

itself isn’t just mental—it’s visceral, a

pulsing, sweaty tangle of bodies drawn

together like moths to a dumpster fire.

“The crowd, suddenly there where

there was nothing before, is a

mysterious and universal

phenomenon. A few people may have

been standing together—five, ten or
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twelve, not more. Nothing has been

announced, nothing is expected.

Suddenly everything is swarming with

people and more come streaming

from all sides as though streets had

only one direction. Most of them do

not know what has happened and, if

questioned, have no answer; but they

hurry to be there where most other

people are. There is a determination

in their movement that is clearly

different from the expression of

ordinary curiosity. It seems as if the

movement of one transmits itself to

the others. But that is not all; they also

have one goal, which is there before

they can find words for it. The goal is

the most intense darkness where the

most people are gathered.”—Elias

Canetti

It’s less a gathering, more a stampede—a

blind, twitching mass hurtling toward

some unspoken void. And you’re still

hunting for a conspiracy? This isn’t a

script; it’s a fever.

But it’s not just the eerie sync of their

shouts and shuffles that makes you think

someone’s pulling levers behind a
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curtain. The crowd’s got a nasty edge—

it’s a bully with a megaphone, hell-bent

on bending society to its whims. Always

has been, but now it’s got stamina,

digging its claws in deeper, longer, like a

parasite that won’t let go.

The modern mob’s got a one-track mind:

control, control, control—cranked up to a

suffocating hum. Every fresh panic—

terrorism, melting ice caps, some new

virus du jour, conscription for illusionary

wars—gets it salivating for more tech to

tighten the screws.
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