Weltschmerz

Rot Worldly had come to Amerika by train from the Hinterlands in the Far North, a place of dense
and dark forests that Rot had left to join the main body of Amerika to the South. Rot Worldly left his
home in the Hinterlands in the Far North to travel by train to the main body of Amerika. Instead of it
being a land of prosperity, full of job opportunities, Rot attended college, dropped out, and became
part of the mindless rabble of thousands upon thousands of homeless people in Aion, the Great City,
and the capital of Amerika, the Great Nation.

Rot, who came from a place where homelessness was not seen, but only heard of second-hand on the
news... Rot learned first-hand that in Amerika, nothing is free: especially if a man doesn’t have a certain

status, such as land, home, or vehicle.

Rot, who had lost the rest of his money he had saved in college, became one of the homeless rabble
easily enough. The people he had just a few days ago observed from the train with their backpacks...

The thousands of thousands of the Herd, who now went herd fashion off the cliff of reality.

Rot Worldly admitted that once a hardened atheist, and then an agnostic, had come to know God as a

homeless man.

And it was about this time that Rot learned about a Day Center called Pathways, which indeed was just
a Day Center... At night, there was no overnight shelter: there was nowhere for a person to rest... ever.

Much less, have a sound place to sleep.

And the only way to safely sleep, and legally sleep, was to sleep right in the middle of the sidewalk. But
after Rot was reported and mistaken for being dead, he was forced to continue to walk (and that’s what
being homeless amounted to was a lot of walking). After being mistaken for dead, Rot was forced to

walk endlessly, day and night, until he at last got to rest at Weltschmerz homeless shelter.

At the Weltschmerz shelter, Rot was allowed to sleep at last, but at the price of being monitored by a
Watchman, a man or woman, who “watches” over the residents at the homeless shelter, Weltschmerz.
To avoid the Watchman during the waking hours, Rot walked to the Aion Public Library everyday and
rested and slept and ate on the banks of the Omen River. And at the Aion City Park beside the Library,
Rot met Rich Wordsmith whom Rot got to know a little, until he was introduced to the Reverend

Sinister, a former acquaintance of Mr. Rich Wordsmith’s.



Rot, for the record, did not panhandle for money. Some say it may be his work ethic that got in the
way, some say it was something else. But nevertheless, Rot never took a dollar from anyone except his
fellow homeless people. Fellow men and women of the Herd, who didn't mind sharing what little they
had with Rot. Not that Rot thought begging was wrong or offensive in any way, just that he thought

himself not brave enough to do it.

M. Wordsmith told Rot that for society not to use him, Rot had to make himself useless. Rot,
thinking upon being useless, makes himself this by living outside the Aion Church in an old Dog
House. Rot may have not been brave enough to beg for a dollar, but he was brave enough to be

thought of as a Dog,.

Rot Worldly, now treated as a dog, which had earned him the nickname, “the Dog.” Rot was then
treated as a dog so much so that he forgets his status as a human being. And upon being thought of as a

dog, Rot Worldly was then abused like a Dog.

Rot, in fact, feared he would be “put to sleep” like a Dog, and exterminated from this world.

Out of this growing fear, Rot Worldly took a dose of End-it-all, a dose of Euthanol to end one’s misery
was a concept of the future, the euthanasia of the invalids and wretched was a fantasy of societies from
the beginning of time, to the end of the end times.

Rot Worldly had the following epitaph inscribed on his gravestone:

“Here lies Rot Worldly: A man who lived and died as a mere animal, a Dog.”
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