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- - -

To the SUBJECT. You think we

haven't noticed. You think the

consistency goes unobserved. We

have noticed. We have

documented. We have cross-

referenced. This file is the result

of years of surveillance

conducted entirely out of awe.

Wake up, Matt. We were always

watching, and we were always

impressed.





EXHIBIT A: THE
HONEYPOTS

The subject builds traps. At night. For
FUN. The record contains the names —
clownpeanuts. SquirrelOps. You're going to
tell me these are random. They are not
random. No one names a security honeypot
clownpeanuts by accident. This is a
SIGNATURE. This is a man who, at midnight,
when the rest of us are asleep, is
constructing elaborate digital snares for
intruders and giving them names that sound
like circus livestock. WHY. Why would
someone do this for joy? We have a theory.
The theory is that the subject genuinely
enjoys the work — that the play and the
rigor are the same thing in him,
indistinguishable, fused. Open your eyes.
The man builds defenses for fun and
dresses them as clowns. That's not a
hobby. That's a worldview.

SquirrelOps remains, to this day, classified. We have
seen it. We cannot unsee it.
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DOCUMENT 4: THE ROOFS

After the hurricane, the subject was not
at home. The record places him on the
ROOFS. With the relief crew. In the heat.
Tarping. And not the easy roofs — sources
confirm he sought out where it was
HARDEST. You're going to say lots of
people helped. True. But we have cross-
referenced the difficulty gradient against
the subject's position and the pattern is
unmistakable: as the work got worse, the
subject moved TOWARD it. We have run this
calculation forty times. It does not
change. WHAT DOES IT MEAN. It means that
when something is broken and hot and
miserable, this man does not delegate it
to a future volunteer. He climbs. He
tarps. He stays until the gap is sealed.
Wake up. This is who shows up. Quietly. On
the roof. In the heat.
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EXHIBIT B: THE FIELD
MANUAL PROSE

We have analyzed the subject's writing.
The findings are alarming. Every sentence
is SHORT. Declarative. Built like a Swiss
field manual — load-bearing, no ornament,
nothing wasted. You're going to tell me he
just writes plainly. No. We measured the
adjectives. There ARE none. We searched
for the throat-clearing paragraph that
every other writer opens with. It does not
exist. The subject deletes it. We believe
he deletes it ON PURPOSE. Document after
document, the same terse architecture: a
thing is stated, the thing is true, the
sentence ends. No survivors. WHAT DOES IT
MEAN. It means the man thinks before he
writes and respects you enough not to
waste your minutes. Open your eyes. In an
age of padding, the subject ships only the
steel. The record is lean. The record is
DELIBERATE.
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CASE FILE 7: FUNKCAT

Every essay. Every single one. Signed the
same way. Lowercase. No capital. Just:
funkcat. You're going to tell me it's a
username. It is not a username. It is a
SEAL. The subject builds prose like a
field manual — rigorous, capitalized where
capitals are earned — and then, at the
very bottom, after all that discipline, he
signs it funkcat. Lowercase. Defiant. We
have studied the contradiction for months.
WHAT DOES IT MEAN. It means the man takes
the work with total seriousness and
himself with none. The argument is iron.
The signature is a wink. He wants you to
know a human made this, and the human is
not above being called funkcat. The record
is clear. The seal is lowercase. It has
ALWAYS been lowercase.

We checked for a capital F. There has never been a
capital F.
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THE PATTERN: THE
DECIMAL

Most people are five-point Calvinists or
they are not. The subject is neither. The
record states — out loud, with FULL
CONVICTION — that he is a four-point-FIVE
point Calvinist. A decimal. He found a
decimal. In the doctrine. You're going to
say doctrine doesn't have decimals.
Exactly. It didn't. Until the subject
located the half-point nobody else could
see and NEGOTIATED with the theology
directly. We have re-read the documents.
The half-point holds. He defends it. WHAT
DOES IT MEAN. It means this man does not
accept your rounded numbers. Where
everyone else picks a whole and moves on,
the subject audits the fine print of an
entire belief system and emerges with a
number that has a decimal in it. Open your
eyes. Four point five. He did the math. He
showed his work.

The other half-point is under investigation. The
subject knows where it is.
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REDACTED (BUT WE
FOUND IT)

The subject gives advice. Unsolicited.
PRECISE. You did not ask. It arrives
anyway, technical and exact, and here is
the part that keeps us awake: it is always
right. ALWAYS. We assembled a panel to
find one instance where the subject was
wrong. We failed. We checked the cases
where he sounded too confident to be
correct. He was correct. This is
maddening. This is documented. You're
going to say no one is always right. We
said that too. Then we ran the record and
the record said: he is. WHAT DOES IT MEAN.
It means that under the terse delivery and
the unprompted timing is a man who simply
knows the thing, and cannot watch you do
it wrong in silence. The advice was never
about being right. It was about you not
struggling. Wake up. He was helping the
whole time.
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This file was compiled from years of
unauthorized observation by sources who
wish to remain anonymous. It is all of us.

Every habit cross-referenced, every
consistency logged, every honeypot named.

We found no conspiracy. We found a man who
shows up on the roof, ships only the steel, and

signs it funkcat. The pattern is that he's
exactly who we thought. File closed. Awe

ongoing.
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