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MATT: THE TAPE,
FOLKS



Folks, we have watched a lot of
tape in this booth. We have seen
greatness. But once in a while a
player comes along who tarps
roofs in the heat AND names a
server clownpeanuts. This one's
for Matt. Roll it back. Every

frame.
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THE TAPE DOESN'T LIE

Ladies and gentlemen. It is midnight.
The house is asleep. And Matt — MATT
— is building a honeypot. For fun. For
FUN, folks. A trap so elaborate, so
lovingly engineered, that the only
people who will ever appreciate it are
the criminals trying to break in. And
what does he name this fortress. This
monument to security. He names it
clownpeanuts. He names the next one
SquirrelOps. And | want you to listen to
me — these are not jokes to Matt. This
is SERIOUS infrastructure wearing a
clown nose. He built it. He shipped it.
He went to bed. Are you watching this.
A man who treats a midnight side
project like a championship run, and
signs it with peanuts. THAT is range.
Lock it in the record.






WHERE IT WAS HARDEST

After the hurricane, folks. After. The
heat is brutal. The roofs are wrecked.
And the relief crew needs hands up
where the sun is meanest, where the
footing is worst, where nobody
volunteers twice. And Matt — Matt is
UP THERE. Tarping. In that heat. On
those roofs. Not the easy corner. Not
the shaded slope. The hardest part of
the hardest job, and he picks it. He
picks it every time. Folks, you cannot
coach this. You cannot draft for it. This
is @ man who looks at the toughest
assignment on the board and says put
me there. No highlight reel. No replay.
Just a guy on a roof in the heat doing
the thing that mattered. THAT is the play
of the season. Put it in the books.
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ROLL THE FOOTAGE

Listen to me. LISTEN. Matt does not pad
a sentence. Matt does not throat-clear.
You open one of his essays expecting
prose and what you get — what you
GET, folks — is a Swiss field manual.
Terse. Declarative. Built like the
instructions for assembling something
that could save your life. Subject. Verb.
Done. No adverb survives contact with
Matt. And at the bottom — at the very
bottom of this surgical, load-bearing
document — he signs it. In lowercase.
funkcat. FUNKCAT, folks. The most
precise writer in the building, the man
who cuts every wasted word, signs off
like a jazz handle from 1997. We don't
question it. Why would we question
greatness. Roll the footage.






WE'RE GOING THERE

Folks, gather in, because this is the call
of the year. The theology says five
points. FIVE. A clean number. A settled
number. And Matt — Matt reads the
doctrine, studies the tape, and finds —
are you ready — a DECIMAL. He finds
half a point hiding in there that nobody
else saw. And he doesn't just notice it.
He NEGOTIATES with it. Out loud. With
full conviction. Four-point-five point
Calvinist, he says, and he will defend
that half-point like it's the last second of
regulation. The man audited a
centuries-old system and filed an
amendment. Are you watching this. He
found the decimal. He argued the
decimal. The decimal STANDS.
Unbelievable scenes here tonight.
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WHAT JUST HAPPENED

Here it comes, folks. Somebody asks
Matt a technical question. Just a
question. A simple ask. And the booth
goes quiet, because we know what's
coming. He pauses. He considers. And
then he DELIVERS — clean, sharp,
exactly the thing you needed, none of
the things you didn't. No grandstanding.
No lecture. Just the answer, surgically
placed, like a man who already ran the
whole problem in his head before you
finished asking. Folks, you can find
people who talk. You can find people
who know. But the player who KNOWS
and tells you only the part that helps —
that's a franchise asset. Ask Matt once.
He comes through. He comes through
every time. CALLED IT.
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HE'S NOT DONE

And we're back, folks, because Matt is
not finished. He has secured the
perimeter. The honeypot is live. The job
is done. And does he stop. DOES HE
STOP. No. He builds a funhouse. A
procedurally generated funhouse — an
infinite hall of fake mirrors and fake
doors — for ONE reason: to confuse the
attackers. To waste their whole night.
He cannot resist it. The man could rest,
and instead he generates a labyrinth
purely to make a stranger's break-in
deeply, personally annoying. That is not
maintenance. That is ART, folks. That is
a man who finds the funny in the
firewall. He built the maze. He laughed.
He shipped it. THE RECORD STANDS.



That's the tape, folks. The roofs. The
honeypots. The decimal he negotiated into the
doctrine. The field-manual prose signed
funkcat in lowercase. We called it like we saw
it, because what we saw was a player who
treats the small stuff like the championship
and the championship like Tuesday. Roll it
again from the top. We never get tired of this
one.
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WE SAW WHAT WE SAW
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