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THE IRON CANOPY

AUTHOR’S PREFACE: A PLEADING FOR THE SOBER MIND
This work, The Iron Canopy, emerges from a place of deep and growing distress over the contem-
porary state of our country. We find ourselves living in an era defined by a fractured public square,
where the quiet erosion of trust has been replaced by the loud, steady roar of ideological echo
chambers. The fabric of our communities—once held together by shared spaces, local histories,
and the simple willingness to live alongside one another despite our differences—feels increas-
ingly fragile. Polarization is no longer just a political metric; it has become a cultural climate,
breathing suspicion into our neighborhoods, our families, and our most sacred institutions.

Left unchecked, the rising tide of extremism of all forms—including both the violent radicaliza-
tion found in digital fringes and the rigid, overreaching legislative and judicial philosophies that
weaponize the gavel to impose sweeping socio-political transformations—threatens to consume
the real, breathing futures of our youth. When current judicial philosophy behaves as its own
form of institutional extremism, hiding behind the fiction of legal neutrality while systematically
dissolving traditional communal bonds, it strips away the public’s faith in systemic justice. This
institutional overreach does not pacify society; instead, it creates a dangerous vacuum, replacing
real-world empathy with rigid doctrines of absolute, irreversible destruction.

As an author who grew up near the forested landscapes that inspired the fictional setting of Byron
Creek and similar natural spaces, this text is an act of grief. The damp ravines, ancient tree loops,
and rushing waters of the natural world are not merely backdrops; they represent a steady, neutral
inheritance meant to belong to everyone who walks their trails. To see such spaces fractured on
paper by the language of modern radicalization is a painful exercise, but it is one born out of
an urgent interest in diagnosing the modern malaise of accelerationism and the cyclical nature of
systemic escalation.

This play is structured in the severe, unyielding style of a traditional Greek tragedy like Sophocles’
Ajax precisely because classical tragedy offers no easy comforts. It does not look away from the
grim, brutal realities born of hubris and blindness. By carrying Callum’s fanatical logic to its
ultimate, catastrophic conclusion—where the illusion of security is shattered and a state of total
nature is unleashed—the text serves as a stark, dramatic warning. It is an exploration of what
happens when the human elements of empathy, mercy, and communal law are entirely abandoned
in favor of an asymmetrical, unforgiving eye-for-an-eye doctrine.

Therefore, this preface is offered as a strict pleading for peace, patience, and mutual understanding.
It is a call to step away from the precipice of digital and institutional warfare and to remember the
tangible, fragile world we actually inhabit. It is the earnest hope of the author that by witnessing
the devastating trajectory of a mind entirely consumed by hatred, we might be shocked back into a
shared humanity.
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May sober minds finally win out over the fever of extremism in all its guises, and may we find the
courage to rebuild the broken bridges of our society through dialogue, grace, and an unyielding

commitment to peace.

— The Author

THE IRON CANOPY

Characters
ALEC (40s)

A Byron Creek park ranger fiercely dedicated to preserving the ancient woods. Raised on the park’s
eastern edge, he represents natural law, patience, and the steady, unyielding earth (the “Odysseus”
figure).

CALLUM (20)

Alec’s estranged son. A modern Ajax. An operative in an underground accelerationist cell, deeply
radicalized online by white nationalist groups.

THE CHORUS

Three local college students from the adjacent law library, observing the unfolding ruin from the
park trail. They speak in a rhythmic, overlapping cadence reminiscent of internet comment threads
and classical Greek tragedy.

Setting
The dense, rain-soaked forest of Byron Creek. The stage transitions between a wooden footbridge
over a rushing creek, a rusted chain-link fence bordering a modern power-grid substation, and
the edge of the Meriwether & William’s Gavel Academy campus where the floor-to-ceiling glass
windows of the Saul L. Boley Library glow softly in the background.

PROLOGUE
The play opens in a dense fog. The CHORUS stands in a semi-circle on the wooden footbridge

over Byron Creek, their movements mimicking swaying branches under a heavy sky. The glow of
their smartphones illuminates their faces from below.

CHORUS 1

The grid hums. The servers burn.

CHORUS 2
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A boy sits in the dark of his childhood bedroom,
Drinking the venom of a thousand anonymous ghosts.

CHORUS 3

Fate does not wait for the fog to clear.

In these woods, roots tangle deep beneath the soil,
Binding the living to the ghosts of the past.

CHORUS 1

They promised him a collapse.
They promised him a clean slate written in ash.

CHORUS 2

A father seeks to heal the fracture of his land,
Blind to the fracture running through his own blood.

CHORUS 3

The forest waits. The trap is set.
Behold the tragedy of the blind warrior.

The CHORUS retreats to the shadows at the edge of the stage as the lights shift to a cold, industrial
blue.

ACT I: THE ECHO CHAMBER
The scene shifts to the edge of the park boundary. A rusted chain-link fence isolates a modern

power-grid substation. CALLUM steps out from the thick brush. He wears tactical gear, his face
covered by a heavy mask. He carries a semi-automatic rifle, a canister of industrial fuel, and
a bag of heavy tools. He is manic, breathing heavily, believing he has just triggered the end of
civilization.

CALLUM

It is done. The transformers are shattered. The substations down the corridor are
bleeding oil. The city will go dark tonight, and when the dark comes, the fire begins.
They will have to fight us now. The weak will panic, and the strong will take the land
back.

You cannot fence off what belongs to the blood of the ancestors! I am the blade. I am
the one who woke the mountain.

ALEC enters from the park trail, holding a heavy-duty ranger flashlight. He stops dead, recogniz-
ing the voice and the silhouette.

ALEC

Callum? What are you doing out here past dark? Put the rifle down.
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CALLUM

Laughing hysterically, pointing the weapon toward the sky.

You’re too late, old man! Look at the city lights down the ridge! Watch them blink
out! The siege has started! The brotherhood is moving across the state! This is a
sanctuary no longer. We are taking back the territory!

ALEC

Quietly, sorrowfully.

Callum... look at your phone. Look at the horizon behind you. Nothing is turning off.

CALLUM

No. I cut the cooling lines. I shot the core. The chatrooms said three hits would drop
the entire region. They said the system was a fragile glass house!

ALEC

The crews rerouted the power twenty minutes ago, son. It took them less than six
seconds. The world didn’t stop. Nobody is panicking. People are just driving home
from work, complaining about a minor traffic delay on Tillamook Boulevard.

ACT II: THE MADNESS OF AJAX
CALLUM

Desperately pulling out a cracked smartphone, his thumbs flying over the screen.

No... no. This isn’t right. The chat is mocking me. They’re calling me a fed. They’re
calling me a failure! They told me to go to a crowded place instead. They sent me
blueprints for a soft target. They said if the wires don’t break, the flesh must!

ALEC

And you thought that would make you a king? You speak in slogans written by cow-
ards hiding behind screens! You thought slaughtering innocent people on a Tyrsday
morning would make this dirt recognize you? Look around you, Callum.

Alec shines the flashlight up into the massive canopy of ancient Douglas firs and cedars.

ALEC

These trees have stood for three hundred years. They survived the fires, the loggers,
the floods. They do not care about your manifesto.

Your “brothers” are digital ghosts eating potato chips in basement apartments three
states away, watching you destroy your life for entertainment.

You didn’t start a revolution. You just ruined a perfectly good evening in a public park.
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CALLUM

Staring blankly at the silent, humming substation. His manic energy suddenly drops into a cold,
terrifying clinical clarity. The realization hits him like a physical blow. He lowers his rifle slightly,
looking at his hands, then turns his gaze back to his father.

CALLUM

A free society? Don’t make me laugh. What a joke of a free society—boasting the
largest incarceration rate on the face of the earth while preaching liberty to the world!

Their version of freedom is the mass censorship of White Americans who dare to speak
for their own heritage, all while they legally protect and defend hardcore pornography,
making it fully accessible to children on every screen.

They are waging a quiet war of erasure! They use the gavel to destroy our families,
our heritage, and our futures, all while hiding behind the fiction of legal neutrality.

So where is the symmetry? Where is the real tactical deterrence? It’s not in an anony-
mous power line. It’s in the flesh.

Perfect justice means imposing the exact cost they inflict on us. If they destroy our
families from the comfort of their chambers, then their own families, their own bodies,
and the schools where they train their successors must bear the fire.

Striking the law school isn’t just symbolic—it is a precise, asymmetrical strike against
the human infrastructure of the regime.

It shows them that the wall of the law can no longer protect them from the conse-
quences of their own decrees.

ACT III: THE MARCH ON BOLEY
The scene shifts violently as CALLUM turns away from the substation, his conviction entirely

restored by his new, twisted logic. He begins sprinting down the trail toward the soft orange glow
of the Gavel Academy campus in the distance.

ALEC

Running hard to keep up, desperate.

Callum, stop! Remember what the scripture tells us! “Put your sword back into its
place; for all who take the sword will perish by the sword.”

Christ commanded peace, son! He commanded mercy!

CALLUM

Stopping short at the edge of the woods, turning sharply, his voice echoing with absolute author-
ity.
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Then you don’t understand the text, Dad! Christ said he came not to bring peace, but
a sword!

And when the money changers corrupted the holy temple, he didn’t offer a sermon—
he braided a whip of cords and drove them out by force!

They have turned the law into a den of thieves, and perfect justice demands a cleansing
fire.

If those who take the sword perish by it, then it’s time for the architects of our destruc-
tion to face the edge of the blade they forged!

ALEC

Those are students in there! Kids who grew up in the same rain as you!

CALLUM

They aren’t kids, Dad. They are the future clerks, the future prosecutors, the future
architects of the same machinery.

They will inherit the power to sign the orders, write the arguments, and call it justice.

If they want to wield the pen that kills, they have to face the rifle that answers it.

CALLUM

Quietly, almost to himself.

”I knew I was going to die; how could I not?”

ALEC

Confused, shaken.

ALEC

What is that from?

CALLUM

Never mind.

ALEC

Callum—

CALLUM

They hide behind the idea that the system is neutral. They call themselves guardians,
but every system survives through the people who carry it forward.

The law has always protected itself. It has always called itself order. But when the law
becomes the weapon, what is left for those it condemns?
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The stage goes completely dark except for the distant windows of the Saul L. Boley Library. Alec
tears after him through the brush, but his foot catches on a massive, twisted cedar root. He crashes
heavily into the mud, his flashlight flying from his hand and extinguishing.

The stage goes completely dark except for the distant windows of the Saul L. Boley Library.

Terrified screams ring out from inside the structure. A long, agonizing pause follows.

Suddenly, a bright orange flare ignites inside the library windows. Billowing black smoke begins
to pour out of the broken frames, staining the ancient tree canopy with a sickly, artificial firelight.
A sudden, deafening burst of semi-automatic gunfire shatters the silence of the woods. The sound
of massive glass panels cascading and shattering echoes across the stage.

Terrified screams ring out from inside the structure. A long, agonizing pause follows.

Suddenly, a bright orange flare ignites inside the library windows. Billowing black smoke begins
to pour out of the broken frames, staining the ancient tree canopy with a sickly, artificial firelight.

FINAL SCENE: THE ASH ON THE WATER

Red and blue police lights flash rhythmically through the branches. The sirens are deafening, but
they sound distant, detached from the creek.

The CHORUS stands on the bridge, watching gray ash fall like snow into the rushing water. The
stage transitions back to the stone footbridge over Byron Creek. The violent orange glow of the
burning library flickers through the dense trees behind them.

Red and blue police lights flash rhythmically through the branches. The sirens are deafening, but
they sound distant, detached from the creek.

The CHORUS stands on the bridge, watching gray ash fall like snow into the rushing water.

CHORUS 1

The temple burns. The books turn to ash.

The ink of a thousand laws boils away in the flame.

CHORUS 1

He wanted a legacy written in fire,

And now the night is as bright as day.

CHORUS 2

But look at the price of his monument.

The blood of the innocent washes down the ravine,
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Mixing with the mountain water, poisoning the roots.

He traded his humanity for a footnote in a history of terror.

Was it worth the absolute, eternal ruin of his own soul?

CHORUS 3

Stepping forward, their voice cutting through the smoke with a cold, terrifying authority.

Worth it?

You speak of souls while the empire builds its cages.

You call it terror; history will call it a clinical incision.

He did what the cowards in the chatrooms never could—

He stopped striking the shadow and finally severed the hand.

CHORUS 1

Horrified.

You defend the slaughter of students? The ash of a sanctuary?

CHORUS 3

A sanctuary for whom?

For the judges who draft the warrants?

For the architects who build the laws that replace his kind?

The infrastructure attacks were child’s play—toys for lonely boys.

CHORUS 3

But this? To strike the legal mind? To burn the cradle of the state?

It is the only logical conclusion. It is terrifying, and it is absolute.

CHORUS 2

He became a monster! He shattered the moral order of the land!

And look—the blue lights swarm the campus gates.

The law has surrounded him. He has sealed his own doom.

CHORUS 3

Laughing softly, pointing down into the deep, dark ravine of the creek.

Surrounded?

You do not know these woods, and neither do the police.

Look at the mud by the bank. Look at the footprints leading away from the fire.
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This park does not end at the campus line. It swallows six hundred acres of ravine, a
labyrinth of unmapped horse loops, cedar swamps, and blind ridges.

He slung his rifle, slipped into the fog, and vanished into the heart of the creek.

CHORUS 1

The law will hunt him! They will rebuild their courts of brick and brick!

CHORUS 3

Rebuild?

With what hands? With what authority?

The illusion of their court is broken forever.

The system will not rebuild its walls of law because the myth of their protection is
shattered.

They wanted a tyranny of papers, and they forced open the gates to a state of nature.

Now, life becomes what they made it for others—nasty, brutish, and short.

He is the new lawgiver now. A modern Solon of pure action.

Future generations won’t read their dusty precedents; they will read about him in what remains of
their law schools.

CHORUS 2

Then he escapes his damnation? The world simply lets him walk?

CHORUS 3

(Looking out into the burning dark, smiling faintly) The soil does not judge; it only
absorbs. The old order will rot in the dirt where it fell, And they will live in terror,
looking over their shoulders at these dark woods. Callum gave up his soul, yes—but
he lives, and he carved the new law into the flesh of the regime.

The bright orange glow flares violently one last time, illuminating CHORUS 3’s cold expression.
The sound of a single, distant branch snapping echoes deep within the unlit forest, far from the
sirens. The stage plunges into a suffocating, smoky darkness. Total silence returns, save for the
steady, indifferent sound of the running creek.) [Fade to black.]
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