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JUVENALIA

281« S C ticoLlows
Shetland—jumping dead-men,
Caged by repetition,

Sit on shining backsides....
Brains dowvn dead—endS...e
Beodies in virginal glery.

They 're worshipping a paper zen

TPe fortify the dead tradition,
Keeping dry from naturets tidesdcs.e
Real®'s the werld they'll never meet
In their television life—stoexrye

Minds kept clesed and mouths left epen,
Frieniship-is coalition, |
On to self-void ego slides;

ILives forever incomplete.

12.80.

PISCO-=DISGUST

Bedies unowned by minds blanked for enjoyment,
Pancing mildly as beat subsides.

"yho'll have me?" ,the cattle market's ong
What price de I have to pay foxr you to buy me ?
msco—disﬁst sets in and cocagulates, )
Prives you to vioclence

And jealousy of the mindless,

You can leook, but you can®t touch,

Say tight satin trousers,

Sweet inmocence cout to loose its reputation.
Girls stand, hand in hand,

Perversion's expression in their young—age.
Nurtured in cages of behavieur,

Adolescence is their highest crime,

Pwo mind= touch acreoss the floeoer,

But feelings don't count in Hipsville,



Juiin

A cangerous gdult in;anity

That all-pervades hls being

The pain of leprous gelf-rewvulaion

The wind's escape witain tae mindg.

4 final siezure of undersatsnding
45 the heart of enction halts
Punetioning on a gocial programire
As the mind turns ites bhack on itself.
J.iidia

Reshuffie an argument,

Remave =2 meaning,

Thilegophy conceived

‘Tike numbers from a hag,
irpo-exlstentialism,

ot a $rick, not an enteritainment.
Av altar to toidling azathy,

Ha Sody. Yo reward. Ko thanks,



Buyn my =kin
Shut me in

Maks me bleed
Tug ry lead

Whip =y hack
Waike bores crack
Blind my eyes
Tall me lies.

Coenomy =ind

Crush what you find,

JACE=-RBOOY SOREAN

I keard my scream as the brutal heel

Cruzhed =y haad.
My thoughts pulssd red
Ansgry and inflamad,
L will waz stanped and trampled
inte a compliant mush.
The hezr:'s apasm ripped a chasm
Oof pain gerosa iteelf.
Fody wratcened =z huzmble writhe
Of utter subnission.
Wemary beggead to he bled of this
0f sheer hurt.
Eride limpe:d levnrous esnc Blind
Along ﬁehind.

My smerzas scream and are silent,

hilzster



If I ssked you to knit me a baby,
Wonuld you rush off to buy the will

To produce a pristine, shining body?

If I told you to wazn-up my Soul,
Would you mop and scrub my thoughts

And order them resal neat in some drawer?

If I wanted you to tidy my 1life,
Hould wou iron-out all the zorechlems

Fl

And Auzt all my old ideals?

If I chnsuvinised myself with lechery and

Wouldn't you pack-up and clgpar-sat?

T CTre®D .as UR +a¢ 0O -as Fol.

I*d 1ike tc paﬁnce anftatronzslowly
And eavelen you in & masturbatory neold
To turn vou on teo a nmew insliszht

On innocence : the guilty view.

I invite you to revel in the reverie
0 rgveal and urnsurge...

The gspgnge snd vill of it all

Th= tongue and spill of it all !

To relesase the heast

T bhreak the ring?

hooze,

Trip, slip, @#lide on ths tldes that guide you.

.

Drift, lift, deaft Zn my direction.

Ply, lise, die in my arma teoaigzht.

S0, Flow, 2low with the idea bheguniling you.



PRACMENTS ,
1+,Llet me shew you aormething,
Something different.
4 *hing to bring surprise,
To akock your hbox,
Amare your eyves and ears.
Let wyou hesar me coTe.
Fear the force m=2 I apend
as I rend me out,
Lend me 2 leox of love.
P.And did you ses wifh me
iz the sigkt set to ghrinkimg?
And 414 you hesr the shesr
Sound of sex sinking?
tnd did you feel unreal
Az wora sat blush and alinking?
3.8he zits in the chair,
Az 1 lie on-.the bed,
As ohe lays under me.
She yaswns her ftrue care,
Az I whisper in silence,
Ls she gcreams to a 3ton.
Brogsae-wetted she snores,
ps finger-iicking I smile,
As lip-amackinzg she purrs.
d.The =sun hea: dawn
L4 hyoothetiecal rhythm

FEewlisad oy your ar—ival.



2,81, GifL

I wender why she talks to ne keeping me up all night
with her szweel, untenable memory taking her out of wy sight
Isaving w8 to gelf-parody

S0 I'll try to escape gelf-pity and show her a bridge
Te climb aeress a scmewhere sex %o reach a peak,stand on the adge
Of a goldan, sodden orymial city

Freading she'll find me ailly . paralysie ia rampent pest sy pen
why do T digguise our pessibility with & maak of self-doubt
Which hidea my every gmality

I want to phone her gilentiy te ask kor what we'rs up fo

W® conguer svery cmmity but death as ackeivement is nothing new

Caxe friendship's anclent,bright and twes gordid by withdrawl of zense
Fut when unowned eyes glide and meet maybe you 'amphasiza inexperience,

A8,

I'm just o metaphynical flaghar

giving you glinpses of the private paria

baried inpide my brain,

in the grave into whiok vour spade of interest amh-é,
in the cemwiry of legt loves where life beging.

living in & graveyard

And lvingy on g stona

With a starling singing in a tree
A song for who and me,

We have obitained life

From the nothing of living

And co—erdinated our drecame and lie-lives se tightly.
(ur heads each hoid a univerae

More real than their reality.



6.,8%. SKY+BAET-BLUE

Tte the sgrth ami youm're the oky, weman xise atomic...
Flue, endless, unisuchable, ., wanting on dove-wing lozs.
T use my Nature %o try te reach yom,

gffering flowers 28 prayers te totality.

mhe hlond of =e bursts ap in yeur light,

Ayl Ttear at myself fe discover you.

My wonder is st your blaming, ice—{wrnace suneetsy

Mr marvel et your hypooiic moeds and sessanal desiha.
Eainbow—enchentaent dripe off my mind peels

And gushes down im- the rain-hepe you threw iowm,

In mockery of the evaporatiom I ory at you in noed.

writing

In & crim=,

Writera steal hyman fealing

Leaving just murrogate mentiment,

Tayaining the wonder of whai he "thin}m he seed

By trying to trap it in ngly, form—cages of words that kill.
e plucks at owr frail flowers oI nature and heart,

And transletes them into his pesonal weakneaos,
Pregeing hic ésplires and self

Inte thiz puniakment

Of lpet metive

Aned WeanNs.

10.81. Fud

I let your besuty tempt ay virgin love,

That,like love, can never be love)

Will always Tepain & memery of inncoent taought,

Whils T'm as small axr you in caring for etigquette end age.

Baing young, we know perfection of ideas;
We are the metaphors ane you the compared; you nged exiaterd.
We are inaccurate, tut absclutely expressivs.

Ex-porience oonfuses you, Se yonT vhele 1life 18 & pelitios of mistakes;
Tike some poem whose concepts burst ite rhy'ths and cripple its rhyme,
VYhose createors page-pigiging lets him think mere horizonly.

Ve zre not paid to take ourselves serionaly...
Ve de not beg our feelings from others...

We are the Greeks of lifej..superbusan, wiknewn I1m&Z6S.

Omr minds are not smotnerel in facts, We are yomyg
And you are old.We are aneient efernity and you are eternally absent.

You gre cpese and wesazs Time.,.Tou real and w: ethereal...Tou words, we the theugt



1.82, FSYCHEOSOREICAL SLEEF.

Living emotions transplant iocnooemce with reality,
Taaving me open apdt bleedingg

Thetitched , vulmnerable,

inamethetiasd in overwhelaing sentimentsz,
Infatuoos and indulgent,

Vaguely envisaging parent surgeons

gpereting clomaily with kitchep—cuilery threais.

Revalling in newe~borm peyche, moul,heart and mind,
foneeived in womba of youth and cenfidence

where inteilest was kepht, brdding rour it's id
ind never blocmed to glory in or koew itselfl.

Ege slipa inpo its own aafe subconecicus,

With a wink at the world it wasted long ago.

In & survival of mind cut of body,

she sees her bhody and goul complete, huomen whole.

Aweke ir an antiseptic bed-beth of realigation

nf & new, warm proportiong

Stretching, yewning, sye—opening into a balsnoe of realitiea,
A contented pesce that blankets s bed of immecence,

24824 )

T gm my braim, trapped inasids a wam, aafe room.

Tears roll and rain-—drep over wy views of ithe werld,
Windewing the preconception and biss that cover my mind

From the prosmmeonia—reality that could kill me,

My relaticnshigs are sociely, well erdered witk chaotic effacts,
Pheir purpoge to satisfy my fisgal =go.
i strueture my friends within me to keep them at bay

And prevent their natural exesss of idear and content.

to give is golden

te Jeve 1o e

t¢ dream iz blue

to feel is white

io be young is yellow
to die ie brown

to know iz black



.52« WBITE YOTR MIER
I prostirate mysell pervert across thiam paper,

Trdolging in creation as a luxury to excess,

T straddle my pubjecis to converse wiith them,
Fiscovering their minds by a physiecal familiarity.
iike = whore, Jcan precess philleosophk,

Pograding myszelf in & desperaie attempt at kmowledge.

Thonght and I chase sach other, naked

Through mazes of comprehension.

I catch her in a field of golden wheatsheafl

And am tee dumbstrock todare to kmow her.

We are gordid In cur innoccence of each other,
And T eluwmaily txy to rape a meaning ont of her,

Thought i# the ecrystal vuriiy I drean of,
Popetry iz the mudded reality Tzccept and love.

T0 WRITE

Wordd, I hate you
not for turning my thoughts and feelings into lies
ut for dictating the bounds of what T can think, feel and be,

T lust for the communication of copcepts,
mre o8 immeortality,
free from the connections and conditioning of the world,

I~ love to apeak witk my other senses,
duwnbinz the biases and malice carried in my voice,
restricting the pain thai pervertcd misunderstandings csuse.

My mind Tules my emotiony
yat T ean only hint at wkat they mean,
keey them on lifa=suppert outside myself,

I can rlant the seed of my emetions,
by the ejzoulation of these thoughts,
tut its chiléren are born mizfermed.

MOOT .
T =%ill feel the drega of =ome thrill,

Az T turm my apoor, Wechanie,in my coffes

" Ap T throttle the tap to spew out water,

As T murder my clothes to make them clean.
1 cuxl~up in & warmth of flea-pit doubt,
And dare %o let sn eye Zlimpes out,

I wring all T can out of my stony existence;
tnzt flow water , wine ...ses.amd blocd,



OF BOOES 1O CRY My LERSE:

T resd of Boeks to exry my lomz and usuni-lova,

Ioat in the libraxries of existencej;

with feelings caleulated and filed in coay compariments,
fhmives of inmocence, growin and matarity.

picticnmries of werda to be experienced
A8 1ifs amowe you videas of what fits lilre
To love, have, share, fear, {ight,

A deceaptive, sozmsetiing shade of reality.

Rcmance, thrill,, sdetest, sacyclopede!l

In this werld of papyral absolutien.

Balisve in tkis nedia of imperfection.

Martyr your brain %o this eruecifictiom of learming,

Precia, conaidezr, eriticise, ccnclude.
Plecover viaarions, second-hand ideals.
ochelariy infatuation te paper and
Complete self-loss in pages of knewlsdge.

wa read ourr prejudice amd axperience into our heads,
Fiecaleulats inpmludble human guesticens,

Fail whan lovs axpyines uae,

Nervouz of non-—exiptent ocenasquences,

o create by mere digestive pystems,
fosmmnicats throngh deessptive media,

tive in the printed reslity we diztrmst,
};ﬂ:lmmmuuffm of unfulfilled expectancy.

.83 ,L,_-,\ {'0‘:3@ )

Te sit with my love In the leng grass all day,
Warm irn her core gnd the gun'c caTeEs.

There to relex, fulfill and comtent,

Tn the chirruping aklsnogsend visible peace,
Te find unity with nature, self and friend,
While the world hecomes our opposite

ind our lives interiwine and regenerats,



g_

FIVEQUINTETS

THE FIVE QUINTEPS.(F«83%.)"

1.1.

211 T know or feel in one moment
Is all I can ever hold

Within my being, as experience.
vet I carmmet realise or understand
what each instant brings.

Tet I camnot comvince yoam

mhat I knmow what each brings to Be.
Thus: the dust setiling

(ri the fabric of my mind

Torms a skeleton of obseurity
which shapes and mupporis me;

Zut which T cannot see

Taless I deptrey or maim Eyself.
1Flow inte met, cried a voice

of honeyed warmth,

Maternal snd suggestive, "
1Ereath my frzgrant ideas. '
Hide your inexperience

In my wvelvet genses,
foaget Four worries

et

Th py lambswool and thistledown of rest’.

The world is harsh and Jjagged:

we pust proteot ourselves from 1t,
Fach second suicides

intoc the genesiz of the next.

ii.

Tommsgranite and pearls lounge,
Ingipid in the throats

of christs croas-kisged children,
gbvert and stinging,

Beality barks out its ringing cath,
Setting ahead reeling;

Satting a bed feeling

Ita occupaniTs emctionas,

Theirs is the rising and the fall,
Waxing and waning ' —
Emotive silences,

That relezse and eDEDATES

The hopes and seapair

of a zaggle of panting hearts.
Taradismg of theory and isdeal

Po steal away the flesht'a mlee,

To mechanige the cateh ofbreath,
To mver be only awaTre,

To be sblivious of the Instant aznd the
tievelling in inability and paradox.

eternal 4



B

iii.
Time despised and time to be despised.
Faech the object of abject disgust.
Worms ate my soul and worms shall eat my flesh.
Purge and glut disease mentalities.
Horror and joy disfigure egually.
Pain and ecstacy destroy their own creations.
Tubes to transmit the malady,
Insipient under the skin of the city,
Frolenging its own torture,
Rotting and decaying below.
Buried every five minutes,
Resurrected in ever-re-—opening doors,
Time 'sworms waste worlds away...
Concepts dripping. and co-agulating,
lhat openn the mind to further voids of E%}tement*
Whisps of passion, _
amiffed=ont in the frivolity of themselves.

1Ve

The bell tolls the mourners
To attend to clay and dust,

In their own graves,

Hence the axis thrusts

tlvutlng the mocking- bl&r's call

Against the twist of an ivy.

1T am the Word!,eus

GO

Is the word.

Man is the grammar and syntax,

The flow and the meaning,

The content and the style.

Man cracks and slides.,

Man dies and man is born.

His is not the gift of divinity.

Felief i= a shimmering, bright stagnation;

A structure to mock its creators;

An ancestral laughter that shrieks

Down the shreds and lamination of Time »
To enunciate Tullity to the forgetful,

To whisper Doem in the ear of hope,

Blowing desolation like a nuclear hurricane.

Pe 1.

Cenecessation, ...« Spiders.

Spiders and lice

To traumatise domesticity.

Boundless, fleeting images of paradise

Are felled by personal serpents,

Creeping in and crawling about,

Mortality raps endlessly on the doors of my percept:
Barricades of familiarity must exorcise the horror

1 can only boast of my inadequacies and flaunt my 1

Ceneceasation. sShit.
Shit and marriage;

Both the end and the begimming;
tion and nourishment.




Jnii-

Weords ars mnrely a means to an end,

And are thus mesningless,

Pegoe 1z the ash

Teft after the sacrifice of experierice and virtue,
Often masguerading ivthe shape of wisdem,

Tut the only knowledge that can he found is

Tn the cbjectivity of a cradle,

In the c¢blivien of instincts.

Age scares the soul tdseek refuge in ignorance...

Blind Vision... |

Deaf and dumb communications

o, tdwraptheir troubles in insanity and trzuma,
when the world suicides,

¥o—one will care

And no—ane will protest.

iii.

Nor I, Dor my soul know what nathlng ia lika.
we only knoew of the texrror

Of the paradox of vold and existence..

Coming and geoing, .

F¥bbing and flowing,

wWaxing and waning,

Halfweut and half=caste.

Images from the processicm of life;

the workings of the brain

RIurr the eclarity and precision of perception
Brought by blindness and ignorance.

ive

A aind's self=conception is its own abstract,
nefying comparison and connecticn,

penying structure and touch.

And my loes is net a single less.

My losg ig that of the strife,

Gf the atiempt and in the attempt. _

I am only a foel in what I dared , .
The human traits that spread their web-wefi

o curb my desires with gosaaner—cages of inter—reaction,
Emotion is only expiloration

cf junk-shops of impression and self-expresslon,

Aind .of scrap-books helding T

Faded, scuffed and thumbed memories and vigions .
Menoxries of the future

And visons of the past. v



3.i. MIND-CHANDELIER.

Shaftiﬁg and reflecting,

Tdeas glitter and tinsel in the mind;
As crystal prisms of thought wind,
Ohanging angles and perception in fheir
Gold bars »f sunlight |

Shatter into spectra inside,
Misconceptions of world outside...
Mﬁlticoloured insights.

A spectacular i1llusion of bfilliancg

. That scatfters its aura arcound,
Until'inspiratiﬁn movaes aground,
Léaving an artificial 1ight—dance.
3.id.

The child is unwell

And must be watched ocver

Protected from the disease an& infection

Tervading the atmosphere about him.

He has caught a cold
OFf Ffrigidity and naive delusicon
That makes his 1life a cough and sneeze

Of delirious, fevered visions.

The adolescent is intected
Scabbed and rotting
From society'a gifts

Farancid of contact, neurctic of relatio



B

& cangerous gdult in;anity

That all-pervades hls being

The pairn of leprous gelf-revulaion

The wind's escape witain fae mind.

4 final siezure of understsnding
43 the heart of emgtiion halts
Punctioning on a social programme
As the mind turns its back on itself.
J.iii.

Reshuffle an argument,

Remave = meaning,

¥hileaophy conceived

‘Tike rumters Trom A4 bhag,
Sirgo-exlstentialism,

Yot a trick, not an enteriainment.
Av altar %o toiling azathy,

No sady. Yo reward. Ko thanks,



Aelva

To be definitive,

g be absolutely ungueztionable,
They dubbed life the living veoid.
They expizined thelr ignorances

In terms of caffindani tomba,

"In my birth is my death;

Tn my beginning is my end'.

Hence their ldols of despair

Spawn paradox and instability;

A gelf-fulfilling sslf-destruction;
The empirical offspring of philoseophising,

Tretty, welghted words are the product of all thought.
All thonght haa shattered and scatiered the poeting. -

The world lost her virginity

And the resuli of her grilt and regret was
Chrigtianity,

Tt marTied

And mzltiplied

In stagnant, industrial, urban dynamism,
Hew 1t has cuckolded itz masters

And lies zsunder 3 dalliance of leisure,
Thinking to itself, abseni-minded.

daie

Guilt washes us clean of sin.
7f we worshlp what we blindly believed

(ur consciences shail be unburdensd.

We shall be liberated,

Treed of responsibility,

Of disease and hunger,

Of mortality.

Our oblivien shall rirg-out,

Heralding and beckoning

Those who wali dark paths

To follow sunlight and air.

Baptise this horror,

Thiz mindt's reality.

Wagh and purify your thoughts,

Convert to the immaculste, divine siate
0f uiter, passive acceptances
fubjugation of self to self-created Images of the
Accept and be at peace:

Qonform to orthodoxy.

soul.



F- I

The light filters dimly

To hehind the old man's eyos.
Whers he sees, throngh z mist
of memories and disillusion,
What he can no longer touchi
Tdeals he cannot now dream of.

Hiz thoughts petal and scatter,
FPragile in the winds of time,
That hollow and shatter inte ds ligtlews mind,

Sospended
In the dzv,preserving atmosrphere
Cf jear-strained care and comfort.

Cfountlessappetites surfeited,
Countless tasks cowpleted,

Indlees dreams forgotten;

An endless biclegical funetion,
Prndless slesp hasg wearied the sleeper
As he a3lips back inte endless enigma.

iilia.

Sweet surprises

Dripping from ghe ilps

of those we love.

Hopas

That glisten and spaxkle,

Tiluminate the soul

In the shadow of the fact of death,

Iove bhevond desire

TI= the look that satisfies and corntents in itself,
A reverence and homapge of tendernss=s.
londer tendrilas of expectation

Hold us together,

Fine gossamer threads of emotion,

And a lover iz tut the foeus ofdewction,
The mirrer that reflects cur best profile.
Love iz & sentimental illusion,

"hat mystifies and glorifies us.

An elemental instiaet

That burns and fervours with Internsity,
}igleading and deceiving its sufferers,
Tnchanting and perpetuating Tools and wice e,

IV

Wwe mmst work

2 unito our sycbols,

Ta diversify and intensify our meosing:s,
Tazt the lunkering duamb traditiors -
Of Lthe Fose and the Flsme.

ur perceptions are nodve.

our mentalities are stiff.



Sela

Civilisetion festers and ferments
In taiz spate of soulless luxury,
The apark of creation,that

Snat and thrust its way out

CF the gshadow and black

of the past, is lost.

Words t;fhnEFDREn and unread.,
Mugie to.be ignored and unheard.
ldeaz to 5& uninapired and impetent.
¥hole lives snapped out,

like snatches of instant eternity.
Only the lustre and idolatry

Of furtive, rain-coated ego

To 2e noticed or nurtured.

ii.

Heeling past me,

The stagzerirg maBses,

Blird and leaderliess,

Drown in the nausea and faecses

0f their own gelf-repulsion,

0OFf their own self-ohsession,

Of their own self-adoration,

&.

Language i a layer of thought-dust
Spattering the conceivable.

BEvery time we breath,

We disturb and re-arrange

The febrile film;

Erupting a cloud of specks of meaning
Half=visible in the light

0f sun-shafting intellect.



WORDS

at scene , a committes meeting , with protracted and

=1

g
dilated time sequences --- background. it depicts
respectable professionals , as the accused on trial ,
outlining the conditions that resulted in them attain
their status , end up in the mess they're all in. Also

uncovers the rules, habits and language codes particular

te each and hy which each promotez the inegqualities that

b

¢ calls “atatus™.

The kind of lifestyle thet only the poor can afford.
The kind of truth that only the fool ecan find,
The kind of sanity that conly the mad can stand,

The kind of activity that only the lazed can love.

The kind of words that enly the illiterate can learn.
The kind of pictures that only the blind can draw,
These are tne words of the sags, words of falsity and
resignation.

And so in four days we have been shown and understood
the reality and importance of nature cemps- 4 with the
illusory impermanence of the system (losing 20% of trees
and the 'value of the market').

‘These are the words of the intellectuzl,lahels for
feeling and graphs of development.

The contrast between these two worlds nichlichts the
extreme differences, paradoxes end problems, as illus-
trated.in the perpetual genccide and suffering of the
human species and in the death of our home planet.
These are the words of the mystic, humble, faltering,
half-heard he utters.

The symbols of this imbalante are ohvious, they are



apparent all around us.

These are the worda of earth-mother, silent acceptance
of the pain of living.

If you were s doctor,would you disgnosze the earth as
healthy or suicidal, with the razer of techmnology
poised to cut its cancered, dlseased, addicted jugular.
These are the words of the magician, chanting,rantimg,
hitting home.

Which is why we muat make effort,take actiom to end
éhi: state of imbalance; dewvote our belief, committment
and emergy to save our self;why it is our responsib-
ility to chamge the disastrous course of the

spaceship. :

Theaalarn the worde I love to hecsr, brain-bubbly
imbetween the smsilences.

The solutions (deindustrislisation, devolution,
demilitarisation, sufficiemcy, comnsciousness, balance)
may seem to be extreme, but only if we adcept & narrow
restrictive or subjective attitude.If we base gur
vergpective on any broader scales (zlobal, historic,
chjective), the revolution of thoughts and lifestyle
dinvolved in these sclutions hecomes & small and
realistic shift in the behaviour of the specieas,
.ag it adgpte to & new situation.

1 heve managed to say nothing, but yet the silence

does not come.

&

wards make us happy words make us sed worde to

control us wards te worry us words that makes us

fear words that make our ftears words filling -cut
gmpty time words apilling out mll the time words
te make us scared worda to make us safe words make

our dreams words make me scream words make love o

people people make love to words words pull “the

strings in the adverts words make the puppsta dance

words write the 1

words pronounce the judgment aws

words define the person words ex-press tue emation

worde meke us good words make us bad words are
our memory words we forget

Cut out the Clutter aVoid the Vicious Circles
the hURLY bhURLY igKore the Maelstrcm

Turvy

edcape
aTOP the TOFaY
calm the brainworks Lay your self to rest

Let you fade away Dissolve the mimd Drop the person-

ality BSHed the illuSlons walk away from it all.

rise on the warm tide the wind beckons you submerge
in the water of dessire

body

send pillows and cossets your
sun heats you through a cool dry mattmess of

soft grass

the sea ia polluted +the air is sulphur-

smog reservoirs of fluoride and =cid deserts

spr%ding erosscontinent ultraviclet through absent
oZone the pesats have weedkilled the herbs

Don't sacrifice your life to your situation, create
the constant text of your owmn being.

Do you =grasp the logic -umderatand the reason
—appreciate the situation -appraise the causes
-comprehend the motivation -see why its done —-lmow

what's going on -realise the implications -imagine

the consequences of what you do and are ?



The book contains a wide variety both of perspectives
and atylea The story is described by 2 succesaion of
marratora, each of whom presents am ideological matrix
ag an alternative to that held by the central charscters
The presemtation blends and exploits all possible genres
az if 99 TV channels, chopping and changing as boredom
and concentration-span dictate
In company, he can eliclt obsessions or feed them He can
aliow talk toc develve intc code He can break the codes

or guide away from the obsession He plays a geme with
words that can't be won

Bicod, there's blood about me, pumping inside, she lay

back and there's a curipus trend icing the cake and in

the summer in the forest I lost my love on & blue sunday
for the deathman finding the lifewomsan making the main
and fatal decision within the confines of =& small room
together, dragzed up from the psyche all about us.

Do you get off om life or does life get off on you
Do you get your kicks or do you just get kickesd
Do you go ell out for jey or is joy ocut to get you
‘Do you want to make it or does it want to make you

Little by little, imcipient creeps fha disease. The
majority democratises the margin:: inherantly corrupt
and destructive grouad concepts. The personal mirrore
and dictates the situption. Insight only flashes hefore
our eyes like = brief trip inte reality. The nesuroses
of the few become the madnesa of the many. The top-heavy
superstructure topples from its 1llusory zZenith. And we

#ll realises a carefilled habit and discipline of

amarchy, establishing the chaos of balance, a system
of destructuring, a dismantling of conditioning.

.
o

Trouble im the burrow...too mamy labyrinthas dug too far
into the earth, the structure undermimes its purpcse,
threatems the safety it's meant to protect. By which

I meam that we may eBcon have to poke our moses out

into the cold air and face the elements we've beem =m0
long avoidimg. But it's all too late to be told,
news that's as old ae the hills.

from first principles or convert perversion to

To begin again

perfection by reversion. Riddle-me-ree, a sign of the
times, We are sll sick from conteact with consumption,
desire, possession, statu=z, relismce, need. We cam only
break ocur addictiom %o the delusiom. We cam wake up
from the nightmare to breathe the cool air of the
mnmént. Comatant flux and fluctuztion towards,
catatyaed by crisi=s into imstant arrival =t our
destination,

It's the rush-hour to esell yourself, i1t's s competition
to aelf-destruct, it's smeven hours of slavery, it's a
birthrdght sold short, it'a A& loan you'll never repay,
it's credit for what you can't afford, it's nezding
what you drear of, it's a mortzage on your life-blood,
it's consuming your every soul, it's profit you can't
profit from, it's trading your time for illusion,

it's nostponing the parancia of here and now, it's the
future paying for the presemt with the past, it's
advertiging crises tc avoid Tacing them, it's inwvaded
all the nighftmares, it's spoiling zll the dreams, it's

exploiting our resources to the full, it's maximising

the returns from us all.



Only in time cem things change but how long is time.
And as the last door closes, your desires are locked
outside. There are some things you can't do with video
Jtape and a hig gffects budget, like projecting an
emotion Trom here mnd now to where and when; walting
for the endless visitor to arrive and tell me tales
of underground-- that white has been black, that right
has been wrong for all these years. SJtretching back-
wards and sideways, all I ¢can see ia a farcical irony,
packaging the seers with the blind: a joke that
invaelves every thing, a juggle of terms and abstracts,
& muddle of words and emotions. If we have an insight
once, it is with us always:: for the words spoken to
meé are the plain homest words that mesn only what
they say, that do only what they are. Cutside the
antagomism of optimpessimismism are ignorsnce, madneas
and obliwvion; meutral, receptive, natural states.
idea idealist ideology a book of speculation imagin-
ation vision speculative ideas imaginative ideals
visionary ideology hoping to illuminmate the Big Idea
the art of communicating the positive use of words and
actions & revelatiom a magic an invocatior of the
new age of homo humanus So obvious as to seem naive,
8o complex as to be simple, so necessary as to appear
unavoidable.

Lifting off energy pesking at maximum level im the red
zone getiing worked up rising tide buildimg to climax
raising you up reaching the high poimt of explosion
seelng the wisiom through the sound barrier up up and
away breaking out freaking out poimt of no return |

Since i do speak for you im your truth and falsehood
in your inadeguacy and perfectiom, i absorb the many
cries inaudible to inmer ear but seen by third eye.
Bam shezam we are the hollow men we are the living
dead, stripped of the last vestiges of humanity.
Comditiomed to deny our actual conditiom. Taught to
learm less. Told to tell mo-ome of our inmost desires
and fears. Laws to make natural law illegal. Gods to
ﬂittfact us from the might of god im ourselves.

And if civilisatiom is built on waste, we could just

live off the garbage or at least throw ourselves

away at a slower rate.

Abracadabra the odds are stacked againegt the recovery
from this suicide while we are still part of curselves
and also part of the outside we despise. So we can
oaly hope to predict the presemt by act of imagimation,
berding our sight round the blockade of bulilshit piled
up by the m-m-media-majority.

Anarchy is a crime against totalitarianism.

Individual liberty threatemns dictatorship.

This is & dangeroﬁs place, we must be more scared

than ever, we must be more parancid in order to
understend the situation.

We must be more diverse as conformity overwhelms,
Trigger the pavlovian sheep with money and fear.

LTagt rites of the democratic ideal, dead buried and
rotting. We must go underground all hope is lost,
Division, chacs, disillusion, despalir are aour

guffering and our strength.



1] T 'l ] '
ine Seast wore blue and still &.1?31:'):'1 ‘*_]_n—j}) . K Cage

Tl S e - AT B B 2 3 i
wnich some gan't see and others can't escarne.

A the structure cracks, tensions multiply along
the fractures and, Tor a while, the building seems
toc he stronger, strongest at the point just hefore
it cocllapses. There 1&g no alternative except a complets
alternative. Teware the speakers of false tongues --
ministers, judges, preachers. Giggle as the last few
freednﬂb are awept away. Laugh out loud at the naive
optimism of CUrwzll. Wretch with hysteria as the blue
boot kicks you in the head. Tie back snd think
of U.sK.Limited while your world, your womb
ig rapsed and slaughtered

A gentle, warm, calming voice,

That-unravels condifioning,

That undermines your ego,

That rips shreds off your perspective.
Everyona requires the smcoth, caring words
That desiroy the destructiive,
Tnat violate the wiolsnce,

That parody the paradox,. £

"We are iliuminated in power, we stand for peace
and freedom. We love you, you know we do. We are here
to pretent-gqu; gave you from the terrors that -
threaten to brimg chacs. We speak words of unavoidable
truth, based on umarguable facts and figures. We want
you to believe im us, in our mission to save |
the world."(Thatcher '87) |

WE ARE THE PEOFLE.
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oihe Trance,

JLLUSION

VISION

m

| I S

STASIS
ISMISH
DIVISION
CONSUMFTION
DISPDSAEBLE
DDGMAS
STATUS

EXFANSTON

LOGIC

A
~

AHNESIA
OBSESSTON
ADDICTION
EXCESS
DIS-EASE
CONDITIONING
ALIERATION
NIHILISH

ECONOMIC

P
/sl””“l\\

REFPEESSTON
FRIYVACY
SECRECY
COMPETITION
PROFIT:
MONOFOLY
CENTEALISATION
SPECIALISATION

i

MEDIA
EXPLOITATION
MONOTHEISM
AGROCHEMICALS
POLLUTION
MILITARIEM
NATIONALISH
APOCALYPSE

The Depce,

PERSPECTIVE
CHANGE

SHIZLE

WHOLISH
CONSERVATION
RENEWABLE
ALTERRATIVES
EQUALITY
SUSTAINABILITY

INTUITICH
CONSCIOUSMESS
HOTIVATION
AUTONOHY
SOFFICIENCY
BALANCE
REALISATION
ACCEFTANCE
CREATIVITY

ECO-LOGIC
PERMISSION
COMMUNITY
INFORMATION
CO-OFERATION
EXCHANGE
HETWORES
EEDISTRIBUTION
LIVERSITY

HAGIC
CONSPIRACY
PANTHE1SH
DECGARICE
RECYCLING
GREENPACIFISM
GLOBALISM
REYELATION

Words
Words
Words
Words
Wards
Words
Words
Words
Wards
Words
Words
Words

The oral obsesslon chokes the throat

I. THE FRESENT IS PAST IT.

wake us happy,

to control wus,

that make us fear

words make us sad,
words Lo worry us,

. words that make our tears,

filling out empty time, words spilling owc all the kime,

to make us saf

form ocur dream

make love to p

e, words make insecurity,

%, words make us scream,

cople, people make love through wards,

pull the advert strings, words make us puppets dance,

proncunce the
define the per
meake us pood,

Are our memory

judgment, words write down the laws,

zon, words ex=-press the esotion,
words make us bad,

, words we f[orget.

and flow of my thought,

It forms my only means of memory, my only source of conditioning.

Swucking the pnipple ot dependance, smoking the cigarette ol seli-

destruction,

consuming the morsels of cver-indulgence.

Yesterday and tomorrow are travelling. Every day is arriving

s6, "Fuck

touch

vhat has already erumbled,

into parched earth,

ready to be washed away by the

the washing-up, let's journey." As you reach

continulicy of mature.

The cause of our nenrnses 15 inwlsible, hidden by

results of neurosis,

of newrosis.

mental zero, Fillimg

behind our worries aboubt Lhe exper

ouk, you

diwided end swubdivided, cracked

torrential

che

lence

The cure cancels out rhe 1llness, making & scacic

the blank page of potential With scribbled

formulae that mestcontinually be crossed out and re-written.

My soul showts cul silenl screams for the soil,

The words you see are EANDOM COLLECTIONS,

Tou understand each word in

The experiences

You can only [ully grasp the meaning of words in cheir

You are detached from the IMMEDIATE experience ufl

refer to you PERSONALLY.
TOGETHEE and IN COMBINATICN,

they do not

you are CONTINUOQUSLY, INDIRECTLY experiencing.

terms of your own EXFERIENCE.

you relate te the terms are only a PARTIAL wiew.

1DEAL form,

Lhese wourds,

they can begin to describe a world

If you can compare youur sctual sitvation, problem uvr emotian

with the

and ACCEFT your

position im the overall situwation.

ideal you indirectly perceive, you can OBJECTLFY



You can then distance yourself
SITUATION in 1ts fullest TRAGIC and COMIC aspects.
PERSONAL insanity end suffering are hopefully IRRELEVANT.

to grasp the TOTAL

When people think things like thact, it makes their eyes light up
hright fluourescent amd then, probably, their heads explode,
Souls submerged in actiens or cccupatien; [ram swimming the
tanisk surface to drowning in deep depths, delving and groping
for the consensual matriz, he lives, trying to broaden and narrow
his perspective and path. He zees.....

The world from inside a matchbox

The world symbolised by a lone jugsler

The world searching for itself it left somewhere

The world resplved in synthesis of a single paradox

The werld hoping fer the survival of mankind

The world dreading the survival of the human race

The world borm anew every moment in. my eyes

The world expressed in 8 verbal logarithm

The world reviewed and renewed by the power of our love

The world whirling and spinning a random ccurse in choas.

Does this describe vour world=view? the world you were told to
have Faith in? the outmoded "attempt of a desperate species

to adapt to irrevokable changes in its habitat? the world you'd
like ko escape from? the world you compromise yourself within?

a world you verbally deny but actually accept?

The N ILLUSION words describethe world in terms ofla negativity
programme imposed upon the global consciousness hy those whom

it benefits, If-you have a Full belly, & hreathing body, a mind
that functions, any responibilities, an income; them you are also
benefitting. "It may benefit us all more to reject every aspect

of a conditionimg programme wvhich is alien and antagonistic to:
the survival of healthy life on earth,

Each of these words has vast and crucial implications, but each
is also a temporary phenomenon. ALl these ewnviable and
unsustainahle abuses of planer and people will only be accepted

by their direct perpetrators in time, so it is sensible for the

individual to fully and permanently cease participoting in the
symptoms and causes of this misanthroplc dis-ease programme.
DPam'"t just change channel, unplug the whole set of life-denying

values and turn on your own real life experience]

It's the rush-hour to sell yourself,

It's & competition te self-destruct,

It's seven hours of slavery,

It'=s a birth-right scld shert,

It's & lcan you'll never repay,

It's credit for what we can't afford,

It's needing what yocu dream aof,

It's a mortgage on yeur life-bloeod,

It's consuming your very scul,

It's profit we can't profit from,

It's trading your time for illusion,

It's postoning the experience of here amd now,
It's the foture paying the past for the present,
It's advertising criszes to avoid facing them,
It's invaded all the nightmares,

‘It's perverting all our dreams,

It's exploiting our resources to the full,
It's maximising profit from us all.

Concept of privacy, protect me.
Cunﬁent of money, support me.
Concept of desire, love me.
Concept of need, want me.
Concept of concept, conceive me.

Troubhle in the burrow—— too many labyrinths dug too far into

the earth, the structure undermines its purpose, threatens

the safety it's meant to ensure. By which I mean we may sSoon

have to poke our noses out into the fresh air and face the
elements we've been so long aveiding. To begin again from firsr
principles, o to convert perversion to perfection by redevolution.
Riddle-me-ree, a rhyme of the times.

We are all sick. Every one of us is spoilt and corrupted
by contact with comsumptien, desire, possession, status, greed.
Can we hope to end the system as we know fesr and loathe it?

No, but we can break our own addiction to delusien. We can wake
up from the seductive nightmare te breathe the cocl mir of the
moment. Constant flux and fluctwation towards, catalised by
crisis into instant arrival at our destination,

In your truths and falsehoods, in your inadequacies
and perfections, absorb the multiple cries inaudible to inmer

ear but seen by third eye,



IT. THE FUTURE CAN'T BE LONG

and if civilisatien is built on waste, we could just live off
the garbage. We could at least throw ourselves away at a slower

race.

It must have seemed like foreverland --- twentieth cencury
techno-overkill., It must have been an endless party for the

fractianal few who feasted and feted.

llow Can We Keep On Ezpanding 7

Belt about the wobbly belly breaking,
Bladder buckling, bowel bulging,

Bubble blokes blown—up to expect the bhest;
Behold the bloody blubber barons,
Begrudging you your birht=right....

Because you give it to them.

"I hire my body and mind to the company, I am the worker."
'T let the companies have me for free, body, mind and soul.

5 I am the consumer.'

tries to express from behind his brain
the cocherent pattern that the chaotic, shrapnel events of this
era produced
of how much distortion ceused by condicioning,
dogma and prejudice, and of how much distartion caused by
frameworks of myth, culture and hedonism., Of course, & jubmle
of terms, meanings and references, but thirough the hazily
sepgregated clouds of expressiocn arise correlations in the
perceptions of sender and receiver a gifr of grace, more
precious than a stone, more worthy than sand brain competing
with itself to comprehend or brain laid out prostrate to allow
the footsteps of gnosis to run down the spine, with all the
fecters of distinction and value fluttering out away behind you
and the because is because this is more possibly
the way we seehearspeakth1nkfeél. in fullflow and freshfree of
the very fascism of consciousness implied by conceptualisation.
Severe interfeorence to satellite communication
economies... just deserts and wrathful vengeasnce.,., half the
heads will die laughing at the sad predictability of the financial
apocalypse when she blows. 30, keep the facrual dgtgils down
to a minimum and Cry to unsulfcuns;iuﬁslr [ictionalise,

te purely fantasize your own daily existence.

1 I

Anarchy isia.triﬁe agai;st totalitarianism.

Individual liberty thregrens dictatorship.

This is a dangerous place, we must be more scared than ever.

We must be wore diweqsg'as conformity overwvhelms.

Trigger the pavlovian sheep with money pod fear —— last rites

of the demtcratic ideal. & broken placard and impotent insights.
Wermustc go underéround. 411 hope is lost.

Divisinn,|Fhaﬂs. disilldﬁiun, despair are our sutfering

and sur strength. |

As the structure cracks, tensions multiply along the fractures

eand for a while the huiqdins seems strongér, sStrongest at the

point just before it ca%lapses.

There is no alternatiype except a complece: alternative.

Baware of ﬁalse speakers of tongues; ministers, preachers, judges.

Ciggle as the last few freedoms are removed. Laugh out loud

at naive orwellian cptimism. Wretch with hysteria as the black

boot knocks your block eff. Lie back and think of U.K.Limited,

while your womhb, ruuf way, your world is raped and slavghtered.

Passion tears igs sowl out for love
Love sees narcissus in itself
Self lies bedded in warm ego

Ego soars high above the world
World manifests itself in fear
Feﬁr of unknown experience
Experience the pain and joy

Joy thar thrills the senses
Sense of wonder, sense of beauty
Beauty in mind and body

A body can accept and relate
Relare my ideas te others'

Ocher hopes, other despairs
Despairing of life's limits
Limi:ing expericnce and thoughe
Thopghts that penetrate Ffinity
Infinity within as without
Without you I feel so cold
Coldias the depth of space
Spaces imbetween our lives

Life, driven on by endless passion



From the hymen t lowman, from the first touwch to

the death throe, from the fresh page to the last hook,

from the smile to the body,from the eye to the cunt,

from the flirst sip to satciety,from chord to concerto,

from harmony te discherd, from the nipple to the penis, suchk,
from the hlade=-cut to the fallem tree, from the firskt step

to the Final fall,from visien te image, from ideal to actual,
from valueless good te meaningless bad, from being te havimng,
from existence to possession,from time to time in time we Find
such changes rehappen and happen te guide us nowhere, to lewel
the ground, to balance the scale, destroy the distinction,

to make hlack white, te make good bhad, to make love hate,

tn make me you and everybody nobedy. Such is change, flattening
the difference, completing the square cirele, cancelling each
side of the equation, equalling opposites, equating alternatives,
and such is no change, a pure state of forgetting. And as I learn
te ignore, I remember to forget. Growing forward, in the future
past, I see what I have seen and think what I once thought.

But the paradox wearies im its own ezcess and I have said only

what I wrote,

I think you did a goodbad thing

When you touched me without touching.

I think I succeeded and failed,

I know yew laughed and cried,

Sa I smiled and scowled

And you woke up and went to sleep

And had a dream-mare of an ugliful boyzirl
Who talked in silent words and saw blind visions
When I saw my face in the mirror,

1 saw all that was not me.

When I write this word,

I mean every other word except itr.

Calour—splash mandala—weh of the imtricasies of social
mental interaction. What can I identify with, what part de I play,
where does my bhrain Fic .dim?

I'm the whole patterm inmcarnate --- a holeographic
gene=zample of everything everyone's sver bheen or deone or saild

ar thought === a link to the two billien year old collective
consciousness of 8 once noble species.

Rise on the warm tide, the wind beckons you, submeorge in
the watera of desire, sand pillows and cossets your bedy,
sun heats you through, 8 cool dry mattress of soft grass.

The sea is polltued, the air is clotted sulphur—-smog,
reservoirs of acid and fluartde, deserts spreading
cross-coentinent,ultra-violet through absent ozone,

pesticides have poiscned the herbs.

The contrast between these two worlds highlights the extreme
differences, paradoxes and problems, as illustrated in the
perpetual genocide and suffering of the human species and the
slow death of our home,

The'symbuls of this imhalance are apparent all arcund us.
Flanet or man, which will survive? If you were & doctor,
wonld you diagnose the planet as healthy, or swicidal, with
our razor poised te cut its wrists; cancered, addicred, discased?

Whirh t= why we must make effort and teke action te end
thiz state of imbalance, why it is our responsibility to change
the coursze of spaceship earth.

The solutions --- deindustrialisation, demilitarisation,
dovolution, sven austerity,re-evaluationand self-sufficiency ——-
=ay seem to he extreme,but only if we take a narrow, short-term
or subjective attitude. If we base our perspective on any
hroader scales (global, historical, ohjective), the revolution
af thoughts and Tifestyles involved in adapting to & new situaticn

bocome a mmall and realistic shift in the behaviour of the species,

EAM SHAZAM We are the hollow men, we are the living dead,

stripped of the last vestiges of humanity. Conditioned to deny

our actual condition,taught to learn less. Laws to make n;;urnl

law illegal. Geds to distract us from the sight of god in ourselves
ABRACADABREA But the odds are stacked against recovery from this
suicide, We can only hope to show and to sow, to predict the

actual present by act of imagination, bending our sight around

the blockade of bullshit piled up by the media majoritcy.

To desire to do what yow want spontanecusly
is to risk stepping into the swamp of parancia afterwards.
Better than the concrete state=-jacket of conformity,but not as

easy A5 just walking on the water.



III. IT'S EITHER UP TO OR FOR YOUS.

Getting in tune with the rhythmic fluctuations,
Wavering between polarities,

In a constantly reversing magnetic—electric field.

Describing a simple state of mind,
Not packaging or presenting or selling,

Munching the cerebral biscuit bit by bit.

Step on me, and you're stepping on your own karma,
A delicate, multifaceced jewvel of an insect.

If the many splintering grains of insight can be nurtured,
perceived whole, cherished as brightlights, beams not glinterings,
then can become a world of smiles, of recognition, wiping away the
slurrs and snarls of suited subhumanicy.

And the possibilities are endless. They're not all obrious
_or instant or easy, but they are not malign, are not cancerous,

are not'conditioned habits, they are not negative.

So understand the cvert, underlying rationale of corporate—
governed government. v

So uncover, remove, destroy the bondages of fear, threat aand
social hlackmail being imposed en human life and consciousness.
So reverse, polarise, synthesise the destructive, consumptive,
individualist tendencies by revealing thedr unrealitcy, invalidity
and unsensibleness,

Sa clarify and remove the mental and physical paradoxes which
invisibly centrol, harness and degrade the population as
individual entities, as communal units and also as a whole.

%o awaken in each the common experiences of conditioned response
and hence liberate the humane, commonsensical, unaveoidable
real—isation of the present moment fading and flowing into
future moments.

Sa cnnnEEt the conscious, everyday experiences of péssiuism.
atheism, abstention, ignorance and dispossession with the
alternatives available outside those sctates.

So explain direction as a fluctuating, dynamic, longterm
progression, rather than a clearcut choice of options.

Sg allow destructive, competicive 'instincts' te be replaced

by constructive, co-operative perspectives, attitudes and behaviour

The kind of lifestyle thact only the poor can afford.
The kind of truth that only the fool can find.

The kind of sanity that only the mad can stand.

The kind of activity that only the lazy can live.

The kind of words that only the illiterate can learn.
The kind of pictures that only ‘the blind can draw.

And as the last doors close

Your desires are locked outside.

There are some things you can't do

With video tape and a big effects budget.
Like projecting an emotion

From here ahd now to when and where.
Waiting for the endless visitor to arrive
And tell me tales of underground overground.
That white has been black,

That the right has been wrong,

That time was for space all along.
Stretching backwards and sideways,

411 that can be seen is farcical dirony,
Packaging the seers with the blind.

4 joke that encompasses everything

As it comes into and out of existence.

A juggle of terms and abstracts,

A muddle of words and emotions.

If we once had an insighet,

It is with us always.

For the words that speak to me

Are the plain and honest words

Thet mean what they say,

That do what they are.

Ouctside the antagonism of optim-pessim-ism-ism,
Are ignorance, madness and oblivien---
Heutral, receptive, natural states.

If we step for a moment,

Lightly through the time of nind,'

To where the watcher sits withinm,

The warm soft centre in us all.



We are the hollow men, =con to be the he aron.
Holocaustic warnings bode the end of hollow mankind.
Witness the birth of 8 new lotus flower in the eye,
Eetrospective future vizion of the present myﬁpia.
Make it easy by constent concentration,

Find things simple by disciplined diligence.

Realise your full self by attentive awareness.
E=zcape your habits through a regular routine.

Use your conditioninmg to unravel your conditioning.
Live simply that others may simply live.

Licele by little, incipient crept the disease. The majority
democratised the margin with inherently corrupt and destructive
ground concepts. The personal mirrors and dictates the situation.
Insight only flashes before our eyea like a brief trip into
reality. The neuroses of the few bhecame the madness of the many.
The top-heavy superstruocture topples from its illusory zenith.
And we all realise, in time, if we've got enough left,

a care=-filled habit and discipline of anarchy e=stablishing
the chaocs of balance, & system of destructuring, a dismantling
of eonditioning. Only in time can things change, but how long
ia time?

Cut out the clutter
Avoid the vicious cirecles
Escape the hurly-burly
ITgnore the maelstrom
Stop the topsy-turvy
Calm the brainwerka
Lay your self to rest
Let the ego fade away
Dissolve the mind

Drop the per=zonslity
Shed the illuzsions
Walk away from it all

The mon s=tands rooted in here and now, watching the boomerang

of potential bend and curve through time and space.

Learn to desire to create that which your mind's eye wishes to szee.
Seek to find the fate that your haart{s blood will and wants to he.

HERE YOU ARE

NOW ¥YOU ARE

ALL OF ONE

ONE OF ALL
HERE YOO ARE
TOU ARE NOW
ONE IN ALL
ALL IN ONE

YOU ARE HERE

NOW YOU ARE

ALL WITH OHE

ONE WITH ALL ]
¥YOU ARE NOW
YOU ARE HERE
ONE FOR ALL
ALL FOR ONE

Existence is a mirror of illusion and mutually of realicy.
Shine a positive light on its surface and such shall be the
reflections which form your perspective.

Shall we hold these words up to the =ky? Or bury them
in the earth? Or sing them for the air to carry them? Or shall
we let them be fluid word-deeds circulating like water? Shall
the words we let slip be the toespring which will walk us
lightly inte the future?

There are no questionz of status, of definition, of value,
of desire, of existence, of meaning, if we allow us to be
swept up in the arms of time divoreed from past and future ., and
let ws thrill in the momomoment.

Such do we be, if we mean to become. Such are we deing,
as the word turns into deed, as the eunsustainable modes fall
from us and become visible. Such is the moment when the
polarities of perspective become the paradox of paradox,
switched to divine, neutral, =ynthetic balance. And all around
are the jewels of acceptance and joy. And all the colours
merge into one shade, light, in which all colours are one.

Whatever it takes to change the world, believe it,
think it, do it, make it, know it now.

Don't just sit there, vegging out: spend those spare
mental moments reaffirming and empowering the Next Age.

Do it every day.! Help a dumb species evaolve.



Poised on the edge of a breakchrough,

4 Fascinating position to revel:.in.
Eight on the brink of revolution,
Mesmerised by the structure collapsing.
Glimpsing the light of rerveldtion,
IFazed by the image of extinction.

Last few breaths before metamorphosis,
Cocooned but twisting te crack skin.
Moments of crippling indecisicon,

Before the new-age-life tranzition,

"There once was & man who used to follow the wveather...'
He was one of those characters whose head wes always in the
clouds: an idealist, & dreamer. He always used to talk abouwt
greart things --self-sufficient food farming. building wind-
powered generators, recycling 90% of all material resources,
shamanistically reawakening the physical spirit ol goddess
within every human consciousness, scripping away the illusion
oL Qignorance..isss

until one day he handed me a card listing

the twenty-three attributes and services he offered, not for
sale, but for the use and benefit of the world at lirge.
Everybody can find &t least this number of distimct and
distinctly beneficial activities to pursue using Ctheir own
voelition, '
Detached from the repressive 1l1lusion, reattached to the

liberating visiom.

POSSESSTION.
Be your own guru, du your own thing,
Don't trey to own your life,
But make sure your life's your own,
Guide your own path alane,
Realise your own dreams are Erue.
Fo¢us on your own bright inner light,
Find your own centre and balance,
Don't mix your own with someone else's,

Just help them to find their own.
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