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Librarian’s
Corner

Librarian’s corner continues with a further three Pilgrim selections.
This Issue brings the reader a celebration of poetic sensuality, a
perpetual repetitive lunatic hell and ends with some questions:
what are the limits to anarchy? If an author is sick, does that make
his or her ideas so?
Read on and decide for yourself with these revelatory choices…

Aye

Leaves of Grass, by Walt Whitman

Leaves of Grass is a poetry collection by the American poet Walt Whitman (1819–
1892), published in various widely differing editions.
The poems are loosely connected, with each representing Whitman's celebration of
his philosophy of life and humanity. This book is notable for its discussion of delight in
sensual pleasures during a time when such candid displays were considered immoral.
With one exception, the poems do not rhyme or follow standard rules for meter and
line length. Among the poems in the collection are "Song of Myself", "I Sing the Body
Electric", and "Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking". Later editions included Whitman's elegy to the assassinated President Abraham Lincoln, "When Lilacs Last in the
Dooryard Bloom'd".
Leaves of Grass was highly controversial during its time for its explicit sexual imagery,
and Whitman was subject to derision by many contemporary critics. Over time, however, the collection has inﬁltrated popular culture and been recognised as one of the
central works of American poetry.

Boatman

The Third
Policeman,
by Flann
O’Brien

This unclassiﬁable masterpiece
was written
around 1940, but
after it initially
failed to ﬁnd a
publisher, the
author withdrew
the manuscript
from circulation
and claimed he had lost it. The book remained unpublished at the time of his death in
1966, ﬁnally emerging the following year.
The narrator's journey is an intense and surreal quest across the borderland between
reality and ﬁction, ﬂickering between an
awareness that he is a character trapped
within a ﬁctional order and his realist belief
that he is a 'real-life' person’. Its inﬂuences
include John M. Synge's play The Playboy of
the Western World, J.K. Huysmans's novel À
Rebours, Einstein's theory of relativity, the
works of J. W. Dunne and Cartesian dualism,
among others…
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Bricklayer

Immediatism, by Hakim Bey

A collection of short essays by the highly controversial Peter Lamborn Wilson. The essays circle around
the concept of immediatism, both as ‘immediate’, as
now, and as ‘without mediation'.
Wilson's occasional pen name of Hakim Bey is derived from il-Hakim, the alchemist-king, with 'Bey' a
further nod to Moorish Science. Wilson's two personas, as himself and Bey are facilitated by his publishers who provide separate author biographies
even when both appear in the same publication.
His Temporary Autonomous Zones work has been
referenced in comparison to
the "free party"
or teknival scene of
the rave subculture. Wilson
has been supportive of the
rave connection, while remarking in an interview, "The
ravers were among my biggest readers ... I wish they
would rethink all this techno
stuff — they didn't get that
part of my writing.”
Despite his reputational ruin
as a person, the ideas of
Immediatism and the TAZ still
resonate.

MIND THE GAP!
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Hare-Piece Zwei

“Depression is withheld Knowledge” John Layard
It’s April 2nd 1929. John the anthroplogist puts
the gun in his mouth and fires. Somehow, he
survives. But there is a lot of blood. He mops
himself up, roughly bandages it and sticks on
a wide-brimmed hat to cover the mess. He
takes a taxi across Berlin to Wystan the poet’s
and asks him to finish the job. Wystan says “I
would, except i would be hanged for doing so.”

time, they fall to earth and become men.” Then,
when they die, the Vao people have to ensure
that their ghosts are not devoured by Le-HevHev, a sexless Guardian Ghost. Le-Hev-Hev has
to be paid with the ghost of a sacrificed pig
in order to let them enter the cave to join the
ghosts of those who are dead already.
In 1944, after some years of being a
Jungian analyst John writes a book The Lady
of the Hare recounting his use of Dream
Analysis in the treatment of a female patient
who is given a fictional name… Mrs Wright
Dream No. 9
Aug 30th 1940
‘Inside there was a great light and everything

I cut down, the knife slipped away from the
straight line, and ended up cutting obliquely
into the hare’s haunch. I felt awful, but the
hare never moved and did not seem to
mind.’*
*She later told me of the look of extreme
satisfaction and trust that had been in the
hare’s eyes as it looked back at her when
she plunged the knife into its back. From The
Lady of the Hare by John Layard
I have a slight connection to John Layard
through having lived in Cornwall. He knew
my wife’s parents and a friend Paul grew up
in a house where John lived for a few years
in the 1960s. Paul calls him ‘The Maverick
Jungian’ and apparently, the kitchen in their
house in Falmouth became such a hotbed
of discussions and interpretations of dreams
that it was known as the ‘Oneirodrome’. In my
Year of the Hare, I already feel John’s playing
an important role. I conclude February’s
Hare-Piece with another of what may
become a regular feature: an ‘upbeating’ of
an existing melancholic poem. This month,
Wystan Hugh Auden’s ‘Funeral Blues’ gets
the treatment.
Happy snowy days to all you readers.
Clamjamfrie x
Funeral Blues Remix by Professor Long-Hare
Start the clocks. Here we come.
Mic the Piano. Grab a drum
Jump like a Hare into the flames
Bring out the coffin. Commence the games.

John returns to England and as part of his
recovery he is treated by Carl the psychotherapist.
He then becomes a student of Carl’s.
In 1942, John writes a long book called The
Stone Men of Malekula. This is about his time as
an anthroplogist in the New Hebrides in 1914
and 1915 accompanying Dr W.H.R. Rivers. In
the book he tells of the Vao people who call
their creator Ta-ghar, who lives in the Moon
which is called Grandmother. He writes “Every
child born on the earth falls from the moon,
and sees daylight as soon as it has passed
through its mother’s womb. In the moon, there
are children who have only just begun; after a
8

was as white as it was outside, though how
the snow got in there I cannot tell. There
were people inside too, and there, in a white
bowl with a little water in it, was a live hare.
Someone told me I had got to kill it. This
seemed a terrible thing to do but I had to
do it. I picked up the knife, which seemed
to have been placed ready for me and
which was lying in the water inside the bowl
beside the hare, and with a feeling of horror
I started cutting into the fur and through to
the skin beneath. I had to cut straight down
the middle of the back, and started to do
this, but my hand trembled so much that, as

Let the biplanes circle overhead
With a banner saying ‘We are already Dead!”,
Belt out the song as the cooking-pots clang
“We’re in between the click and the bang!”
We are North, South, East and West,
We work when we want and likewise, we rest.
We talk shit and sing songs right through the night
“Love lasts forever” we thought. We were right!
There’s stars for us all. Go pick yourself one.
There’s a Hare in the Moon and a Heart in the Sun;
Dive in the ocean. Gather some wood;
We’re all here. It’s all good.
illustrations by Honor C. Appleton from The Children’s Brer
Rabbit 1933. Photo: Richard Layard
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Extract from ‘Folium’
– The novel in the drawer –
by Moksha

I dreamt this time of animals. It was as if the gates of a
zoo had been opened and the cage doors of the animal
compounds released. Nada was leading a procession
of chimpanzees, lions, giraffes, elephants, tigers,
gorillas and more through the city, and although they
had an obvious mistrust of each other, seen in the
way they separated into type and growled, grunted,
or squalled if another species came too close, their
common cause kept them moving forward en masse.
Moving towards the Next Phase domes.
I was a blue butterfly, wafting overhead in a traffic
jam of wings. Layer upon layer of airborne creatures
taking up their piece of sky, reaching up into the clouds
and beyond. Insects closest to the ground, followed
by the smaller birds: swallows and tits aerobically
weaving in and out of each other, directed forward by
the arrow formations of geese. All shadowed by the
vast wingspans of the big prey; hawks, falcons and
eagles gliding above, appearing almost motionless
and turning day into night as they blocked out the
sun.
As Nada and his procession of wild animals reached
a junction, they were met with another group: the
produce. Cattle clumsily barging each other, pigs
grunting, snouts to the ground, rabbits hopping
over hooves and darting through legs. For a beat
when they met they all stopped, except for the
airborne creatures like myself who circled above
them. The tension was palpable, like the skip of a
heartbeat, or a sharp intake of breath. A murmur
of sound continued as each species tentatively
communicated their discomfort, and the smell of
fear clogged up the air as thousands of animals
defecated at once. It felt as if the predators were
preparing to attack, and the hunted to panic and
run. I myself in my butterfly form noticed the
beady eyes of birds suddenly become aware of the
feast in front of them and fluttered down onto the
buttocks of a heifer, glad of the rest and hoping to
be sheltered from my own predators.
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Then just as the time bomb was about to go off, the
solo howl of a wolf coming from the black mountains
surrounding the valley cut through everything. It was
as if someone had turned a dial and changed the
frequency. It was a call to arms, reminding every creature
of its common goal and beginning a blanket of sound
spreading out across the city. The lions roared, the chimps
drummed on the side of buildings and others cackled,
squeaked, squealed, buzzed, croaked, bleat, barked,
cawed and hissed. Galloping down one side of the black
mountains came a herd of horses and from the other
a pack of wolves. And then we were moving again en
masse one organism with many heartbeats, stampeding
through the city streets, towards our common enemy,
the Homo Sapiens who would have us extinguished.
There was no way they could stop us. Working
together we would easily be able to bring down their
monuments of greed and injustice. Free our brothers
and sisters. Alone, I was weak and vulnerable. My
wings could be easily torn, leaving me flightless. But
the transition I had already made was astonishing.
From a primitive naked mass, whose twelve eyes
could do little more than sense light and dark, to a
beautiful butterfly, witnessing the world in ultra violet.
Adding glorious colour to the canvas of life: I proved
the existence of God above all fabricated tales. Yet the
alpha species had shut their eyes and painted crude
dark strokes across their magical backdrop. It was as if
they had reversed nature, cocooned themselves back
into primitive. But we were nearly there, our extinction
was not yet complete and we had dreamed the same
dream. Surely that was all it took.
Yet as we came into the square that housed their
lavish buildings, cages of their own making, our
task once more looked monumental. For they had
weapons, the constructs of blinkered eyes. They had
lain traps. They were not ready for freedom. Balls
of fire filled the air, poisons chocked us, and before
I could divert my fluttering wings, they became
charred and I evaporated.

Found! Merlin’s Giant’s Dance…
Yesterday I bought my first ever TV license.
What! How can I break my abstinence now? I still
have no TV but keep receiving links from friends
to programmes on iPlayer. The straw that broke the
camel’s back was a documentary on archaeological
revelations about the origins of the Stonehenge
bluestones. Alright, I thought, this - plus David
Attenborough - might be worth the license fee. So I
watched the ‘Lost Circle’ and it got me thinking.
It’s long been known that the bluestones at Stonehenge
came from the Preseli Hills in southwest Wales. Their
original quarry sites had been identified. It was
assumed that stones were taken directly to Stonehenge
after being quarried. However archaeologists, led by
Mike Parker Pearson, recently found the remains of
charred hazelnuts at a bluestone quarry dating from
3300 BC, four hundred years before the beginning of
Stonehenge. Mike’s hunch was that the stones were
used to make another circle first, which, centuries later,
was dismantled and dragged to the Salisbury plain.
After painstaking work this ‘lost circle’ was found - at
Waun Mawn. Of the four stones remaining, only one
still stands. The rest, 80 in all, were taken, around 3000
BC, to make the very first stone circle at Stonehenge. At
110 metres in diameter it was the exact same size as the
Waun Mawn original.
Merlin got a mention on the TV programme. The
presenter said there was a grain of truth in the legend
that he built Stonehenge by bringing stones from the
Giant’s Dance in Ireland. She dismissed the rest of
Merlin’s story as ‘fantastical’. But there’s more to the
legend than meets the eye.
In the 1136 ‘The History of the Kings of Britain’ (first
bestseller after the Bible) Geoffrey of Monmouth
describes how Merlin was asked to build a monument
on Mons Ambrius (near Amesbury) to commemorate
the massacre of British chieftains by the Saxons. Merlin
suggested bringing ‘mystical stones with medicinal
virtue’ from the Giants Dance in Ireland. The stones, he
said, were ‘of vast magnitude and wonderful quality’
and those who bathed in water washed over them were
healed. ‘If they can be placed here, as they are there,
round this spot of ground’, said Merlin, ‘they will stand for
ever.’ So Merlin went west and, using his mechanical arts,
‘took down the stones with an incredible facility’ and had
them placed on the burial ground we call Stonehenge.

fragment of folk memory and woven it into his tale. They
came from this ‘lost circle’, once the third largest in
Britain, oriented to the midsummer sunrise and used for
twenty generations. This was the Giants’ Dance!
Archaeologists are notoriously unwilling to go ‘beyond
the evidence’. But I like to suppose that ceremonies
with chanting and dancing took place at the Giants’
Dance: to remember the ancestors and to honour
the Sun God; to make offerings to the Earth Goddess,
praying for health and fertility; to tune into cosmic
cycles and give thanks. These things mattered to the
first farmers. Over generations the circle was imbued
with sacred power, becoming an Omphalos known
across the land.
Imagine the task of moving these sanctified stones
(2 or 3 tonnes each) 150 miles overland to start a new
circle at Mons Ambrius (‘eternal hill’). Why was it
undertaken? An insight from the programme was that
channels carved by glaciers into the chalk, visible
back then, pointed naturally towards the midsummer
sunrise. Auspicious. Maybe there was also a desire to
unify the sacred powers of east and west to create an
Omphalos for the whole of southern Britain. And so
the ancient bluestones of Waun Mawn were brought to
begin what would become most outstanding Neolithic
monument in the world.
But what did Merlin have to do with it? The dates are
all wrong. He’s usually associated with the fifth century
AD and we’re talking 3000BC. However, a triad from
The White Book of Rhydderch says that ‘before they
were taken or settled these islands were known as Clas
Myrddin’, Merlin’s Sacred Enclosure. This suggests that
‘Merlin’ was a title for the high priest of the land, used
down successive generations. Could ‘Merlin’ then, have
been the High Priest or shaman responsible for these
extraordinary undertakings?
One final clue. In Geoffrey’s later book, ‘Vita Merlini’,
Merlin asks his sister to make him a building with
‘seventy windows and doors through which I can see
fire-breathing Phoebus (the Sun) and Venus, and watch
the wheeling stars that they might teach me about the
future of the nation.’ Sounds like an apt description of
Stonehenge?
The stones stand forever. And the spirit of Merlin lives.
Merlin the Wizard https://youtu.be/Rq1IWGywlfA

The stones didn’t come from Ireland but from 150 miles
away to the west. Geoffrey must have picked up a floating

The Omphalos
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From Equinox to Easter

Celebrations marking the changing
seasons created by the movement of
the earth in relation to the sun have
been moved and altered in meaning
and symbolism over time.
Coming up is Spring Equinox,
March 20th the time when day and
night are equal. In Europe people
historically exchanged painted eggs
and new seedlings were looked after to
make sure they bear fruit. This is now
celebrated as Easter. In 325AD Emperor
Constantine declared the Easter Rule –
Easter shall be the first full moon on or
after the equinox, it can be as early as
March 22nd or late as April 25th.

The Mayan people of Central
America celebrated the Spring Equinox
for a millennium. When the sun set on
the pyramid of Chichen Itza, Mexico,
it cast a long shadow that looks like
a snake descending the staircase – it
is called the “returning of the sun
serpent” by the Mayans. Symbolically,
the feathered serpent joins the
heavens, earth and the underworld day
and night.

Ishtar

year making it dark and cold, when
she comes back in spring she brings
with her sunshine and warmth. She
was goddess of dates, wool, meat and
the storehouse gates were her emblem.
She was the goddess of rain and
thunderstorms and was often pictured
with the lion, whose roar resembled
thunder.

THE EGG

The Indian god Vishnu inside the egg of the cosmos

Spring has always been the most
spiritual of festivals with the egg being
a strong symbol of fertility and creation.

ISHTAR
Meanwhile, in the east, Ishtar, the
goddess of love and fertility as well as
war, had many great buildings built
in worship of her. She is banished to
the underworld for six months of the

Pagan Saxons would bake cross
buns at the beginning of spring in
honour of the goddess Eostre – the cross
represented the rebirth of the world
after winter, the four quarters of the
moon, the seasons and the wheel of life.
There was a tradition on Ostara
morning for women to rise early and
make a spiced cake of wheat flour
marked with a cross with respect to the
Goddess. It was said to be healing and
sometimes hung up in the larder to be
used mixed with goats milk or water
for people when they were ill.
To the Celts, the hare was a sacred
symbol of fertility and only allowed to
be eaten in the Spring when they often
”play” on the horizon.

Egyptian cosmic egg

A marker of the beginning of longer
days than nights, light growing, becoming
warmer, equinox is certainly the moment
of nature’s rebirth. Painting or dying
eggs, making and eating hot cross buns,
or trying to find some jumping hares are
all ancient traditions we could amuse
ourselves with at this time. Perhaps a
coming out of lockdown celebration lets
us eat plenty of overpackaged Fair Trade
chocolate if we want to.
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Magic Words
What is Magic?
Magic is many things. Some of it is psychology. Some
of it is getting to know your body, and working with
it to your best advantage. Plenty of it is the play of
imagination and myth, leading to a new understanding
of the way reality works. A lot of it is theatre, the power
of ritual, and creating meaning in your life.

And then there’s all the other stuff.
This is the weird, spooky shit that can’t be explained
away rationally. It’s the world of spirits and elementals,
gods and devils, demons, angels, egregores and
other discarnate entities; unknown forces that seem
to have a will and intelligence entirely separate from
our own. Magicians give these forces lots of different
names. Some try to summon or bind them. Others
prefer to work with them, to find out what they want
and to build a long-term relationship with them.
The big secret however is that magicians don’t know
what the fuck they are any more than you do. We just
accept that they exist, and try not to freak out too
much when they turn up. And like it or not, once you
start messing around with magic, they will turn up.

Weird scenes in the reality studio
When you start doing magic, things will get strange. It
might be as subtle as a sharp increase in the number
of coincidences you pick up on which, if they seem
to be meaningful and not entirely random, you might
start to call synchronicities. You might start to notice
a pattern in these synchronicities, or even a wave,
which you might try to surf for as long as you can, to
see where you end up.
Write it all down, even the stuff that seems relatively
trivial. It’s often only when looking back that you
realise just how weird and connected it all got.  

We Use Magic Because It Works
You remember last month I said I’d tell you whether
or not I could actually summon demons? Well,
14

yeah, if that’s what you want to call those invisible
entities that are constantly floating around us. Sure
I can invoke/evoke (fucked if I can remember the
difference) them. And so can you.
The fact is, if you call them, they will come. Magic
always works. But a big part of being a magician is
being able to notice when magic is happening. As
I’ve said elsewhere, 90% of doing magic is paying
attention.
Apologies for disappointing all you Dr Strange fans,
but real magic is rarely spectacular and obvious.
The reason is that, except possibly in exceptional
circumstances, magic can’t contradict the local reality
it’s operating in. In other words, any magical results
can always conceivably be explained by other means
- but you’d still have to admit that it was really weird.

Hello it’s me, ya boi Cthulhu
So if you summon entities they’ll arrive, but they may
not make themselves known to you in an obvious
way. How they manifest depends in large part on the
manner in which you contact them, but also on what
mood they’re in. They may appear as a voice or an
image in your head. Dreams are a good one. They
may suddenly turn up in a book you’re reading or
a TV show you’re watching, and seem to be talking
directly to you.
That’s how it works. The only time they’re likely
to appear physically before you is if you’re on
psychedelic drugs, so meeting the local reality getout clause. The magician’s role is to recognise them
when others might walk on by or dismiss them as a
silly flight of fancy.
So am I saying, boringly, that magic is all in your
head? Only as much as everything is all in your head,
buster. No, magic is real, and it works. But usually not
in the way you expect it to.
If it didn’t surprise you then it wouldn’t be magic,
would it?
The Door

15

Live. Work. Eat Pie?
The Procrastinator

The heating’s fucked I’m cold as ice
I leave lights on to scare the mice
But life is grand I’m fine, all told
In my West London paradise
The walls are black with slimy mould
Beyond the streets are paved with gold
Where mortgages cost less than rent
And Sherriff Fatman has no hold
But it’s all swell, I’m quite content
Someday I’ll join the one percent
With payments made on all my cards
And wages never overspent
Just double down and work real hard
Calm any thoughts that scream “petard!”
Soon you’ll be held in high regard
The richest man in the graveyard
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Loose

What threads we have all woven into the ever-thickening
mythos! Each person’s genius-threads crossing with all the
others to form a tapestry – a mycelic network of infinite
wosname	
  

	
  
	
  

Threads

	
  

Open-ended
stories must be
immanentised,
set ups must
be paid off,
cosmic debts
must be settled
	
  

Xx xxx

The Bricklayer

But some
threads are
loose! And the
message seems
to be that
until they are
tied, the next
season of the
mythos can’t
begin

Over the coming
months in Bodge let
us attempt to tie up
the loose threads so
that the gods whose
amusement we exist
for might tune in for
the next season of
capers

	
  

Next month: The Lost Voodoo Dolls of Catch 23

2323…
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a collection of stories

heard

at The Florrie, Super Weird Happening, Fools Day 2017.

Will you share a super/weird story from your life?
When I was in a peyote ceremony and I had this vision
of a kind of evolution of humanity. Starting from the
classic one of a chimp who’s walking gradually more
upright over time. But the future became less and less
a physical version of what we become in the future
and just became more and more like light bodies.
And then how time is not a linear thing.
We are where were at now I appreciate that.. but
the time is the illusion.
So those future light beings that we could say we
become in the future or have been in the past, may
have been what bore us in the first place and it’s all
interlinked. So those moments of feeling… were I’ve
felt inspired or looked after, that could be me or some
other part of it or a future self or someone who’s
not me… but in that light body future.. merging into
that… but coming back into this moment in time and
it’s all interlinked. We are all that.
How did it change you?
It gave me this great sense of that it’s all already
happened, it all works out fine. But we’re still on the
bit that we’re on. And it did leave me with more of a
sense of peace, of seeing things in this bigger timescale
and this illusion of time and this helpful evolution.
And these future light beings who we imagine as like
Pleadians or aliens, or something, being us in somenot even other- time because there is no other time
and how it all crosses over and they come back in
illusory time and help us and it’s all already happened.

Will you share a super/weird story from your life?
When I was a young boy, a child, a young child,
sitting in a car seat, in the back of a car. Dad driving,
older brother sitting in the other seat, I was gazing
out the window. I can’t remember where we were,
I was sitting behind my mum, I remember that and
I just remember the light coming into my eyes as
my eyelids closed as you passed bushes and the
sunlight. I’m not sure where we were going that
day but I remember seeing the landscape, rolling
hills going on and on. I can remember thinking:
“Where are all the trees?” as a tear build up in my
eye.
As I looked around there was no forest anymore,
very sad, very sad.
Later on when I was a much older boy, possibly
a man, I remember looking in a mirror and seeing
someone much older. I didn’t have a beard or
anything at the time but the guy in the mirror had
long hair and a big curly moustache. Couple of
years later when I was an even older man, with
long hair and a big moustache I can remember
looking in the mirror. I saw an old man with grey
hair and a curly moustache. I’m somewhere in
between right now.
How did it change you?
Time is not what it seems. It is something we
experience in the way we experience it here on
earth but as you allow your mind, or one’s mind, to
experience time on a universal scale, I think it changes
your perception of yourself and reality. So then I
question my existence within this short time over
a much longer existence and I think my conclusion
is that we’re connected to a star, we call this star
the sun but I think it’s a bigger picture than that. I
think that our consciousness are stars, out there in
the universe, and somehow we’re able to download
ourselves to that consciousness so it can understand
the universe in someway. And then somehow maybe
our soul, solar, can actually travel through bodies and
time and experiences.
My next incarnation I’d like to be a planet.
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Embracing the Chaos – the joy of the unexpected in
Dungeons and Dragons
by The Discordian Dungeon Master
I love role playing games. I love the shared storytelling and
the joyful improvisation as much as the chaotic combat
encounters with fantastical creatures and villainous foes.
I used to play regularly as a teenager in the 1980s, and
although I eventually stopped as my friends and I went off
separately to university, D&D has always had a place in my
heart. Now, in these strange times of tedious isolation, as
my performing career is stalled in lockdown, I’ve started
playing again, this time running games online – first for my
teenage nephews, and then with some wonderful friends
across the world, and I can honestly say that these regular
sessions have kept me sane and given me a much needed
creative outlet when almost all others have disappeared.
One of the things I like best is the game’s unpredictability.
Whether it’s the unexpected choices of a player, or simply
the perverse roll of a dice, it’s that inherent chaos that
always has me coming back for more. Here are three
stories that did not go at all as I imagined they would:
It was the first session of our new game, with many new
players. The party had just met each other on the streets
of the city, beside an imposing prison built into the cliffside.
Suddenly there was an explosion as the walls of the prison
were breached, and bursting from the rubble was an imposing
half giant woman accompanied by several tiny Kobolds,
rushing towards the bemused group of new acquaintances.
Thus began the fist combat encounter in the campaign, and
I had the players roll to see who got to act first, and the
cleric Sister Domino was swiftest on her feet. The last thing
I expected was for her to choose to stand right in the path of
the approaching foes, take out her purse and hold it out in
her hands as an offering. Naturally the goliath woman took
the purse and ran on, but at least Domino avoided being
attacked or knocked down, and the purse was, eventually,
recovered, but that’s another story...
The party had decided to take a dangerous route through
the mountains, and had arrived at the remote tower home
of a powerful wizard, who needed their help tracking down
some Hellhounds that she’d summoned for protection,
but had got loose. Agreeing to help her for a fee, they’d
spent a session tracking the hounds and dispatching
them one by one, until they came across an encampment
of Trolls accompanied by a Hill Giant. When they were
spotted by these dangerous enemies, a frantic chase had
ensued, ending with the characters back at the wizard’s
tower, preparing for the seemingly inevitable assault.
Between that session and the following week’s I prepared
the encounter and, worried that there was a good chance
of wiping out this comparatively inexperienced party, I
decided to have the pursuing enemies arrive in a couple
of waves, rather than all at once.
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Next week, the assault began: the Trolls attacked first,
and it took the party a while to work out how to deal with
their ability to regenerate health, but after a while they
were defeated, and it was time for the arrival of the Giant,
by far the strongest and most imposing foe the party
had fought so far. As he loomed into view, the birdfolk
bard Kakaa flew into the air, played a comedy tune on her
shawm and cast a spell that caused the Giant to fall to
the floor in paroxysms of uncontrollable laughter. Despite
the fact that every time he was hit by a player he had a
chance to shake off the spell, the dice failed me every
time, and this climactic boss battle was reduced to the
spectacle of a giggling, prone Giant being wailed on by the
rest of the party, while a smug and satisfied avian bard
flew around playing comedy music, which I will always hear
in my mind’s ear as a medieval version of Yakety Sax...
Trudging through a bleak and desolate swamp for days
on end, beset by swarms of biting insects and harried
by various denizens of this foul, miasmic landscape, the
party had found several corpses of travellers strung up
in the trees with ominous notes of warning stuffed into
their mouths and strange fetishes hanging all around
them. Having taken one of the fetishes as a souvenir,
Kakaa was beset by strange nightmares as the party
slept fitfully that night on a tiny patch of dry land in the
mire. The next day they found themselves at the edge
of a small lake, with a solitary hut on stilts in its centre,
and a jetty with a rowing boat tied up at it before them.
Ever the curious one, Kakaa flew up and approached the
hut to get a closer look, seeing no doors, only windows
on each side, and a hatch at the base with a rope ladder
dangling down into the brackish water. A little girl looked
out of the window and called out to her, but was pulled
back inside by an unseen figure, and as she flew back to
the others to report what she’d seen Kakaa felt a spell
being cast on her, which she managed to shrug off. At this
point the characters hid themselves in the undergrowth
at the lake’s edge, while they debated what to do. The
discussion took up about half an hour of real time, and in
the end everyone agreed it would be best to continue to
sneak around the edge of the lake, rather than investigate
any further. As the party moved forward, Silva, the wilful
young halfling rogue/wizard bringing up the rear leaped
into the lake and started swimming towards the ominous
hut. By the time anyone noticed she’d gone she was set
upon by viciously biting fish and knocked unconscious,
and was only saved by the swift action of Pika, the birdfolk
martial arts monk, who managed to fish her out and get
her back to the shore where she could be healed. The
players never found out exactly who lived in that creepy
hut on stilts in the middle of the swamp. So far…
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Bob’s your Auntie - No problem too weird
Dear Auntie Bob,
How can I make decisions?
PS Couldn’t decide whether to be Anon or
Clamjamfrie…
Oh dear I see your trouble!
Well sometimes when I need to choose a
path I turn to a divination method like
Ogham or Tarot as these can be an aid to
spying into your subconscious to discover
what you really want. I have picked out a
deck to do a reading for you, in this
instance the magnificent Arcane Bullshit
fortune telling cards (available at
www.arcanebullshit.com).

This reading is telling me that to make
your best decisions you need to go into
the toilet, settle down for a poo and
become one with the experience. It is a
safe place free from the opinions and
judgements of others, there you will find
answers…
Dear Auntie Bob,
I’ve now got 666 followers on Twitter.
Should I be worried? And if so, of what,
exactly….?
Toxteth O’Grady
My dear Tocky O’Grady 666 is nothing to
be worried about, we all know the real
problem is The Military Industrial
Complex. We are water, water finds a way
through the hardest of rock.

Dear Auntie Bob,
When is a witch a Crone? And vice versa?
Which Witch is Which
From the Arcane Bullshit guide book:
The Toilet Angel
If you are willing to descend to some
horrible depths, who knows what kind of
Transformo-awakenation might be
possibilified. Think about how your
situation could be improved by
embracing your filthiness.
Nobody
Sometimes being ‘nobody has its benefits.
Ignore your paranoia, nobody cares
enough to spy on you.
The King Shit

Cronehood comes with age, wisdom and
change. I cannot speak from experience
as I have not yet reached that threshold
but I can observe and learn for when my
time comes. I have heard it described as
a second childhood, a release from the
shackles of middle age and a creative
reawakening. So a witch becomes a
Crone when she/they go through the fire
of rebirth into elder.
A Crone becomes a witch when she damn
well wants to! Nobody can tell you if you
are a witch or not, that is a deeply
personal choice and responsibility all
your very own.

Own your power, no matter how gross it
feels. Anything can be a throne if you sit
on it right
The views of Auntie Bob should be taken with a pinch of salt as she comes from an
alternate reality which has differing dimensional parameters.
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Word Cloud created in WordArt.com Liverpool Skyline by Original Urban Art

24

25

26

Will Helm
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It’s time

Ahoy there Bodgers! This month I’m sharing a way to play which I find great for releasing tensions and
emotions, as well as having some fun with whatever may be preoccupying me, allowing me to act it out,
laugh, and see it from a perspective removed.
It is simple and fun. All you need is a song! And perhaps an outfit too. Some might say this is how I
emerged into the world myself, but I am not about to comment on that, suffice to say my identity
appears rather more steady than that from the inside(!) make of that what you Will!
★

★

★

Find a song that has a resonance for you with what you want to explore. It might be a
song you know well, but it can also be fun to find one that you don’t know by searching on
a topic and see what extra playful connections can be found within it!
★ Listen to the song
and begin to explore
what movements you
to make. What does th
might want
e music make you wa
nt to do? What clues lie
the lyrics?
in

Working from your initial exploration of the song, develop a sense of the character that you
would like to play. What do they wear? What is their hair like? What is their gender? Is there any
particular emotions or experiences or ways of being in the world that they may be acting out?
Perhaps these are things you would like to act out too. Any props they might need? It might be
fun and add some extra layers to find them a name, indeed they might appreciate it too, but this
is entirely optional
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Praaactice! And play around with it. Try it out in front of the mirror, or perhaps record it. It
may be interesting to watch back. Observe what arises! And have fun!
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The Letter
Ladels and Genitals,
I am writing to express a deep and abiding outrage.
I downloaded issue number one of the Bodger febrile with
the anticipation of an evening immersed in the minutiae
of the venerable art of Bodging. My world was rent unto
flinders. I was plunged into a chapel perilous of doubt and
horror. My expectation had been for articles such as the
twenty three steps to pole lathe construction and care
and use of the shave horse. Instead I was assailed by talk
of Block Universes – no doubt allied to some Many Worlds
Hypothesis and Quantum Mechanics of Collage. I was, to
put it mildly, devastated.
With this, we charged again: but, out, alas!
We bodged again; as I have seen a swan
With bootless labour swim against the tide
And spend her strength with over-matching waves.
Henry VI, part 3, Act 1, Scene 4 – Shakespeare
Like the badger the bodger lurks
in the wood, trade tools at the ready.
Emerging only at night when the
labours of the day are complete. The
bodger is a noble tradesperson. My
sanity was driven from my cranium.
It was only by the application of
some disciplinary lecturing
and a short, sharp, shower
that I managed to retain
my faculties.
It was then, in the
cold puddles of questionable
practice that I noticed: Ley
Lines. The Bodger, Issue
#1 (sic), was vibrant with a
new and powerful mission
for Bodgers of the World. I have
no idea what it is and it may, in fact, be no more
than Bodgers of the World Unite you have nothing to lose
but your chains – sort of thing.
I genuinely wanted to remain outraged and pour scorn
on the Bodger. But then, in some weirdly dadaist moment
I was visited by twenty three ghost each of a different
temporal aspect who all insisted they had something of
importance to say. Generally it was: you are delusional
and could medicate us into inexistence. I persisted.
Bodgers made chair legs. Indeed, Bodgers made all
the cylindrical – or near cyclindrical – parts of chairs. In
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woodlands. Using basic, but practical tools. They were,
like Mumming Plays and Guising, a mystery that few
understand.
Owen Dean was the last itinerant chair bodger to work
in the Chilterns. Like his four brothers, Owen was always
a chair bodger. He pirchased (sic) a stand of Beech from
a local landowner each season and set up his shed
and equipment. Owen frequented the woods of Great
Hampden, Speen and Naphill. He had two near misses
during the Second World War when the Luftwaffe dropped
bombs trying to find RAF Bomber Command.He smoked
heavily and drank strong tea brewed on fires made of
beech shavings. In 1958 Owen closed his workshop as he
could not make it pay, spending his last two years working
as a forester on the Duke of Buckingham’s estate.
The Ley Lines of Bodgers. That is where it is all at.
The sale of Bodging Stands was achieved by auction
held in the Hampden Arms, Great Hampden, with bidding
beginning at 1pm.The catalogue was issued by the estate
of the Duke and gave each Bodger a list of the species
of tree in each stand and their location. The venue
was open from 10am and the beer paid for by
the Hampden Estate. Either a generous gesture
or cynically getting the Bodgers drunk to fly the
bidding. Payment terms were six months – meaning
Bodgers had a chance to make the rent and surplus
or to sell on the stand. They made chair
legs and fire wood.
Now, there are hundreds
of thousands of chairs.
Traditionally made chairs.
Bodged legs. Distributed
across the globe. Forming
Ley Lines. Pick three
bodged chairs and thence
perform Glitch Experiment
One. The intention had been
to be outraged that Liverpool
Arts Laboratory had published “The
Bodger” with nary a word on the matter of the trade and art
and craft of Bodging. Yet, slowly, the realisation dawns and
grows and matures: The Bodger is a subtle pole lathe of the
mind. A shave horse of consciousness.
Yet again the Arts Lab has confounded the weasel
worded critic and created a Many Worlds Bifurcation. We
now have a Universe with the Bodge – and the Glitch – and
a Universe without. I know which I prefer to exist within.
Yrs & c.
sur Hubert Huzzah (postmortuarist).

Eight Circuits – Circuit One. Bio-survival
(fight /flee) ‘marine’ intelligence
It helps if you actually have a copy of the
“Eight Circuits of the Brain” produced by
Breaking Convention and Psychedelic
Press, edited and introduced by Matthew
Clark in order to riff on the concepts.
However I found I didn’t have the pamphlet.
Up to London for the vax a couple of
weeks ago, I returned to my Dorset bubble
without it. I called Rob Dickenson, who is
Psychedelic Press, saying: ”I’ll have to buy
another one!” He very kindly sent me an
extra copy gratis. Thank you Rob.
Reconnected with the text, I have been
musing on Dr Leary’s outlines of Circuit
1, being the first three stages of the four
terrestrial circuits. All three stages relate
to the I Ching trigram Kun earth or “the
field”. The basic matrix from the womb, to
the earth, from the wet to the dry at birth.
Initial imprints are set up possibly for life,
laid down before the child is three. Do you
trust the universe or are you suspicious?
Kun on which everything rests and from
which everything grows. In ancient myth
Kun emerged from the underworld waters.
The field is made up of only supple (open)
lines. This spirit nourishes everything,
Everything both ripens and rots. I am
reminded of a glorious realisation at the
second Festival 23 that everything was to
be found in the “field”, where we were all
camping at the time.

towards or away. I am not temperamentally
backwards at coming forwards.
Stage 2: “Biting and squirming, discovering
that the external world can be manipulated/
controlled by crying.” The Magician in
Tarot. Zodiac Aries 1. So the tears flow easy,
I did find that release very young. Often
accused of ‘crocodile’ tears as a child, they
are my emotional outlet. I always feel full to
the brim, tears well up easily and roll down
my cheeks in sweet release. To give myself
agency, I consider I chose not to cry when
my mother leaned over my cradle before
she fled in fear for her life. That was one
time I did not cry. I let her go. She was very
young and my father had frightened her
half to death. So much so, her hair turned
white overnight from shock. ”He did mean
to kill me”, she told me 20 years later when
I met her properly for the first time.

Stage 3: Crawling, ”oxygen snorting” –
Tarot (Earth) Empress. Zodiac Taurus1. “A
billion years in the making, circuit one of
the brain programmes perception onto an
either/or grid.” I would survive. This first
circuit is activated by opiates, which bring
you down to the cellular level: “Freudians
apparently identify opiate addiction with a
desire to return to the womb.” I personally
don’t enjoy the sensation. Onwards and
upwards. Opiates are pretty boring. The
first and almost last time I experienced
them I felt like a toad that had been stuck
Stage 1: Expressed in the body, the stomach, in a rock for several hundred years. Though
nourishment – sucking and floating. The I have appreciated the effect of morphine –
Fool in Tarot. Pisces 1 in the Zodiac. So in hospital for pain management.
personally, since I separated from my I see last month I only spoke about really
biological mother at three months or so, ancient SF classics, to bring pivotal Sci Fi
I learned early to trust others. The apron books up to date. Check out Kim Stanley
strings never even got tied. I had a wet Robinson’s new book “Ministry For the
nurse in Italy, she must have been loving Future”. It’s intelligent and optimistic
as I am essentially open and trusting in about our very near future re climate
my approach to everyone. This circuit chaos.
is about approach or aversion. Either Authenticator 1X
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Ley Lines for Fun and Profit:
The Walker

WĂƌƚϮ͘dŚĞŽĚŵĂŶŽĨtŝůŵŝŶŐƚŽŶ
ǇĞĂƌĂŐŽ͕ŽŶ/ŵďŽůĐ͕&ĞďƌƵĂƌǇϭƐƚ͕dŚĞŽŽƌ
ĂŶĚ / ŵĂĚĞ Ă ƉŝůŐƌŝŵĂŐĞ ƚŽ ƚŚĞ >ŽŶŐ DĂŶ ŽĨ
tŝůŵŝŶŐƚŽŶ͘tĞũŽŝŶĞĚĂŐƌŽƵƉĐĞůĞďƌĂƚŝŶŐƚŚĞ
upcoming premiere of Nathan James’ cantata
KŶ tŝŶĚŽǀĞƌ ,ŝůů͕ ǁŚŝĐŚ ǁĂƐ ŝŶƐƉŝƌĞĚ ďǇ ƚŚĞ
DĂŶ͘/ƚǁĂƐŽŶĞŽĨƚŚĞůĂƐƚŶŽƌŵĂůǁĞĞŬĞŶĚƐ͘
dŚĞ>ŽŶŐDĂŶŝƐĂŚŝůůĨŝŐƵƌĞĚƌĂǁŶďĞƚǁĞĞŶ
ƚǁŽ ǀĞƌƚŝĐĂů ůŝŶĞƐ͕ ũƵƐƚ ŽƵƚƐŝĚĞ ĂƐƚďŽƵƌŶĞ͘
EŽďŽĚǇ ŝƐ ƐƵƌĞ ŚŽǁ ŽůĚ ŝƚ ŝƐ͕ ĂůƚŚŽƵŐŚ ƐŽŵĞ
ƚŚŝŶŬŝƚĐŽƵůĚďĞƉƌĞͲZŽŵĂŶ͘/ƚǁĂƐŽǀĞƌŐƌŽǁŶ
ĨŽƌĂůŽŶŐƚŝŵĞĂŶĚŝƚŝƐŶŽǁŵĂƌŬĞĚŽƵƚǁŝƚŚ
ǁŚŝƚĞďƌŝĐŬƐƌĂƚŚĞƌƚŚĂŶĞǆƉŽƐĞĚĐŚĂůŬ͘ƚϳϮ
ŵĞƚĞƌƐ͕ƚŚĞĨŝŐƵƌĞƐƚĂŶĚƐƚĂůůĞƌƚŚĂŶƚŚĞ^ƚĂƚƵĞ
ŽĨ>ŝďĞƌƚǇ͘
dŚĞƌĞ ĂƌĞ ŵĂŶǇ ƚŚĞŽƌŝĞƐ ĂďŽƵƚ ǁŚŽ ŝƐ
ĚĞƉŝĐƚĞĚŚĞƌĞ͘^ƉĞĐƵůĂƚŝŽŶƐŝŶĐůƵĚĞĞůƚŝĐĂŶĚ
ĞǀĞŶŐǇƉƚŝĂŶŐŽĚƐ͘^ŽŵĞŚĂǀĞƐĂŝĚƚŚĂƚŝƚŝƐ
ĞŽǁƵůĨ Žƌ ^ĂŵƐŽŶ͘ KŶĞ ďŽŽŬ ƐƵŐŐĞƐƚƐ ƚŚĞ
ŶĞĂƌďǇ ŵŽŶŬƐ ǁĞƌĞ ŝŶǀŽůǀĞĚ ŝŶ Ă ƉƌŽĨĂŶĞ
ŵĂŐŝĐĂů ĐƵůƚ͕ ĂŶĚ ƚŚĞ ĨŝŐƵƌĞ ŝƐ ^ŽůŽŵŽŶ
ďĞƚǁĞĞŶƚŚĞWŝůůĂƌƐŽĨƚŚĞdĞŵƉůĞ͘^ŽŵĞƐĂǇŝƚ
ŝƐƚŚĞĐŚĂůŬŽƵƚůŝŶĞŽĨĂƌĞĂůgiant’s ďŽĚǇĂĨƚĞƌ
ŚĞ ǁĂƐ ŬŝůůĞĚ ďǇ ĂŶŽƚŚĞƌ ŐŝĂŶƚ͕ Žƌ ŵĂǇďĞ
ƉŝůŐƌŝŵƐ͘ d >ĞƚŚďƌŝĚŐĞ ƌĞĐŽƌĚĞĚ Ă ƐŚĞƉŚĞƌĚ
ƐĂǇŝŶŐƚŚĞƌĞǁĞƌĞŽƌŝŐŝŶĂůůǇƚǁŽŐŝĂŶƚƐ͕ĚĂŵ
ĂŶĚ ǀĞ͕ ĂŶĚ ŽƌĞĞŶ sĂůŝĞŶƚĞ ƐĂŝĚ ƚŚĂƚ ƚŚĞ
DĂŶ ŐƵĂƌĚĞĚ Ă ŐĂƚĞǁĂǇ ƚŽ ƚŚĞ ƵŶĚĞƌǁŽƌůĚ͕
ĂŶĚĞǀĞŶŽŶĐĞŚĂĚĂƉŚĂůůƵƐůŝŬĞŚŝƐďƌŽƚŚĞƌĂƚ
ĞƌŶĞ ďďĂƐ͘ dŚĞƌĞ ŝƐ ĞǀĞŶ Ă ƐƵŐŐĞƐƚĞĚ
ƌĞůĂƚŝŽŶƐŚŝƉƚŽƚŚĞ>ŝƚůŝŶŐƚŽŶtŚŝƚĞ,ŽƌƐĞ͕ƉĂƌƚ
ŽĨ Ă ^ŽƵƚŚ ŽǁŶƐ ǌŽĚŝĂĐ ƐŝŵŝůĂƌ ƚŽ ƚŚĞ
'ůĂƐƚŽŶďƵƌǇŽŶĞ͘
ůĨƌĞĚtĂƚŬŝŶƐŚĂĚŚŝƐŽǁŶƚŚĞŽƌǇĂďŽƵƚƚŚĞ
>ŽŶŐDĂŶ͘,ĞƚŚŽƵŐŚƚƚŚĞĨŝŐƵƌĞƌĞƉƌĞƐĞŶƚĞĚ
ĂŶ ĂŶĐŝĞŶƚ ůĞǇ ƐƵƌǀĞǇŽƌ͕ ƚŚĞ ƚǁŽ ůŝŶĞƐ
ƌĞƉƌĞƐĞŶƚŝŶŐ ŚŝƐ ƐƚŝĐŬƐ͘ hƐŝŶŐ ĂŶ ŽůĚ ƚĞƌŵ ĨŽƌ
ƐŶĂŝů͕ tĂƚŬŝŶƐ ƌĞĨĞƌƌĞĚ ƚŽ ƚŚŝƐ ƐƵƌǀĞǇŽƌ ĂƐ Ă
ĚŽĚŵĂŶ͕ƐŝŶĐĞƚŚĞƐŶĂŝů’ƐŚŽƌŶƐƌĞĐĂůůƚŚĞƚǁŽ
ƐƵƌǀĞǇŝŶŐ ƌŽĚƐ͘ dŚŝƐ ŝƐ ĞĐŚŽĞĚ in Ken Dodd’Ɛ
tickling sticks. I’m not saying that Dodd carried
ƚŚĞƐĞ ƉƌŽƉƐ ĂƐ Ă ůŝŶŬ ƚŽ ůĞǇ ůŝŶĞƐ͕ ďƵƚ ƚŚĞ
ĐŽŝŶĐŝĚĞŶĐĞŝƐƚŚĞƌĞ͘
dŚĞƌĞ ĂƌĞ͕ ŽĨ ĐŽƵƌƐĞ͕ ůĞǇ ůŝŶĞƐ ƉĂƐƐŝŶŐ
ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚƚŚĞ>ŽŶŐDĂŶ͘KŶĞŽĨƚŚĞƐĞŐŽĞƐĨƌŽŵ
ƚŚĞĐŚƵƌĐŚŝŶtŝůŵŝŶŐƚŽŶƚŽ &ƌŝƐƚŽŶ&ŽƌĞƐƚ͕Ă
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ŚŽƚƐƉŽƚĨŽƌh&KƐ͘dŚĞŚƵƌĐŚŽĨ^ƚDĂƌǇĂŶĚ
^ƚWĞƚĞƌǁĂƐĨŽƵŶĚĞĚŝŶƚŚĞϭϮƚŚĐĞŶƚƵƌǇ͕ďƵƚ
ĞĂƌůŝĞƌĐŚƵƌĐŚĞƐŽŶƚŚĞƐŝƚĞŵŝŐŚƚƉƌĞͲĚĂƚĞŝƚ͘
KƵƚƐŝĚĞŝƐĂŶŽůĚǇĞǁƚƌĞĞ͕ϮϯĨĞĞƚŝŶĚŝĂŵĞƚĞƌ͕
ǁŚŝĐŚŵŝŐŚƚďĞĂƐŵĂŶǇĂƐϭϲϬϬǇĞĂƌƐŽůĚ͘
ƚƵŶŶĞůŝƐƐĂŝĚƚŽƉĂƐƐĨƌŽŵĐŚƵƌĐŚƚŽƚŚĞŶĞĂƌďǇ
ƉƌŝŽƌǇ͕ ĨŽůůŽǁŝŶŐ ƚŚĞ ĐŽƵƌƐĞ ŽĨ ƚŚĞ ůĞǇ ůŝŶĞ͘
dŚĞƐĞ ƚǁŽ ƐŝƚĞƐ ĂƌĞ ƐŽ ĐůŽƐĞ ƚŽ ŽŶĞ ĂŶŽƚŚĞƌ
ƚŚĂƚ ŝƚ ŝƐ ŚĂƌĚ ƚŽ ĐŽŶƐŝĚĞƌ ƚŚĞŵ ĂƐ ƐĞƉĂƌĂƚĞ͘
dŚŝƐůŝŶĞƉĂƐƐĞƐƚŚƌŽƵŐŚƚŚĞ>ŽŶŐDĂŶĂŶĚƚŚĞ
ďĂƌƌŽǁĂďŽǀĞŚŝŵďĞĨŽƌĞƚĞƌŵŝŶĂƚŝŶŐ;ĂƐĨĂƌĂƐ
ǁĞŬŶŽǁͿĂƚĂƚƵŵƵůƵƐŝŶƚŚĞǁŽŽĚƐ͘
ůĨƌĞĚtĂƚŬŝŶƐƐƵŐŐĞƐƚĞĚƚŚĂƚůĞǇůŝŶĞƐǁĞƌĞ
ƵƐĞĚ ĨŽƌ ŶĂǀŝŐĂƚŝŽŶ͘ &ŽůůŽǁŝŶŐ ƚŚŝƐ ůŝŶĞ͕ ĂŶĚ
even allowing for lost points along the way, it’s
ŚĂƌĚ ƚŽ ŝŵĂŐŝŶĞ ĨŽůůŽǁŝŶŐ ŝƚ͘ dŚĞ ůĂŶĚƐĐĂƉĞ
ŚĞƌĞŚĂƐŝƚƐŽǁŶŶĂƚƵƌĂůĚŝƌĞĐƚŝŽŶƐ͕ĞĂƐŝĞƌƚŚĂŶ
ĐŚĂƌŐŝŶŐ ĚŝƌĞĐƚůǇ ƵƉŚŝůů ŽŶ ƚŚĞ ůŝŶĞ͘ /ƚ ĂůƐŽ
ŵĂŬĞƐŶŽƐĞŶƐĞŐŝǀĞŶǁŚĂƚǁĞŬŶŽǁĂďŽƵƚƚŚĞ
ĞĂƌůǇ ƐĞƚƚůĞŵĞŶƚƐ ŽŶ ƚŚĞ ĚŽǁŶƐ͕ ǁŚŝĐŚ
ĨŽůůŽǁĞĚƚŚĞŚŝůůƚŽƉ͕ĂŵŽƌĞŶĂƚƵƌĂů ĨŽĐƵƐĨŽƌ
ŶĂǀŝŐĂƚŝŽŶ͘It’s hard to see what a path at ƚŚŝƐ
ĂŶŐůĞŽĨĨĞƌƐ͘
KŶĞ ƚŝŵĞ͕ ƚƌǇŝŶŐ ƚŽ ĨŽůůŽǁ ƚŚĞ ůŝŶĞ͕ ǁĞ
ƐƚƌƵŐŐůĞĚ ƚŽ ĨŝŶĚ ƚŚĞ ĨŝŶĂů ƉŽŝŶƚ ŝŶ ƚŚĞ
ŽǀĞƌŐƌŽǁŶǁŽŽĚůĂŶĚŽĨ&ƌŝƐƚŽŶ&ŽƌĞƐƚ͘DĂǇďĞ
ǁĞ ŚĂǀĞ ůŽƐƚ ƐŽŵĞ ƐŝŐŶŝĨŝĐĂŶƚ ƉŽŝŶƚƐ ŽŶ ƚŚĞ
ůŝŶĞ͕ ďƵƚ it doesn’t feel like a means of
ŶĂǀŝŐĂƚŝŽŶ͘
ǀĞŶŝĨƚŚĞůĞǇůŝŶĞdoesn’tǁŽƌŬĂƐĂƌŽĂĚ͕/
ƐƚŝůůůŽǀĞŝƚ͘/ƚƚĂŶŐůĞƐƚŽŐĞƚŚĞƌĂŐƌŽƵƉŽĨƉůĂĐĞƐ
ĂŶĚ ƚĞůůƐ Ă ƐƚŽƌǇ ŽĨ ŵŽŶŬƐ ĂŶĚ ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞ ƌŝƚĞƐ͘
Even if I couldn’t find the last location, getting
ůŽƐƚŝŶĂĨŽƌĞƐƚŝƐĂůǁĂǇƐŵŽƌĞĨƵŶƚŚĂŶŬŶŽǁŝŶŐ
ǁŚĞƌĞǇŽƵĂƌĞ͘/ƚŚŝŶŬǁŚĂƚ/ůŝŬĞŵŽƐƚĂďŽƵƚ
ƚŚŝƐůŝŶĞŝƐƚŚĂƚŝƚƚĞůůƐĂůŝƚƚůĞƐƚŽƌǇ ĂďŽƵƚƚŚĞ
ůĂŶĚƐĐĂƉĞ͘dŚĂƚŝƐƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐǁŽƌƚŚĞǆƉůŽƌŝŶŐ
ĂŶĚĞǆƉĂŶĚŝŶŐ͘

I’ve been playing with some ƐŽĨƚǁĂƌĞƚŽĨŝŶĚ
ůĞǇ ůŝŶĞƐ͕ ĂŶĚ /’m ƉůĂŶŶŝŶŐ ƚŽ ƵƐĞ ƚŚŝƐ ĨŽƌ
>ŝǀĞƌƉŽŽů͘ /Ĩ ǇŽƵ ǁĂŶƚ ƚŽ ƐƵŐŐĞƐƚ ƐŝŐŶŝĨŝĐĂŶƚ
ƐŝƚĞƐ ;ŽůĚ Žƌ ŶĞǁ͕ ŵǇƐƚŝĐĂů Žƌ ŵƵƐŝĐĂůͿ ƉůĞĂƐĞ
ĞŵĂŝů ũĂŵĞƐΛŽƌďŝĨŝĐ͘ĐŽŵ and we’ll see what
ǁĞĨŝŶĚ͘

The Holographic Universe

The Dreamfisher’s Kitchen
Dream seeding recipe: A way to work
with the dreaming lands
Ingredients:
Candle
Bowl of water
Pen & paper/ recording device
A bed
An enquiry
Dreams
Soil
Sleep
Enchant your sleep space with scents,
lights and sounds.
Bring a vessel full of water (the
most beautiful you can find) to your
bedside and light a candle.
Become curious about the part of you
who is ‘the one who dreams’
Soften your gaze on the fires’
flickering and spend time connecting
to your dreamer.
Create a heartfelt intention to the
dreamtime asking for some dream
insight into a question you have.
Take a sip from your bowl of water.

Notice the sensation of the water as it
enters your mouth and slips into the
deep mystery your body.

sleep positions.
Keep it slow so you don’t spill them.
Your body is a vessel that holds the
memory of dreams.

Dream
Notice the images and sensations in
your body as sleep folds towards you,
and you slip into the deep mystery of
the dreaming.
While you drift across the border
between waking and sleeping, carry
your question with you so you can drop
it into the dreaming lands to seed.
May metaphors take root and sprout
throughout the night.

Remember
Gently dip your fingers into your
dream water by your bedside.
Connect this waking-world water with
the dream-full water inside you.
Gently dip your consciousness back
into the dreaming.
Reach out and catch the edges of your
dream whisps.
Record your dream.

Wake
As you emerge from the dreaming,
stay soft and keep stillness in the body
and mind.
Hold space for the dream-drifts to
rise from the deep mystery of the
dreaming.
Watch the dreams rise through your
body and into your waking world.
If dreams are illusive, try slowly
moving into one of your well-known

Share
Carry your vessel of dream water
outside, or to a plant pot and pour
the living imagination of dreams back
into the soil, to merge with the deep
dreaming inside the living land.
Perhaps it will re-emerge in some
other time, in some other dream, in
some other dreamer.
Write, paint, sing dance, share your
dreams!
31

32

