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Number 3. The first number to 
which the meaning ‘all’ was given, 
3 contains everything else. Past, 
present and future. Birth, life and 
death. Beginning middle and end. 

According to the Pythagoreans, the 
number 3 was the first true number. 
It is the first number that forms a 
geometrical figure, the triangle. The 
triangle is a container of space.

In space, the Earth is the third 
planet from the sun. There are three 
types of galaxies: elliptical, spiral and 
irregular. There are 3 distinct genus 
of Homo: Habilis (“skilful”), Erectus 
(“upright”) and sapiens (“wise”).

The third card in the tarot deck’s 
Major Arcana is The Empress. She is 
mother, creator and nurturer. She is 
also a container “…representative of 
the productivity of the subconscious, 
seeded by ideas.” 

Atoms consist of 3 types of 
constituents: Protons, neutrons and 
electrons. A neutron consists of three 

quarks: Two down quarks and one up 
quark. Three is the atomic number of 
lithium.

Hecate, the mythological goddess 
of ancient Greece, was often depicted 
as having 3 faces. She was associated 
with crossroads, entrance-ways, 
night, light, magic, witchcraft, 
knowledge of herbs and poisonous 
plants, ghosts, necromancy and 
sorcery. Today we might call this a 
‘portfolio career’.

There are 3 aspects of God in 
Hinduism. Buddhism has it’s 3 jewels 
and Wicca has a Rule of Three. 

This is Bodge #3. It is a container 
of un-curated conceptions, visions 
and provocations. Each contribution 
will seed your subconscious with an 
idea (or three).  

Do you know that an octopus 
has 3 hearts? Imagine being in love, 
or having your heart broken, but 3 
times more intensely. Makes you 
think…
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Librarian’s 
Corner T his Issue, travel to a sunken cathedral on an alien plan-

et, risk an encounter with The Brotherhood of Dada and 
embrace the Infinite with your friendly Librarian…

Ch’Angel of 
Synchronicity 
Memories, 
Dreams, Reflec-
tions, by CG Jung 

In the spring of 1957, 
when he was eighty-one 
years old, C. G. Jung 

undertook the telling of his 
life story. At regular inter-
vals he had conversations 
with his colleague and 

friend Aniela Jaffé, and col-
laborated with her in the preparation of the text based 
on these talks. On occasion, he was moved to write 
entire chapters of the book in his own hand, and he 
continued to work on the final stages of the man-
uscript until shortly before his death on June 6, 1961.

The book ranges from Jung’s 
childhood, through his friend-
ship and breakup with Freud, 
to his travels around the world, 
his visits to tribal peoples as 
well as his dreams (including 
the one of Liverpool) and re-
flections on his psychological 
theories, spirituality, biology 
and the human condition. It is 
engaging, profound and end-
lessly fascinating - a deep well 
of knowledge and wisdom to 
return to through your life.

Cat 
Doom Patrol, by 
Grant Morrison 

T he Doom Patrol is 
a superhero team 
appearing in publica-

tions from DC Comics. The 
original Doom Patrol first 
appeared in My Greatest 
Adventure #80 (June 1963), 
and was created by 
writers Arnold 
Drake and Bob Haney, and 
artist Bruno Premiani.
The first Doom Patrol consisted of super-
powered misfits whose "gifts" caused them 
alienation and trauma. Dubbed the "World's 
Strangest Heroes" the original team includ-
ed The Chief (Niles 
Caulder), Robotman (Cliff Steele), Elasti-
Girl (Rita Farr), and Negative Man (Larry 
Trainor).
The Painting that Ate Paris is the second 
collection of Grant Morrison's legendary 
run on the comic, reprinting issues 
#26-34.
The collection includes the rise of the 
Brotherhood of Dada - the only team of 
super-foes ever strange enough to rival 
the Doom Patrol itself - as well as the 
menace of the Decreator and the return of 
Monsieur Mallah and the Brain from the 
original Brotherhood of Evil.

Bridge 
Galactic Pot Healer, by Philip K Dick 

Galactic Pot-Healer is a science fiction novel, first published in 1969. The story 
deals with a number of philosophical and political issues such as repressive 
societies, fatalism, and the search for meaning in life.

The novel opens in a dismal future America, the “Communal North American Cit-
izen's Republic.” The United States government has become extremely intrusive and 
repressive, monitoring the actions, speech and even thoughts of its citizens.
The protagonist, Joe Fernwright, is a pot-healer, one who can perfectly restore pot-
tery to brand new condition. He longs for purpose and meaning in life. His one enter-
tainment is to call various friends on the worldwide telephone network and swap 
puzzles. These puzzles are created by translating a common English proverb or 
phrase into another language by using a language translation computer, and then 
translating it back to English the same way. Joe finds meaning when he is 
summoned to "Plowman's Planet"/Sirius Five by a mysterious and highly evolved 
alien, Glimmung, with seemingly godlike powers, to raise an ancient sunken cathed-
ral from the ocean floor. Glimmung is also in a struggle with the Kalends, a species 
gifted with precognition who are constantly writing a book that supposedly foretells the 
future, one which inevitably is proven right. Glimmung is determined to continue with his struggle, even 
when the book predicts certain failure.

“The decisive question for man is: 
Is he (sic) related to something 

infinite or not? That is the telling 
question of his life. Only if we 

know that the thing which truly 
matters is the infinite can we 

avoid fixing our interests upon 
futilities, and upon all kinds of 
goals which are not of real im-

portance…. if we understand and 
feel that here in this life we 

already have a link with the infin-
ite, desires and attitudes change.” 
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Grasshopper escapes argument with chicken by catching the wind and achieving altitude

HRH Spawn of Mob.

Get cracking.

-one in ten go mad,
two in five crack up.

sofa-work-pretend to jog-

Same thing day after day,
sofa-work-dinner-work-
sofa-armchair-TV-sleep-

Your mind needs you:



riverrun
from Lagan to Mersey

wavespeech broguedrawl
bubbling energy

smilespirit everyman
stage lit impeccably
pictorial knowledge

eye seeking endlessly
compassionate camera

fuelled by empathy
pickperfect moments

help shape history
flowerpower toffeemeadow

blooming ecstatically
grassroots champion
crucial to community 
homebaked brickloaf

up very early
kneading to contribute

feeding Here Comes Everybody
hotwax popkitchen

spark a dancerie
goldremembered granddad

regenerations on knee
twilightsleepnow

lantern shining brightly 
thankbells ringing 

throughout eternity
blessed be
riverrun

to waterfall
loudonrevealing

that word known to all 

Loudons Wake
(for Mark)
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2000 BC In Egyptian hieroglyphs the zig-zag line like 
water is the preposition ‘to’ and the Hare picture is ‘Be’ 
or ‘Exist’ and is used in reference to stories of creation.

700 AD Bede writes of Anglo-Saxon Goddess Eostre, 
daughter of Jörd, the Earth-Mother. Eostre is Goddess of 
the dawn and her favourite animal and attendant spirit is 
the Hare who carries her dawn lights.

1272-1283 An anonymous poem The Names of the Hare* 
is written in Middle English. It has 77 names for a Hare. 
Here are 23:
the Scotart, the Bigge, the Bouchart, the Scotewine, the 
Skikart, the Turpin, the Tirart, the Go-bi-dich, the Wimount, 
the Babbart, the Stele-awai, the Momelart, the 
Evil-i-met, the Babbart, the Gras-bitere, 
the Goibert, the Late-at-hom, the 
Swikebert, the Brodlokere, the 
Bromcat, the Wite-wombe, the 
Lorkere, the Fnattart.

1893 Arthur Harmer 
is born into a farming 
family in Norfolk. In 
later life he talks about 
Hares:**
“I’ve never seen much 
difference in the buck 
and the doe. In the 
springtime we used 
to see three or four 
chasing one another 
about in the field - about 
March time. They used to 
be about the time of the year 
when the wheat was beginning 
to grow. They used to say then if 
the wheat didn’t cover a March Hare it 
wasn’t a good piece of wheat. 
Yes, I think the Hare is an intelligent animal and 
they are a very shy animal. A clever animal too but easier 
caught than the rabbit because they can’t go to ground. 
I don’t see coursing-hounds so cruel as the hunting-
hounds. Because a coursing-hound only runs a hare 
about two minutes at the most, and its killed. They catch 
it nearly in the same field. Well, a Hare-hunt, that will last 
twenty minutes or half an hour; until that hare is racing 
about so it can’t run anymore. That’s a terrible run!”
“I once shot one running from the hounds. And I got it 
away before the hounds got it. I shot it and covered it 
up so the hounds didn’t find it. Well, when I opened that 
hare i was never so much surprised. There wasn’t a mite 
of blood in it! That blood was all gone to pink bubbles. 
She’d been chased then for over a quarter of an hour and 

her blood was all gone to pink bubbles. When I opened 
that Hare I never used it because I couldn’t fancy it. I 
never see such a thing in my life. It had run the life out 
of herself.” 

2021 
February 28th In a field close to the River Tyne near 
Ovingham, Northumberland, two Hares are spotted 

heralding the spring with leaping, chasing, 
jumping and spiralling around each other. 

A five-minute glimpse is had, of the 
reasons for the special status 

of the Hare in myths and 
stories. Plans are being 
made to spend more 
days in the company of 
Northumbrian Hares in 
the first week of April. 
I will report back in 
Bodge 4.

2021
March 7th is the 
50th anniversary 
of the death of poet 
Stevie Smith. I decide 

to ‘upbeat’ her final 
poem ‘Come Death (2)’ 

while remembering a quote 
of Eckhart Tolle: “Life has no 

opposite. The opposite of death 
is birth. Life is eternal.”, I adapt 

Stevie’s poem thus:

Come Birth
I think I can feel. What can the matter be?
What are the names of the Gods I can nearly see?
Turn to the friendliest face and shout
Come, Birth, and push me out.

Thanks, sweet Birth, you’re the only God
Who helps us reach right into the light,
Listen to songs that have yet to be sung,
Come, Birth, whenever the time is right.

*A fine translation of the poem into modern English by Seamus Heaney can be 
found in ‘The Rattle Bag’ anthology.
** Extract from The Leaping Hare by George Ewart Evans and David Thomson

Hare-Piece Tethera
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On a light day, during the Great Pause
Time stopped, to open inner doors

I turned off terror tubes
Calmed alarms bells in my head

Curbed the negativity
Counted blessings instead

The instinct to focus on misfortune, mounts
Words like: lockdown

Assaulting the immunity of mind 
Banking on the end times
We were all already dying

Predicting catalysts like this
Now let the counting of the blessings begin…

The Counting of the Blessings

Blessing 1
You are here and you haven’t yet gone

Blessing 2
I’m an artist and I have my tools

Blessing 3
I’m in a place resembling home

Blessing 4
I am nurtured to my bones

Blessing 5
There is time for contemplation

Blessing 6
Worldwide reflection

Blessing 7
A planetary sigh 

Blessing 8
Space for inner mind

Blessing 9
The voice of the tribe ignited

Blessing 10
The tribes reach widens

Blessing 11
There are heroes beside us

Blessing 12
Sheroes to guide us

Blessing 13
I have windows up to sky

Blessing 14
I am learning how to die

Blessing 15
A portal’s been presented

Blessing 16
I’m finding passwords so to enter it

Blessing 17
Music stirs my soul

Blessing 18
The smell of memory takes hold

Blessing 19
I can still write to live

Blessing 20
Light can grow within

Blessing 21
A new world might begin

Blessing 22
Where love is all that’s clear

Blessing 23
The Gnothingness is here
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In mid-September 1975 I took a rickety bus along 
the steep winding road from Huehuetenango, 
Guatemala, over the mountains to Todos Santos. 
There I made enquiries about a hut I could rent 
for a few weeks. I was told there was a place an 
hour’s walk out of the village on the crest of a hill. 
We struck up a deal and I walked up the hill to my 
new abode, ‘casita de la cumbre’, the little house on 
the crest. The fact that it was at an altitude of ten 
thousand feet and in the wet season didn’t deter me. 
As far as I was concerned it was perfect.

My casita was a wooden hut with a fire in the 
middle. From its thatched roof, grass and weeds 
grew in bunches. It had a stunning view. To the 
north I looked back down the hill to Todos Santos. 
To the east a path led further up the mountain and 
disappeared from view. To the south three volcanic 
peaks rose up from distant ridges. And to the west 
were the far-off plains of the Yucatan. However for 
most of the time I was in cloud so saw none of this. 
Cloud rose like slow white flames, grey and ghostly, 
seething through the open slats of my wooden 
wall. Often I’d be swallowed by it for days, then 
one morning, as the stars faded, a clear blue breast 
of sky revealed distant valleys, paths winding to 
infinity. A blissful vision. But soon enough from my 
high perch I’d see the raincloud speeding toward 
me, ridge by ridge, closer to two hundred yards, 
closer to fifty feet through the trees across the path, 
closer to zero… For a few moments a far-off sunlit 
hillside appeared and disappeared through the soft 
suspended rain. Then it was gone…

One day I decided that the next morning I’d go to 
Huehuetenango for supplies. Trouble was there was 
only one bus that left at 6 a.m. and I had no way to 
wake myself. So I thought if I woke, I’d go, if I didn’t 
I wouldn’t. In the early hours I dreamt I was walking 
down the hill. I got half way down and realised I’d 
left my bag behind. So, in my dream, I walked back 
up to the casita to get my bag. As I entered the hut – 
in my dream – I woke up. It was as if my errant spirit 

had started down the hill then returned to pick up 
my body, the bag. So I silently rose, dressed and 
went outside. The full moon was at a low, pendulant 
ebb in the sky. I stepped lightly down the hill, over 
the rocks, sliding in the mud, finding my way by 
moonlight. Still somehow in my dream I leapt and 
flowed, descending into the darkness. Suddenly I 
saw ahead of me a fire burning. As I came closer, I 
realised it was on the hill of Cumanchun, sacred to 
the shamans of old. When I stumbled into the circle 
of firelight, I saw that the flickering fire was lighting 
up some wooden crosses. A few men were standing 
in front of the fire and, suspended over the distant 
horizon, was the glowing full moon. The smell of 
copal incense filled the night air. An old man was 
standing holding a turkey under his arm. An old 
woman held a bowl before him. Just as I arrived the 
old man lifted a knife to the turkey’s throat. I heard 
a muffled squawk, there was a flutter of wings and 
I saw dark blood spurting into the old woman’s 
bowl. At that moment one of the men turned and 
saw me. He nodded, apparently accepting this 
bizarre stranger into their circle. I stood, transfixed 
by this bewitching scene for many minutes; then, 
remembering my mission, tore myself away from 
the firelight and descended to the village to catch 
the bus.

So, the shamans weren’t just ‘of old’. They were 
now, still practising the ancient tradition of blood 
sacrifice at the full moon before fire-lit crosses. But 
they were hidden at the dead of night – well, about 
5.30 am – so no one not invited was likely to see it. 
Unless they were sent by a dream. Somehow this 
encounter made me believe – in dreams, in magic, 
in ritual, in synchronicity. My subconscious had 
plucked me from my bed and brought me slithering 
down the hill just in time to witness something 
ancient and profound. Whether the ritual was 
designed to encourage the crops or heal the sick or 
empower the Indians of Todos Santos, I don’t know. 
But what it did do inspire me and add sinew to my 
step as I made my way up from ‘desolation row’.

Summoned by a Dream
Excerpt from Heart Flung to the Wind, a memoir in progress by Eric Maddern
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A natural meeting place a well. The world over and 
throughout time. In pre Christion Ireland, wells and springs 
were recognised as portals to the Otherworld – a dimension 
whose habitants had the power to control the natural forces 
of this world. It was believed that drinking the water from a 
portal could inspire poetry, wisdom and healing. Liverpool 
has a spring in the gardens of the Anglican Cathedral where 
we can find the above poem. 

For a long time the well was protected by railings with a cup 
attached and people came to drink the “medicinal waters”. 
The oxygenated, clean, iron filled fresh water spring, was 
given the name “Sore Eye Well”. The flow is silent and 
unseen against the wall as suggested in Cuthberts poem. 
Nowdays, usually, somebody has strateically placed a leaf, 
magically allowing us to hear and see the flow as well as 
collect ourselves. 
Local naturalist Leo Chrysokou met a Glaswegian homeopath 
while collecting water for himself. She explained that she 
travelled from Edingburgh to collect water to make remedies 
because it was the most important well in Europe because it 

has been visited by the leaders of all the worlds deities.
It is said that Bridie, known for her charitable acts, passed 
through the area around 488CE on her way to Glastonbury. 
Meawhile people have been meeting here since 1994 in 
celebration of Imbolc. Leo also told be that last year an 
“activating the Goddess” ceremony was held to connect the 
waters with Glastonbury.

Recently, before and since the pandemic, many more 
people have been meeting in the Cathedral Gardens. As the 
number of visitors grow, people may, or may not notice the 
well, know about the healing properties of the water, and 
can’t read the poem above if they do. Let us hope that the 
resonance around the portal contributes to their healing, 
hopefully wisdom, and perhaps, inspire poetry.

With thanks to Leo Chrysokou and Shiny

A Long Time By The Well

Drinking the waters 1899

Imbolc, February 1st 1994 

Christian readers, see in me

An emblem of true charity

Who, freely, what I have, bestow

Though neither heard or seen to flow,

But I have full returns in heaven

For every cup of water given

  Cuthbert Bridgewater
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A large part of my daily magical practise is based 
around my relationship with the household spirits. 
I have a simple shrine that I refresh twice a day, 
thanking them for their protection and guidance 
and asking that we continue working together for 
our mutual benefit. At some point last year, I started 
adding in that I wished for us to remain friends.

Now one thing about magical communication is that 
you need to choose your words carefully. When, 
at the start of the pandemic, I began including a 
wish that there be good health for everyone in the 
household, I soon noticed that the spiders in the 
bathroom appeared to be thriving. Similarly, when 
I requested of my spirit allies that we continue as 
friends, I soon realised that they were turning up in 
my dreams disguised as my real-life friends, in order 
to impart wisdom or give magical lessons.

It seems that saying to a spirit, “Will you be my 
friend?” is generally answered with “Sure! Which one 
of your friends do you want me to be?”  Nevertheless, 
I’m inclined to persevere with friendship as a 
model for magical relationships, if only because 
sometimes I just want us to hang out together. Far 
from representing some universal cosmic truth, the 
traditional master-servant paradigm is just a colonial-
capitalist response to encountering “the Secret 
Commonwealth”, and a pretty toxic one at that.

Tricks of the trade 

Maybe the widely-held belief that you always pay 
for magical services is wrong. The folklore on this 
subject could be interpreted as a warning that the 
spirits do not play fair in a capitalist sense: there is 
not a fixed price for their services that they tell you 
about up front. You cannot simply pay them, take the 
goods and walk away, as western man expects.

Instead, in the stories, there’s usually an unspecified 
price to pay at a later date, and it’s usually much 
higher than expected. So the spirits are represented 
as untrustworthy tricksters, who refuse to sell goods 
at a fair rate of exchange.

The stories are all warnings not to get mixed up with the 
spirits at all; don’t deal with them in the marketplace 
or you’ll get ripped off. But these warnings come 
from a capitalist, free market perspective, and the 
point is that the spirits don’t play the capitalist game.

A point of honour

If you deal with the spirits you enter into a long-term 
relationship with them. Effectively, it’s a friendship. 
They’ll freely do things for you and it’s expected, if you 
want to stay friends, that you’ll freely do things for them 
as well. You give each other gifts and help each other 
out. You stay connected and it’s an honour relationship. 

For the capitalist dealer who just wants to go to the 
market, pay for their goods and walk away, this 
is an unsettling prospect. The idea that anyone 
spontaneously does things for anyone else, without 
expecting anything specific in return, isn’t just alien 
to them but frightening.

Hands across the ether

By undertaking transactions without expecting 
precise payment, we’re nevertheless entering into a 
social contract where it’s unacceptable to keep asking 
and taking without sometimes giving back. With 
magical entities however it can be difficult to establish 
equivalent values between our world and theirs. Get to 
know them; maybe there’s something you can do in 
your dreams that will help them when they’re stuck, 
or another helping hand that you can give that may 
not make sense to you but does very much to them. 

Not all spirits will want to be your friends. Some are more 
like work colleagues, and often it’s a one-off engagement. 
Some will be stand-offish or understandably hostile; 
after all, historically we’ve usually come to enslave 
them. Overall, don’t expect a stated price that you can 
pay and walk away; but remember too that what they 
want in return is never as sinister as imperialist fairy-
tale propaganda would have us believe.

The Door

Magic Words
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Listen up children as I peal back the veil

Of goblins, strange evil and cute fairy tales

Where princes, princesses, heroes and kings

Fight for your freedom and other such Grails

Hearts strong and true as they pull on our strings

With their wind in our sails we can do anything

Up they’re a-rising to turn back the tide

To battle our dragons with arrows and slings

To ensure our safety, return national pride

To bring us together, heal our divides

If freedom’s curtailed it’s a small price to pay

And only repugnant if you have things to hide

Cryptic proclamations we’ll gladly obey

A silent majority with nothing to say

We’re not protestors, or gypsies, or louts

Sunsets we’re done with, they get in the way

Of lollipops and sunshine, so let’s cast them out

We’ll rise up together (but calmy, don’t shout)

Giving our leaders some much needed clout

A change is a-coming across our great land

Sweeping, majestic, the time is at hand

By just doing nothing, we’ll be fine and grand

Fairy Tale for Whoever: 
Part I
The Procrastinator
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Will you share a super/weird story from your life?
Ok, well I was on acid, years ago at college, with my 
friend and we were sitting in her room with a green 
light on listening to Jean-Michel Jarre I think. And she 
was colouring in a corn flake packet for somebody 
that she fancied at the time and 
I was looking into a mirror. 
And I saw this like little 
blue light in the 
mirror and it got 
bigger and bigger 
and it looked like 
a thumbprint. 
Then that 
t h u m b p r i n t 
turned into a 
man and he ran 
out of the mirror 
and ran across 
the room. But I was 
tripping but my friend 
saw it at the same time 
and we were both like ‘did 
you just see that blue thumbprint 
man’ and we were like ‘yeah fuck’ and 
then that was it, we just carried on doing 
what we were doing like it was normal. 

How did it change you/ what did you learn?
Sometimes the portals can be open. 

Will you share a super/weird story from your life?
The weird happening that I’ve thought about, that’s 
just come to mind is my first trip to Glastonbury, I 
think it was ’95. Obviously, we got over the wall. 
The Stone Roses had pulled the Saturday but Oasis 
were on the Friday so cos the wall came down 
at the back of Glastonbury it was basically all of 
Manchester and Liverpool were there and everyone 
was pretty stoned and off it for the full festival. 
The first night, I was with people who’d been there 
before, we went up to the stone circle and we 
waited for the sunrise. When you’re in the stone 
circle at Glastonbury the sun rises through the 
Tor, it’s a tower with an arched doorway on both 

sides and at the solstice the sun goes right through 
the archway door and hits the stone circle. In the 
stone circle at this point, you have people with 
their bongos and congas and drums and African 
drums and they’re all drumming away. Now this 

is all totally weird and all that 
kind of thing but what sort 

of blew my mind was 
this guy…so I’d got into 
ska and reggae, and 
kind of through the 
two tone movement, 
and that was the first 
band I ever went to 
see at 14 was Madness 

and went on to see The 
Beat and eventually got 

to see The Specials and 
other bands… so this guy, 

cockney guy, shaven head 
and a raincoat, stands there 

taking in this amazing ambient 
experience with me and says “Do 

you reckon I should jog in?” He opens 
his raincoat and pulls out a saxophone! 

It just blew my mind. There it was – jazz, 
funk, ska, soul, involving all this African 

drumming, in this beautiful space. It was one 
of the sunniest Glastonburys there’s ever been, 

it didn’t rain, and it was like a dust bowl there. So 
it just made my Glastonbury that was my super 
weird happening. 

How did it change you/ what did you learn?
I take photographs now, and the photographs I like 
to take are at festivals and happenings like this and 
...yeah it can be Psychfest in Liverpool, Liverpool 
disco festival, which is kind of a dance music festival 
it’s not just disco, and even today at the Super Weird 
Happening here in the Florrie. I like to catch the acts 
but also catch random people, cos you never know 
what you are going to see and you never know what 
you’re going to find. It’s all about making a connection 
and meeting people as far as I’m concerned, that’s 
what I love about taking photographs. 

a collection of stories heard 
at The Florrie, Super Weird Happening, Fools Day 2017.  
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Bob’s your Auntie - No problem too weird 
 
 

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. 

 

 

Normal services will resume next month so if you have a queery, conundrum or 
oddity for Auntie Bob please email auntie_bob@outlook.com 
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Will Helm 
Rightly’s 
World of 

Play

This month’s game can go well with last 

month’s… well, w
ho said time was linear? 

Not I! E
njoy!

Is life feeling like a drag? Get dressed up and mess about!
Ah, yes. That feeling of having been sat indoors perhaps taking occasional cold meanders with(out) 
a friend for months. We’re mostly feeling a bit ragged amongst whatever else we we’re feeling, it’s 
OK to admit it, and the springing of spring can even seem to intensify things as the energies flowing 
through us ramp up and yearn to be expressed on the open seas. 
Let’s shift things up. When did you last dress as someone else? It’s time to change your look! Play 
with your appearance! This is an invitation to dress up and drop your regular identity for a 
moment, day or an hour! Below are some tips to muck about with. Have fun with it. Yours, Captain 
Rightly

★ What doesn’t your hair usually do? Can it do it? Experiment, perhaps with a hairy 
character in mind, or perhaps not - mess about with it in front of the mirror and see what 
different things you can do with it without cutting it - or dive in with the scissors if it really 
strikes you. Use whatever tools may be to hand! Surprise yourself!

★ Become someone who is very different to you. Be an animal you do not usually identify with. Try a different gender on. Play with roles real or imaginary

★ Dig deep into your own wardrobe. What hasn’t come out in a while? What might do 
something very different if paired with something you would never pair it with? Those old festival 
dress up clothes, you haven’t seen those in a while….  If you live with someone else you could 
try on each other’s clothes 

★ False moustaches! Wigs! Hats! Jackets! Masks that are not face masks! Portals to 

other dimensions on your skin! Use make-up to create surprising effects. Lip balm 

makes a great base for a powdery moustache. Find a shape you like and go!

★ Will you go out dressed up as your improvised character? Interact with others? Be bold 
and take some surprising steps. Other people are in need of a shake up too, and it may be 
interesting to observe their responses without expectation.
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The Skull Speaks

Whilst journeying to immanentize the 
Eschaton, it pays to carry a suitable 
book.

I found mine, just one week before 
we set off for the Cerne Abbas Giant.

Being a rather late addition to the tarot 
deck, I needed to make some hasty 
but essential purchases and so I found 
myself in Bromsgrove, collecting a large, 
second-hand rucksack from a ‘Buy It 
Now’ deal.  

The rucksack itself was very cheap 
and very knackered. The lining had 
begun to perish and when fully-loaded, 
the shoulder strap had given way only 
minutes before I met The Pendulum and 
The Wanderer at the start of our trip.
After overcoming that minor setback, 
the backpack and I agreed to some 
mutual respect and we made it through 
the rest of our time together without any 
further falling out.

I should say that on my return to 
the UK, I ceremoniously recycled the 
rucksack’s outer canvas, cutting it into 
neat little squares that would then be 
die-cut and bound together as key-fobs.

Heeding The Librarian’s 
request to bring some 
reading material, I had first 
settled upon the hardback 
that accompanied ‘Arthur 
C. Clarke’s Mysterious 
World’ TV series. 

Amongst tales of 
the Yeti and the Loch 
Ness monster, the book 
explores how geoglyphs 
such as the Cerne Abbas 
Giant came into being, 
whilst also providing a 
much more forensic 
take on the structures 
of Stonehenge and 
Avebury than the TV 
broadcast could allow.

The front cover of Clarke’s book is 
recognisable by the Mitchell-Hedges 
crystal skull that featured in the ominous 
opening titles of the programme.

Saturday morning and with rucksack 
collected, I headed into the nearby town 
centre.

Bromsgrove is not my typical 

stomping ground, so I figured a quick 
rummage through the charity shops 
was not only necessary but was 
probably required by law.

As it turns out, Bromsgrove certainly 
punches above its weight with eleven 
such shops sprinkled along a High 
Street that is less than half a mile long.

I don’t have a set routine for browsing 
in charity shops, instead adapting to the 
unique layout of each and every one.

Even the most well-known charity 
brands, their stores ubiquitous across 
the UK, don’t seem to have adopted 
a standardised experience for their 
patrons: “I want customers to come 
in and see dresses, books and shoes 
first, then when they corner the DVD 

island and squeeze 
past the shelves 
of crockery, I want 
to hit them right 
between the eyes 
with a panorama 
of net curtains, 
just below the kid’s 
clothes… Oh, and 
hide the 12” vinyl 
behind the fitness 
bike” 

So, to Blue Cross, 
where DVDs, books 
and ornaments were 
all bundled together, 
due to there only being 
one adequate shelf and 
where I noticed the thin 

red spine of a paperback; the words 
“The Skull Speaks” in bold black capital 
letters.

Sliding the book out from the shelf, I 
saw that the front cover had a familiar 
image of a crystal skull printed onto a 
black, starry background.

The book had no visible barcode, 

the absence of which struck me as 
rather odd and as I opened the pages 
for the first time, something fell out and 
fluttered to the floor.

A handwritten note on a rough-cut 
piece of paper: “This book is special. 
Please treat it with respect and handle 
it carefully.”

Opening the cover properly, I saw three 
things in quick succession; the book 
had been stamped on the inside front 
cover, “Bromsgrove Spiritualist Church”, 
there was a handwritten greeting on 
the inside page – and the price. 95p! 
Bargain.

My first reaction was to look around 
the shop, searching for someone with 
a knowing glint in their eye. Not that, 
had someone planted the book for me 
to find, they would give up their game 
quite so readily but it’s fair to say that 
my pulse was racing as I looked back at 
the signature.

“Love Sammy”
“A. Mitchell-Hedges”
Remembering the tale of the crystal 

skull, I knew that Anna was the girl 
who had discovered the artefact in 
Maya back in 1924 and that she was 
nicknamed ‘Sammy’ following her 
adoption by Frederick Albert Mitchell-
Hedges, the man who had led the 
archaeology expedition.

95p! I should point out that rather than 
a being a straightforward re-telling of the 
discovery of the crystal skull, the book 
itself is a collection of nine transcripts 
all taken from individual trance-medium 
sessions which were held in the 1980s 
by Carole Davis.

The reason I chose to take this book 
on our epic journey, was that I wanted 
to draw some parallels between the 
information imparted by the crystal 
skull during these sessions with the 
knowledge granted to Falco Tarassaco, 
that led towards him founding the 
community known as Damanhur.

I’ll deliver some of those conclusions 
in the next Bodge.
Love, The SignMaker.
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It’s Me. Me. Me and Mine. Toddler energy. 
Terrible Twos, (Stage 4 and 5)

Through to Locomotion. Agency, Social 
communication (Stage 6)

Brilliantly explicated in the 8 Circuit 
Scene from Cosmic Trigger Play by Daisy 
Campbell.

“The world runs on Circuit 2.” As Leary 
says ” Ego and Status makes us Fighters 
and haters.” Further:

“The only way to intelligently discuss 
politics is on all fours.”

What is your level in the Hierarchy? This 
is a robot level and imprints powerfully 
through life. Dominant or submissive 
behaviour. Who is gonna be Top Dog? This 
one was tough for me. I was an only child, 
but ended up as the youngest (lowest 
status) of six children in my guardian’s 
family. I remember bitterly remarking 
aged seven or so that all of them had 
someone younger than them to tease – and 
I only had the dog – Jingle! “Don’t be such 
a show off!” When it came to fighting with 
my two years senior sibling, the only rules 
were no biting and no kicking!

Leary relates this circuit to the Trigram 
Chien – The Creative Heaven – Three 
unbroken lines. Primal power from the 
depths of the universe. Dragon energy, 
that has the possibility of actualising 
archetypes, bringing ideas through to 
manifestation. Movement through time.

In the Tarot, Circuit 2 covers Priestess, 
Emperor and Pope. (look at the pamphlet…) 
Look at the cards!

“I’m very angry about the way you treated 
me! You tried to make me eat shit. OK I 
will and then transform it, coz I’m Alice 
through the Looking Glass and I can 
look straight up my own arse” Opening 
statement of a scene “Going Going Gone 
in Goa” from a show with Beryl and Perils 
“NUTS” I declared a lot later in life.

It has come up again just this week. We 
all feel righteous anger and hear the 
barking in politics as the draconian new 
policing BIll is laid before parliament and 
we finally get to know about it. A blatant 
attempt by the current government to 
curtail the liberties of all citizens. Even 
putting the police between a rock and hard 
place – policing by consent? It’s looking 
very threadbare. Silent Vigils OK. Noisy 
Protests NO! OH YES!

Our territory, the few remaining shreds 
of the commons are being dismantled, 
Our Rights, Our civil Liberties, are being 
tresspassed upon. With renewed vigour 
after a year of sitting down, It’s time to Get 
up, Stand up for our Rights. The death of 
Sarah Everard is as much a touch paper as 
that of George Floyd.

Finally this circuit is activated by the drug 
alcohol. When the booze flows, inhibition 
goes. “Vertebrate territorial patterns 
and mammalian emotions immediately 
appear” – The pamphlet – we revert – Rat-
arsed, drunk as skunks.  

Authenticator 9

Eight Circuits – Circuit Two.  
Emotional / Territorial 
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Ley Lines for Fun and Profit: 
The Walker 

Alfred Watkins’ original 
‘Straight Track Club’

people’s 

New Ley Hunter’s Guide

–

– –

Watkins was an enthusiast for ‘mark stones’

, it’s relatively 

‘pee leys’ connecting publi

house I’d 
lived in. If I’d not produced the line myself, I 

Despite my research, I’ve 

supposed to be, so I’ve attempted an 
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An invitation from the dreaming.

A dream has chosen you. You know exactly which one it is. 

It wishes to be released into the wilds of the waking world to find one of The Others.

Art is its mode of travel. 

Create a piece of art in its honour. Collage, painting, poem, symbol, scribble, stitched, woven: as it wishes.  

Email kate@dreamfishingsociety.com to receive the address to send this dream to. Include your address too.

The dreams will meet each other as they cross paths, weave and be on their way to Find The Others

A new dream will arrive in the post for you when it’s time

X The Dreamfisher

A Dream For A Dream



Your Holiness, Lintels and Germinals,

Imagine my surprise when a Potlatch Order to the value of 
Ten Schillings and Three Farthings fell through my letterbox 
with a resounding Thud! A token, it would seem, from the 
Editorial Board and Committee of The Bodge (sic), for the 
resounding good advice imparted in that prior missive 
(cf. Bodger Issue 2). Imagine my further surprise when 
it transpired that the Editorial Board and Committee of 
the Bodge (sic) had edited my perfectly reasonable 
opening paragraph for some nonsensical 
meander. Inserting passive-aggressive 
(sic)’s at every opportunity.
It is utterly appalling and I will 
not be silenced!

For clarifications, and to 
ensure the Readership 
are not misleaden by 
that first paragraph, 
here is the original 
which I demand 
be printed under 
a heading of 
CORRECTION!

I am yachtswoman to 
exterior a defendant 
and abiding ovary. 
I downloaded jab 
nursery one of the 
Bodger, febrile with 
the anticipation of an 
evildoer immersed in the 
minutiae of the venerable 
artisans of Bodging. My wound 
was repast unto flinders. I was 
plunged into a Character Perilous 
of dovetail and hose. My experience 
had been for ascetics – such as the twenty 
three step-parents to policy laughter – consumption 
and caribou, and use of the ‘shave hospice’. Instead I 
was assailed by talk of Blood Uprises – no dovetail allied 
to some Many Wounds Idea and Quarter-final Medics of 
Collective. I was, to put it mildly, devastated.

The only thing that remained was the word Bodging 
and my devastation. I demand the Editorial Board and 
Committee of the Bodge descend from their Papal sedes 
stercoraria and attend to correcting these grievous 

errors. It would seem they have replaced my words 
with scurrilous dictionary detritus when ‘proof reading’. 
Nobody could mistake Blood Uprises for Block Universes 
– it is an affront to the Region of Thud! 

Patriotism in Thud! demands satisfaction not brown 
envelopes.

I shall not be availing myself of the Ten Schillings and 
Three Farthings of Potlatch Bribe. I shall simply 

refuse to believe in it and, should it fail 
to disappear, I shall expectorate 

upon it and hoarse whip it and 
objectify it most venomously. 

I shall not be silenced and 
ordered about. Neither for 

promise of Salvation not 
threat of Damnation will 
I entertain Post Office 
Potlatch Orders. I am 
no Ptolemy!

I have a most 
reasonable plan. 
It is my intention 
to have a Tree Of 
Life, say Yggdrasil, 
bodged into a set of 
twenty three chairs. 
Arranged in such 
fashion as to form a 

Ley Line, these chairs, 
will enable magical 

burgeon to swirl up from 
the Pool of Life to engulf 

us all; and, no amount of 
rearranging the Ley Lines can 

change that. Such a task will surely 
outrage some and mollify others.

The Liverpool Arts Laboratory, in lieu of an 
apologia, are urged to invest the Ten Schillings and 

Three Farthings Potlatch Order in chair leg futures. It is as 
certain as night follows day, or day follows night – I am 
uncertain which – that chair leg futures are the future of 
portable ley lines.Onwards to the Bodge of Thud!

Yrs & c.

(sur) Hubert Huzzah (postmortuarist)
post scriptum: angry missive to follow.

Another The Letter
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Exquisite
Corpse #4
Exquisite
Comics #4

Exquisite
Corpse
Exquisite
Comics
Exquisite Comics is a game of ‘exquisite 
corpse’ in comic-book form. There are four 
players, eight panels, envelopes, stamps 
and a pile of imagination. The players 
exchange the part-completed panels with 
each other through the post, until all 
have contributed to each panel. None of 
them sees all the other panels in progress 
until the eight are complete. Finally, 

the panels are randomly assembled into 
an order that reveals (or otherwise) the 
previously unconscious storyline.
Exquisite Comics #4 was played by Linda 
Bromilow, Su Jackson, Tabitha Jussa, and 
Slim Smith 

Free PDFs and print booklets are 
available from surrealerpool.online

The prompt for 
Exquisite Comics 
#4 was ‘Mystery 
Plays’. And 
fittingly, the 
eighth completed 
panel of the comic 
vanished, it’s 
whereabouts a 
mystery. 
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	  	  	  Loose 
Threads 

THE LOST  
VOODOO  

DOLLS OF  
CATCH 23 

	  
Did you make a voodoo doll of yourself at Catch 23, Sheffield, 2018? Were you 
instructed to look after it incredibly well? Did you then go and dance and 
frolic, and then go home, forgetting all about the voodoo doll of yourself, 
that you were instructed to look after incredibly well..? Oh dear… 
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Please share this picture anywhere Catch 23ers may dwell. 
PS. If your voodoo doll took the form of an elephant, it now 

resides in Damanhur, Italy. They await you. 
 
NEXT MONTH: THE REVERSED MAJOR ARCANA WORKING 
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I've always loved numbers; you can make 
patterns, create magic even (see magic 
squares). If I think too much about infinity 
it blows my mind.
I mean, matrices for example-  make two 
squares of numbers, multiply the rows and 
columns together and you get one 
number. Bonkers! 
Imaginary numbers - they don't even exist 
but are used all the time. You what?

The Venn diagram intersection of my degree 
subjects of maths, psychology and 
astronomy was numbers. Amongst other 
things I learnt that statistics can be 
manipulated to 'prove' anything, and how 
subjective different types of logic are. I could 
code in Fortran but Basic was a mystery. 

Then I took acid and the world changed: full 

of beautiful connections, coincidences and 
patterns. At this highly impressionable time I 
read Prometheus Rising and did the 
exercises set by RAW. The law of 5s is a 
fantastic thing. Some days I believe it's just 
down to observer bias, others that 5 and 23 
really are magic. The thing is, it doesn't 
matter, look and ye shall find whatever you 
want. Then there's Pi, quantum physics, 
dimensions of ancient pyramids, fractals… a 
Smorgasbord of sumptuous symbols.

Anyway, the reason I'm writing this is that in February 
I had a run of (seemingly) significant numbers.
22nd Feb Bodger Johnson announced that lockdown 
will end on 21st June, my solstice birthday. (And 
Mercury turned from being retrograde. Astrology's 
another thing that may or may not be 'true' but I find it 
beguiling.)
The next day, I bought my dream house, a quirky little 
place I'll likely die in. 23/02/21 looks like 2 fives to me, 
and I'm 55. The first water reading was 666 :) 
I decided to throw my 21 sided die daily for 23 days, 
which takes me exactly to the Bodge 3 deadline. Why 
not? 
I use dice for decisions and I recommend it to all, 
either when you really can’t decide or just to random 
up your life a bit. I upgraded from flipping a coin, as I 
love writing out complicated outcomes, weighted 
slightly in favour of my preferred ones. But there 
must always be a rogue one à la Diceman, that would 
never be chosen otherwise. I ended up hitching 
round Spain for months, after throwing for sommat to 
do one boring evening - pub, read, cinema, pub, buy 
a plane ticket, pub. But I digress.…  
Here are my rolls, make of them what thou wilt : 
1, 19, 16, 16, 6, 12, 16, 5, 12, 7, 15, 13, 6, 17, 6, 16, 
7, 1, 19, 10, 11, 13, 15.

If you're also a numberphile check out 
this proof on youtube at 
https://bit.ly/3eU933R, which my brain 
can't accept as true, but I can't spot 
the flaw. And some lovely 23 facts at 
http://bit.ly/3lgeI5i.

PS. One is the magic number by Jill Scott 
is one of my fave songs, especially 
during a solitary lockdown ;)
PPS. On the 25th (5x5) I ordered a couple 
of books I've been meaning to buy and 
they cost £23.23. It's true! Whether any 
of this means owt is up to the reader, if 
any have got this far.

See you infinity, The Wannabee
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