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Documentor 
Heart of Darkness, 
by Joseph Conrad 

Heart of Darkness (1899) is a novella by Polish-
British novelist Joseph Conrad about a narrated voy-
age up the Congo River into the Congo Free State in 
the Heart of Africa. Charles Marlow, the narrator, tells 
his story to friends aboard a boat anchored on 
the River Thames. This setting provides the frame for 
Marlow's story of his obsession with the ivory 
trader Kurtz, which enables Conrad to create a paral-
lel between what Conrad calls "the greatest town on 
earth", London, and Africa as places of darkness.
Central to Conrad's work is the idea that there is little 
difference between "civilised people" and those de-
scribed as “savages". Heart of Darkness raises ques-
tions about imperialism and racism.

Discordian Accordionist 
Dying To Learn: The book of 
the initiate, by Oberto Airaudi 

I Dying to Learn is the first instalment of a futuristic trilogy 
in which humans are living in a dystopian world. Capital-
ism has failed, a great cataclysm has occurred, and an 

“End Times” of our own making has left our planet in 
chaos. In this wasteland, an Avatar named OroCritshna 
comes to Earth to teach and to guide the resurrection of 
the human race. He alone possesses knowledge of our 
sordid history and divine potential. Like the prophets be-
fore him, OroCritshna attempts to help humanity spiritually 
ascend. Yet, because our planet is shrouded in supersti-
tion, ignorance, and darkness, only a few souls are ready 
to become Initiates. Will you understand his messages of 
Truth, Love and Light?
The Initiate series includes three futuristic novellas written 
by Oberto “Falco” Airaudi, founder and spiritual guide of 
The Federation of Damanhur in Italy. Originally, Falco 
wrote the Initiate trilogy for students at the Damanhur Mys-
tery School and to honor Damanhur’s Temples to Humani-
ty, which are often called the “Eighth Wonder of the 
World.” Now, Falco’s texts have been translated into Eng-
lish and are being offered to the public at large. The next 
two books in the trilogy are entitled Reborn to Live: Sec-
ond Book of the Initiate and Seven Scarlet Doors: Third 
Book of the Initiate. The series also includes a free e-book 
entitled Road to the Central Fires: Prequel to Seven Scar-
let Doors, which can be downloaded at The Oracle Insti-
tute website (www.TheOracleInstitute.org).

Librarian’s 
Corner

Discerner 
A Picture of Dorian Gray by Oscar 
Wilde 

'A triumph of execution ... one of the best narra-
tives of the "double life" of a Victorian gentleman' 
Peter Ackroyd

Oscar Wilde's alluring novel of decadence 
and sin was a succès de scandale on 
publication. It follows Dorian Gray who, 

enthralled by his own exquisite portrait, ex-
changes his soul for eternal youth and beauty. 
Influenced by his friend Lord Henry Wotton, he is 
drawn into a corrupt double life, indulging his de-
sires in secret while remaining a gentleman in the 
eyes of polite society. Only his portrait bears the 
traces of his depravity. 
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Oh, Cae Mabon

We ran through the woods of green and grey
Found a place we’d always stay
Learning magic round the fire
Thought we couldn’t get much higher

(Refrain): Oh, Cae Mabon (x 3), keep dreaming on…

First the sun and then the rain
Hot tub healing for the pain
Fires burning through the night
So everyone can feel alright

Living a Discordian dream
Can be tiring in the extreme
But the energy we’ve made 
Will hold us through our darkest days

By the lake and round the trees
Wonderful beings we do see
With a dance and with a cry
Ideas and energy we will fry

Breathing in the mountain air
Feel the raindrops in your hair
Did you hear the fairies sing?
Now you’re in the fairy ring! 

It was on the 12th of never
Dreamers came to Mabon’s lair
The great son of the goddess
With flowers in her hair

Around timber fires we smoked our clothes
In Spring dreams through sooty nose, 
Came together from far away
We’d found a special place to stay

Bring it sing it grow it love it
Push our face into the earth
Light your fire join our rocket
Everything with birth and mirth

Then came mandrill and The Doctor
Face paint for us to foster
Cut and paste to create the collage
Weaving the narrative from what we forage! 

Nestled in the ageless rock
We pulled the trigger and stopped the clock
And pulled out inspiration’s finds
‘Tis an ill wind that blows no minds! 

Music: Megan Clifton Lyrics: the Cosmic 23 Band of Fools
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Caring for your apparatus

Much of the time our awareness seems to be 
embedded in a primate sensorium.  This may 
usefully be regarded as marvellously good 
luck.  The primate sensorium includes 
elements like a body, thoughts, and emotions. 
This laboratory, furnished with such 
apparatus, allows us to conduct experiments 
which might otherwise be impossible.  Do you 
know if or when you might have this 
opportunity again?

Experiments can put unusual demands upon 
our apparatus, and may leave it soiled or 
out-of-whack.  This can be eased with 
attentive maintenance.

Regular cleaning and calibration can help 
keep your apparatus well-balanced and 
functioning effectively.  Preparing for 
experiments and cleaning up after can be 
done with the minimum of fuss, when 
supported by a habit of preventative 
maintenance.

Using apparatus which is in need of cleaning 
or maintenance may give suboptimal 
outcomes, and if repeated without remedy 
could render the apparatus unusable.  This 
may significantly curtail the range of 
possibilities available to the operator.

Conversely, with attentive maintenance, 
sequences of experiments can enhance and 
extend the capabilities of your apparatus, 
making new experiments possible.

Some experiments can also function as 
maintenance for the apparatus.  You have 
already encountered one such in glitch 
experiment 1(a), face stretching.  What would 
happen if you did it every day, and whenever 
it comes to mind?

Glitch habits

Making a habit of maintenance can foster 
comfort and equilibrium for the operator.  
Perhaps the existing habits of your machine 
have lots of momentum, leaving little time 
or energy for new habits.  You could use the 
inertia of the machine in your favour, like 
throwing a sparring partner.  With some 
stealth, maybe you can work with the 
predilections of your machine and turn them 
to your advantage.

Try sneaky substitutions.  Remember that 
scene in Indiana Jones, where he takes the 
statue from the pedestal and substitutes a 
bag of sand to prevent the booby trap from 
being triggered?  We can do a similar thing 
with our habits.  If we replace the old one 
with a new habit of similar 'weight' and 

'shape', we may avoid triggering the 
resistance of the machine.  We can creep up 
on our machine by introducing habits in 
small increments. By starting with 
something small and easy, and by being 
absolute in our diligence, we can accumulate 
a momentum of habit in our favour.  We can 
use the existing habits of the machine for a 
different purpose.

Suppose that your machine has the habit of 
removing shoes immediately upon entering 
your dwelling.  Begin by doing this at half 
normal speed for a week, every time without 
exception.  Then in week 2, add in a pause for 
the count of 10 after removing each shoe.  
Again, be absolute in your diligence in 
doing just this one little thing.  Week 3, 
slowly remove the shoes, then sit still for 
one full minute before continuing as normal. 
Next, increase this by one minute each day 
until you are sitting for 5 minutes.  Then 
use your 5 minutes to do the following 
exercise every day...

Glitch experiment 6(a)

Set a timer for 5 minutes.  Find a comfortable 
position, and just sit there.  Don't try to do 
anything in particular, other than just 
sitting there.  Don't try to avoid doing 
anything in particular, other than stopping 
just sitting there.  Whatever occurs 
constitutes success.  Just sit for the full 5 
minutes.

You could add another 'maintenance' 
experiment on to your 5 minutes, or do a 
similar process with a different daily habit 
of your machine.  Suppose your machine has a 
habit of becoming absorbed in social media 
upon awakening every morning...

Glitch experiment 6(b)

Go for a walk to somewhere you are likely to 
find some rocks.  Pick three rocks that 
appeal to you.  Choose a size which means you 
can hold all three in one hand at once.  Take 
your time.  Make sure they are of similar 
size but easily distinguishable, perhaps in 
shape, colour or texture.  Take them home and 
put them by your bed.

Take a few days to just observe how your 
machine habitually reaches for the device 
upon awakening.  Then decide as you go to 
sleep that tomorrow will be experiment day.  
The next morning, deliberately mimic the 
habitual physical movements, and carefully 
pick up the device.  Instead of opening the 
social media app, go to www.zenbasics.com  
put your 3 rocks in front of you, play the 
audio, and follow the instructions.  Repeat 
every day...

[These experiments are invitations, which you may choose to accept at your own risk.  You 
are responsible for your own wellbeing.  Don't hurt yourself, but don't use that as an  

excuse for inaction.  You are the authority, but you may not be what you think you are.  
For entertainment purposes only.]

For more experiments and tech support email lab@glitchexperiments.com
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You know the deal by now
Nothing much to add
Hop around the field a few times
Eat good stuff, avoid the bad.
Make Love, Jump high
Watch the stars fly by
We’re on a great big Jelly-Roll
Around the Moon

Enjoy the sights 
Enjoy the sounds
The Curlew song, the Rainbow dawn
Cause we’re
Hare for a bit 
Hare for a bit
We’re Hare for a bit
Then we’re gone.

https://youtu.be/93VCXfMogWs

Hare-Piece Sex
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When history has your back: society stabs you in it
Don’t fear pain: art is an anaesthetic

Show them your hallucinations
Truth takes place in the shadows

Put on a great show for the surveillance cameras
Art is the methadone of the masses

Some things are only whole when they shatter
There’s more one way to read a map

Stare back
Share the unseen

Make something worth impersonating
Learn everything from nothing

Remembering through art is better than forgetting
Use your talent as a weapon

Go far to go far
Know who you aren’t

Scandal before stardom
Your art should wage war

In lieu of a canvas, find a wall
Unleash the beast within

Sign your name in concrete
Never make an appearance without controversy
When authority says be quiet, get a loud speaker

Fight the power, paint the powerless
The bullseye is always in the margins

Art must fight for freedom, or the whole world is a prison
Only an outsider sees inward
Adjust your eyes to darkness

Don’t let convention confine you
Sketch boldly

Eternity lacks poetry
Scratch at the surface until your fingers bleed

Not what you saw, see what you see
Art is for confronting mortality

Decay can be a fertilizer for new ideas
Use the daylight to face the night

Great heights are best seen from the lowest points
Scream into a canvas not a pillow

Include yourself in your list of materials
Ask anxiety to pose for you

And begin

Encouragement From Artists Through Time
by Moksha
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‘A temporary lapse into foolishness, senseless behaviour, folly 
etc, especially during the summer.’ Like, ‘his plan to become a 
beachcomber is midsummer madness.’ 23

1: The peak of summer, the zenith of the year, 
maximum light, full solar power… Be outgoing, 
loose-limbed, carefree and wild. Veering and 
careering, go over the edge. Be like holy 
men of old; at the edges of the world sing 
to thunder, swim with fish. 46

2: Go mad. Recover your wildness. 
Brush your cheek against a tree, dip 
your body in running water, feel your 
scintillating skin, lie in lush long grass, 
swing from a branch. Let the flowers and 
insects and intoxicating air get to you. 
Breathe it in deep. It’s time to play, to be 
generous, to offer yourself up. Let the wind 
spin you. You are dangling by a thread. Let go. 
69

3: These are the enchanted woods. The spirits are here. 
Be quiet. Open up. Be still. Feel the thrill of beauty, vibration, 
grace. Watch the light glint on ripples and shine on bubbles. 
Catch invisible beings in the corner of your eye. Bring sky down 
to earth. Walk on the clouds. Step lightly. Do cartwheels in your 
dreams. Lean in. All along it was a dance. Let it take you. 69

4: Pressure is heightened. There’s a crazy edge. Choices spin at 
a dizzying speed. From the centre we are whirling. Now we are 
leaping, now stamping the ground. We are making ceremony. 
Honouring the whole. Holding hands round the planet. Feeling 
sun on our faces. Thanking Life.  46

5: Ancestors. All who came before. Lives lived over and over 
again. Like seeds lowered into the ground we rise. This is what 
we were living for. This fulness. This Nature in climax. Be swept 
up in it.  Feel your erotic vitality. Release an orgasmic cry. 
Rejoice! 46

6: Stretch out in all directions. Open wide. Give it all away. 
Swing out of control. Land on a soft bed. Understand nothing. 
Know everything. Be light breeze, shivering the ferns. Be 
fledgling birds, finding their wings. Learn the invisible ways of 
the air. Be bee consciousness. 46

7: Everything is infused with spirit. Every tree, every stone, 
every star. Only in the loneliness of remote places and in 
the sheltering silence of the night can the voices of these 
spirits be heard. The wild grows within. You speak its 
voice. A magnetic force accumulates in solitude that quickly 
disperses in crowds. Like Merlin on the mountain channeling 
dragon-infused prophecy, the vision of the possible boldly 
appears. 69

8: Fiesta is a magical moment in mythic timeless time. 
Transcend the daily humdrum, let your trapped souls soar. 

Process through the vaulted forest. Wash away pain in 
the river of life. Remember back to the perfect 

time of primeval creation. Be purified by 
the air of sacred places where gods and 

goddesses want to dwell. Wake from your 
troubled dream suffused with divinity, 

strengthened by experience of life 
eternal. 69

9: If madness takes you over the edge. 
If bonds are broken, mistakes made. 
If, like ‘baby balloon’, you let yourself 
down. Ask. Is this the crack? Where is 

the light? If you’re out there, welcome 
in! Keep praying. Something is working. 

Irrevocable damage can be healed.  46

10: Above all, take heart: ‘boldness has 
genius, power and magic in it.’ The world will be 

different, you will be gone. Love life. 23

Paragraphs in multiples of twenty-three words. 

MIDsummer MADness
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On display in Calderstones Mansion 
House are the six stones believed to have 
been part of a megalithic passage grave, 
older than Stonehenge, and similar to New 
Grange in Ireland. The Calderstones have 
been moved at least three times. A map 
from 1568 shows them on a boundary 
line between Allerton and Wavertree. 
Another record describes boys throwing 
stones at old urns near them and finding 
old human bones. The passage and 
chamber at New Grange are aligned with 
the rising sun around the winter solstice. 
Both these and the Calderstones have 
markings such as spirals, double whirls 
and concentric circles which renowned 
researcher Mariji Gumbatas recognises 
as all being related to and an indication of 
the Goddess.

Footprints with cup and ring 
markings combined, only occurring 
eight times in all of Europe, indicate 
that the midwife goddess Bride has 
walked here. 

According to a 1918 written account 

from Dungiven parish Ireland on the first 
day of spring “After performing the usual 
rounds at the (Bridies) well, devotees 
proceed to a large river stone which has 
footprints; they perform an oblation and 
walk around the stone, bowing to it and 
repeating prayers… If there are hollows 
or cupmarks in the stones, the country 
people stoop to drink…” 

In Niederbronn, Germany, to this day 
women carry water from the mineral 
spring to nearby mountains. There 
they pour it over stones with circular 
depressions to ensure pregnancy, little 
pools bringing life.
“The Language of the Goddess”. Marija Gimbutas. 

The Goddess in the Calderstones

The left side of stone B shows cup and ring markings, little pools bringing life.

                Left                                                 Front                                                        Rear

                Rear                           Front  

Front

Right
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Hidden charges

Contrary to popular belief, magic isn’t the art of 
getting something for nothing. There’s always an 
exchange of sorts involved. It can appear to be 
‘summat for nowt’ because the magician hopes for 
results in the material world in return for expending 
some nebulous, non-material stuff that can be 
vaguely and unscientifically referred to as ‘energy’.

Magical rituals are processes, but processes need to 
be charged. Carrying out a ritual without charging it 
with enough energy is like trying to start a car on 
an empty tank, or assembling a complex, wonderful 
machine and then wondering why it doesn’t work 
when you’ve forgotten to plug it in. 

The simplest example of this is sigil magic. I’m 
assuming you all know how to make a sigil; if not, 
Mr Internet is always ready to explain. Sigils are the 
ideal starting point for anyone wanting to get into 
results magic, and indeed many people don’t bother 
to go any further. They’re creative, can be tailored to 
your individual needs and personal preferences, and 
they’re pleasingly effective. If they don’t work, or even 
if they seem to partially work but don’t quite go all the 
way, the problem is usually not with the construction 
of the sigil but that they haven’t been charged enough. 

Strong feelings

I used to find that my sigils would generate strong 
immediate results and then peter out before really 
fulfilling their objectives. This led to me reconsidering 
my charging methods. As every baby chaos magician 
knows, the basic techniques here are wanking and 
meditation, and who can be bothered to meditate? 

Well, me actually. Meditation always seemed more 
civilised, far less messy, and less likely to get you 
arrested if you do it in a public place. The only trouble 
is, it produces a much weaker charge than, say, 
pumping the devil’s organ. To be precise, magically-
directed meditation seems to produce a low charge 
over a longer sustained period, which is better in 
many ways but not really the kind of instant energy 
flash that’s most effective in blasting a sigil on its way. 

Meditation and masturbation aren’t the only ways to 
raise and channel this exact type of magical energy of 
course. In terms of generating the zap from ourselves, 
it seems like anything that creates a big emotional 
or psychic reaction/release will work, especially if it 
also shunts you into a trance-like state where ego is 
subservient to action. 

See you later, generator

Chanting, drumming, dancing and breath-work are 
just some examples of techniques that can be used 
in this way. I’m sure you can think of others. There 
are also specific rituals and meditation methods to 
connect you with energy sources outside of your own 
body. It’s recommended to learn some of these if you 
don’t want to be constantly getting high on your own 
supply, and if you’re practising magic regularly then 
your battery will often need replenishing.

Just make sure that the charge generated is focussed 
into a clearly defined intention, or all kinds of chaos 
can ensue. The well-documented link between 
poltergeist activity and disturbed adolescents may be 
one example of what can happen if powerful psychic 
or emotional energy trips the magical switch without 
conscious intent to guide it. 

Pay as you go

It’s not easy to save energy built up in this way for 
later use (although it can be done). Usually, if not 
used, the charge will just dissipate with no noticeable 
effect whatsoever – although it’s quite possible for an 
unscrupulous magician to harness the psychic energy 
unwittingly generated by a large group of people and 
use it to their own ends. Try not to be on either side 
of a sneaky pact like this. 

Ultimately you get what you pay for, and you’re only 
ever moving energy around. Next month I’ll talk a bit 
more about a couple of my favourite non-sexual (and 
non-violent) magical charging methods. Until then, 
stay safe, stay focused and remember: Magic Always 
Works.

The Door

Magic Words



15



16

He’s in the zone and quite the sight,

Stumbling home at dead of night.

A droning one-man megaphone,

Pumping out a sea of shite:

“Coming through, excuse me please,

I’ve slayed more men than Hercules.

And now the gods I must appease,

With offerings of cheddar cheese.”

Touched by madness, whiskey lathered,

A gentle bouncing as he staggers,

He pauses to uncork a jar,

And takes a rest beneath the stars.

Drinking deeply, thirst abated,

Standing up is complicated.

The gutter’s looking quite inviting,

Sleep’s a battle he’s not fighting.

So settled under cosmic lighting,

His mumbled tidings of good-nighting,

Rattle out with earnest ease:

“And now the gods I must appease,

With offerings of cheddar cheese.

If I should die before I wake,

Roll me in the nearest lake,

And toast me with a pasta bake.”

In the Gutter,  
Staring at the Gutter
The Procrastinator
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The Man Who Swallowed His Own Tale 
 
It is 1865 and he is not an alchemist. 
Yet each time eyes close or head 
drops, he descends into a luminous 
pool of fleeting visions; shifting, 
fragmentary sigils suggest hidden 
truth. 
 
The air is heavy, the ventilation poor, 
the day warm. Perhaps this explains 
the symbols which shift and glide past 
unfocussed eyes but vanish as he seeks 
them out. A heady odour permeates 
the laboratory, aromatic. Hints of 
sweet vanilla. He suspects it will prove 
unhealthy but is not concerned. Many 
years have passed since his mentor 
told him, “If you don't ruin your health 
studying, you won't accomplish anything in 
chemistry.” And he has accomplished 
much. He has a fine laboratory. His 
research is respected, published in the 
best journals, but this dreaming could 
undermine it all. 

 

~ 

Today he studies oily fluid derived 
from a resin, prized throughout the 
ages as perfume and incense. A resin 
said to improve devotion, relaxation, 
clarity of thought, but this is not the 
subject of his analysis - he is a chemist, 
not an alchemist! As he contemplates 
this, glittering snakes begin to coil 
through his field of vision, and he 
senses a shift within. Perhaps migraine 
is preparing to encircle his head like a 
great constrictor. Ah, but there is 
more: something about connections.  
 
Six Carbon atoms - exactly six, he is sure 
of that! - yet how they connect is a 
mystery. The problem is 
straightforward, the solution is not, 
but if anybody is to grasp the structure 
of this slow liquid, it will surely be 
August Kekulé. 
 
Seven years ago, he earned fame for 
his Structural Theory, enabling chemists 
to properly describe molecular 

compounds, which came to him in a 
dream aboard the Clapham omnibus. 
He closed his eyes and saw atoms 
dancing, embracing, forming a line, 
then whirling a giddy dance. Strings of 
atoms holding hands. He was woken 
by the conductor and worked all night. 
He told no-one of the dream. 
 
Thanks to his Theory, chemists can 
visualise the links within molecules. 
More than this, it helps predict how 
chemicals will make new connections 
when they react. He understands that 
elements have tendencies. Not four 
elements of alchemy, but the manifold 
elements of chemistry, alchemy’s heir, 
to which Kekulé is midwife. 
 

~ 

In London, John Newlands publishes 
his “Law of Octaves”, proposing that 
the chemical elements repeat their 
properties periodically like notes on a 
musical scale. For this he will be 
ridiculed by his contemporaries and 
spurned by the Society of Chemists. In 
Russia Mendeleev builds on this, lays 
out playing cards to create a table of 
all elements, known and unknown, 
their properties repeating periodically, 
but not in octaves. This too, he saw in 
a dream. But Kekulé hasn’t time for 
cards or music; his is the task of 
solving the structure of benzene, the 
aromatic hydrocarbon. Best not to 
speak of visions. 
 
Six Carbon, each capable of four 
bonds, six Hydrogen, capable of just 
one. Yet, however he arranges the 
atoms, unused bonds are left over. It’s 
as though their party is incomplete. 
Who will take my hand in the dance? 
Atoms don't make connections at 
random; they each form a set number 
of bonds with other atoms. Kekulé 
has named this "Valency”; it means 
strength but today he does not feel 
strong.  

 
His head drops again. Pen slips from 
hand, blotting the page. Eight years 
ago, his countryman, Kerner, 
published a book of poems inspired 
by inkblots. The man who later makes 
inkblots famous has yet to be born. 
Kekulé needs no such aid to grasping 
what is hidden. 
 
Once more, atoms gambol and dance. 
This is not his first vision, nor even his 
second. He has learnt to discern, 
focus. Ignoring smaller groups, he 
pays attention to writhing, serpentine 
chains. One snake breaks from the 
rest, twists, circles, devours its tail. 
Ouroboros! Benzene is not a chain 
molecule, but a chymical ring. Neither 
beginning nor end. He sees this in a 
dream he will keep secret for 25 years. 
 
Kekulé opens his eyes, opens a 
window, opens a new page in his 
notebook, and gets to work. He is 
Kekulé, the chemist, and he has 
dreamt of Ouroboros. He has 
understood the Benzene Ring.  
 

~ 

Chemistry comes from al kimia, the 
Arabic form of a lost Greek word. 
Some say khemeioa was an ancient 
name for Egypt. Others find the root 
in khymos, meaning sap, such as is 
harvested to produce resinous incense 
like the gum benzoin from which Kekulé 
has extracted benzine. But it is 1865, 
and he is not an alchemist… 
 

~ 

“Let us learn to dream, gentlemen, 
then perhaps we shall find the truth... 
But let us beware of publishing our 
dreams until they have been tested by 
waking understanding.” 
 

August Kekulé, 1890 
 
 

Richard 
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by the conductor and worked all night. 
He told no-one of the dream. 
 
Thanks to his Theory, chemists can 
visualise the links within molecules. 
More than this, it helps predict how 
chemicals will make new connections 
when they react. He understands that 
elements have tendencies. Not four 
elements of alchemy, but the manifold 
elements of chemistry, alchemy’s heir, 
to which Kekulé is midwife. 
 

~ 

In London, John Newlands publishes 
his “Law of Octaves”, proposing that 
the chemical elements repeat their 
properties periodically like notes on a 
musical scale. For this he will be 
ridiculed by his contemporaries and 
spurned by the Society of Chemists. In 
Russia Mendeleev builds on this, lays 
out playing cards to create a table of 
all elements, known and unknown, 
their properties repeating periodically, 
but not in octaves. This too, he saw in 
a dream. But Kekulé hasn’t time for 
cards or music; his is the task of 
solving the structure of benzene, the 
aromatic hydrocarbon. Best not to 
speak of visions. 
 
Six Carbon, each capable of four 
bonds, six Hydrogen, capable of just 
one. Yet, however he arranges the 
atoms, unused bonds are left over. It’s 
as though their party is incomplete. 
Who will take my hand in the dance? 
Atoms don't make connections at 
random; they each form a set number 
of bonds with other atoms. Kekulé 
has named this "Valency”; it means 
strength but today he does not feel 
strong.  

 
His head drops again. Pen slips from 
hand, blotting the page. Eight years 
ago, his countryman, Kerner, 
published a book of poems inspired 
by inkblots. The man who later makes 
inkblots famous has yet to be born. 
Kekulé needs no such aid to grasping 
what is hidden. 
 
Once more, atoms gambol and dance. 
This is not his first vision, nor even his 
second. He has learnt to discern, 
focus. Ignoring smaller groups, he 
pays attention to writhing, serpentine 
chains. One snake breaks from the 
rest, twists, circles, devours its tail. 
Ouroboros! Benzene is not a chain 
molecule, but a chymical ring. Neither 
beginning nor end. He sees this in a 
dream he will keep secret for 25 years. 
 
Kekulé opens his eyes, opens a 
window, opens a new page in his 
notebook, and gets to work. He is 
Kekulé, the chemist, and he has 
dreamt of Ouroboros. He has 
understood the Benzene Ring.  
 

~ 

Chemistry comes from al kimia, the 
Arabic form of a lost Greek word. 
Some say khemeioa was an ancient 
name for Egypt. Others find the root 
in khymos, meaning sap, such as is 
harvested to produce resinous incense 
like the gum benzoin from which Kekulé 
has extracted benzine. But it is 1865, 
and he is not an alchemist… 
 

~ 

“Let us learn to dream, gentlemen, 
then perhaps we shall find the truth... 
But let us beware of publishing our 
dreams until they have been tested by 
waking understanding.” 
 

August Kekulé, 1890 
 
 

Richard 
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Will you share a super/ weird story 
from your life?

So we made friends not that long 
ago, I’d say about six months ago. 
And then we went to a place in 
the valley by us and we took some 
mushrooms, and it all went very well. 

Then we got to a place in the valley, it 
had like trees hanging over and it was creepy, 
and I’m staring at the floor. Then she turned to me and 
said ‘I feel sorrow’ and I’m like ‘Sorrow! That’s exactly 
what I feel’. Then she drew a picture of what she saw in 
the trees and then I ended up writing a song that said 
‘I feel sorrow, for the faces weeping in the willow, the 
tears they cry, the trees have eyes but I still feel nice’. 

So, you know when you have that bad experience 
of what you’re feeling, but you trust it, you come back 
around. As soon as she said that to me I was like ‘Yes, 
sorrow, that’s what I feel’.

How did it change you/ what did you learn?

Drugs have changed my life completely. I mean, like, 
it’s quite easy to get yourself caught up in society and 
to just go with the norm but taking shrooms and acid 
and stuff my minds just gone on another level. And 
with being a musician and an artist it’s just upped 
the game completely and now I’m able to express 
myself to my full potential really. It’s just opened my 
mind up and it’s given me the attitude to say ‘Any 
opportunity that I get given, I’m just going to take 
it, I’m not going to be the shy one anymore’. It’s just 
made me like ‘Yeah! I’m a woman and I can take it’. 

Will you share a super/ weird story from your life?

It’s the story of the thing that caused the thing that 
caused the thing that caused today. 

So, when Daisy put on the play, because I’m a big 
Robert Anton Wilson fan and because John Higgs is a 
colleague, John introduced me to Daisy down at one of 
the fundraisers in London in a place called The Horse 
Hospital, which was literally, back in the day, a horse 
hospital, wonderful venue. Daisy was saying ‘We’re 

going to go up to Liverpool, we’re going 
to go to Matthew Street and we’re 
going to put on a preview of the play 
and while we’re there we thought 
we’d go to Matthew Street, go to the 
statue of Jung and do a little magic 

ritual to try and bring the powers of 
synchronicity out of Carl’s manner and 

into the play’. Of course, Alan Moore had 
got involved at this point and I’d been a student 

of the occult, studying magic, working magic, for about 
45 years, and I do a lot of stuff with pop culture images. 
So, I thought ‘synchronicity, Liverpool, Alan Moore’, 
why don’t I invite myself along? Daisy said ok, go to 
the ritual and summon the power of John Constantine, 
who’s the character Alan Moore created, who was a 
Liverpool born trickster magician, like a working class, 
gutter mage. His big power is using coincidence and 
synchronicity. So, I thought ‘Ok, I’ll do that then’. So 
we went and did the ritual and it went pretty well in 
as much as the play went to Camp and Furnace, and 
it was a pretty big hit. Then, a lot of people who went 
to the play, mostly a group from Sheffield thought ‘My 
god, this is so amazing, we need to keep this current 
alive and going’, so they put on Festival 23 last year and 
that kind of caused Greg and Kermit and Alan Moore 
to meet up. Alan didn’t go to the festival but his wife 
Melinda did and was really involved, he donated loads 
of magazines to us for free, and was really, really helpful 
in getting it done. And this happened because Festival 
23 happened, so in a weird way I sort of helped start the 
chain of dominoes that ended up with us here tonight. 

How did it change you/ what did you learn?

It’s made me take more risks. I mean I did three sets 
today, I did like three different performances, two of 
which were almost entirely improvised, and that’s 
quite risky for me. It’s April Fools, you want to take 
the fools leap so I though ‘Ok, I’ll risk it because these 
are my people, this is my tribe and if I can’t do this 
here I can’t do it anywhere’ and thankfully it worked. 

Want to share your super/weird story? Send: 
urbanfieldrec@icloud.com

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. 

 

Dicey Decisions… 
 

 
 
Dear Discordian Dungeon Master, 
 
Please could you tell me why The Swamp 
Monster has awoken? 
 
Love from Auntie Bob. 
 
Roll 1 d6 (six sided dice): 
 

1. It’s dark now and the monster is 
hungry. 

2. It heard you when you failed your 
stealth check 

3. It was foretold in an ancient prophecy, 
specifically about you and your 
friends. 

4. It was set on you by your ever elusive 
antagonist so that they could escape. 
Again. 

5. You all went the “wrong” way, but I 
had the encounter prepped anyway. 

6. Swamp Thing, you mean? Something 
to do with planarian worms… 

 
Randomly Yours, 
 
The Discordian Dungeon Monster 
                                             a 
 

 
 
Dear Auntie Bob, 
 
Sometimes I get an inexplicable sense of 
dread, how should I deal with this? 
 
Yours, 
 
Fear & Loathing in Lancaster. 
 
Roll 1 d6: 
 

1. Go and do something radical and 
fearless (ideas in next section). 

2. Take a deep breath and scream into 
the void until you feel better. 

3. Deep dive into the feeling, follow the 
strands to the root, meditate on the 
darkness, become its master. 

4. We are all specks of stardust in a 
great cosmic soup, fear is an illusion. 

5. Write down everything you are afraid 
of and face each one in turn. 

6. Try to ignore it till it goes away. 
 
Auntie Bobs Challenge! 
 
Roll the dice and enact the relevant 
suggestion as fearlessly as you are able: 
 

1. Make a small art and leave it in a 
public place as a gift for a stranger. 

2. Write a poem for someone you love 
and read it aloud to them. 

3. Dress up in your most fabulous, 
outrageous outfit and go for a long 
walk (stop to dance with strangers). 

4. Make some writing on The Wall with a 
sharpie. Poignant, Poetic, Political. 

5. For a whole day give everyone you 
interact with a compliment. 

6. Get in touch with that long lost friend 
who once lit up your life and have a 
proper conversation. 

 
Please do send the results, including pictures 
if you take the challenge to the below email 
address… 

 
Remember Auntie Bob loves you and if you 
are willing would be delighted to hear from 
you: auntie_bob@outlook.com 
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The average person farts once every three 
hours. On average, a teacher in a class of 
30 Students held for six hours is exposed 
to 62 farts per day, including two farts per 
student and two farts of their own.

The average volume of fart produced by 
a person ranges from 476mL/h to 1,491 
mL/24 h which equates to 79mL/fart to 
249mL/fart. Thus a teacher, in a class of 
students is exposed to 4.9L to 15.4L of 
flatulence per day.

It has been determined that smelly farts 
are wetter and that some farts lower the 
smelliness of the air where there is poor air 
quality. On average only 1% of farts are rated 
as containing sufficient volatile organic 
compounds as to produce any strongly 
unpleasant odour. In addition, it is clear 
that farts, unimpeded in their flatulation, 
travel, and smell, for an average distance 
of approximately 3m (10ft), and that this 
distance is dependent on the volume 
of volatile organic compounds emitted. 
Correlated to the distance travelled is the 
decay rate of farts which reveals that farts 
never decay to zero concentration. The 
smelliest fart recorded under laboratory 
conditions is understood to have travelled 
for 44m (c. 146 ft). This information has 
significant impact on the detailed modelling 
of pedagogic fart exposure models as it 
implies that the more popular subjects 
will smell differently to the least popular 
subjects and that compulsory subjects 
will smell significantly more than optional 
subjects. Popular subjects reek.

The Department for Education (UK) has 
a recommendation of 5 sq. m per person 
for class size in Science classes, 2.3 sq. 
m per person for Primary Schools and a 
range of size, from 2.15 sq for an ordinary 
school room to 5.8 sq. m for engineering 
and resistant materials classes. This 
ensures that the entire school building has 
a complex fart profile and that different 
lessons will have a definite odour. The 
least smelly subjects will be those with 
low student numbers in, for example, 
engineering; while, the smelliest subjects 
will be in standard classrooms with 30 
students. The core subjects of education, 
it would seem, are determined to be the 
smelliest by default.

Of significantly more importance, and 
danger, is that the average person has 
sufficient colonic microbiome activity to 
generate 1,5L/Hydrogen per fart. This 
amounts to 93L/Hydrogen, on average, per 
day per person which renders the standard 
classroom into an explosion hazard on days 
where the average flatulence emission rate 
exceeds common limits. In an average 
school there are 365 pupils, 14 teachers 
and three non-teaching staff. This amounts 
to 35,526L/Hydrogen, on average, per 

school per day. Which is, incidentally, 
7,105,200 metric spoonfuls – 1.44501 
Kilomoles – which is not that relevant. 

Except when calculating that 1.44501 
Kilomoles of Hydrogen, when ignited with 
an excess of oxygen will form approximately 
723 Moles of water. For those uninterested 
in moles, that amounts to 39,988 litres 
of post flatulent water. The formation of 
this post flatulent water will release a 
significant amount of energy: 206,652 
kiloJoules which is about 49391 Calories, 
in food terms. The flatulence of an average 
school is sufficient for ten overweight 
fifteen year old boys. The fact that schools 
do not routinely explode with severe injury 
to pupils or staff is clearly obvious. Further 
investigation into the presence of 2.7% 
of school boys being over weight might 
shed further light onto this matter. This is 
a serious Health and Safety concern as, 
without the fat boys of schools, there could, 
possibly, be an epidemic of destruction and 
explosion.

In AD 41 the Emperor Claudius planned 
to legitimise passing wind at banquets. 
The legislation was not passed and this 
may be the historical root of the problems 
the education system is prospecting with 
exploding schools. In respect of spreading 
communicable diseases, farting while 
naked has been documented to spread “the 
friendly bacteria of yoghurt” and, therefore, 
in order to minimise the potential for the 
spread of diseases, it is recommended 
that banqueting of the permissive kind 
envisioned by Claudius should be clothed. 

Historical comment on the ability to 
fart at will is observed as early as Saint 

Augustine’s The City of God. Augustine 
mentions men who “have such command 
of their bowels, that they can break wind 
continuously at will, so as to produce the 
effect of singing” (De Civitate Dei) (14.24) 
and continues with Irish childcare expert 
Jonathan Swift in The Benefit of Farting 
Explain’d: or, The fundament-All Cause of 
the Distempers Incident to the Fair-Sex… 
(1722). This commentary has continued to 
the present, a matter that should not detain 
us here except to comment that research 
indicates that flatulence-producing 
oligosaccharides may have health benefits 
for human beings in the prevention of some 
dementias. Farters, it seems, are lucid.

The ostensible health benefits of 
flatulence notwithstanding, there is a 
serious Health and Safety Issue to be 
addressed. The 2019-2021 Pandemic 
has demonstrated that people are willing 
to adopt new, and not so new, forms of 
entertainment. Which has led to resurgence 
in interest in the career of Joseph Pujol 
(June 1, 1857 – August 8, 1945), better 
known as Le Pétomane. Pujol’s grave in 
La Valette-du-Var is at the centre of an 
enduring legacy that includes a 1979 
Galton and Simpson Film (Le Pétomane) 
in which Leonard Rossiter portrayed the 
former baker Pujol. Modern performance of 
Flatulism would require Risk Assessment 
that would prevent a talent such as Pujol. 
Historically, the professional farters of 
Medieval Ireland, braigetoír, were ranked 
below bards, fili, and harpers. This ranking, 
cl early, appeals to the baser form of 
entertainment and to people whose 
concerns are less with Risk Assessment 
and more with having a belly laugh. The 
tradition carried onwards from the Medieval 
Irish to the late Medieval English: in the 
13th-century English Liber Feodorum (Book 
of Fees). The Book of Fees lists Roland the 
Farter, of Hemingstone manor, for which he 
was obliged to perform “Unum saltum et 
siffletum et unum bumbulum” (one jump, 
one whistle, and one fart) annually at the 
court of King Henry II each Christmas 
season. This genealogy of flatulence and 
the inward, reflective nature of society 
during the Pandemic Quarantines has 
the potential to promote the formation 
of veritable orchestras of flatulism. The 
serious risk of orchestration is that of 
explosion. A risk that remains unaddressed 
due to the delicate nature of the process.

Funding is being sought, for further 
research.
sur Hubert Huzzah (postmortuarist)

BMJ. 2003 Nov 22; 327(7425): 1208.
BMJ. 2004 Oct 16; 329(7471): 925.
Lancet 1975;2: 211.
American Journal of Medicine 2004;116: 536-9
J Psychiatry Neurosci. 2006 May; 31(3): 155–156.

Science of the Fart
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Synchronic Lines

The concept of ley lines was introduced by 
an Englishman, Alfred Watkins in the 1920s.

Watkins suggested that straight lines 
could be plotted between several historic 
structures to represent the trade routes of 
ancient societies. The British archaeological 
establishment refused to entertain his 
idea, citing that not only was direct travel 
impractical due to wildly varying terrain but 
that his suggested locations were established 
at different periods in history.

Independently of Watkins, a similar notion 
of ‘Heilige Linien’ (holy lines) was being 
formulated by Wilhelm Teudt in Germany.

Despite there being no evidence that 
either man was aware of the other’s work, 
Teudt also referred to straight lines drawn 
between natural features, with sites such as 
churches, castles and beacons falling into 
alignment along their path with remarkable 
consistency.

Teudt’s lines were strictly aligned North-
to-South and East-to-West, whereas Watkins’ 
ley lines ran freeform in any direction. Teudt 
saw significance in lines between only two 
points, while Watkins would identify at least 
four points of reference to justify his ley lines.

The men sought to substantiate 
their findings in different ways. Watkins 
investigated mathematical formulas and ran 
experiments drawing crosses at random on 
large sheets of paper to prove that his map 

references were the result of something 
other than mere chance or coincidence.

Meanwhile, Teudt set up a competition 
in which contestants were invited to define 
an equal number of important lines using 
their own arbitrary orientation system. The 
competition closed on 31 March 1930, 
resulting in three entries, all of which 
completely failed to follow the criteria that 
had been set. 

Watkins’ ideas were revisited in the 
1960s by proponents of the Earth Mysteries 
movement who proposed that ley lines had 
been established to provide guidance for 
alien spacecraft who were following magnetic 
currents flowing across the Earth. Ley lines 
became attributed with sacred significance or 
mystical power; paths with a spiritual force or 
energy accessible to our ancient ancestors.

In turn, this brings us to the Mitchell-
Hedges crystal skull which, following its 
discovery in 1924, became the subject of 
intense scrutiny by scientists and historians 
alike. Information channelled via trance-
medium sessions suggested that the skull 
was one of twelve physical receptacles that 
had been hidden on our plant by a vastly 
superior race. Ultimately, they will come 
together to grant humanity our next step in 
the evolution of mankind and planet Earth. 
It is said that the location of the remaining 
skulls can be determined by plotting a path 

through all of the zodiac signs in the night sky 
and applying that in reverse formation onto 
our globe – “Above in the heavens as it is 
below on Earth” 

When mapped out, the lines that connect 
the constellations form a myriad of isosceles 
and pyramids that criss-cross one other, not 
unlike ley lines. 

Finally, during one of his many question 
and answer sessions held at Damanhur, 
Falco Tarrasaco spoke of synchronic lines 
being the energy streams for planet Earth, 
that the lines amplify the emotions and 
states of consciousness of all living species. 
Addressing the potential for humanity, he 
noted that our ideas, thoughts and emotions 
can be channelled to provoke responses in 
the dream-states of individuals the world 
over.

Falco proclaimed that synchronic lines had 
been used for thousands of years via special 
nodes of access, with the Hall of Spheres 
at Damanhur providing perhaps the closest 
point for actions to be applied directly across 
three converging paths. As well as providing a 
means for the transmission of messages, the 
synchronic lines allow energy to flow across 
continents, allowing ideas and dreams to 
permeate around the world.

Next month – Across Dimensions
The SignMaker
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Robert Anton Wilson writes: “Death the intelligence of the 5th 
circuit, usually symbolised by a gigantic white horse (the new-
body intelligence, or neurosomatic consciousness) and a skeleton 
riding him (the death of the old socially conditioned ego of 
circuits 1-1V). Those who do not pass through this Death-Rebirth 
slot and remain Floating People are the passive consumers of the 
occult world.”

RAW then quotes Leary directly: “The death of the old ego is 
experienced more excruciatingly at first than the resurrection 
of the transmuted body (neurosomatic consciousness). This is 
Bad Trip Lane where lurks the Dweller on the Threshold; only 
the brave may pass. In particular Circuit One – fear; Circuit Two 
– dominance; Circuit Three – logic (old game rules) and Circuit 
Four – sex-role identity must be surrendered. Fears of insanity, 
demonic possession, etc can block progress here for a life time 
unless mastered.”

 “Finally Art, the bonding – transmitting of the 5th Circuit 
occurs when the Tantric Union is achieved. This is the first true 
transcendence of the individual nervous system” and RAW adds, 
“The 5 circuit two-person neural network of Tantra is the only 
known path to the higher circuits.”

This is all more than enough to be going on with! Circuit V is 
stimulated by the drug hashish. This is the vibrational level of 
being a fully human being. 

I’m writing a play about activating this circuit personally,called 
“The Woof” I’ve run out of space and time to say more on anything 
now. TBC!  

Authenticator IX

Eight Circuits – Circuit Five.  
Intelligence mediates Floating Man 

(astronaut) Hanged Man.
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Ley Lines for Fun and Profit: 
The Walker 

that he’d made
‘ ’

’

‘ ’

–

they’re 

but we’re 

“

”

‘drifting’. Another is to pick an arbitrary route

developed a technique of ‘cut up’, where he 

‘leak out’ from these cuts. By disrupting the 

‘control lines’ which 

Over time, these routes (known as ‘desire 
lines’) become worn down. Sometimes, 

Eleanor Rigby’s Grave 
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The Bookshop

Chaos is a vocation
The shadow is 90% gold

Love brings our keenest vulnerabilities to the surface

She weeps prostrate
In the bookshop

Crammed with all the esoteric knowledge of the world

I could read every one of these books
And still not find you
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