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Bodge Number 8

The Sausage that was proffered was withdrawn

Perhaps it was excoriate with scorn

Perhaps it was not sausage but was quorn

Perhaps it was not ready to be worn

The Sausage that was proffered was withdrawn

(Cecil Porterhouse Age 12 3/4)
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Driver - One Trillion Dollars 
by Andreas Eschbach 

J ohn Salvatore Fontanelli, a New York pizza 
driver, inherits a huge fortune simply by being 
the last male descendant of a wealthy Italian 

merchant from 16th century Florence. Through the 
magic of compound interest, an initially small de-
posit has now grown into the equivalent of roughly 
1,000,000,000,000 US dollars. Fontanelli has be-
come by far the richest person in the world, his net 
worth being bigger than the GDP of most countries. 
Yet, his ancestor has charged his heir with the task 
of using the inheritance to give back mankind its 
lost future. 
Eventually he accepts this role. His mysterious con-
sultant, Malcolm McCaine, helps him found a huge 
corporation called Fontanelli Enterprises. They in-
vest in a diversified group of projects to grow in 
power and influence. Starting with the hostile 
takeover of ExxonMobil, John Fontanelli's orders 
now decide the fate of other companies, currencies, 
and even complete countries' economies. 
With the passing of time, John recognises that none 
of it will lead him to his true goal, so he sets up a 
gigantic and secret scientific project, which uses 
complex computer models to simulate different fu-
ture scenarios. When the sobering result is finally 
announced, Fontanelli and McCaine differ about the 
correct approach to save humanity from its obvious 
self-destroying destination…

Drummer - The Hitchhiker’s 
Guide To The Galaxy, by Douglas 
Adams 

The series follows the adventures of Arthur 
Dent, a hapless Englishman, following the 
destruction of the Earth by the Vogons, a 

race of unpleasant and bureaucratic aliens, to 
make way for an intergalactic bypass. Dent's ad-
ventures intersect with several other 
characters: Ford Prefect, an alien and a researcher 
for the eponymous guidebook, who rescues Dent 
from Earth's destruction; Zaphod Beeblebrox, 
Ford's eccentric semi-cousin and the Galactic 
President who has stolen the Heart of Gold, a 
spacecraft equipped with the Infinite Improbabil-
ity Drive; the depressed robot Marvin the Para-
noid Android; and Trillian, formerly known as 
Tricia McMillan, a woman Arthur once met at a 
party in Islington and, thanks to Beeblebrox's in-
tervention, the only other human survivor of 
Earth's destruction. 
In their travels, Arthur comes to learn that the 
Earth was actually a giant supercomputer, created 
by another supercomputer, Deep Thought. Deep 
Thought had been built by its creators to give the 
answer to the "Ultimate Question of Life, the 
Universe, and Everything", which, after eons of 
calculations, was given simply as "42". Deep 
Thought was then instructed to design the Earth 
supercomputer to determine what the Question 
actually is. The Earth was subsequently destroyed 
by the Vogons moments before its calculations 
were completed, and Arthur becomes the target of 
the descendants of the Deep Thought creators, 
believing his mind must hold the Question. With 
his friends' help, Arthur escapes and they decide 
to have lunch at The Restaurant at the End of the 
Universe, before embarking on further adven-
tures.

Librarian’s Corner

Electric Dreamer 
Loba by Diane Di Prima 

L oba is a visionary epic quest for the reinteg-
ration of the feminine, hailed by many as the 
great female counterpart to Allen Ginsberg's 

Howl when the first half appeared in 1978. 
Now published for the first time in its completed 
form with new material, Loba (she-wolf in Spanish) 
explores the wilderness at the heart of experience, 
through the archetype of the wolf goddess, element-
al symbol of complete self-acceptance.
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Glitch experiment 8(a)

Stand with feet shoulder width apart, knees 
slightly bent.  Bend forward at the waist and 
allow your torso, arms and head to to hang 
down, loose and floppy. Relax your fingers, 
hands, arms, shoulders, face, neck, back, 
chest, belly, sides.  Let it all dangle from 
the waist.  Feel each of your muscles as they 
acquiesce to gravity.  Once fully relaxed, 
stand up slowly as you inhale.  Gradually 
uncurl your spine as you breathe in, so you 
are fully upright as you complete the in-
breath.  Say 'ah!' and at the moment you hear 
it, let your body flop forward from the waist 
and let the breath be expelled.  Surrender to 
gravity: neither resist the falling 
sensation, nor throw yourself forward.  
Merely let go and flop, folding at the waist 
like a rag doll.  Hang loose and fully 
relaxed for a moment, lungs empty, then 
slowly rise up again on the inhale to say 'ah!' 
and flop again.  Repeat until you feel you 
truly let go.

Glitch experiment 8(b)

Leave your dwelling and let your feet lead 
the way.  Allow the rest of your body to 
follow them.  Have no intention for a 
destination and make no decisions. If any 
thoughts of a route or plan for an objective 
arise, let them go and give freedom to your 
feet: they know the way.   When they stop 
leading you, you have reached your 
destination.  Observe carefully.  Use all 
your senses.  Notice any useful data.

Glitch experiment 8(c)

Allow your body to be gently drawn to your 
dwelling.  Adopt the notion that this is not 
a return.  You are not going back, but 
arriving for the first time.  Approach alert, 
with your senses alive: you have never been 
here before.  You are a detective.  Your 
mission is to build a profile of the person 
who lives here.  Explore the place and 
observe carefully.  What can you deduce 
about the person who lives here from the 
things you notice?  Use all your senses to 
build a knowledge of the person solely from 
your observations.

Glitch experiment 8(d)

As you explore the dwelling, catch a glimpse 
of yourself in a mirror.  Move to stand 
facing it directly.  Gaze at the person in the 
mirror for a while.  What can you deduce 
about them from the things you notice?  At a 
natural break, set a timer for one minute, 
and stare into the eyes of the person in the 

mirror continuously, without blinking, for 
the full minute.  Then let your eyes relax, 
blink a little, allow your attention to 
expand to encompass the whole person in the 
mirror once more.  Set a timer for one minute 
again.  Stare into the eyes, and this time 
blink rapidly and rhythmically for the full 
minute.  Blink as rapidly as you can while 
still maintaining a regular rhythm.  Then 
let your eyes relax, and allow your 
attention to expand to encompass the whole 
person in the mirror.  Adopt the notion that 
the person in the mirror is the original, and 
you are the reflection.  Gaze at the person in 
the mirror for a while.

Glitch experiment 8(e)

Go into an empty room alone.  Sit down 
comfortably on a straight backed chair.  Set 
a timer for 30 minutes.  Call out your own 
name, just like you might call out anyone's 
name.  Be receptive for a response, just like 
you might after calling out anyone's name.  
Call your name out loud.  Keep calling out 
your name for the full 30 minutes.

Glitch experiment 8(f)

Stand up and put the chair aside.  Do some 
more flops.  Then stand relaxed with feet 
shoulder width apart, knees slightly bent.  
Relax the pelvis and spine, as if dangling.  
Allow the breathing to occur, letting the 
inhale happen as a reflex, the out-breath as 
a release.  Let the eyelids drop in 
relaxation.  Release your attention from the 
external environment.  Let go and be empty.  
Allow a deep receptivity within, your 
attention waiting patiently for what may 
arise.  Surrender to what arises.  Allow the 
energy that arises to direct your body, its 
feelings, movements, and vocalisations.  
Allow these spontaneous manifestations to be 
expressed through your biological machine.  
Surrender your body to the energy as you 
surrendered to gravity when you were doing 
the flops.  Later, when the expression is 
complete, let the energy drain from your 
body until you stand empty once more.

Glitch experiment 8(g)

Set a timer for 10 minutes.  Lie down.  Don't 
stretch.  Say out loud everything you sense 
and feel in the body.  Make no voluntary 
movements, and make no interpretations.  
Maintain a continuous stream of 
vocalisation.  When talking about the body, 
use the word 'the' rather than 'my'.  So you 
might say something like "There is an itch on 
the right cheek, there is tingling in the 
left hand..."

[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



8

Dear Readers, a return to ‘upbeating’ poetry. I have 
adapted the Hare-themed ‘Interruption to a Journey’ 
by my poet-hero Norman McCaig (the original can be 
found here https://bit.ly/3sc7NNO)

Hare-Piece Ochd

Inner Eruption of a Journey

We were run over by a Hare
We bounced about the road
On the springing curves 
Of our spines

Cornfields breathed us in the darkness
We were taken through the darkness and
The breathing cornfields from one
Important place to another.

The Hare healed our broken necks
Reshaped us
And in that important place
The bow was restrung
And we were shot through
New darknesses 
New cornfields

We were 
New landscape
Together

In preparation for this month’s Bodge, the poets have been 
crowding round, smoking, sharing drams and cross-referencing 
in a veritable smorgasbord of synchronicity. Hugh MacDiarmid’s 
‘Dandelion’* made me wonder if he’d ever been to Damanhur. 
Allen Ginsberg managed to wonderfully tie together Newcastle, 
Liverpool, Tom Pickard, and William Blake in ‘Who Be Kind To’ 
from 1965 (Be kind to your self, it is only one, and perishable… 
the morning smile at Newcastle Central station, when longhair 
Tom blond husband greets the bearded stranger of telephones 
– the boom bom that bounces in the joyful bowels as the 
Liverpool Minstrels of CavernSink raise up their joyful voices 
and guitars in electric Afric hurrah for Jerusalem – The saints 
come marching in, Twist and Shout, and Gates of Eden are 
named in Albion again…). This, from the ‘Essential Ginsberg’, 
which also has some great letters and an interview from The 
Paris Review 1965 where he discusses writing poetry and the 
juxtaposition of words done intuitively and spontaneously. For 
example, the phrase ‘hydrogen jukebox’… “in the moment 
of composition I don’t necessarily know what it means, but it 
comes to mean something later, after a year or two, I realise 

that it meant something clear, unconsciously. 
Which takes on a meaning in time, like a 

photograph developing slowly.”
In tribute to Mr G and his inspiring 

words here are a few extra lines taking 
hydrogen jukebox as a starting point.

Mycellial Chord-Chart

Hydrogen Jukebox
Oxygen Song
Life finds meaning
In words
Just so long
As the tune
Rings true
As the 
Blessed Bang
Of a Sunflower Bomb’s
Nuclear Joyhead
Plucks and twangs
On the golden string’s
Mycellium hymns that 
Hum the sings 
You’ve sung
Together
Forever
As one. 

*Dandelion

I saw my brain as the sun micht see
A dandelion ba’
And think it was it’s ain
Pale image that it saw

I saw my brain as the sun micht see
A dandelion ba’
-And noo like a starry sky
My thochts ower a’thing blaw Hare wind vane by John Fox
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Hare wind vane by John Fox
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It was to be a Buzz Fest, named after the ‘Way of the Buzzard’ 
mystery school who originally booked, then cancelled, this 
weekend. But we’d had a Covid interruption and nothing was 
organised. At the last minute we decided on a scaled down Buzz 
Party on 15th August, the day of St Mary of the Herbs. We’d use the 
Riverside Arena, the domain of the Treehouse, my favourite place 
in all Cae Mabon. It has an otherworldly feeling, especially at dusk 
and in the flame-lit night. We’d inaugurate the new bejewelled 
Ring, where dragons make peace and beauty is forged.

By mid-afternoon people were gathering. The table was ready for pot 
luck contributions; strawbales were set against the cob walls of the 
Ring; lights were strung, candles hung. Maya had placed flowers and 
decorated the Goddess. The sangria arrived. There were nibbles, a 
beautiful vegan cake, conversations between knots of people. Then 
Helen kicked off the celebration leading us in groovy dance moves, 
calling out: ‘lightbulbs, snake arms, clap and point, shout “hey!”, 
prayer and open, hitch a ride!’. It was inspired community wackiness, 
encouraged by Helen’s enthusiastic and joyous facial expressions.

Afterwards people wandered out in twos and threes, exploring 
the magical wild garden, hanging out by the Sleeping Goddess, 
musing on the Faery Fort, crossing to the Long Island. The boys 
played on the Swing. Ali and I sat on the Bench for Watching the 
World Go By, reflecting on future dreams. As we chatted the spirits 
smiled, gladdened by this warm human presence.

By now 23 people were sitting in the fire circle. The music kicked 
off with Charlie’s rousing rendition of ‘Hallelujah’. Then the other 
Charlie, our beloved Ms Squire, did some exquisite songs including 
her beautiful singalong, ‘We are ready, the time has come.’ What 
a pair of Charlies! This was followed by a stunning set from Sue 
Denim. Her songs included ‘Child of the Twentieth Century’ (chorus: 
‘I’m a child of the 20th century, My body’s 
drive is not compatible with new 
technology, I can think of 
a million places I would 
rather be, Than home 
alone lonely only 
screens for 

company.’) and her poignant and witty ‘Covid Romance. She had us 
smiling and singing in equal measure!

Then Helen declared it was time for the declarations. In my invitation 
I’d casually asked people to bring declarations. Helen liked this 
idea and came prepared. She kicked off with her customary flair, 
concluding with ‘I commit myself to outgrowing any patterns that no 
longer serve me! I promise to honour my needs and feelings, and I 
take a stand for my dreams!’ The declarations were one of the hits of 
the evening, happening as the sun lit up the forest with its slanting 
golden rays. There were many stirring contributions, concluding Ali’s 
‘declaration of war on neo-liberalism’, a philosophy that treats the 
Earth only in terms of money rather than inherent spiritual value. 
I spoke of a book given to me by my friend Adriana: ‘Utopia for 
Realists’. I hadn’t even read the first page but my declaration was a 
vow to ‘make Utopia a reality’. Cae Mabon is a good place to practice, 
I said. Like here, now, in this golden hour, singing our songs, speaking 
our truths, reaffirming our friendship and community.

After declarations, Lawrence to led us in a Jabberwocky drama. 
8-year-old Aubi became The Son in our spontaneous enactment. 
Andy made a comically grim Jabberwocky. With his wooden sword 
Aubi ‘snicker-snack’ slew the Jabberwocky in the first iteration. 
But then, under the skilful prompting of MC Lawrence, he decided 
to befriend the monster instead. We all ended up Jabberwocky 
burbling to each other which was both ridiculous and profound. 
And Aubi’s smile and confidence grew before our very eyes. There 
were more songs from Matt and amazing percussive guitar playing 
from Charlie. Rob wound up the evening by telling the story of the 
origins of the three great rivers of Wales, the Severn, the Wye and 
the Rheidol, all once daughters of the ancient king of Plynlimon. 

What is Utopia if not gathering like this round fire in forest by 
river, nourished by the pot luck gifts of the community, 

entertained by the song, poetry and story of musicians 
and bards, inspired by visionary declarations.

Choose to be in Utopia 
now. It’s happening 

everywhere.

Buzz Party – Practising Utopia
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Autumn Equinox, when the sun is equidistant from the 
earth this the beginning of Autumn, the dark half of the 
year. It happens around September 19-23rd, this year 22nd 
September. Many ancient cultures have celebrated this 
balancing time, to pagans the new day starts at sunset, so the 
evening of the 21st would be the time to celebrate with the 
many fruits of second harvest. 

The equinox was given the name Mabon in the 1970s as 
Neopaganism and Wicca were established and the Wheel of 
the Year developed. Scholars wanted to keep hold of ancient 
nature traditions throughout the world, particularly Celtic, 
Anglo Saxon and Egyptian. 
Mabon is the name of the Child of Light – the Welsh son of 
the Great Earth Mother, Modron, who was kidnapped for 
three days after his birth which made light go into hiding. 

The time is the opposite of Ostara – Spring Equinox. 
Harvest of First Fruits and Wine Moon. Day and night are 
of equal length and in equilibrium between light and dark, 
masculine and feminine, in and out. A time to give thanks 
and share with all that we have to give. 

Herne the Hunter and the Horned God
In British folklore, this is a time of Herne the Hunter and 
marks the beginning of deer hunting season. Sadly, Herne 
the Hunter didn’t hunt in Toxteth deer park but in Windsor 
Forest and Great Park. It is said that he has antlers growing 
from his head, rides a horse, torments cattle and rattles 
chains. We could have done with him on our side when they 
threw us off the free festival in 1974. 

The Cornucopia
The Horn of Plenty is a traditional symbol of Mabon. 
Displaying the wonderful array of fruits and vegetables 
falling from a basket which is both male, yang and phallic, 
and female, yin and hollow, receptive. 

A symbol of balance and reflection, time to do some 
Qigong or Yoga exercises and check in to one’s self. 
Complete unfinished projects and again, clear and clean 
your space. 

A moment to reap what you have sown – check on the 
plans you made in the spring. 

Go for a long walk and collect any free fruits available – 
blackberries are ripe and there is plenty of them in the city 
so take gloves. 

As a balance to reaping – look to the future – this is a 
great time to plant trees, shrubs, and bulbs.

Make a feast, eat, drink and be merry sharing with friends 
old and new.

Find the star in an apple with a child. 

Six months of light, six months of dark.
The earth goes to sleep, later wakes again,
Dark Mother, we honour you this night,
We dance in your shadows,
We embrace that which is darkness
And celebrate the life within.
Blessed be. 

With thanks to
http://www.wortsandcunning.com/
https://www.beampaints.com/
Margaret Murray, Robert Graves et al.

Mabon
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Energy for life

I talked in an earlier column about how sometimes 
sigils can generate strong immediate results but then 
peter out before completely fulfilling their objectives. 
One reason for this may be that they’re not charged 
up enough. I generally use meditation, which is valid 
but clearly doesn’t always sustain the magic through 
to completion, especially if the sigil represents a big 
ask.

The economics of magic state that you get what 
you pay for; you’re only ever moving energy around 
and there is no something for nothing. I started to 
think about what I could do to further charge up my 
sigils, and after considering various options involving 
blood, fire, pain and sacrifice, I hit on the notion of 
giving up a part of my past, in order to move that 
energy to my present and immediate future. I would 
use a great untapped energy resource: personal 
nostalgia.

Many of us, me included, have huge amounts of 
energy and emotion invested in our memories of 
yesterday. If we can take some of that attachment 
and give it up, investing it in our present and 
future instead, then we are making a valid magical 
transference. It’s not necessarily a bargain: we’re 
sacrificing something of great value to us, as often 
our fond memories of the past are a source of much 
comfort and joy. But they can also hold us back and 
keep us trapped in that past. Letting go of them and 
using the energy we’ve invested there for something 
else can be seen as a healthy step towards taking 
control of our lives. 

Vinyl sacrifice

For my first attempt at ‘Nostalgia Magic’ I decided 
to sacrifice a 12” vinyl record that represented my 
musical tastes and lifestyle from several years ago. 
For extra mileage, I also took a pile of books and 
CDs to the local charity shop. I then took the record I 
was going to sacrifice and drew the sigil I’d designed 

across its sleeve with a silver marker pen.
l went up to the woods and paused on the threshold 

to put myself in a magical headspace. I went over 
what I was doing, silently: transferring energy from 
my past, specifically that invested in nostalgia as 
represented by the record, for use in my present and 
immediate future. With that in mind, the uphill walk 
through the woods seemed to represent the ever 
onward and upward movement of life, constantly 
travelling from the past into the future, where the 
only present is ourselves, the ‘I’ experiencing the 
journey.

The paths leading off and down the main route 
seemed to represent directions I could’ve taken at 
points in my life, but didn’t, for whatever reason. I 
paused at a set of steps leading off the main path: a 
diversion, the path less travelled, but one that took 
you quicker to higher ground (the future). I took it and 
found myself on an almost overgrown track through 
a field of flowers, brambles and weeds. It was more 
difficult, but there was great beauty to it. 

Ghosts of my past

At the top of the hill, I re-stated my will and then very 
deliberately destroyed the record. I felt a pang of loss 
but carried on. After a moment of strong sadness, I 
felt very much lighter and liberated by letting go of 
that portion of my past; happy, elated, energised and 
optimistic for the future. Nevertheless, as I walked 
back down the hill ghosts of my past seemed to swirl 
around me again. But ghosts were all they were, and 
by the end of the day I received confirmation that the 
sigil had done its job.

Nostalgia is a powerful resource and leaving too 
much of our energy trapped in the past can hold 
us back. However you do it, freeing up that aspect 
of your personal power for future projects can be 
enormously beneficial. You may be surprised at just 
how much of a charge is generated.

The Door

Magic Words
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Stepping outside and closing the door 

I heard from above a furious roar 

A quickening of paws and drag of a sled 

I knew in my bones this was something to dread 

Across marshmallow clouds the luge it lurched faster 

A fluffle of bunnies propelling their master 

Stretching their sinews, in top hats quite formal 

It was clear to the layman this just wasn’t normal 

The ghoul that they dragged had eyes, piercing red 

A large plate of fruit balanced on his head 

With a lazy right hand he tugged on a grape 

In the other a wand, on his back flowed a cape 

He got to his feet and started to moan 

His cry was inhuman and chilled to the bone 

Down underneath him the dead heard their call 

Up from rotten coffins they started to crawl 

Soon they were gathered at cemetery gates 

Embracing their freedom, more destruction awaits 

The rampaging has started, it’s getting quite hairy 

Not since Watership Down have bunnies been so scary 

I take off in fright and hit my full-canter 

It just isn’t cricket, I don’t like the banter 

I’m romping in circles and time seems to slow 

Then am brought to a stop by a sickening blow 

Savage demon-rabbits are munching my head 

Nipping and clawing, desperate to be fed 

Vision is fading, my body half-dead 

Then flipping with gusto I fly off the bed 

“Thank cripes for that!” blasts my elated scream 

Everything’s fine it was only a dream 

I turn on the news now death has been beaten 

Then remember we’re fucked… wish I’d have stayed eaten

Too Much Cheese…
The Procrastinator
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My journey with the 
Runes started in 2004. An introduction to 

Runes course led me to purchase Edred Thorsson’s Futhark 
Rune book, which led me to create my own set of runes; a rune a day for 

24 days. I worked through the Runes sequentially, each day I read the page 
concerning the Rune of the day and then went about my day in active meditation 

and observance to find my relationship with the Rune, I wrote down my findings as 
well as creating the Rune for my set. After completing the set, I decided to perform the 

whole process again so having two sets. 

I painted each of my Runes on pebbles I found on Aberdeen beach, the place I started my 
Rune journey, and it was only years later when working with Dave Lee that I found out 
Runes should be on wood ideally, something that had been alive. That is all part of the 
learning process though, isn’t it? Getting things wrong aids our learning and we often learn 
things we would not have known should we have just stumbled on the correct way to start 

with. These are the little nuggets that enable us to teach others more effectively.

After several years of mainly using the Runes in sigil magic and similar, as and when 
needed the next step came in 2017 when Dave Lee and myself had the idea to start a series 
of workshops and talks to be run at my magical shop Airy Fairy; Magic, Witchcraft, Chaos 
and Beyond was born. At one of the first workshops we had planned, Dave, as a long-time 
member of the Rune Guild, was going to teach a three-hour session on Rune lore and magic 
We added in a further hour where I would facilitate each participant to make their own 
Runes on little wooden rectangles cut from my coppiced Hazel from the Ogham woodland 

in the Airy Fairy garden, the tree of knowledge. 

 When we came to teach the session again-over Zoom-during the height of the Covid 
pandemic in 2020 I had no reasonable way of getting 24 blanks of wood to each of the 26 
people who had signed up, so I had a little think about how to still make the craft an active 
part of the session… I decided that I would ask each attendee to buy some white card and 
make sure they had some pens. Although just drawing a rune on a card might be sufficient 
for some, I wanted to produce something worthy of a teaching session; so, I devised the 
idea for the cards and set to work. Each card did take a considerable time, I made a stencil 
to make sure each Rune was central to each card. I drew out in pencil before committing 
pen to card and needed time to feel the Rune before illuminating the image. In the end I 
had the first eight cards ready for the class, enough to guide and inspire but not enough 
to do anything beyond that with. I decided the way forward, to justify committing many 
further hours on the project, was to create the deck to sell in my shop. The only problem 
was I got so busy with other things I was not creating time; enter Horkos! I pledged in our 
Horkos group (further information about Horkos on request) to have the deck complete 

and at least 1 set printed in time for 23rd July 2021. 

So here it is all laid out in a neat oval which was photo edited to create the back 
of the card.

It has been a rewarding journey, and one of the best ways to really 
get to know a magical tool. I urge anyone interested to 

give it a go.
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY!HAPPY BIRTHDAY!
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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. 
 

 



Bodge on Hols  -  Wish You Were Here! 

History is a child building a sandcastle by the sea,  
and that child is the whole majesty of man's power in the world.

Heraclitus 
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Soot black train station, shadow dark, gloomy as a lost 
cathedral. Tommy Calderbank, wearing an overcoat made 
of moons lights up the night-shadows, carrying a railway 
man’s lantern. It is not today, it is some time in the past, 
but a past that exists inside the present moment. I am 
waiting for a train to arrive. I am not going on a journey, I 
just need the train to be here for the world to be complete. 

Each train station shadow conceals a tunnel, and each 
of these tunnels is a portal into an altered state – 
or rather, the altered states arrive into the 
train station through these shadows. 
It is as if the altered states are 
the trains and they will transport 
whoever lives in the train station 
into other worlds.

We live in the train station. 
No one else wanted it and 
so we have taken out an 
eternity-lease. We are the 
station-masters of a miasmic 
zone of transformation. We 
can hear the trains – the 
altered states – rattling down 
the tracks, echoing down the 
tunnels, approaching through the 
shadows but they never quite seem 
to arrive.

We wear station-master’s hats and 
overcoats. We wear fob-watches on chains. 

We wait for the passengers, but the passengers never 
seem to come, so there are no departures or arrivals. 

In the Waiting Room lives the Queen of the Soot 
Black Train Station and her name is Claudia. She wears 
robes woven from birds that no ornithologist has ever 
encountered – not the feathers of birds, but the birds 
themselves. This woman is the centre of the universe 
and we are there to serve her. Sometimes she is the 
conductor of an orchestra of steam trains we can hear 
in the shadow-tunnels, and as she conducts she sings, a 
strange angel, howling lullabies.

We three keep the train station alive, we wait for 
eternity’s trains to come. We wait forever.

Exchange Station is aptly named. Better to think of it as 
less a railway station and more a Palace of Transfiguration. 
An alchemical place where things and people were literally 
and metaphorically ex-changed. No-one ever came out 
the same person that went into Exchange Station. It is 
a junction box for all humanity. It is where we all meet, 
in the intersection between dream and awakening. It is a 
place at once as familiar as your face and as strange as 
a dog walking backwards reciting Kafka. 

The building itself hadn’t always been there, of course, 
but the site had been considered sacredly wyrd for 
millennia. Like there was a kind of magic imbued in the 

crust of the land itself that the Station sat imperiously 
upon. That it was to be a railway station to occupy the 
site, and not a church, was considered baffling at the 
time. But back then, most people hadn’t heard of the 
Synchronic Lines, and how they connected Liverpool to 
Damanhur and much, much else besides. It had to be a 
railway station. What else, in truth, could it be…?

Since 1850, when she had first opened her doors 
and other portals, Exchange Station had been a 

web of stories, not all of them necessarily 
true. There was no truth, for example, 

to the urban myth that its architect, 
John Hawkshaw, had originally 

designed the building inside 
out. Or that upon his return 
from a sojourn in Egypt, 
seeing it had been built in the 
rather more usual style of 
the right way round, promptly 
killed himself in a moment 
of extreme self-criticism. Far 
from it. Instead, he lived a 

long and happy life, crowned 
with jewels of many kinds. 
A much better ending, which 

Exchange Station itself played no 
small part in ensuring – a story, surely, 

for another time. 
In the gathering gloom, Tommy Calderbank’s 

coat of moons began to pulse with light. Closer inspection 
of said coat reveals that the moons, each gleaming with its 
own imperfection, were set amidst a sky of stars. The coat 
rewarded deeper viewing, revealing a myriad of gleaming 
lights in the endless night. Unmapped constellations of 
distant galaxies shone from every fold. He’d had it made 
by a mystic seamstress from Scotty Road way, and she 
poured into it all her skill, craft and spells. It contained 
mysteries in and of itself, and may come to play a critical 
role in the unprecedented moments yet to be. 

He put down his railwayman’s lantern. As he did so, the 
very moment it touched the ground, the lantern changed 
into the shape of a small house. Still a lantern, but in the 
very definite shape of a small, thin, terraced house, made 
of paper mache, glowing with light beaming out of the 
windows and the house’s thin skin. Inside, the shadows 
of little people danced on the curtains, as they went about 
their business. 

He looked up at the huge clock above the ticket hall: 
it was now o’clock. Ever since persons unknown removed 
the hands on the station’s clock, it had always been now 
o’clock. This was Eternity’s waiting room…

He checked his fob watch instead. He tilted his hat 
as he turned his head and regarded his fellow station 
master, the last in a long line of distinguished gentlemen: 

Exchange Station (Part 1)
Jeff Young, Tom Calderbank, Claudia Boulton
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Jeff Young, Esquire. The dreamer. The writer. The bearer 
of a flame brighter than the lantern house. His sloped 
shoulders told their own tale. His glasses fell onto the 
bridge of his nose just as Professor Yaffle’s did. You 
remember: the carved wooden bookend in the shape of a 
woodpecker. That was Jeff, as he checked his fob watch, 
too. He nodded to Tommy. It was time. 

All at once, a small wind began to blow, coming from 
each of the eight tunnels that fed into the centre of the 
station, whipping up small bits of paper, ticket stubs, 
from the floor. As the centrifugal force began to make its 
presence felt, a small ticket dust devil formed, and began 
to make its way along the main platform towards the two 
men. It was now a small ticket tornado, and filled the air 
with a high pitched wooshing and clicking sound. Tommy 
looked at Jeff and said: “Ready to see where we’re riding 
to today, my friend?” Jeff gave his best chortle, and the 
pair of them reached into the heart of the ticket tornado. 
They each grabbed a ticket, then pulled their arms out 

sharpish. The tornado quelled to a dust devil again and 
just sort of petered out, it’s dramatic potential dissipated. 
Tommy held out the ticket in the palm of his hand. It was 
a small orange ticket, with the Exchange Station logo at 
the top. In the middle, in the most emphatic font it could 
muster, it said: ‘NOWHERE’. 

‘Hmmm’, said Tommy, his enigmatic smile betraying a 
profound sense of doubt as to where this was all heading. 
Knowing somewhere deep down, that he’d lived all this 
before. 

Jeff looked up over the rim of his glasses, concern 
etched in his face, holding up his ticket. 

It said ‘EVERYWHERE’.  
At that, the doors of the Waiting Room burst open, and 

out came Claudia, Queen of the Soot Black Station, her 
cloak of birds spreading its magnificence in her wake, 
singing its many impossible hearts out. Then they were 
suddenly silent. And Claudia said: “Well! At least NOW we 
are getting SOMEWHERE!”
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Walking the lockdown limbo 
landscape, masked and 

protected.

An insurrection of imagery, 
attempting to control the 

waking narrative.

A whisper in the ether: 
“Something hidden this  

way comes”.

But that which was  
dreamed can be undreamed  

by the dreamer.

From behind the curtain of 
consciousness, it dreamed 

itself into existence.

Plagues may come, and 
plagues may go, but the dream 

machine spins on forever.

A turn of the cards
Slim Smith



Labiles and Generations,
Turn to page 24 of Thee Bodger #7. What strikes thee 
immediate? Thee disavowal of Thee Forgeries of Thee 
Bodger #6? No. Thee gushing praise of those whose Antient 
and Modern Theories of Thee Bodge have graced thee page 
with Exoteric Woodland Image and Esoteric Glitching? No. 

It was a Blacksmith.
Thee Conspiracy jangles forwards with an impetus and 

inertia that crushes all before it with the Jagganath of Thee 
Totality. Why else would a Blacksmith be not merely placed 
next to but juxtaposed with the text exposing the latest outrage 
of Thee Conspiracy. It is a monstrous moment where the twin 
grande dames: Exposure! and Revelation! are employed.

I shall not be cowed not rattled in a cage by the Editoral 
Papess and her Cabal coterie. Never! I am happy and 
prepared to admit my genealogy. I am the grandchild of 
a Blacksmith. The image of Bodger 7 dripping insinuation 
that there be Red Blacksmith – an undoubted allusion to 
thee Power of thee  Hammer and thee Efficiency of Thee 
Syckle – that I would desert Bodgery for Farrier Matters. It 
is a scurrillous insinuation that bears no toleration.

The tactic of the Papess and the Cabal, to silence me 
by exposing mine connections to Blacksmiths is scurrilous 
and has failed. The Truth of the matter is here, for all to 
behold. The Editorial Cabal of the Bodger have declared 
an unnatural war upon us all. Us, the Newts, as Capek 
would say. It is 1855. Dublin Zoo buys its first pair of 
lions. To the South of the Cats, between the newly opened 
Bray Daly Railway Station, with the Turkish Baths, and the 
Country Estate of the Seventh Viscount Powerscourt, there 
is a road. The Bray to Enniskerry Forge Road. Wherein an 
anvil and hammers were grasped and horses shod. Not 

only horses but the rims of carts, sharpening of knives 
and even car wheel rims. It is 1855 and mine Ancestor is 
hammering iron and mine shame is not shame but pride.

The scheme to shame me with pictures of Blacksmiths 
– not even genuine Farriers – has failed. The Cabal are, 
what they have always been: little Jack Horners with their 
pullulating, pulsating thumbs ensconced in the Pie of the 
Bodge. Bring me a cloud that I might shake mine fist at 
it. For the Blacksmith is an antient presence. The child of 
Thor – Thunar, Donar, Thunder! With more names than the 
months of the year, the Blacksmith is, like the Bodger, a 
Cult of habitation and possession.

There is no shame in being a Bodger descended of a 
Blacksmith. More shameful is the constant misappropriation 
of mine Letters. The terrible scandal of attributing farts to 
the Bodge. Should the Cabal consider seeking to embarass 
Bodgers by association with “Douglas and Lucretia Bodger” 
and that Pataphysicist Flook then I defy them to do so. 

With the publication of the Blacksmith, the Cabal 
has teetered from mere dismissive heckling and into 
the Jack Horner Total War of the Henry VIII kleptomania 
that is without justice. Rise Bodger and Badger. Shake 
thine chains to the ground as Newts Might! There be no 
Blacksmith that might forge a shackle so mighty as to keep 
thee from thy Bodging. No matter, no matter, no matter. 
Thee Cabal is on a stopped clock and, as everybody 
knows, even a stopped clock is right twice a day.

Invectively, 
Yrs. & c.
sur Hubert Huzzah (Postmortuarist)
10 Tatane 148
(Sts. Pieds Nickelès, trinitè)
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Hello and welcome to the outer limits. 
Integrate your right brain. You too can 
arrive here. Imprint your own nervous 
system, start to tune into the DNA – RNA 
dialogue .

Stimulated by 
visualizing a Violet 
chakra at the crown 
of the skull and 
intoning”ti”.

Memories of 
past lives; the 
akashic records 
of Theosophy 
-reincarnation 
– Real stuff as 
recorded by mystics, 
adepts, Secret Chiefs, Angelic beings. 
Neurotransmitter is LSD and now 
DMT entities. Also Ibogaine allows for 
the reading of your own evolutionary 
journey back down the aeons,and 
forwards to interspecies symbiosis, 
even conscious immortality. R,A.W. 
related most to this circuit as me and 
more than me.

“ Here you learn concretely, beyond 
theory, that most of your ancestors 
were not mammals but looked like Gila 
Monsters or alligators. Here you obtain 
the futique visions, the Superwoman/
the androgynous god of the 
future, the DNA blueprint for 
this planet( and beyond) is made 
visible” Starseed Signals.

More Circuit 7 intelligence is 
actively needed NOW. Access 
to the Planetary and extra- 
planetary script as ecolgists and 
now many more of us are urgently aware.

Communication with plants and 
other species. DNA comes from 

interstellar space, it was seeded 
here on earth. See “Cosmic 
Serpent” by Jeremy Narby.

In Cosmic Trigger, the Play this 
circuit is described 

thus:

Wilson – Mythic

Leary – Loser?

Prisoner 5 – 
Evolution is blind 

and impersonal.

Leary – Winner?

Prisoner 6 – Future 
Evolution depends on 

my decisions now.

That’s at the heart of 
it. Your decisions now. 

All of our decisions now. 
We are on the threshold 
of having to answer the 

biggest question. Is Earth 
going to burn or are we 
all consciously going to 

mutate and transcend this 
grave pinch point? Heal 

the whole. Come together . 
Conscious chaotic co- creation 

under the influence of Eris 
in Aries She has an orbit of 

560 years . and is coming 
through strongly since the 

August new Moon.

Wisdom of the cards Stage 
19 – the Moon, 20 – the 

Sun, 21- Judgement.

I ching – Sun ( Blown by the wind)

Eight Circuits – Circuit Seven.
Neurogenetic circuit: Decode and redesign DNA technology.  

TransTime tunnel – reality. Stages 19 -21
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John Michell’s theories described ley lines as 

Ree’s 
the stories of Hookland’s Children of the Hum).

lost. She’d likely have 

–

I don’t miss that 

. It’s also changed our relationship with 

know their environment.  It’s not that I’m saying 

travel. It’s 

, 1973’s 

’s

you can’t beat a proper 
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