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Librarian’s Corner
Eye of the Beholder

How To Change Your Mind, by Michael Pollan

H

ow to Change Your Mind: What the New Science
of Psychedelics Teaches Us About Consciousness,
Dying, Addiction, Depression, and
Transcendence is a 2018 book by Michael Pollan.
It chronicles the long and storied history of psychedelic
drugs, from their turbulent 1960s heyday to the resulting
countermovement and backlash. Through his coverage of
the recent resurgence in this field of research, as well as his
own personal use of psychedelics via a "mental
travelogue", Pollan seeks to illuminate not only the mechanics of the drugs themselves, but also the inner workings
of the human mind and consciousness.
The book is organised into six chapters with an epilogue: A
Renaissance, Natural History: Bemushroomed, History:
The First Wave, Travelogue: Journeying Underground, The
Neuroscience: Your Brain on Psychedelics, The Trip
Treatment: Psychedelics in Psychotherapy.
It represents a milestone in mainstream writing on psychedelics and will doubtless become a classic of the literature
on the subject.

Eye of the Storm

The KLF: Chaos, magic and the band
who burned a million pounds, by John
Higgs

T

he KLF: Chaos, magic and the band who
burned a million pounds, by John Higgs
The strange tale of the death, life and legacy
of the hugely successful band.
They were the bestselling singles band in the world.
They had awards, credibility, commercial success
and creative freedom. Then they deleted their records, erased themselves from musical history and
burnt their last million pounds in a boathouse on the
Isle of Jura. And they couldn't say why.
This is not just the story of The KLF. It is a book
about Carl Jung, Alan Moore, Robert Anton Wilson,
Ken Campbell, Dada, Situationism, Discordianism,
magic, chaos, punk, rave, the alchemical symbolism
of Doctor Who and the special power of the number
23. A Pilgrim Classic!

Fire and Pot

Amorphous Albion, by Ben Graham

Amorphous Albion is a psychedelic Discordian science fiction novel published by Bleeding Cheek Press in January 2018. Although primarily associated with the US counter-culture of the ‘60s and ‘70s, in the past few years
Discordianism has revived, evolved and mutated, especially in the UK,
and Amorphous Albion is partly a response to those developments, as well
as being a magical, meta-modern pulp fiction adventure story in its own
right.
Beginning on Britain's south coast in an unspecified near-future, the novel
follows the adventures of Arla Magnesium and Nicky Mandrake of the Hove
Space Program, alongside Scouse technomancer Dorian Flyte (the last of the
Bunnymen) as they attempt to discover the source of a major disturbance on
the astral plane. They are soon drawn into a more serious battle with the
shadowy authoritarian forces of The Order, The Big Society and The Blackpool Illuminati, as their journey follows the broken ley lines of a disintegrated nation, taking in Stonehenge, Glastonbury, Sheffield, Manchester, Liverpool and the Isle of Jura. Weird magic and advanced technology coexist
with a society largely reduced to barbarism and desperation. While the episodic, cartoon-like narrative and satirical tone is inspired by
vintage 2000AD comic strips, the attempt to create a contemporary Discordian saga with a distinctly British flavour draws heavily on the mythology of
The KLF. The novel is generally informed by UK alternative music and uses
this as the basis of a deconstruction of the notion of fixed national identity- a
psychedelically-inspired response to Brexit Britain.
A multi-media live presentation, entitled Amorphous Albion: A Warp In Progress, was created for the 14-Hour Super Weird Happening in Liverpool on
April 1, 2017. The performance featured excepts from the book read by the
author and Festival 23 co-founder Myra Stuart, backed by The Hove Space
Arkestra (Dolly Turing, Verity Spott, Brian Montgomery) with specially created visuals by digital artist Shardcore. It was subsequently performed in
Brighton and Glasgow. The Hove Space Arkestra was formed expressly to
soundtrack Amorphous Albion and features leading musicians from
Brighton's improvised and experimental music scene, including members of
Four Manatees, God's Teeth And The Interstellar Tropics, and Binnsclagg.
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Glitch experiment 10(a)
Decide to have your mind and your body in the
same place for a day. Choose the day carefully,
and when you wake that day say out loud "today
I will have my mind and my body in the same
place." During the day, if you notice at any
point that they are not in the same place, that's
okay: just bring them back together again.
Notice the moment of realising that your mind
and body are not in the same place. Notice the
distinct sensation of their return to the same
place. After you have experienced the
sensation of reunion a number of times, give
that transition a name. Coin your own word for
your own direct experience.
If you find you forget to have your mind and
body in the same place, choose to feel gratitude
towards your forgetfulness: for the
opportunity to remember that it has given you.
Repeat the experiment of having your mind and
your body in the same place on other days. Use
each of the following methods for a day. Notice
any difference in how long you might forget,
and how often you might remember.

Glitch experiment 10(b)
Notice which is your dominant hand: right or
left? Resolve to use the other hand everywhere
you would usually use the dominant hand
throughout the day. How many times did you
use your dominant hand? How many of them
didn't you notice?

Glitch experiment 10(c)
Notice yourself every time you pass through a
doorway during the day. At the moment you pass
through each doorway, know that you are doing
so.

Glitch experiment 10(d)
Each time you pass through a doorway get the
feeling that you are passing through an interdimensional portal between two universes.
Realise that you have no idea what lies beyond,
even if it's a door you have used countless
times before. Feel the moment you penetrate
the membrane between the worlds. Do you
notice any difference between this method and
the previous one?

Glitch experiment 10(e)
Select a frequent but not necessarily regular
event in your sensorium and adopt it as a
trigger. Make the choice based on the
characteristics of your local environment.
For example you could choose: church bells, the
adhan, your phone vibrating with a
notification, the number 23 bus passing, the
call of a specific species of bird... Let it be an

alarm clock for your attention and notice:
what is the breathing like? What is the
temperature? What is the dominant sensation?

Glitch experiment 10(f)
Identify objects which you habitually put in
the same place. For example, perhaps you
always put your keys in the same pocket.
Notice how your machine mechanically reaches
for and grasps them. Does this noticing occur
at the time of the event, or in retrospect?
Deliberately put the objects elsewhere than
usual. Perhaps put your keys in the other
pocket. What effect does this have?

Glitch experiment 10(g)
Notice your machine doing something
automatically, and choose to do it deliberately
instead. If you have a 'stock phrase' your
machine repeats, choose instead to say it
deliberately and intentionally. "Know what I
mean?" Notice a habitual physical motion that
your machine does on autopilot, and do it
deliberately and with intention. [hooks loose
hair behind right ear]. Catch your machine
about to say the phrase or make the motion
automatically, then choose do it deliberately.

Glitch experiment 10(h)
When you first get out of bed, notice the exact
moment your feet touch the floor. Allow that
noticing to spread, like a virus or contagion
of your attention, through the rest of the day
to every touch your body makes. When reaching
out and touching an object, notice the exact
moment your fingers first make contact with
the surface. The light switch, the cup, the
toothbrush, the door handle, and so on. Can you
extend it to every step you take?

Glitch experiment 10(i)
Move as quietly as you can all day. Make as
little sound as possible with all your physical
interactions with the world. For example: eat
breakfast with minimum clinking of cutlery
against crockery, close doors silently, walk so
no one hears your footsteps.

Glitch experiment 10(j)
Move as efficiently as possible. Be economical
with your body. Do whatever you do throughout
the day in the easiest, most relaxed way you
can, with a simplicity of motion. Make no
wasted move.

Glitch experiment 10(k)
As your body moves, notice the sensation of the
air moving over its surfaces. Don't move any
differently to usual, just feel the substance
that you are always surrounded by, and how it
flows around you.

[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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Hare-Piece Kymmenen
Hare’s Eye
Drinks Sky
Looks Round
Wild Ground
Come See
Run Free
Jump High
Mind’s Eye
Births Sight
From Light
Tales Told
Turn Gold
Ears Hear
Dogs Near
Smell feast
Chase Beast
Kill-Tag
Zig Zag
Blood Flows
Myth Grows
Deep Dreams
Moonbeams
Show Hare
Up There
Working
Pounding
Mine-Dark
Soul-Spark
Dust of Life
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Many thanks for use of photo by Andrew Fusek Peters.
For more of his amazing gallery, including plenty more Hares,
go to www.andrewfusekpeters.com
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Magic Moments from Mabon’s Way
Inspired by the indigenous Australian practice of walking the
songlines and reliving dreamtime stories in sacred places on
the way… And encouraged by Alan Moore’s statement that
magic happens when we: ‘re-invest the physical world around
us with the lifeblood of legend and mythology’… A band of ten
– artists, musicians, storytellers, poets, activists and guides –
set out to walk the ‘most mythically rich twenty miles in Britain’,
the Nantlle Valley Songline. We’d tell the old tales where they
happened, make music and ceremony, cook and camp in the
wild. When Aboriginal people did this, they said, they ‘became
who they were at the beginning of time’. Would we?
On the beach between Dinas Dinlle, an eroding hillfort once
home to Gwydion, the trickster wizard, and a reef out to sea where
Caer Arianrhod once stood, we gathered.in the late afternoon
sunshine. This is the landscape of the Fourth Branch of the
Mabinogi. We sculpted seaweed, driftwood, pebbles and shells to
honour the wronged Arianrhod. After immersion in the friendly sea
we gathered round our shrine. Suddenly a woman was standing
there, her arms outstretched, tears streaming down her face.
She was moved to see such a thing of beauty and communion.
She knew nothing of Arianrhod. She was going back to Essex
tomorrow. We welcomed her into our circle. She was an accidental
priestess, blessing our journey with her tears…
That night we camped at Caer Dathyl, one-time stronghold
of Math son of Mathonwy, the original Bear King. Next morning
we walked to the whirlpool where the Llyfni River flows into the
hill. It once teemed with salmon. As we stood there singing
and praying a silver trout leapt from the pool and seemed
to hover in the air. Never had anyone seen a leaping fish so
clearly. Another blessing…
On the second night we stayed by a ruined cottage called
Fairy Maiden’s Bush. We gathered round fire with flares, sang
songs and told stories of the Twlwyth Teg, the Fair Folk. Later
an erotic fairy shimmer seemed to pass through us from the
surrounding darkness.
At dawn cloud hung low. The canoe crossed the lake once
with bags then returned to take the rest. But there was room
amidships and our three women, ‘fair maidens’, stepped in and
were paddled out, disappearing into the mist. A few hours later

we were on Bwlch Cwm Llan, said to be the site of Arthur’s last
battle, the Battle of Camlann. The battleground was shrouded in
mist. We heard the story of how Arthur slew his very own son but
was brought down in a rain of arrows on Bwlch y Seithau, Pass
of the Arrows; of how his body was carried down the mountain;
of how a boat came from the mist with three maidens and bore
him away… Life echoing myth echoing life…
As we crossed this mythic landscape we naturally dropped
into archetypal roles, like the Minstrel-Fool, Lady of the Lake,
Wounded King, Hermit, Priestess, even Arthur…. Was this us
‘becoming who we were at the beginning of time’?
At the summit of Yr Aran, High Place with Long Legs,
the spectacular view was hidden. But a banjo chord was
rhythmically plucked, women’s voices rose and fell, and
prayers were softly spoken. This is the nearest peak to Dinas
Emrys, once known as the Fort of Fiery Higher Powers. Druids
must have come here, Merlin even. We communed with them,
then, on our long descent, howled in the Valley of the Wolves
and prayed for their return.
On the final afternoon, brought forward to avoid the coming
storm, we stood in the hollow of the sacred pool, named the
guardian mountains and invoked the ancient deities of each
direction. We told of the making of Blodeuedd, the Flower
Maiden, and the coming of the Two Dragons. We drank mead
from a leather tankard to toast the Spirits of the Place. And
we beseeched the help of the powers concentrated here to
support us in the battle against Climate Change. Red and
white dragons working together are stronger than when they
fight. Our frontline climate warrior made a passionate plea
then bathed in the waters of the pool and was blessed. Merlin
swooped in with his ‘healing maiden will return’ prophecy,
ending with: ‘The Dust of the Ancients shall be Restored.’
The following night we invited half a dozen friends to the
Roundhouse for ‘Tales from Mabon’s Way’. We sang-chantimprovised the story of our wayfaring journey. We’d been together
a week and were well tuned. The artist, poet, singer, musician,
drummer, storyteller, guide, shaman and fool played together
easily and the stories came tumbling out. Afterwards the Fool
said we’d stumbled upon a new art form. Perhaps we had…
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Samhain
balance to be created. Through winter
we send love to the wrongdoers and
ask for forgiveness for them. We look
into and experience the darkness,
knowing this gestation will lead us to
the stirring of the seeds at Imbolc, the
Goddess Bridie and the returning of
the light.
To help manifest balance
you could make a symbol of four
elements called a parshell. With two
crossed sticks and straw or ribbon.
Weave in and out of the sticks
sunwise (clockwise) from the middle
outwards until you have three to
four inches of stick exposed. While
making this draw on the strong
energies of fire and earth,
send the intentions of the
above with balance
and harmony, and

A festival from ancient, pre-Cristian
times the Feast of the Dead, All Hallows,
Last Harvest, the Witch’s New Year
and the initiation of winter. Starting
at dusk on the thirty-first of October
and lasting three days it is the most
important celebration of the year. The
Fire Festival of Hecate, the Old Moon
Goddess, brings feasting, merriment,
and the lighting of fires ‘bone-fires’
across the countryside while fairies
and the dead are close.
As these spirits walk the earth

there is a call for us to send
healing to those who have died
in suffering, and slavery, to work
towards reparations for the world
and its peoples damaged or killed
in the building of the British
Empire and capitalism. With no
hatred, fear or anger we send love,
community support and mutual
aid. We recognise past horrific
discrimination and injustices of
race, sex, ability, class, or creed, and
ask that these acts be resolved and

also visualise positive,
powerful healing for all
of nature, animals, habitats,
the sea and the survival of all
creatures.
Slowly fill your heart and mind
with joy and light. By the time your
parshell is finished and hung on
your front door it will shine out
positivity to the world throughout
the winter months.
With thanks to Hanna Shafer
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Magic Words
And Now For Something Completely
Different
I’m going somewhat off-piste here, but The
Bricklayer’s excellent, thought-provoking article in
September’s Bodge stirred up a bunch of thoughts in
me, and I wanted to use this month’s column to get
some of them down. See, when us pilgrims ended
the world on 23 April 2019, we also set out to kill
story. As a writer this was of some concern to me, and
over two years later, it’s still something I’m wrestling
with. How do we kill story? What do we replace it
with? The alternative can’t simply be inertia: doing
nothing, going nowhere. But just writing new, better
stories isn’t really the answer either.
I recently read Genesis P Orridge’s magical,
posthumous memoir Nonbinary. In it, they talk about
the ideas behind their ‘Throbbing Gristle’ project.
They say that their collective intention was to kill
music. But they didn’t do this by simply not making
it. They formed a band, made up of untrained nonmusicians, and set out to redefine what music could
be.
Part of this process involved discarding all
preconceived notions of what constituted ‘music’ or
‘song.’ It was all just sound, or noise (a subjective
distinction), and who said it had to be organised or
presented in a particular way?

No More Jackanory
Killing story doesn’t mean stopping writing. As
William Blake said, we must create our own systems
or be enslaved by another man’s. If we don’t take
charge of our own narratives and tell our own stories,
then someone else will impose their narrative upon
us. We risk becoming bit players in their story, or
even getting (mis)cast as the bad guys who must be
defeated.
What is a story, anyway? It’s a container for
information. It becomes a story when the information
is organised in a particular way, following certain
conventions of narrative, genre, style. In other
words, the information is manipulated and perhaps
distorted to fit a pre-set formula, to conform to our
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expectations of how a story should unfold.
It’s interesting (and heartening) that since the
pilgrimage we’ve seen a lot of stories in society and
the wider world start to break down and fall apart.
These are stories about gender, race, class, privilege
and history that some people seem to have thought
were immutable natural laws, or facts, and not just
stories we’d been telling ourselves; stories that
turned out to be harmful, biased, misleading or just
plain wrong. At best, they only told the truth from
one perspective, and there are other voices, other
ways of seeing that we desperately need to listen to
and absorb.

Untell the Tale
What has all this got to do with magic? Well, magic is
all about rewriting the story. Disrupting the expected
narrative of your life and changing it so it serves you
better. Or maybe changing your consciousness so
that you see things differently, or in a multitude of
different ways.
Kill the story you’ve been told. Dismantle the
structures that force your life to conform to a limiting
narrative about who you are and what you can do,
based on ethnicity, gender, age, social standing or
anything else. But resist the temptation to just put
another equally limiting story in its place.
Don’t stop writing or dreaming. But let the
information flow in new ways, finding new patterns
and new ways of being. Remember that we’re all
connected, and a singular narrative that’s just about
you can only hold you back. There’s a telepathic
mycelium mythology that we’re all an essential,
inseparable part of, and we need to stop telling
“stories” and tune in to what’s really going on– and
everything else we could possibly conceive.
These new adventures may not be stories as your
grandparents knew them, with a beginning, middle
and an end. They may not even seem to have a point.
But they’ll include everyone, and they’ll go places
we never even dreamed of. Untell the tale; set the
imagination free.
The Door
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This map closely describes the boundary of the Royal and Ancient Park of Toxteth.
The borough of Liverpool had been established by order of King John in 1207.
The land identified as Toxteth was then owned by the crown.
It was a Royal Forest and subject to a forest charter which curtailed clearing of land,
build of buildings and stealing of deer (for which the penalty was death).
In 1297 the Magna Carter and the forest charter were combined into the “Confirmation of Charters”
This allowed free men to graze their animals, collect firewood and cut turf.
By the 14th century the forest laws were mainly to protect timber in the Royal Forests.
It was during this time that Toxteth Park was fenced around.
It is this boundary that is shown on the map.
After 400 years as a Royal Forest, Toxteth was dis-parked by James I in 1604.
The land was divided into farms around which grew small communities.
There were few residential settlements within the boundary of the old park
Until industrialisation began a perpetual cycle of residential development.
Today the tightly terraced streets have erased all traces of the forest.
But the ghosts of trees remain, to be seen if you look with the right eyes.
And beneath the stone, the concrete and the asphalt, the forest seeds lie
Awaiting the return of the creatures whose land this was.
On the 23rd of November 2021 the spirits of the forest will walk the boundary of Toxteth Park
to re-establish their connection with this place.
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Covid Stops Play
The Procrastinator

Double jabbed and boosted
Now sweating up a stew
My brain has all but turned to mush
Four lines is all I can do…
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Castle Perilous.
I’m just re-reading John Higgs’ foreword to
The Starseed Signals. He says Leary considered
this model was his life’s work - with it he could
claim and did, that drugs were ultimately just
tools for him. We can say the same - and hey
the model’s not had enough exposure! It was
such fun singing the song which is why I’ve
been exploring them within Bodge for last 8
months! And it is useful!




“Perhaps we will eventually conclude that the
Eight Circuit Model,is the most useful model
for the entirety of human consciousness,
both normal and expanded, that we have.

Or perhaps it will act as a stepping stone
on the way to a bigger and better theory of
consciousness. Leary would have loved that
outcome more than anything.” John Higgs
Brighton 23rd June 2020
So be it what I’d like to share with you all,
as probably most of you were mostly at the
fantastic weekend arranged by the wonderful
Sheffield Notwork Crew 2019. This Verse I
wrote in the morning before I went and never
declaimed, there was so much going on… it
turned out to be all these things!

ONWARDS TO CASTLE PERILOUS - OR BACKWARDS




For Others, deeper yet the quest
Whose search for meaning
Means they seldom rest.
To be here now our destiny,
To break the chains of history.
We gather. Yes.
To scheme and dream - new visions.
To make and mend -real things
To plot and plan- fresh futures
To dance, to chance and sing.
Let’s shift the paradigm,
Laugh to scorn the tight constraints
Of man measured time,
And grow the garden.
As pilgrims - we wend our way
Called from far and near- to play.

The castle looms ahead
I am filled with dread
Perilous height by name
Those who enter never
Leave the same.
Here dwell mysteries,monsters
Freaks.
Those who visit, wonder
Why and what it is they seek?
Will we find it?
No one knows for sure
For many make their way
To knock upon this door.
For some its simply open
Open Sesame!
Will you open wide for me?

My heart is pure and open is my mind
Spirit humble, for only seekers find.
I hearby pledge to honour, mother earth
To grow the garden, with each breath
Strive to defend the sacred land, the holy water
Life not death
Leaving Heaven and Hell to those who cannot understand.
Being here and now.

NB. What will the sleeping arrangements be?
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The secret identity of Cecil Porterhouse (Bodge #7,
passim) is discovered. This discovery reveals the great
scandal that is at the throbbing aortic void sustaining the
CABAL. That secret identity remains concealed, or there
is no decency in specific revelation. Nor, it transpires, is
there any honour in the revelation of the identities of the
CABAL. The honour and the glory is all with the crafting
of innuendo.
At the Corner of every Map is a landscape’s ghost. The
corner of Europe has Ireland, lolloping out at the edge of
the World. It was here that the Great Doggerland Forest
met the Atlantic. It was here that the Great Wandering,
seventeen hundred years ago, according to my consultation
with Urania, ceased. That the great Forest finally retreated
to the Corner of the Map. This vanished Great Doggerland
Forest is the true and antient and spiritual
home of Bodgers.
The CABAL would have Bodgers
everywhere leave the corners
of maps unexamined. That
might well be a stratagem of
avoidance of the purchase
of bewilderment and
the migrations of the
bewilderbeastly
from
North to South and East
to West. The CABAL
know that, with the
growing body of Glitch
Experiments, the corners
of maps will soon be as
obvious to Bodgers as are,
for example, the inscriptions
that “hic dracones”: “here be
dragons”.
It is as if the BODGE and
the CABAL have entered into an
ordained orbit of opposition. Which is an
orbit of synchronicities colliding with prepared minds. A
synchrotron of glitches. There is, of course, the Danger
of the Crowd, in doing this. Those following the Crowd
progress no more than the Crowd - even if the Crowd is the
Mob - and that does rather undermine the sentimentality
of Wisdom in Crowds. This may well be a stratagem of the
CABAL: sell your fierce intellect; buy bewilderment – as
Rumi instructed.
The CABAL has untethered the World from Corner
of every Map. A feat more profound than one might
suppose. The World untethered curls up at the edges like
a Christmas Cracker Fish. The magic magnetic carp - best
confused with Fintan mac BÛchra – in a single picture. The
Map is curling up: bodged by the dark farces, summoned
from the angles between the angles, out of Space and
Time. We are Purloined Bodgers.
This, here, then, is the Secret Teaching at the Heart
of the CABAL. It is a secret the CABAL has recused
even from itself. The advertising (Bodge #9, p. 4.) for
“Runciter Associates”, betrays the mechanism by which
28

they are keeping their secrets from themselves. A CABAL
that always knows what it is doing and why never lasts
long. Usually all lunchtime and no longer. Yet, the truth
of Bodging seeps through (Bodge #9 pp. 17-17 The
Five Elements) when it is revealed that the Element of
the Bodger – the Wooden Element – is prone to angry
outbursts. The gradual unfolding of the sorcery of the
Map Tidying Conspiracy against all Bodgers should be a
source, a wellspring, a bodge lathe of insurrection.
Yet, here we are, derailed by fart jokes (Bodge #6),
purloined and hidden correspondence (Bodge #1, #6. et
al). We are at the mercy of the CABAL and they are without
mercy. For mercy would be a pan in which to serve the Fish
of Knowledge. Which, by circuitous recirculation, is where
we find ourselves. Cooking the Salmon of Knowledge.
Had the CABAL accepted the first missive
of the Bodger, they would have had no
extended correspondence exposing
their horrifying machinations. We
would be, all of us to a one,
ignorant of the pullulating
conspiracy of the secret
CABAL.
This must cease. This
must desist. Thee CABAL
must be expunged. A
good expungement is
always profoundly good
for the lower stomachs.
Bodgers must be set
free. Not cobbled down
to middle map “Runciter
Associates” enforced dullard
domesticity. It is enough to
make your hare stand on end
(Bodge #9 p. 8). The Liberation of
the Woodland Tribe whose trees are
without peer. The aboretum of imagination
whose weird – their twiggy fate – has become becoming
chairs of distinction. The destination for the arses
of thee CABAL. It is, without a shadow of a doubt, the
immanentization of banal eschaton.
Which returns to the words that should have appeared
in the Bodge #1 but were suppressed with a cruelty and
vigour that only a CABAL can muster. It falls to those of
the Secret Spokeshave to sally forth and do the things
that are done once sallied and forth. The time draws close
when the Bodge will be consumed in the unspeakable,
unnameable, horrors of the perpetual twilight of the
polynomial eschaton of the CABAL. Which sounds far
nicer than it is. The End Doth Approach. Bodgers of the
World Unite!
Surly letter to follow.
sur Hubert Huzzah (Postmortuarist)
10 Haha 149
(St. Panmuphle, Huissier)
Yrs. & c.

Oh tear your eyes away.
It’s only death.
It was always there.

Or keep your post, if you must.
It has some nobility, I suppose.
Go on, stare it down Witness your fascination.
Master your micro-responses.

But sooner or later you’ll break its gaze.
No, not from fear, but because you need a poo.
Or a scratch.
And as you poo, you’ll realise ‘this is the very essence of pooing.’
‘This is the most satisfying scratch there ever was.’

And that’s the only reason to gaze.
To renew your astonishment.

Now tear your eyes away.
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/ƌĞĐĞŶƚůǇƌĞĂĚ^ĞĞŬĞƌƐŽĨƚŚĞ>ŝŶĞĂƌǀŝƐŝŽŶ͕WĂƵů
Screeton’s history of ley research from 1921
ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚƚŽƚŚĞĞĂƌůǇϵϬƐ͘dŚĞďŽŽŬŚĂƐĂůŽǀĞůǇ
ǁŝƐƚĨƵů ƚŽŶĞ ĂƐ ŝƚ ƌĞƚĞůůƐ ƚŚŝƐ ĐŽƵŶƚĞƌĐƵůƚƵƌĂů
ŚŝƐƚŽƌǇ͕ƌĞŵŝŶŝƐĐŝŶŐĂďŽƵƚƚŚĞƉĞŽƉůĞŝŶǀŽůǀĞĚ͘
/ƚĂůƐŽŚĂƐĂƚĂŶƚĂůŝƐŝŶŐďŝďůŝŽŐƌĂƉŚǇ͘
KŶĞ ŽĨ ƚŚĞ ŵŽƐƚ ŝŵƉŽƌƚĂŶƚ ĨŝŐƵƌĞƐ ŝŶ
Screeton’s ĂĐĐŽƵŶƚŝƐ:ŽŚŶDŝĐŚĞůů͕ǁŚŽƐĞďŽŽŬ
dŚĞ sŝĞǁ KǀĞƌ ƚůĂŶƚŝƐ ƐƚĂƌƚĞĚ ƚŚĞ ůĞǇͲůŝŶĞ
ƌĞǀŝǀĂů ŝŶ ƚŚĞ ϲϬƐ͕ ĂƐ ǁĞůů ĂƐ ƐŚŝĨƚŝŶŐ ƚŚĞ ƚŽƉŝĐ
ƚŽǁĂƌĚƐĞĂƌƚŚŵǇƐƚĞƌŝĞƐ͘DŝĐŚĞůůŝƐĂĨĂƐĐŝŶĂƚŝŶŐ
ĨŝŐƵƌĞ͕ ĂŶ KůĚ ƚŽŶŝĂŶ ǁŚŽ ǁƌŽƚĞ ŽŶ ƐƵďũĞĐƚƐ
ŝŶĐůƵĚŝŶŐ ĚŝƐĐƵƐƐŝŽŶ ŽĨ ƚŚĞ ^ŚĂŬĞƐƉĞĂƌĞ
ĂƵƚŚŽƌƐŚŝƉĐŽŶƚƌŽǀĞƌƐǇ͕ĚĞĨĞŶĐĞƐŽĨDŝĐŚĂĞůy͕
ĂŶĚ ĂŐĂŝŶƐƚ ƚŚĞ ƉƌŽƐĞĐƵƚŝŽŶ ŽĨ 'ĂǇ EĞǁƐ ĨŽƌ
printing James Kirkup’s poem dŚĞ >ŽǀĞ ƚŚĂƚ
ĂƌĞƐ ŶŽƚ ^ƉĞĂŬ ŝƚƐ EĂŵĞ͘ ,Ğ ǁĂƐ ĂůƐŽ
ƌĞƐƉŽŶƐŝďůĞ͕ƌĂƚŚĞƌĚƵďŝŽƵƐůǇ͕ĨŽƌƚŚĞ,ŝƉ'ƵŝĚĞ
ƚŽ ,ŝƚůĞƌ͕ ǁŚŝĐŚ ƌĞƉƌŝŶƚĞĚ ƐƵƉƉŽƐĞĚůǇ ĂŵƵƐŝŶŐ
ŽƌŝŶƐŝŐŚƚĨƵůƐƚĂƚĞŵĞŶƚƐďǇƚŚĞĚŝĐƚĂƚŽƌ͘
KŶĞ ŽĨ ƚŚĞ ŵĂũŽƌ ĐĂƵƐĞƐ ƉƵƌƐƵĞĚ ďǇ DŝĐŚĞůů
ǁĂƐ ĂŶƚŝͲŵĞƚƌŝĐĂƚŝŽŶ͘ /Ŷ ϭϵϳϬ ŚĞ ĨŽƵŶĚĞĚ ƚŚĞ
ŶƚŝͲDĞƚƌŝĐĂƚŝŽŶ ŽĂƌĚ ĂŶĚ ƉƌŽĚƵĐĞĚ ǀĂƌŝŽƵƐ
ƉĂŵƉŚůĞƚƐ͘DŝĐŚĞůůŽƉƉŽƐĞĚƚŚĞŵĞƚƌŝĐƐǇƐƚĞŵ
ŽŶƚŚĞďĂƐŝƐƚŚĂƚƚŚĞŝŵƉĞƌŝĂůƐǇƐƚĞŵŚĂĚůŝŶŬƐ
ƚŽĚŝǀŝŶĞƐǇƐƚĞŵƐƵƐĞĚŝŶĂƉƌĞͲŚŝƐƚŽƌŝĐŐŽůĚĞŶ
age. As Screeton writes, he was “ĚĞĨĞŶĚŝŶŐƚŚĞ
ƐĂĐƌĞĚ ŵĞĂƐƵƌĞƐ ĂŐĂŝŶƐƚ ĂŶ ĂƌďŝƚƌĂƌǇ ƐǇƐƚĞŵ
ƉƌĞĨĞƌƌĞĚďǇƌƵƐƐĞůƐĂĚŵŝŶŝƐƚƌĂƚŝŽŶ”.
DŝĐŚĞůů ŽƌŐĂŶŝƐĞĚ Ă ŐƌĂŶĚ ĂŶƚŝͲŵĞƚƌŝĐĂƚŝŽŶ
fete in the grounds of Rupert Lycett Green’s
house, which was described as looking like “ƚŚĞ
ƐƵŶƐĞƚƚŝŶŐŽŶƚŚĞƌŝƚŝƐŚĞŵƉŝƌĞ”͘ƌŽƵŶĚƚŚĞ
ƐĂŵĞƚŝŵĞ͕ŝŶϭϵϳϭ͕DŝĐŚĞůůǁĂƐŝŶǀŽůǀĞĚŝŶƚŚĞ
ĨŝƌƐƚ 'ůĂƐƚŽŶďƵƌǇ ĨĞƐƚŝǀĂů͕ ƐŝƚŝŶŐ ƚŚĞ ƉǇƌĂŵŝĚ
ƐƚĂŐĞĂƚƚŚĞŝŶƚĞƌƐĞĐƚŝŽŶŽĨƚǁŽůĞǇƐ͘
Michell became an inspiration to the ‘new
right’ through his interest in ‘radical
traditionalism’. He described some of his views
as ‘mystic nationalism’, sĞĞŝŶŐ ƌŝƚĂŝŶ ĂƐ Ă
ƐĂĐƌĞĚŝƐůĂŶĚ͘,ĞǁĂƐĂůƐŽĂƉƌŽƉŽŶĞŶƚŽĨƌĂĐŝĂů
segregation. Quoting from Wikipedia, “DŝĐŚĞůů
ďĞůŝĞǀĞĚ ƚŚĂƚ ĐŽŵŵƵŶŝƚŝĞƐ ƐŚŽƵůĚ ďĞ ůĞĚ ďǇ Ă
ƐƚƌŽŶŐ ůĞĂĚĞƌ ǁŚŽ ƉĞƌƐŽŶŝĨŝĞĚ ƚŚĞ ƐŽůĂƌ ĚĞŝƚǇ͘
dŚŝƐĞŵďƌĂĐĞŽĨƚŚĞŝǀŝŶĞZŝŐŚƚŽĨ<ŝŶŐƐůĞĚŚŝŵ
ƚŽ ďĞůŝĞǀĞ ƚŚĂƚ YƵĞĞŶ ůŝǌĂďĞƚŚ // ƐŚŽƵůĚ ƚĂŬĞ
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ĐŽŶƚƌŽůŽĨƌŝƚĂŝŶĂƐĂŶĂƵƚŚŽƌŝƚĂƌŝĂŶůĞĂĚĞƌǁŚŽ
ĐŽƵůĚŝŶƚĞƌĐĞĚĞďĞƚǁĞĞŶƚŚĞƌŝƚŝƐŚƉĞŽƉůĞĂŶĚ
ƚŚĞĚŝǀŝŶĞ͘”
Michell’s ǀŝĞǁƐ ŽŶ ůĞǇͲůŝŶĞƐ ĂŶĚ ĂŶĐŝĞŶƚ
ŵĞĂƐƵƌĞŵĞŶƚƐ ǁĞƌĞ ǀĞƌǇ ŵƵĐŚ Ă ƉĂƌƚ ŽĨ ŚŝƐ
ǁŝĚĞƌ ƌĂĐŝƐƚ ĂŶĚ ĂŶƚŝͲƵƌŽƉĞĂŶ ǀŝĞǁƐ͖ ĂŶĚ ŚĞ
ƉƌŽǀŝĚĞƐ Ă ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞ ůŝŶŬ ďĞƚǁĞĞŶ ůĞǇ ůŝŶĞƐ ĂŶĚ
ƌĞǆŝƚ͘
/Ŷ ƚŚĞ ϭϵϴϬƐ͕ ƚŚĞ ƌŝƚŝƐŚ ĨĂƐĐŝƐƚ ŵŽǀĞŵĞŶƚƐ
ĂƚƚĞŵƉƚĞĚ ƚŽ ƵƐĞ ĞĂƌƚŚ ŵǇƐƚĞƌŝĞƐ ƚŽ ƐƵƉƉŽƌƚ
ƚŚĞŝƌ ƌĂĐŝĂů ƚŚĞŽƌŝĞƐ͘ dŚŝƐ ŝƐ ĚŝƐĐƵƐƐĞĚ ďǇ WĂƵů
ĞǀĞƌĞƵǆ ŝŶ ĂŶ ŝŶƚĞƌǀŝĞǁ ǁŝƚŚ ŚƌŝƐ ƐƚŽŶ ŝŶ
YƵŝĐŬƐŝůǀĞƌ DĞƐƐĞŶŐĞƌ͘ ĞǀĞƌĞƵǆ ǁĂƐ ĂƐŬĞĚ
ĂďŽƵƚĞĂƌƚŚŵǇƐƚĞƌŝĞƐĂŶĚŝĚĞŽůŽŐǇ͘,ĞƌĞƉůŝĞĚ
ƚŚĂƚthe ley hunters he knew covered “ĂůůƐŽĐŝĂů
ŐƌŽƵƉƐ ĂŶĚ Ăůů ĂŐĞ ŐƌŽƵƉƐ ĂŶĚ Ăůů ƉŽůŝƚŝĐĂů
ǀŝĞǁƐ” and aspired to be nonͲƉŽůŝƚŝĐĂů͘ Ƶƚ͕
ĚĞƐƉŝƚĞƚŚŝƐ͕ŚĞĂĐŬŶŽǁůĞĚŐĞĚĂƉŽůŝƚŝĐĂůĂŶŐůĞ͘
dĂůŬŝŶŐĂďŽƵƚĂƌŝŐŚƚǁĂƌĚĚƌŝĨƚĂŵŽŶŐƐĞĐƚŝŽŶƐ
ŽĨƚŚĞƌŝƚŝƐŚƉĞŽƉůĞ͕ĞǀĞƌĞƵǆĐŽŶƚŝŶƵĞĚ͗
I’m getting exchange magazines now
ƉƌŽĚƵĐĞĚ ďǇ EĂǌŝƐ – &ĂƐĐŝƐƚƐ / ƐŚŽƵůĚ ƐĂǇ͘
They’re offering 10% reduction to the Police and
ƌŵĞĚ &ŽƌĐĞƐ – ƐĂǇŝŶŐ ƵƐĐŚǁŝƚǌ ŶĞǀĞƌ ƌĞĂůůǇ
happened. They’re producing articles showing
ƚŚĂƚ ƌŝĂŶ ďůŽŽĚ ŝƐ ƐƵƉĞƌŝŽƌ ƚŽ :ĞǁŝƐŚ ďůŽŽĚ͘
They’re talking about leylines –it’s all deeply in
ŝƚ͘ WĞŽƉůĞ ůŝŬĞ dŽŶǇ ZŽďĞƌƚƐ ŚĂǀĞ ďĞĞŶ
ĂƉƉƌŽĂĐŚĞĚďǇƚŚĞEĂƚŝŽŶĂů&ƌŽŶƚͲŚĞǁĂƐŽŶĞ
ŽĨƚŚĞŝƌŚĞƌŽĞƐ–dŽŶǇZŽďĞƌƚƐǁĂƐŽŶƚŚĞƐƚƌĞĞƚ
ĂƐ Ă ůŽŶŐͲŚĂŝƌĞĚ ůĞĨƚŝĞ – ĨŝŐŚƚŝŶŐ ŝŶ ƚŚĞ ƐƚƌĞĞƚƐ
back in the 60s. We’re in a very curious phaseͲ
and there’s no doubt that this material – ƚŚŝƐ
ĂƌƚŚDǇƐƚĞƌŝĞƐƐƚƵĨĨ–ĐĂŶ–ǁŽƵůĚĨƵĞůĂŶĞǁ
ƐŽƌƚ ŽĨ ĨĂƐĐŝƐŵ. I mean I’m not a Fascist – I’m
ĂŶǇƚŚŝŶŐďƵƚ–I’m the other end of the political
ƐƉĞĐƚƌƵŵ ŝĨ ĂŶything. But I’m aware of this
danger and I’m just afraid it could be used in a
dogmatic way…
dŚĞƌŝŐŚƚĐŽŶƚŝŶƵĞƐƚŚĞƐĞƐŽƌƚƐŽĨĂƌŐƵŵĞŶƚƐ
ƚŽĚĂǇ ĂƌŽƵŶĚ ŵǇƐƚŝĐŝƐŵ ĂŶĚ ĨŽůŬůŽƌĞ͕ ƵƐŝŶŐ
ƚŚĞŵ ƚŽ ƚƌǇ ƚŽ ũƵƐƚŝĨǇ ĂďŚŽƌƌĞŶƚ ǀŝĞǁƐ͘ / ǁĂƐ
ƐƵƌƉƌŝƐĞĚ ƚŽ ůĞĂƌŶ ƚŚĂƚ ĞǀĞŶ Ă ƐƵďũĞĐƚ ůŝŬĞ ůĞǇ
ůŝŶĞƐŚĂƐĂƉŽůŝƚŝĐĂůĂƐƉĞĐƚ͕ŵĂŬŝŶŐŝƚŝŵƉŽƌƚĂŶƚ
ƚŚĂƚ ƚŚĞ ƚŽƉŝĐ ŝƐ ĂƉƉƌŽĂĐŚĞĚ ŝŶ Ă ƐƉŝƌŝƚ ŽĨ
ŽƉĞŶŶĞƐƐĂŶĚŝŶĐůƵƐŝŽŶ͘
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