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Part I 
 
I Am Man 
 
Lost and Found 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
From the Alpha to the Omega 
Never Forever back again 
I am THE 
I AM 
I am 
I am the 
The killer awoke before dawn 
He put his running shoes on 
He took his mark 
in the ancient gallery 
and then 
And then it was about killing time 
For just moments 

 



Moments of time in space 
Is this and this world? 
We and ours? 
You and yours? 
Me and mine? 
For whomever 
There is no forgetting The Time 
So what’s the time? 
Time is The Story 
So what’s the story 
Morning Glory? 
Drama, Tragedy, the Horror 
Just a Joke? 
The Rise and Falls 
Ins and Outs 
Victories and Defeats 
Gains and Losses 
of the human race 
and other imagined monsters 
Glorious heroes, villains, victims 



battlers, bandits, underdogs and bitches all 
But who are the winners 
and who are the losers 
when the curtain closes 
and the stage remains 
a world forever wrecked 
with ruined moments 
of time and space? 
Every player, punter and patron 
every name in the closing credits 
participants in a shit show 
that was all 
a race of face 
in which one has to laugh 
and try not to cry 
while the crowd make their exit 
orderly or grand 
through revolving doors  
which bring them back 
for the next retelling 



of the same old story 
Who writes this crap? 
What mighty pens signed off on this? 
The same whose hands keep the record? 
About who sets it? 
Who gets it? 
Who tells it? 
Who sells it? 
Who buys it? 
Who breaks it? 
Who makes it? 
Who doesn’t? 
No one here gets out alive 
So what’s your story? 
Mourning glory? 
Is it just another rerun? 
  



 
 
 

 
 
 

  



 
 
 

 
 
 

  



 

 
  



 
 

  



Part II 
 
I Am It 
 
Lost and Found 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
From the Alpha to the Omega 
Never Forever back again 
I am THE 
I AM 
I am 
I am the 
The killer awoke before dawn 
It put its running shoes on 
It took a mark from the ancient gallery 
and it ran off out the door 
Pulling its steel 
from the sheaths 
of its feet 



it thrust apart 
the feathered blades 
of its wings 
It rose 
above all 
into the warm winds 
of the west 
Slowly banking 
it climbed 
through the darkness 
towards the first  
threads of light 
penetrating  
the scattered clouds 
of the east 
over the horizon 
into 
and through 
the rising sun... 
  



...to be continued 
 
Hawkeye Jupiter’s Eagle 
 
Flying on 
elsewhere 
it will become 
its own beast 
There must always be 
a reason to return 
to keep coming back 
into the future 
A first draft 
of a beginning 
can be found 
at the end 
in a second 
appendix  
  



 
 

 

 
 

  



 

 
 

Get on the snake 
where the metal river bleeds 
Get on the snake 
where you never will believe 
Hey baby what’s your disease? 
My heart’s bleedin’ 
I’m dyin’ to leave  : - Chris Cornell 

 



 
 
There’s danger on the edge of town 
Ride the King’s Highway, baby 
Weird scenes inside the goldmine 
Ride the highway west, baby 
Ride the snake 
Ride the snake 
to the lake 
the ancient lake, baby  : - Mr Mojo Risin’ 



 



Part III 
 
I Am I 
 
Lost and Found 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
From the Alpha to the Omega 
Never Forever back again 
I am THE 
I AM 
I am  
I am the 
The killer awoken before dawn 
I put my running shoes on 
I’ve taken my mark 
from the ancient gallery 
And Armageddon ready 
And I’m a-gettin’ set 
And how you goin’? 



What do you say? 
What was that? 
Come again? 
Frown or smile 
Belief or denial 
I see it in your face 
It’s out of your hands 
It’s too much for you 
And nobody else knows what to do 
It’s a too hard basket case 
So nobody picks it up 
Does anyone get it? 
Yeah nah 
Not really a secret weapon 
Some gift from the gods 
Some diviner 
of destiny and fate 
A very clever tool 
he turned out to be 
Can you admit it? 



You don’t want to? 
You don’t need to? 
Can’t see the method 
in this madness 
So you leave it alone 
Carry on your way 
Oh well 
It’ll be okay 
if we wind up 
going it alone 
making the best of it 
Who’s seen better days? 
Thanks for the memories 
It was nice 
knowing you 
Yeah right 
I might be lying 
but I’m not hiding 
under a stone 
in plain sight 



waiting for you 
to come 
running with a solution 
for our sticky situation 
Time’s on my side 
Have you figured it out yet? 
Who more badly needs a fix? 
Babes anxiously picking 
Tattered threads 
Humanity coming apart at the seams 
Earth’s looking in need  
for someone 
to redress her state 
Something needs doing! 
People cry out 
looking to well tailored suits 
They don’t do anything for her 
Singers sew sails of inspiration 
Using the good oil 
Running on clean energy 



Some pedal powered 
Solo or with like-minded groups 
Their craftwork’s insufficient 
to make enough headway 
riding winds 
and tides of change 
across widening gulfs 
of hopelessness 
choked full 
with the dregs 
from the threads 
of synthetic existence 
I wear it too 
I take what the market gives me 
What are the options? 
Fleeced beasts and limited crops? 
Recycled plastic Speedos 
and a life at Club Med? 
What will they wear in China? 
Is this a tragedy 



of the commons? 
Who can weave 
a better mix? 
I don’t get it 
High tech cutting edge machines 
deliver everything 
anybody could ever need 
or want  
and more 
except a naturally clean future 
for the existence of humanity 
and life on Earth 
But wait, there’s more! 
They’re working on it 
Live forever inside a mind 
What else is there? 
Gods, you must be joking 
Can you forget 
why you couldn’t clean up 
the trash on Earth 



when you can’t see it 
riding a rocket to Mars? 
Am I actually supposed to be seeing 
these emperors’ new clothes 
as they parade along 
Your runway for hopes and dreams? 
How did we get to here? 
Why did it come to this? 
As if I can forget 
these threads of strange days 
woven into this grand tapestry 
Life and Human Existence 
Our World 
In Space and Time 
Where We All Come and Go 
From Our Roots 
In Mother Earth 
Where It All Gets Fucked Up 
It’s hanging behind my show 
The End of Times 



In the Great Hall 
where we all 
come and go 
come and go 
All one wonderful 
illuminated stage 
Big lights burn bright 
for the comings and goings 
up and down pathways 
between entrances and exits 
Runways for hopes and dreams 
where we all 
come and go 
come and go 
Until it all catches fire 
Never Forever back again 
And now I’m back here again 
Where was I? 
I remember now 
How you goin’? 



Still not looking yet 
like I know 
you need to be set 
It’s a problem 
What can I say? 
Are you okay? 
I try to be nice 
You need my help 
But my job’s cutting 
for running 
and flying away 
So what do you say? 
It’s your problem 
It’s alright 
I’m right 
We’ll be right 
Thanks, but no thanks 
Says who? 
Because we’re very fucking far 
from alright 



And you’d better be set 
for one hell 
of a fight 
if you don’t 
believe me 
it’s your soul 
that will see 
if not before 
then after 
the last time 
that your bones get laid 
it’s the power of the gods 
and you can be bloody sure 
you’re going to get slayed! 
Not what you want to hear? 
Don’t like such talk? 
Not listening to that 
Turn away and walk 
But you’re not frightened 
by my bad words 



Think you don’t need to 
be bold and brave 
You don’t walk away  
from a problem 
and one like me 
needs a good talking to 
Save your breath 
Your lips move 
and all I hear is 
Blah blah blah 
Rah rah rah 
Wah wah wah 
whimper 
whimper 
whimper 
And then 
soft chuckling 
The Immortals’ Last Laugh 
And then 
just the blowing of the wind 



across a sea of empty shells 
littering barren beaches 
from shallow wastelands 
and vast toxic oceans 
of shopping centre carparks 
overflowing 
permanently gridlocked 
motorways and city streets 
And down disused runways 
along wide sidelines 
crisscrossed 
by roads and pathways 
where abandoned wrecks lie 
forever not needed 
And nearby 
through other old carcasses 
that are also lying 
often 
bumper to bumper 
and parked alongside 



scattered and empty 
or old and cluttered 
broad avenues 
And between  
these sacks of bones 
and the rotting remains 
that sit above 
and lie about 
the trash heaps spilling 
from the very well worn 
deep tracks 
from the march 
of the human race 
You can’t walk away 
It’s a problem 
I can’t deny 
Try running to the hills 
You can’t hide 
from this mess 
It’s all of ours 



mind pollution 
But listen you say 
We can fix our way 
It’s never too late 
to clean up your act 
Our way? 
Whose way is that? 
Your act?  
My act? 
Our acts? 
Am I cutting to the chase 
of our problem? 
Which act is this again? 
What actions 
of which actors 
in this grand show 
of life on Earth? 
Or do you think 
seeing The Show 
is the trouble? 



Why men chase glory? 
And that’s The Story? 
Are you keeping it real 
with what you know  
and that’s why you go 
to sit in a room 
with the other adults 
who do or don’t 
think the same 
about laying blame 
for who’s in control 
of what is 
or isn’t a game 
and who’s got the right 
to write the rule book 
on what’s the law 
in an agreed reality 
to govern all 
and what’s the talk 
you have to walk 



to get in the room 
before you all talk 
and walk about 
like you’re ever 
going to sort it out 
who gets to say 
what’s the best way 
to run the show? 
I think all any of you 
will ever know 
how to run 
is cold crap 
from out your mouths 
And who’s with me on that? 
I should have you held down 
and tattoo four wings 
on your cheeks 
‘cause your jaw’s always flappin’ 
when your head ain’t up your ass 
And here comes the chorus 



Wait for it 
Sing it back now 
You’re not helping 
If you’re not part 
of the solution 
then all you are 
is part of the problem 
So fresh, like they say 
If I wanted to hear shit talk 
I’d fart 
And I am rather partial 
to my own 
relaxed atmosphere 
But no shit 
I’m not helping 
Looks a lot like 
you’re doing a great job 
of fucking shit up 
on your own 
And if I say shit 



just two more times 
that’ll be six shits 
in sixteen 
shitty lines 
Uh oh 
I might have cleared a blockage 
Hope I don’t run 
out of paper 
From where I shit 
I mean sit 
And it’s not on the throne 
Yes actually, I do quite often 
do a number two in the woods 
Uh oh, losing my shit again 
Crap it all, where was I? 
Oh yes, shitting 
I mean sitting 
It would appear to me 
Not that I go out sniffin’ for it 
although it is hard to hide from  



society’s shit slinging match 
Most arseholes out there 
including yours truly 
know all too well 
that shit flows downhill 
or rolls 
especially if one’s eaten  
too many Mickey D’s cheeseburgers 
McNuggets anybody? 
The dogs’ll eat ‘em 
I’ve been known to sometimes pass 
beneath the golden arches 
not regular like 
but there’s only so much of it 
I can take 
Poos on it again! Where was I? 
Going downhill? Yep 
So the higher ups 
on whatever ladders 
you may be trying to ascend 



or are being pushed 
or dragged 
are usually the most full of it 
And that’s why 
trying to push shit uphill 
is a bit like 
pissing into the wind 
Probably why 
so many sisters 
get stuck up there 
This might be a good place 
for me to drop 
into something for a bit 
Can you stick with me? 
Turtle not poking its head out yet? 
‘Cause I think there’s a queue to go 
and the cubicles look full 
like there’s only one 
and someone’s taken a book in 
Now these ladders 



y’all seem to like climbing 
are often actually pyramids 
Yeah no shit Sherlock, right? 
But I don’t just mean 
shithouses built of cards 
Social climbers 
rise in ranks 
like hot air balloons 
getting blow jobs 
up their asses 
from those below 
And in society’s institutions 
and societies themselves 
we stand on 
the shoulders of others 
So long as they stay standing 
the shower of shit from above 
is sweeter than swimming 
in the steaming  
cauldron of crap below 



If their construction 
is firm and well formed  
and not too loose 
so as to be of concern 
just being one 
of the daily regulars 
can be a pleasurable experience 
And thanks to them 
we can all enjoy  
the opportunity 
of living with a john  
under our roof 
Try living for long 
without so much as a privy 
Squatting over a hole 
with no paper 
pretty much sucks  
at the best of times 
When there’s a few of you 
it totally stinks 



And it’s good 
to go in peace 
No fun getting caught 
with your pants down 
by some huge savage 
wearing not much more 
than a shit-eating grin 
before he goes 
ape-shit  
on your arse 
killing you 
eating the kids 
and taking the missus 
and oh the horror 
that shit’s real 
Above all this 
stands the utterly undeniable  
advantage of existing 
within a functional 
well developed 



civilisation 
worth every inch 
of spending our days 
with our feet 
firmly on the ground 
sweating out 
our doings 
and jobbies 
laying bricks 
making solid productions 
building structures 
to withstand 
the tests of time 
upon which we can climb 
to great heights 
and stand unencumbered 
to take flight 
above all 
that would hold you down 
forcing you into 



a fruitless flap 
trapped down in crap 
so we all drown  
forever in a bog  
of eternal stench  
beneath the unstoppable ass 
of our mass creation 
Unfortunately 
so many of society’s systems 
are sticky traps 
that lock you in 
eating it from above 
Standing on shoulders 
is all good and well 
until the end 
Must you all 
go down together? 
And nothing’s forever! 
Do what you must 
to climb free 



from the burning swamp 
of humanity’s defecation 
and help those below 
if you are able 
and have the time 
But be aware 
of where  
you are heading 
and what bad situation 
you may be abetting 
For these may be The End of Times 
but they’re not the end of days 
and from your people 
more will come  
So look deeply 
at all those 
attempting to shepherd others 
and question their true motives 
when they offer 
their knowledge 



to lead and teach 
you to work 
upon a road 
to take you to 
their world of wellness 
with pathways or programmes 
for success or salvation  
like you know 
12 steps or rules 
or like whatever 
for getting your shit together 
before you blow it everywhere 
all over everybody 
and instead of going out 
with an explosion 
down the shitter 
you can hopefully go  
with an air freshened finale 
while beforehand 
like a solid stool 



help other smelly turds 
climb their way 
out of the sewers 
onto the pyramid scheme 
for enlightenment 
where you hopefully 
oops, not hopefully, my bad 
you work your steps 
to make it 
to the good times 
up on high 
oops, is getting high allowed? 
before down below 
the rancid shitholes 
turn into total 
flaming piles of it 
and it all goes arse-up 
because the system 
is managed 
or manipulated by 



excremonumental arseholes 
and their polished pals 
sitting at the top 
netting floaters below 
by making promises 
or selling dreams 
of the good life 
and nuggets of gold 
and a ticket  
for a flight 
to future salvation 
for you and yours 
But the ticket’s a scam 
It’s a limited future 
and nobody’s flying anywhere 
if they never grew wings 
and learned how fly 
because all they ever did 
was cling 
to building pyramids 



or climbing fucking ladders 
No wonder 
it’s such a shit fight 
to be allowed 
to smoke some shit 
and then why 
the poor souls 
at the bottom 
and lost souls 
going nowhere 
start chasing  
dangerous 
and potentially destructive 
rocket rides 
And the shitheads 
at the top 
make it all happen 
because they know 
presumably 
only a few 



can survive 
human’s inevitable 
population collapse 
wiping the crap 
and the poor poo 
of humanity 
and loads of good shit 
from the face 
of Mother Earth 
leaving a huge shit stain 
which they’re perpetuating 
with their politics 
and religion 
From Social Darwinists 
and Evangelicals 
all the way up 
to supposed good guys 
leagues and societies 
of the short sighted 
masters and minions 



of scared simpletons 
thinking they are 
or are able 
to be winners 
in the game of life 
and their kids too 
safe and secure 
in their knowledge 
they can enjoy themselves 
and help others 
join with them 
along their way 
No need to worry 
about nothing’s forever 
not Civilisation 
not The Earth 
not The Sun 
because everybody  
can get a ticket 
or book a place 



by following 
simple rules 
and climbing steps 
to a house 
on solid ground 
with clean water 
or to Mars 
or to a synthetic simulation 
of consciousness 
or last but not least 
to your Big Daddy’s house 
in Heaven or Paradise 
or whatever the fuck 
you want to call 
your piece of shit 
lah lah land 
But all of those 
constructs of man 
especially your singular 
God in Heaven 



are just one 
mere projection 
of consciousness  
within any given universe 
and its corresponding 
echoes or dimensions 
alternative universes 
or realities 
in the infinity 
of the multiverse 
Man’s constructs 
are just traps 
where all you 
ever end up 
is in a spin 
getting sucked in 
repeatedly 
by some 
immense arsehole 
until you get shat out 



of the spin cycle 
in the next big bang 
where you either 
dribble from your waste water 
outlet hole 
to run down the leg 
of your next shitty life 
or you’ll sit 
like a pale dried turd 
and turn to dust 
to fertilise or poison 
whatever wonderful 
beautiful bubble 
of moments 
of time and space 
is drawn 
by the diverse 
multitude of higher powers 
running and flying 
through the infinity 



of the multiverse 
the true 
spiritual source 
flowing from 
through 
and to 
the substance 
or our souls 
to replace 
your sorry 
fucking asses! 
And that’s why 
you shit-for-brains 
foul fuck-holes 
you dirty stinking 
motherfucking cockheads 
and lame-arse cunts 
can never 
fucking well 
figure or sort 



your fucking shit out! 
Boom! 
You just got served 
a hot one! 
And you’d better suck it 
and damn well like it 
‘cause I’m just getting 
warmed up! 
And if you think 
I’m supposed to be 
humble and honoured 
because you all 
created this 
for me to fix 
Saving your arse 
The hero of the day 
You got another thing comin’ 
I’m a weapon 
with wings 
and I ain’t wading into it 



I’ll cut your shit 
the fuck up 
and if fucking shit up 
is how you roll 
I’ll play that game 
But guys 
You gotta know 
Your mama don’t like it 
when I taste of shit 
She says she gets  
too much of that already 
from you and your brothers 
and your daddy 
And ladies 
What can I say? 
Why should I bother? 
You’re probably too busy 
talkin’ to yourselves 
in the goddamn mirror 
to be paying me 



any attention 
So you can suck shit and die 
for all I care 
But for the sake 
of the lame 
and the lost 
unlucky losers 
and especially 
all those cute little babes 
wondering why 
they’ve found themselves floating 
in this toilet bowl 
of a reality 
I’m throwing you a bone 
here for you to suck 
Now y’all take a deep breath 
while I break 
some more shit down 
How you goin’? 
Are you ready? 



Flyin’ on through 
a black hole 
to chop up 
and smoke 
an almighty piece of shit 
is a heavy job 
And I ain’t no bookworm 
I’m more about the doin’ 
than the knowin’ 
It’s a dance 
And I ain’t into ballet 
Freestylin’ on the wing 
is more my thing 
Refining technique 
is all good and sweet 
but it’s also addictive 
I’d end up 
spending all my time 
trading stunts  
with dog-fighting punks 



shooting barrel rolls 
or writing perfect scrolls 
racing around and down 
mountainous rocky knolls 
or seeing who best plays 
For Whom the Bell Tolls 
Training and gaming 
on common ground 
And while I do 
definitely dig that shit 
you eat it 
often 
that’s the game 
if you don’t push it 
you’re tame and lame 
But dogshit ain’t really my bag baby 
Although some of those 
fit bitches 
are mighty fly 
and I could be tempted 



to tap dance with that 
But you get your ass bit 
even by yourself  
You gotta land your tricks 
or you get broken 
and that shit hurts 
sometimes more 
than just your pride 
Even if I don’t cry 
those little itty bitty oceans 
can seep from my 
steely blue eyes 
and I know  
more beautiful ways 
to make that happen 
So while I’m 
taking a fly 
to some paper 
I’ll give you a load 
of what I’m packin’ 



on the tellin’ 
of how shit is 
and maybe I can 
land some tricks 
Takin’ it from the top 
Science 
Fuck yeah 
Gotta love that shit 
The Periodic Table 
So much more 
than just an awesome fable 
We didn’t grow fingers 
and a thumb 
just to stick it 
up a bum for fun 
Curiosity 
didn’t kill anybody 
who didn’t already 
have it coming 
So I’ll get into it 



The Big Bang Theory 
It took me a while 
to fully get it 
but now I do 
I totally dig it 
So I’ll leave that 
for laters 
Let’s start from another beginning 
Moments of time in space 
All the doo-doos 
in the Universe 
Matter 
Different combinations 
of one bunch of crap 
located in space 
All combinations 
are temporary 
Therefore anything 
is nothing more 
than just the sum 



of its experience 
And that’s why 
I always say 
It’s not what you got 
that matters 
It’s what you do with it 
Right ladies? 
And that’s it 
Thanks for coming 
I hope it was 
better for you 
than it was for me 
You were the biggest 
disappointment 
I ever experienced 
Don’t call me 
I’ll call you 
and I’ll see ya ‘round 
Yeah right, as if 
I’m just fuckin’ with ya 



Call me anytime 
You got my number right? 
I’m usually out of range 
so just leave a message 
and if you don’t hear back 
try me again 
I’m out there somewhere 
You’ll track me down 
See ya babe 
But seriously 
Where were we? 
The sum of our experiences 
Our being 
all different 
temporary combos 
of matter 
Put it all together 
and you get 
the time of your lives 
with everything else 



in the Universe 
A shared timeline 
The spacetime continuum 
Reality 
A big curious thing 
in which we wee  
bleedin’ beasties 
walk and wonder 
with minds 
which think about 
what is the matter 
in what surrounds us 
because we’re hungry 
You can observe it 
in a bee 
or a bird 
or a fish 
or a mouse 
or a person 
All curious 



sniffin’ about 
trying to find 
something tasty 
What’s different  
about a person? 
Hands with thumbs 
attached to a body 
that can throw shit around 
and twiddle and poke 
and it can get up and run 
You watch  
the offspring grow 
and you see 
the development 
All they do is suck titties 
make a racket and poop 
and like that 
wasn’t bad enough 
next thing 
running around 



shit in their hands 
breaking crap apart 
The cat don’t like it 
Cracks the shits 
Dog gets excited 
Baby observes and learns 
Becomes self aware 
Gets good 
at remembering 
and before you know it 
she’s running off with her mates 
to get high 
before driving 
down to Geneva 
to see Nick Cave 
and the Bad Seeds 
play the Higgs Boson Blues 
Or something like that 
Maybe I need to read 
and get out more 



but you can keep your baby shit 
Now you combine  
those experiences 
with some fossils 
studying history 
down at the museum 
with watching monkeys 
up at the zoo 
and you gotta wonder 
how the fuck 
it took so long 
for any motherfucker 
to figure out 
evolution 
Now why the hell 
was that again? 
Point being 
we became 
who we are 
by looking at shit  



chopping shit up 
and developing 
an awareness  
of the past  
the present  
and the future 
Our experience 
It’s the moments of time 
You see and remember 
all the pieces of shit 
that move through your life 
So time’s the motion 
of what is the matter 
in our shared reality 
Where we’re all flyin’ 
through space 
in three dimensions 
and in time 
running like a line 
and time’s the motion 



so time’s the shit 
and it all flies 
In what direction? 
Two motions 
Time and space 
How can we swing 
on the wing 
through both of those 
for the same time 
of our lives? 
How does that look? 
What’s the direction 
for your blade 
so we can see 
how it works 
when we stop it 
to cut this commotion 
of two motions 
of what is the matter 
within our reality 



It’s the selection 
of the direction 
in different 
strangely connected 
dimensions 
And that’s the doo-doos 
in which y’all are 
probably drownin’ 
Are you with me? 
Because Simone only knows 
You See I See 
So all she/he/it ever says 
to doo-doos 
is follow me 
It’s too simple 
She/He/It’s dumbin’ you down 
Because she/he/it thinks 
without her/it/him 
you’re lost 
But it’s him/it/her 



that’s got you in 
a tail-spin 
going nowhere 
except down  
in flames 
Formation flying 
ain’t the problem 
needin’ correction 
it’s the selection 
of where you’re headin’ 
Fuck the direction 
It’s the goddamn location 
Don’t follow  
the leader 
up his/its/her ass 
Not even if he/she/it’s ridin’ 
sacred slipstreams 
from above 
‘Cause that shit don’t fly 
with real big birds 



up in high 
No way any one way 
If that’s the name 
of the game 
of your flock 
you’re fried chicken 
The only place he/she/it’s goin’ 
with an assful 
of dead mass 
is to the shitter 
If you want 
to be able 
to make the most 
of the ground 
and stay around 
in this world 
and the next 
you gotta fly baby 
And it ain’t about the way 
laying and lying 



on the ground 
It’s the how about 
the way of the wings 
The wings of your soul 
You gotta find yourself 
the set 
that lasts the longest 
And if you haven’t noticed 
it’s getting kind of hot around here 
And Baby Pie 
there’s always gonna be 
one bird 
that’s last to fall 
and flies the farthest 
So now I’ve taken it  
back to the top 
I’ll try to keep 
my feet on the ground 
and fly runnin’ down 
how much I know 



about this almighty big 
motherfuckin’ shit show 
from my layman’s 
point of view 
How you goin’? 
Ready to get set yet?  
Let’s keep rollin’ 
What were we up to? 
About to take a swing 
at the time of our lives 
The flying shit 
Where is it? 
Everywhere and nowhere 
In our mind’s eye 
It passes you by 
running into a bucket 
in your brain 
from the future 
and it runs 
for everything 



that is the matter 
in our universe 
at the same time 
as we’re all 
doing our dance 
together in space 
And that’s the reality 
that needs a fix 
So we need 
to find a way 
to chop it up 
so we can 
get it together 
in more functional 
long lasting 
and beautiful ways 
I’ve never been one 
to hide from 
a hard job 
So I’ll have a go 



and take a swing at it 
What’s my plan? 
I’ll work it out 
as I go 
First I’ll need a section 
of the spacetime continuum 
Where is it again? 
Flowing through 
everything and my mind 
I might leave 
my mind for later 
I need to use my imagination 
Okay timeline of reality 
Suck my sword style 
Hang on, wait 
Where am I aiming? 
I need a clean straight cut 
This shit’s all movin’ 
I’ll pin some points 
Throw some darts 



That’ll do it 
Ichi, ni 
Chop chop, too easy 
Except it’s gone  
down into history 
Now I need  
to get back there 
to slice it up lengthways 
to see the past 
present and future 
for each piece  
of what is the matter 
that I can reach 
I need to make myself 
a time machine 
That’s gonna be hard 
I’m no Einstein 
Come to think of it 
I also need to hit 
every little bit of shit 



in the dimensions of space 
at the same time 
or thereabouts 
I guess by going  
faster than light? 
I’m gonna need more darts 
I wish I knew how 
a flux capacitor works 
But that’s not even enough 
The DeLorean was just a time machine 
What about parking it in 
the Millennium Falcon? 
Could you make that work? 
You’d have to get aboard with it 
then get Chewie 
to triple check 
the hyperdrive motivator 
is all fixed up 
sorted out 
and good to go 



Tell young Skywalker 
to get R2D2 
to plug into the Falcon 
to plot a course 
through hyperspace 
to take a swing 
at every single piece 
of the matter 
in the galaxy 
and then set 
his light-sabre  
to superfine 
and get ready 
to lean out the window 
and may the force 
be with him 
because you need him 
to give it all 
a bit of double edge 
in and out 



for a slice  
of the time of their lives 
Next thing  
Chewie’s all howlin’ 
Hyperdrive motivator just quit workin’ 
Captain Solo 
just lost his grip 
on it again 
Now he’s fully fly 
So never tell that boy 
the odds 
or you might miss out 
on the ride 
of your lives 
And now you 
will have to 
imagine doin’ it 
with me 
some other way 
Bogus, just thinking about it 



isn’t getting us anywhere 
It’s doing my head in 
Maybe I’m not the man 
for sorting this shit out 
Perhaps I should go  
to the doctor 
for some happy pills 
and just get real 
I’m pretty sure 
that’s what everyone 
wants me to do 
Fuck that shit 
I have to believe in myself 
Get in the flow 
Make it happen 
Of course! The Tardis! The Doctor! 
But how do I find him 
or get her  
to come for me? 
Another mind fuck 



The Doctor is good 
for giving you those 
At least it leads me on 
Billie Piper and Karen Gillan 
Heads or tails? 
It’s a tricky situation 
I know I can get there 
and come up  
with a solution 
So we all share 
our place in space 
When I get there 
I’ll pin everything 
I can feel 
I’ll take a piece 
of the matter 
and slide in my blade 
to get a slice 
of the time of our lives 
I’ll let it flow 



around my hard  
sharp steel 
before I pull out 
then go back 
slide it in again 
at the same place 
but a different spot 
and once again 
leave it in the flow 
until I have 
a nice clean slice 
then I pull out 
and move over  
to the next piece 
and do the same 
When I’m finished 
we can admire 
a collection of pieces 
fine slices of all 
the time of our lives 



for all the pies 
in the Universe 
that I could pin and hit 
Sounds yummy 
I think I can feel 
the hyperdrive motivator 
hummin’ back to life 
Maybe we can  
ride the Falcon 
after all 
Although we’ll only be 
able to score 
in our Milky Way 
but that’s more than enough  
for my needs 
So R2 can you 
plot me a course 
for a juicy piece of peach 
in vanilla ice cream 
and chocolate sauce? 



I want to make sure 
there’s plenty of sweetness 
in my view 
of time in our reality  
We all have a view 
An experience 
That’s your collection 
What can you collect? 
How much can you take?  
I can only wonder 
what you’re holding 
when you’re riding 
up the arse 
of a parrot  
locked in a cage 
or a chicken 
or a winged golden statue 
sitting atop a pyramid 
I’ll take my chances 
in the Falcon any time 



Or the Tardis 
The Doctor’s lookin’ fly as 
Now let’s look 
at a slice 
Lay it on a table 
It’s the dimension of time 
for a piece of 3D matter 
so you have to roll 
with a freaky view 
Down the centre  
of the slice 
is a line 
for the path through time 
of that piece 
Across the middle 
of the section 
score another line 
with your blade 
making a cross 
It’s a mark  



for the present 
allowing us to view 
a history 
and a future 
It’s a one dimensional view 
of a two dimensional 
representation 
of the three  
dimensions in space 
So we’ve divided 
space in two 
with a plane 
that cuts through 
the location 
of a piece 
of what is the matter 
in our reality  
which in time  
I have sliced for you 
Is your head spinning too? 



It’s all a piece of imagination 
for what in space 
is a fabrication 
of something that is real and true 
So our set line  
for the present 
that you scored 
in our model 
is really like 
the sweep 
of a radar 
So let’s put our pinned points 
for the other slices 
on the line 
for the present 
in the order 
of nearest proximity 
in each hemisphere 
Every point  
has its own line  



through time 
which moves 
relative to the one 
at the centre 
as they ride along 
with it 
or away from it 
in the grand dance 
of everything 
in the Universe 
Take the next slice 
and put it down 
with its line through time 
sitting on its point below 
Anything wrong? 
Can’t see the point 
for the line? 
Slice is too thick 
I was just testin’ ya 
You try slicing it 



with what you got 
in your tool box 
See how fine 
you can get it 
Every line has a colour 
I’ll let you figure out 
how that’s selected 
Now erase the centre line 
because that ain’t 
its path through time 
in this stack 
Its position is relative 
to the slice 
we first laid 
on the table 
All shit’s flying 
and no two pieces 
occupy the same 
place in space 
So lay all 



our slices like cards 
down on the table 
in a straight spread 
with their centre lines 
over their points 
on the mark 
we scored 
on the first piece 
for the present 
that line of our reality 
which really is 
like a radar  
a spinning blade 
beaming out fans 
into and through 
two hemispheres 
of the three 
dimensions of space 
Are you with me? 
So now let’s stop 



and rise up 
to take a look 
at what we’ve got 
It’s a god’s eye view 
of one big slice 
of our reality 
arranged around  
the one single  
centre piece 
of what is  
all the matter 
that it could reach 
with its radar blade 
Is it me and mine? 
Or you and yours? 
And who’s lookin’?   
So it all fades out 
to nothing beyond 
just the stars 
and distant galaxies 



Start looking in 
to the centre 
Lines or threads  
of an individual’s colour 
on each slice 
become harder 
to distinguish 
as they all 
become woven 
into the flow of time 
From up high 
it might look like 
it’s becoming 
like a long brown 
piece of shit 
But get closer 
and you see 
the different colours 
Get too close 
and in your shadow 



you won’t see 
many threads 
Remember you  
are also in 
the section of 
continuum  
Your slice is in there 
I was extra sharp 
and smooth for you 
You probably didn’t  
feel a thing 
Next time  
I can give you some nasty 
if you’d prefer 
And I like it like that 
Sometimes 
Now don’t you 
miss the beauty 
that might be  
in the big picture 



because you’re too busy 
getting in close 
looking for  
or at yourself 
Or is it you 
running down 
the centre? 
Then you’d better 
get on the floor  
and lie on your back 
under the table 
and look up 
The table is space 
Now you can see 
your lines 
more clearly 
in the depth 
of your collection 
of slices 
as they move 



away from you 
Suddenly it all gets dark 
That’s me swooping 
down at you 
from up high 
with my big wings 
Better turn on 
your torchlight 
Ah ha, there you are 
And now you get  
blindingly bedazzled 
What the fuck? 
That’s me again 
with my torch 
Don’t worry 
I ain’t aiming 
to smash through 
the table 
of your reality 
to grab you 



for a munch 
while you’re down 
there on your back 
It’s not your lucky day 
I was only lookin’ 
to see where you lay 
and how you goin’ 
But maybe it is 
your lucky day 
‘cause now I’m 
spreading the focus 
of my beam 
And if you  
stop averting your eyes 
you will see 
the immense beauty 
the kaleidoscope 
of your wide reality 
But only if you 
open your eyes 



and look up 
So get your ass 
off the ground 
Stand up 
in your world 
where you are present 
on that line 
that one dimensional 
representation 
of the edge 
of your table 
That’s the Universe 
Your reality 
My reality 
Our reality 
The spot where you stand 
is the point 
of the dart 
where you pinned yourself 
You can’t see shit 



‘till you pull it out 
It leaves a hole 
for the spinning axis  
of your radar 
That’s your mind 
The sharper the point 
of the dart 
The sharper the focus 
of your mind 
The sharper the beam 
of your light 
So can you see? 
You are just a hole 
in the Universe 
We are all just holes 
in one reality 
Every living cell 
is a hole 
of different size and depth 
Plants are still pinned 



but their light 
shines through  
Have you felt it? 
Animals are free 
On the outer surface 
of reality 
animated by light 
organisms move 
and grow 
In the centre 
of their holes 
nervous systems form 
channelling more light 
and then brains grow 
Small holes burn bright 
with the sharpest of senses 
The eagle sees more 
The dog smells more 
Insects have incomprehensible 
senses of direction 



and speeds of reaction 
And maybe it is 
your lucky day 
because you’re human 
I presume 
and that means you 
have evolved 
the ability 
to open your mind 
We grew hands 
learned manipulation 
through self-defence 
and hunger 
it developed 
until the hunted 
became the hunter 
Aping more 
than just ourselves 
our minds adapted 
for variable focus 



And now you can 
adjust your focus 
to open your mind 
Let more light 
shine through your torch 
The clarity of your lens 
and its size  
sets the signal 
and the power 
of your radar 
to get a bigger picture 
So your experience 
of reality 
isn’t something 
in your brain 
You are just the lens 
for the mystical light 
energy from above 
and all around 
It flows through everything 



You, me 
and that literal  
piece of shit over there 
That’s consciousness 
Our collective mind 
Our shared reality 
It IS the Universe 
The spacetime continuum 
It’s a weave 
of that light or energy 
of the heavens 
You’re experiencing it 
as it flows through 
the lens of your senses 
What can you feel? 
Don’t get too busy 
spending too much time 
thinking about it 
The more you think 
the less you’ll feel 



So now am I 
giving you 
the Higgs Boson Blues? 
So what’s this energy? 
And where does it come from? 
It’s infinity 
and it comes 
from the infinite source 
of course 
It flows from everywhere 
and if you 
have the power 
and the amplitude 
and you get 
the frequencies right 
you can shine it  
back through 
everything 
in the Universe 
and you get a chance 



to move the power 
of the gods 
How do you get that? 
You gotta get lucky 
And how do you do that? 
Never mind for now 
Let’s go back to the slice 
of the time of our lives 
Let’s imagine 
we have lots of copies 
of all our cards 
Because every card 
in any centreline’s stack 
has its own stack too 
The relative positions 
of all the cards 
are unique 
to each stack 
Because like I said 
all shit’s flying 



and no two pieces 
occupy the same 
place in space 
Keep building stacks 
you’re gonna need 
a lot of cards 
because you’re heading 
out to infinity 
You know what that is? 
It’s the realm 
of possibilities 
In the centre 
of every stack 
cutting across time 
is our line 
for the present 
our collection of points 
for every piece of crap 
in the Universe 
Everything’s in motion 



All those darts 
and little pinholes 
on that line 
all dancin’ around 
As you look along 
the section of time 
into the past 
or the future 
that little line 
of points in space 
ain’t going to change size 
in a big hurry  
Our science friends 
tell us that 
space is expanding 
until it gets so spread 
like your mama 
it collapses 
with a Big Bang 
and it starts again 



Our Universe 
is expanding into 
the infinite realm 
of possibilities 
from where the light 
of our being 
flows 
As the Universe 
stretches thin 
small holes appear 
It’s so bleedin’ obvious 
You are not 
the creation of an entity 
or a single force 
You are a bubble 
expanding out into 
infinite possibilities 
from the bubble 
of humanity 
from the bubble 



of life 
from the bubble 
of the Universe 
And if you 
don’t open your mind 
because you don’t 
want to believe it 
then all you are 
is a smouldering 
sack of shit 
sitting on a doorstep 
increasing in heat 
until you burst 
into flames 
while the bubbles of life 
float away 
all whirling 
working together 
interacting 
in the divine dance 



of diversity 
developing and growing 
all supporting 
all sustaining 
systems of production 
selecting and connecting 
coming together 
to create 
more diversity! 
The beauty of creation! 
The work of the infinite gods! 
The providers of all we are 
and all we will ever have! 
That is The Truth 
Mark my words 
and make no mistake 
No one Man 
No one God 
No one Way 
No one Love 



And no one life 
but all Life 
giving birth 
to infinite possibilities 
for beauty! 
And therein 
can be found 
the oneness 
The shared purpose 
The why we fly 
So those who come 
behind and below 
can find their wings 
and their ways 
to their beauties 
to their loves 
to their destinies 
in life and death 
and have a chance 
to make connections 



and build healthy nests 
upon the beauty 
that flies beneath us all 
our Mother Earth 
And the agents of ugliness 
are all among us 
in seriously sickening  
numbers and variations 
including blind fools 
banally bleating 
that all we need to do 
is all hold hands  
singing I Love Everyone 
That’s not diversity 
It’s a sugar coated 
perfumed piece 
of flaming shit 
already consigned 
to the shithole of history 
perpetuating problems 



as it goes 
that the truly enlightened 
have to fix 
So I shall continue 
back to stackin’ it up 
in the infinite realm 
of possibilities 
Every stack 
within any universe 
has the same collection 
of points or cards 
in its individual 
arrangement 
As we move  
along the timeline 
away from the present 
there are seemingly 
infinite possibilities 
for which stack 
a particular slice 



can exist 
When we look 
into the past 
we can see 
how it works 
All those threads 
of other pieces 
weaving with us 
We feel it 
It tugs at our mind 
Even when 
we’re not looking 
It can be so hard 
not to think about it 
We all get that, eh? 
It runs like 
If I hadn’t eaten 
that godawful shit 
last night 
then I wouldn’t have 



the squirts and a sore arse now 
what the fuck 
am I cooking 
to eat 
‘cause I’m hungry 
and nearly out of bog roll 
Why am I stuck 
in this situation again? 
And that might be 
followed by 
This is all because 
way back then 
that seagull squawked 
that exact moment 
that point  
in time and space 
so I looked up  
got shat on 
in the face 
stepped in that cowpat 



nearly went arse-up 
grabbed that electric fence 
got shocked 
slipped in the cowpat, again 
lost my footing 
fell down that bank 
broke my leg 
and then 
yadda yadda yadda 
I’m pretty sure 
you all know 
what I’m talking about 
You stop thinking 
about it 
when you’re running 
out the door 
trying not to 
poo your pants 
and assuming 
you make it 



in time 
you experience 
blissful release 
and time in your mind 
ceases to exist 
and into that void  
comes inspiration 
or insight like 
That’s it! 
Number two down 
in the crossword 
Divine visionary 
Prophet! Too easy 
Why didn’t you get it earlier? 
Not that I’d think 
for a minute 
that any of you 
would be that dumb 
or ill-informed enough 
to not get it 



and fill it in immediately 
So number seven across 
Eight letters beginning with P 
Irrationally fearful? 
Hmmm, that makes 
eight down deceitful 
for dishonest, yep 
I’ll finish that later 
Where were we? 
Fucking shit up 
The sum of our experience 
Flying shit 
Swinging blades 
Time machines 
Millennium Falcon 
Radar signals 
Consciousness 
Mind holes 
Realm of possibilities 
Causality 



Inspiration 
Isolation 
Deception 
Vengeance 
Where were we again? 
Of course, I remember 
How you goin’? 
Are you gettin’ it yet? 
‘Cause I ain’t 
slowing down 
for you 
Did you catch  
my big word? 
Causality 
I think that’s what 
I’m talking about 
Maybe I should 
read some more 
It sounds right 
So here’s how 



I worked out 
just now 
how that works 
So the light  
of the power 
of infinity 
which flows through 
the realm 
of possibility 
passes through 
all potential locations  
of threads 
and down in  
the main line 
of space-time 
the densest point 
of the collected 
potentiality  
is where shit sits 
Simples, right? 



Because like  
I said earlier 
the continuum 
is a flow 
of all of what is 
the matter in time 
So everything 
is only made 
of the infinite energy 
which is shaped 
by the realm 
of possibility 
as it flows 
into the vortex  
of the continuum 
forming the threads 
through which  
it continues to flow 
and gets projected 
like light particles 



do in space 
through a prism 
out to form 
the realm of possibility 
so consequently 
it all spreads out 
until it goes pop 
like a balloon 
in the next Big Bang 
and sucks in shit 
out of infinity 
How’d I do kids? 
I guess y’all 
probably get taught that 
before high school 
these days 
So you tell me now 
Is your future set? 
Causality again 
and the probability 



of the future 
Same as before 
Comes into your mind 
all the time 
We’re almost always doin’ it 
Where you’ve been 
What you’re doing 
Where’re you going? 
Did you spot  
the odd one out? 
History happened 
Shit sits or moves 
where it’s sitting 
or moving 
And what’s about to happen next 
is what happens next 
So that goes like 
It’s really late 
I haven’t made dinner 
I’m fucking hungry 



My haemorrhoid 
hurts like a bitch 
Mickey D’s is 100k away 
and Natalie Dormer 
isn’t about to burst 
through my door 
with a tube of cream 
and two cheeseburgers 
demanding to be my queen 
Or is she? 
The future is set 
before you experience it 
Look at the model 
Time is a flow 
of the infinite energy 
into the vortex 
of the continuum 
through the realm 
of possibilities 
a field of probability 



where the threads 
of all the moments 
of time and space 
all the pieces of poop 
are drawn and compressed 
through the present reality 
where they manifest 
as matter in space 
before flowing back 
into the past 
and the weave 
is slowly pulling apart 
in the process 
expanding the Universe 
producing the wee holes 
of our minds 
Whatever is happening 
in the present 
is beyond the control 
of thoughtful action 



You might think 
you decided just now 
that this is the shit 
and you want another roll 
and keep reading 
but the reality is 
the decision was already made 
and your thinking mind 
was just being led 
by your soul 
in a game of catch-up 
So don’t be a square 
who’s only just thinking 
you’re already aware and woke 
before you become 
a little bleedin’ butt 
for a Fuck Force Five 
bad joke 
Free will 
is just a thought 



in your hole 
and your hole is 
only a control 
portal for your soul 
and your soul is 
the running thread 
of your moment 
in time and space 
the true substance 
of your being 
The lens 
of your hole 
is your sense 
You feel your senses 
all of them 
Look closely 
Listen hard 
Feel this 
sharp or blunt? 
You focus your senses 



and pause your thoughts 
Get lost in thought 
and you become 
a sitting target 
You know what I’m sensing? 
I’m feeling like 
I’m dropping 
some solid shit 
Can you see now 
how humans 
learned to think? 
Our variable 
enlarging 
mind holes 
for our senses 
evolved by trying 
to think or sense 
by aping 
emulating 
other animals 



to gain or avoid 
their abilities 
to hunt or gather 
You don’t need 
to see too many babies 
to get the development 
of mind size 
and mental focus 
So what I see 
is the mind’s eye 
dilates and contracts 
pulling webs 
across the lens 
of our senses 
manifesting physically 
as brain circuits 
like little stellar snowflakes 
crystals which block 
as does all matter 
the path of the flow 



of the infinite light 
scattering it  
like a prism 
When you focus 
on your thoughts 
your radar lens 
directs energy to it 
to itself 
manifesting in matter 
as subatomic particles 
in electrical brain activity 
turning to heat 
fed by your metabolism 
or however it works 
I probably should 
read some more 
And so the web 
of your thinking grows 
like snowflakes melting 
into a puddle 



or like mould 
inside the lens 
of a camera 
obstructing your senses 
obscuring your vision 
so your brain adjusts 
turns off your synapses 
or however it works 
your sensory focus opens 
reforms the web 
and the loop begins 
I guess that’s how it is 
I don’t really know 
I’m just making 
most of this  
shit up on the fly 
But this vision 
wouldn’t exist 
if some heroes 
hadn’t thought 



and figured out 
these clues 
for me to use 
And I salute them 
I hope they can see me 
I know many of them 
need spectacles 
and I’m mostly outdoors 
working on 
being physical 
They should get 
some good contacts 
and come with me 
on a ride or run 
Share what we know 
Thinking can be fun 
and a productive pastime 
So the thought process 
actually cuts away 
the density of your soul 



your thread 
woven in the flow 
of the infinite energy 
the true consciousness 
the collective being 
and you get 
an empty head 
like a hungry zombie 
and many keep on 
gobbling brains 
thinking 
it’s substantial 
and it feels right 
because they’re merging 
with their surroundings 
within the flow 
but you are already 
a part of it 
and you are just 
killing the density 



of your connection 
becoming nothing more 
than what you know 
so you don’t see 
you are disconnected 
from the true reality 
surrounding you 
And your soul flows on 
being intertwined 
with whatever 
stream of shit 
you’re moving with 
and you are not 
affecting your future 
in any other way 
but you think 
that you are 
because you’re lost 
in the delusion 
of how you think 



and your free will 
Some like to think 
reality is the illusion 
That thought 
can be unwired 
quickly and easily 
with a soldering iron 
One can melt away 
almost all their thoughts 
except for the last 
and abracadabra 
Ta-da! 
Illusion gone 
If you don’t believe me 
please try it sometime 
I’d love to hear 
how it felt 
Now this explains 
why the academic 
intellectually biased 



control of society 
is losing it 
when it’s only existing 
because so many 
have no faith 
in anything better 
The cool heads 
of the spiritually dead 
adults in the room 
aren’t prevailing 
and they blame hot-heads 
who are glad  
to get mad about it 
I know the feeling 
But they get manipulated 
by the excremonumental arseholes 
on both sides 
of their two dimensional 
retarded reality 
of a phony duality 



in a universe of 
three dimensional space 
which is a situation 
that is a manifestation 
of thoughtful ignorance 
lacking true understanding 
of the fourth dimension 
of time and soul 
for the benefit of 
their media circuses 
selling tickets 
to see the show 
for the big cash grab 
in these final days 
of The End of Times 
All the while 
our Mother Earth 
repeatedly receives 
a burning 
ass-raping 



while you all 
ride along 
too scared or stupid 
to jump off 
or you fight 
for the reins 
of this shit splattered 
donkey show 
going nowhere 
except to hell 
in a hand basket 
being carried 
as you talk 
and walk around 
in ever decreasing 
fucking circles 
So the hero 
you badly need 
feels for the method 
to make you feel 



and not just think 
your way to the prize 
A test for faith 
and nobody takes it 
because you refuse 
to choose 
to accept it 
because you don’t like to 
or don’t want to 
think like that 
in your belief 
that you know better 
You are all 
fucking foul 
pieces of shit 
worthless dead fruit 
rotting on the vine 
with your poisoned minds 
and sickened souls 
polluting my world 



our Mother Earth 
So for my love of her 
and solely for her 
I will not stop 
until you learn 
you need to come 
to get it 
and put it in 
the hand that can take it 
to the special place 
where it belongs 
Otherwise you must 
continue to burn 
in this hell 
of your own creation 
with your denial 
and delusion 
and self-deception 
thinking you know 
like that’s enough 



demanding anyone 
who feels different 
must prove to you 
that you are wrong 
within the boundaries 
of your own 
diminished reality 
which is the source 
of all your problems 
So someone 
becomes the legend 
and annihilates 
the challenge 
of your impossible 
proposition 
and then you ignore it 
because you refuse 
to relinquish your grasp 
on all your fears 
which consequently 



continue to consume you 
And still 
you sit back 
thinking you’re right 
like the move 
isn’t yours to make 
So if that is how 
you want to play 
then bloody well okay 
Fuck you 
and your children too 
For it is they 
who you abuse 
when you choose 
to use them 
as an excuse 
for your fears 
again 
and again 
and again 



Then you all 
shed your tears 
when the table’s overturned 
crying 
why why why? 
But all you hear 
is only what 
you want to hear 
And that is 
what you think 
you know 
is right 
and what is beyond 
is not real 
and without proof 
it is wrong 
Even when you  
sing another song 
you only pay poorly 
with lip-service 



Then when your reality 
flies in your face 
and bites your ass 
your actions 
and inactions 
speak louder 
than your words 
So well no 
I don’t care 
if you choose 
to lose 
There is no blood 
on my hands 
I didn’t pen the script 
for your lives 
But I did 
write you a warning 
literally 
Who knew? 
Many of you 



And what did you do? 
One score years 
draws near 
What have you done? 
For now 
your days of reckoning 
have come 
Will you plead 
ignorance? 
It wasn’t yours 
that duty of care? 
Were you just 
playing a part 
you think 
you didn’t choose? 
It doesn’t matter 
It’s too late now 
much too late 
for your words 
It always was 



Far too late 
for any more 
of your talk 
You made your future 
that you now 
have to walk 
There is no taking back 
what is projected 
into the realm 
of possibilities 
from the reality 
of the past 
Who knows who 
has the power 
to displace 
the disgrace 
of your faithless 
inaction? 
She’d better be packing 
some seriously sharp steel 



to cut through 
the mountain 
of your stupid 
short sighted 
self-righteous shit 
What did you do 
when it was handed 
to you on a plate? 
You can try to believe 
you don’t have the need 
but it’ll be you 
who ends down 
on your knees 
beneath me 
My scars run deep 
Deeper than you 
will ever know 
But my pain 
is nothing 
compared to what is coming 



for those who knew 
and did nothing 
I get hard 
just thinking about it 
Your pain 
is my pleasure 
and that will be 
your only hope 
for salvation 
This is your reality 
written in history 
with the power 
of my emotion 
pulsating 
for all time 
projecting its pattern 
into the future 
where it will pass 
through the threads of those 
I experienced 



or envisioned 
in the countless 
moments of extreme 
emotional torture 
intense pain 
and pleasure 
from the situation 
you helped to create 
directly 
or indirectly 
What’s done is done 
It can be overridden 
but you need 
to reach me 
and good luck 
with that! 
For now I’m the one 
making it for you 
hard to get 
What did you think 



would happen? 
Did you have a clue? 
I was born 
into a giant 
twist of threads 
hundreds of years 
in the making 
It drew my substance 
from the source 
of the infinite 
I am the Alpha 
I am the one 
I am the Omega 
I am the none 
Christ channelled 
the spirit 
of the one 
but he was not 
the Omega 
When he was sniffing 



amongst his tribes 
of desert dogs 
the main lines 
of my DNA 
were well gone 
a long way away 
twisting with other threads 
driving the destiny 
of the leading edge 
on its journey 
through time 
chasing the summer sun 
over and around 
high mountains 
until the land stopped 
and the sea 
was without end 
Surviving long cold 
dark winters 
in caves 



placing stones 
building fires 
while our skin paled 
and eyes turned 
the colour of the sky 
with its light 
reflecting off 
winter snows 
and the seas 
we sailed 
always searching 
for what came next 
We fought wars 
against ourselves 
flying in the sky 
But the greatest battle 
for our souls 
was long lost 
for a purpose 
the point being 



here and now 
We all have 
roles to play 
in our life 
I had no choice 
but to give mine 
everything I had 
and everything I’ve got 
My thanks to you 
for all the props 
and the excellent 
supporting cast 
You won’t be forgotten 
You made 
my crying scenes 
real easy 
Pity the rest 
of what you made 
was such a flop 
The script you wrote 



was fucking lame 
It’s no wonder 
it didn’t work 
No matter how hard 
I tried 
I just wasn’t 
feeling it 
Mine’s much better 
I’ve made it 
so you’ll find it 
a bloody bit 
sick and twisted 
for you 
but the lead role 
is totally killer 
like you wouldn’t 
believe 
Spoiler alert! 
The hero is 
the last man 



standing 
and the first flying 
beyond man’s hands 
into the future 
flowing with a solution 
like music 
through the doors 
of your  
reality 
As for the rest of you 
bewildered bystanders 
you too must pay 
for your diseased way 
dearly 
or you too 
will be dealt 
an inescapable taste 
of the deadly power 
of the truth 
of your reality 



before your future 
generations 
get given a chance 
to survive and progress 
to whatever world 
awaits 
in this universe 
or the next 
Are you getting me now? 
Will you get me yet? 
I still don’t feel 
that you’re even 
getting set 
So I’m going to keep rubbing 
your nose 
in what I know 
while I’m swinging 
and slinging 
through your shit 
as I continue 



to come in your face 
So you sorry-ass 
fucking losers 
better hope like fuck 
I don’t run out 
of fucking paper 
So how the fuck 
are you goin’ now? 
Understand exactly 
what you are not 
getting yet? 
Never mind you for now 
I’m on a roll 
killing it 
in the past 
present and future 
So now back 
into the illusion 
of free will 
in the present moment 



It was written! 
Have you read it? 
Or was it thrown out 
with the tea leaves? 
Along with the secret 
to determining destiny? 
On such subjects 
I’ve always been 
more about the writing 
than the reading 
More about the doing 
than the knowing 
Still I should 
spend some more 
time on the books 
Do you read  
my repetition? 
In all things 
practice is paramount 
for perfection is just 



a piece of perception 
And like I always say 
Actions speak louder than words 
So the pen can be 
mightier than the sword 
The trick is 
getting it through the eardrum 
Good thing I got  
plenty of paper 
‘cause I’m gonna be 
mopping some serious shit 
on the floor 
after this mind-fuck 
Did you think I was running low? 
I had a 36 pack 
stored away 
from when I bought it 
with no other option 
I got it out now 
So let’s keep on rollin’, baby 



I don’t want to lose 
your cute little piece of ass 
That’s why I’m 
droppin’ my talons 
But be you warned 
if you’re testing me 
For I do not know 
the limits of my power 
So now then 
I’m heading 
from thought webs 
across mind holes 
through sensory lenses 
portals to souls 
souls being 
threads of all the matter 
in the flow 
of the infinite energy 
which manifests as matter 
in the space 



of our universe 
at the crystallization point 
of our present 
where the weave 
is solidified 
before flowing back 
into the past 
to and through 
the Big Bang 
And the weave 
is pulling apart 
expanding the Universe 
which spreads thin 
creating the holes 
of our minds 
as the threads 
are drawn in 
from the infinite source 
through the future 
where they create 



and are shaped by 
the realm of possibilities 
a field of probability 
for which I have built 
a model 
for you to view 
with me 
made from the slices 
cut for each 
piece of the matter 
showing relative positions 
of all the threads 
which when arranged 
stack on stack 
form a seemingly endless 
range of possibilities 
for where the solid weave 
of the universal flow 
can exist 
as the combinations of stacks 



move back and forth 
in and out 
relative to each other 
and within any 
one combination 
we can see 
all the potential locations 
for each piece of matter 
within the realm 
of possibilities 
and how density 
of potentiality 
creates probability 
and all this 
negates the thought 
of free will 
in the present moment 
Now are you ready 
to press play 
on my model? 



We’re getting there 
See how easy 
I can make it? 
It’s because 
I’m so hard 
Are you gettin’ it yet? 
Dream on baby 
You never know 
your luck, right? 
You feelin’ me? 
Don’t get stuck 
in those webs 
of your mind 
with an annoying 
little buzz 
A big beautiful 
eight legged lady mama 
might suck your soul 
and leave your body 
a dead dry empty shell 



like so many 
of your sisters 
Mind webs 
are your ego consciousness 
I’ve heard it called  
a mirror 
It was probably by 
some old geek 
who spent too much time 
indoors 
in a house 
full of them 
in a cloud of smoke 
from the burning 
of a twist 
of his own shit 
Your entire mind 
is just a lens 
like a radar 
with a thought web 



for a filter 
all operated by 
the meat machine 
of your brain 
and nervous system 
And that is it 
There are no 
memory banks 
in your brain 
Your soul 
which is just 
the substrate 
of your physical presence 
through time 
your thread 
of the infinite energy 
is imprinted directly 
on the section 
which runs through 
that part of you  



which senses your experience 
Your brain 
with its thought web filter 
and your nervous system 
So now we can see 
how your soul 
mind and body 
are connected 
and grew together 
Now when you 
were conceived 
those two little threads 
of your parents DNA 
intertwined 
in the soul flow 
like they did in space 
This idiotic idea 
of a soul 
as some entity 
that is magically delivered 



into your body 
is fucking sick shit 
which must die 
No argument or debate 
shall be entered into 
If you choose to disagree 
my squadrons and I 
of super sharp 
piloted threads 
will seek you out 
wherever your moment 
of time in space  
exists in the flow 
and obliterate you 
from history 
cutting you into 
tiny pieces 
that will disperse 
creating ripples 
which will aid or abet 



whatever souls of matter 
are woven with you 
It’s already happening 
And all the threads 
whose paths  
you are affecting 
will be enabled 
to more freely 
move out of the weave 
you have put them into 
which is doubtlessly 
making their lives hell 
in this present moment 
even if they are not 
fully aware of it yet 
You will be remembered 
in thought only 
And any feelings for you 
will be empty 
meaningless projections 



of nothingness 
and you will be 
soon forgotten 
gone forever 
So you had better 
start weaving 
something new now 
if you want 
to project your soul 
into the future 
And that kids 
is how karma 
really works 
But I’m getting ahead 
of myself 
It happens 
That’s my thing 
Isn’t it wonderful 
when you get 
the true picture 



of reality 
how everything 
falls into place? 
I don’t know 
that I really need 
to go on 
But for some reason 
I feel like 
you are all 
a bunch 
of fucking idiots 
So I’m rollin’ on 
with my hand on it 
to make the most 
of the time 
of my fuckin’ life 
So ride with me 
or get there another way 
or fuck off and die 
It’s your choice 



But it’s not free 
In the infinite flow 
everything’s a transaction 
Earth will survive 
I’m Armageddon ready 
She knows 
why I fly 
So I’m serious 
Fuck off and die 
if you’re not choosing her 
for your ground 
above all else 
because you’re so far up 
the man’s ass 
that you can’t see 
the light for the shit 
then you’re choosing a fight 
with the powers 
of bigger gods 
and you don’t stand 



a snowflake’s chance  
in hell 
and your people 
will have to pay penance 
for you 
for generations 
because we will leave 
your vile souls 
in the flow 
as a reminder to all 
as we lay curses 
upon your people 
for your sins 
Mark my words 
and make no mistake 
For you are more 
than just poor 
misguided fools 
It has been written 
And gee whiz 



you think maybe 
it’s already happenin’? 
So whether you know 
who you are or not 
if you worship 
Yahweh or Allah 
or The One Who-the-fuck-ever 
or the almighty dollar 
or your own 
pathetic little 
individual existence 
or your superior ideology 
the combined mass 
of all you 
and your churches 
and your mosques 
and your synagogues 
and your temples 
and your institutions 
and your academies 



and your cities 
and your skyscrapers 
and your McMansions 
and your oversized SUV’s 
and all your poor 
misguided people 
thinking they’ve got it made 
are not even 
a piece of piss 
amongst the plastic 
of all our 
polluted oceans 
up against  
the soul power 
of the mass 
of the Mother 
and it’s not just Earth 
it’s the truly 
almighty big hole 
where we all roll 



The Universe 
You are revolting 
ridiculous 
little jokes 
All so desperate  
to further 
your disgusting 
shit bleeding 
bloodlines 
down your ways 
to your dead ends 
that you’re too 
stupid to see 
blinded by your bloated 
self-importance 
while you sanctimoniously suck 
on your shitty systems 
traditions 
and superstitions 
or else you cling 



to your precious 
secular rationalism 
as you try in vain 
to think your way 
out of the burning hole 
in which you’re sinking 
while your moronic minions 
go through life 
like a bunch of 
fucking three year olds 
snapping selfies 
chasing whatever 
latest shiny gizmo 
is being dangled 
in front of them 
by the plastic 
celebrity gods 
that they worship 
So I thank you all 
from the depths 



of my soul 
because I’m here  
to do a job 
and you are all 
one bunch 
of easy fuckin’ targets 
A toast to you all 
from the bottom  
of my heart 
You truly are 
wonderfully miraculous 
walking sacks 
of shit 
If I hadn’t witnessed it 
I couldn’t have 
truly believed it 
And my thread’s one 
that runs all the way through 
to Wing Command 
And they drop the bombs 



So you can run 
but you can’t hide 
from that eye 
in the sky 
And stopping me 
won’t stop a thing 
Am I getting too nasty 
and too woo-woo 
for you? 
Good! 
‘Cause flying out 
of this shit storm 
is gonna be 
no easy ride 
So you better learn 
to like it hard 
like your mama does 
And that’s the perfect place 
for me to drop 
back into 



the coming together 
for two strands 
of DNA 
in the flow 
of the soul plane 
and the formation 
of your mind’s eye 
A tiny little hole 
in the fabric of space 
That’s every living part of you 
and all life forms 
Your daddy’s spermies 
and all those cells 
Remember my spin 
on evolution 
The Universe 
stretching thin 
Life beginning 
Tiny holes 
One cell 



pulls apart 
Two cells 
Growing in the flow 
powered by light 
taking flight 
Little things 
swimming around 
sharp senses 
radar guided 
by probability 
from the realm 
of possibilities 
And pretty soon 
lots of little monkeys 
runnin’ around everywhere 
makin’ a mess 
Now imagine this with me 
You’re a not so great 
great ape 
feelin’ your way through life 



You learn to crush nuts 
hammering with a rock 
Something jumps 
upon your back 
You strike out 
in defence 
and knock it dead 
And on it goes 
Have you seen 
this picture show 
of our life? 
The alien force 
the power of the gods 
that makes it happen 
is diversity 
of probability 
growing out into 
the realm of possibilities 
Everything we are 
and everything we have 



was probably gonna happen 
anyway 
So our role 
in the show 
is a part 
we’ve been given  
and it’s something 
we’re supposed to play 
in this grand game 
of all life 
on Earth 
So let’s try 
not to make a mess 
of our opportunity 
and do our best 
to try and see 
and make the most 
of our days 
as if everyone is 
our lucky day 



So you gotta get hard 
It’s not supposed to be easy 
No challenge 
No reward 
And you must get mad 
about the shit 
that makes you sad 
to fuel your fire 
Become empowered 
to rise above 
and find your space 
to build a healthy place 
You can’t be weak 
if your role 
is to survive 
Because the meek 
will be eaten 
one way 
or another 
that is their fate 



But much worse 
they’ll get murdered 
by the foul playing 
motherfuckers 
makin’ a stinkin’ mess 
in this big 
beautiful ball 
where we all 
party down 
with all life 
Rise up or die 
You need to find 
yourself a crew 
who know how to fly 
with the highest powers 
of death from above 
So you must first 
fight your fears 
to feel  
and learn how to fly 



otherwise 
you’re dead weight 
going nowhere 
and you will never 
get to energize 
all your powers 
with the excitement 
of playing a part 
to move on up 
in the grand game 
of Life On Earth 
That’s all you got 
You have 
no other options 
in the realm 
of possibilities 
This is the line 
that separates 
what is real 
from what will ever be 



just a dream 
in your mind 
In the place where we stand 
there are finite 
possible arrangements 
for all of what is 
the matter that surrounds us 
The infinite possibilities 
for more 
exist in the future 
for that which is given 
space to move and grow 
So those arseholes 
who try to define 
your future 
by offering 
or forcing you to accept 
safety and security 
to keep you walking 
along their roads 



are destined to die 
by the leading edge 
of the sword of life 
Are you getting me now? 
Of course you are 
I’m the star 
of whose show? 
So that either makes 
a whole lot of people 
one big blind bunch 
of lost fools 
if they can’t see 
how the story 
they’ve been reading 
for centuries 
would really play out 
or else it means 
they’re one crazy clan 
of unbelievably 
seriously sick 



suicidal  
masochistic 
motherfuckers 
Goddamn fuck yeah! 
If it’s pain you want 
it’ll be my pleasure 
You can believe that! 
And if you think 
you’re gonna get forgiveness 
you are shit outta luck 
Forgiveness is for fools 
It’s just suicide 
by someone else’s sin 
That’s why it feels good 
when you give it 
Because dying’s nice 
Releasing your thread 
into the universal flow 
is a beautiful thing 
It’s your final gift 



for that ride 
But what you’re doing 
giving forgiveness 
is shutting down 
your emotional response 
to an interaction 
with your thread 
Reducing the power 
of your senses 
and your radar 
You’re diminishing 
your soul 
and your future presence 
Systematically 
suppressing emotion 
will disconnect you 
allowing you 
to move your thread 
away in the flow 
but only if you  



are fortunate enough 
to get given space 
which you’ll probably have 
if you’re going around 
forgiving others 
But you create problems 
because you give  
the receiver 
that released energy 
which is coupled 
to their harmful action 
and all the radars 
of connected threads 
to that moment 
of time in space 
will bounce back 
that signal 
into the realm  
of possibilities 
which increases 



the density of that 
pattern of energy 
it’s potentiality 
and the probability 
of it manifesting again 
And that kids 
is how karma 
really works 
But combined with this 
the receiver 
has that positive gain 
of energy  
coupled to 
their harmful action 
recorded in their thread 
which is a reinforcement 
of negative behaviour 
It sickens their soul 
Forgiveness leads you into 
a self-perpetuating 



twist of sick shit 
of harm and self-harm 
Don’t give forgiveness 
Just get the fuck away 
and do what you can 
to give the sinner 
space to move 
into a healthier 
section of flow 
that isn’t being 
sucked into 
some bunch of arseholes 
big black hole 
of a co-dependant 
control drama 
Some refer to it 
as maintaining 
the sovereignty 
of the individual 
Are you getting me? 



Now on the other hand 
gratitude 
and appreciation 
are the opposite 
A wise man once wrote 
Gratitude is heaven itself 
And he was not wrong 
It’s the inverse 
to the problematic 
system of forgiveness 
Those who trespass 
against you 
must pay penance 
in your mind 
in your reality 
That’s why I always say 
Love it 
or hate it 
but you have to 
appreciate it 



Two sides 
of the same coin 
for the currency 
to drop down the slot 
of your life 
In the infinite flow 
everything’s a transaction 
And given where I am 
in this show 
some of you 
are gonna have to pay  
for a long 
long goddamn way 
You were always 
going to get 
your money’s worth 
from the real deal 
Pity for you 
so much was laid 
in passages 



on wasted routes 
to nowhere 
for your ship of fools 
I can appreciate it 
as I’m watching it sink 
Where am I? 
Not controlling emotion 
by thinking 
to diminish your soul 
with your forgiveness 
Haven’t lost you? 
Because I’m also 
flying away 
from the formation 
of your mind’s eye 
We’ll get there 
I’m all about this shit 
like a piece  
of toilet paper 
It was written 



So I can 
from wherever I am 
roll back and read it 
Now let’s get on 
with emotion 
Are you one 
claiming you think 
to know about 
emotional 
intelligence? 
I have a feeling 
many aren’t seeing 
the big picture 
I shall see 
how I can tie 
this into the formation 
of your mind’s eye 
away from forgiveness 
Here goes nothing 
Are you ready? 



What I’m doing 
not forgiving 
is maintaining 
my emotion 
on the focus 
of my flow 
to that which holds  
it captive 
If you only contain 
or suppress 
your emotion 
you’re dead prey 
and you can then 
only pray 
to be saved 
If that’s how 
you move away 
then the situation 
gets to win 
another day 



It’s a shit play 
I don’t choose 
to be a victim 
suckered in 
by sick spin 
If you care 
about being here 
don’t let that shit win 
You must move 
with the flow 
using feeling 
and you need to know 
where you want 
things to go 
to create the future path 
your body follows 
Emotion equals affect 
Affect equals control 
Control equals choice 
Choice equals opportunity 



Don’t blow it 
overthinking it 
Don’t miss it 
not knowing it 
And the dance begins 
Practice your moves 
with emotional content 
Channel 
Contain 
Release 
Direct 
You need to know 
how and where 
to direct your flow 
The future runs through  
you and your lens 
You remember 
what is happening now 
Free will is an illusion 
Your movements in space 



are controlled 
from your future 
shaped by probability 
in the realm 
of possibilities 
created by 
the projections 
through streams 
of soul flow 
transmitting back 
through the crystallization 
point of the present 
like an arc welder 
being fed by the threads 
forming as they’re drawn 
through the realm 
All matter is being welded 
Everything flows 
with soul 
in the grand dance 



of the Universe 
Snowfalls  
feed glaciers 
grinding mountains 
melting into rivers 
carving the land 
into oceans 
with crashing waves 
of imperfect probability 
through predictable tides 
pulled by the Moon 
She proudly wears the scars 
of her collections  
of random connections 
the tricks of her luck 
her patterned lace 
her familiar face 
her shining glory 
when we see her 
at the peak of her cycle 



and the power 
of her pull 
is always around us 
to be felt 
Don’t miss her beauty 
lost in thinking 
trapped in the webs 
of your mind 
unable to escape 
before your brains are blown 
by dragon’s fire 
and your body remains 
at the mercy 
of something 
beginning with S 
that you can’t spy 
with your little eye 
while lost in an illusion 
drawn from the past 
while you sleepwalk 



only thinking 
through life 
stating your claim 
to be awake 
Save your dreams 
for your bed 
where you finally 
rest your head 
and close your eyes 
letting go 
of what you know 
to drift uncontrolled 
with the forces  
of your flow 
saving your soul 
for the next 
waking day 
when you get to play 
your part 
in whatever role 



you find yourself 
never alone 
with the pull of more 
dragging you out 
to the dance floor 
Shut your eyes to feel 
and open again 
seeing and feeling 
what drives your feet 
with a pulsing beat 
to move and meet 
the beauty to behold 
the rhythm of life 
twisting and twirling 
all with all 
everyone has a ticket  
to the diamond ball  
for the time 
of our lives 
Make room 



for others to move 
so you don’t miss 
a better groove 
Don’t dance 
with eyes wide shut 
and don’t leave baby 
sitting in a corner 
If you never move 
you won’t get to choose 
what you get 
to see and feel 
and the view  
can get old 
before its time 
Our mind’s eye 
is a grand gift 
but without 
body and soul 
it is nothing 
Are you getting me? 



It’s easy 
when it’s difficult 
to not feel 
and it’s hard 
to know why 
many look like 
they’re not getting it 
I can only imagine 
what they’re thinking 
but the clues 
about what they don’t know 
are usually written 
on their face 
to be seen 
and they don’t get it 
looking in a mirror 
Our mind’s eye 
developed by observing 
more than ourselves 
Some more than others 



Too true, eh? 
Now that’s what I call 
nailing one’s mark 
Stop  
and breathe 
Go back reread 
And now I see 
where I’m at 
with my model 
I’ve bolted a bit 
together so it can fly 
but it’s not quite right 
so I’ll fix it 
for the next flight 
It fitted in well 
with the other parts 
It just needs a tweak 
so it all hums 
smooth and fast 
a sweeter tune 



I’m working now 
on the knowing 
to direct my flowing 
Probability says 
I was going to get there 
anyway 
It feels like 
the time  
to do it now 
and I can see 
where I’m heading 
so I know 
it must happen 
as I progress 
into the future 
Are you with me? 
I had to pull the pin 
for the formation 
of the cute little hole 
of your mind’s eye 



I had to get back 
around to it 
and now we’ve made it 
I’ll stick it in again 
and this time 
I’ll pull it out 
more slowly 
to make it all 
come together 
in tune 
so it feels right 
for our flight 
so we can see 
where we can go 
on this roll 
of a ride 
chasing the bone 
I’ve thrown 
for all the sick puppies 
who need to get  



a move on up 
and learn 
to play together 
so they can  
run like a team 
and find their wings 
knowing how to fly 
in a formation 
like nature’s creation 
as the Mother 
has intended it 
for us to be 
So I’m pinning it again 
‘cause if I fully  
pull your plug 
you’re a lost root 
Your pin 
is obviously 
your body 
If you are 



a glorious pinnacle  
of evolution 
then you stand erect 
with your brain 
atop your spine 
with your branching 
nervous system 
channelling light 
through the centre 
of your soul 
If you are 
a couch potato 
or have yourself  
a persistent case 
of head-up-arsis 
then you’re gonna get fried 
and make others 
who get too much of you 
unhealthy 
Sucks to be you 



down your dark hole 
Probably no one wants 
to go anywhere near 
your rotten root 
So the pin 
is the needle 
on the end 
of the solid thread 
of your soul 
And its head 
is the point 
It is the aerial 
for the radar 
connected to the cable 
of your soul 
Like electricity 
the light flows 
opposite to the way 
we view the current 
Right kids? 



Time moves forward 
as our experience is woven 
through us 
into the past 
Now it’s science time again 
for the evolution of life 
Threads of the Universe 
get extracted  
sucked from the source 
pulling a patch of carbon 
floating in the rich vein 
from which Earth 
is drawn 
Ask a geek for me 
Am I close enough? 
Is it hot and conductive? 
In all those  
little holes 
where the light shines 
brighter 



projecting some kind 
of sticky 
reverse polarity 
of its substance 
into the realm 
of possibilities 
attracting more 
to grow 
around its core 
of carbon 
The thread of life 
through time 
growing sublime 
until finally 
it all comes 
up to me 
Yeah, deal with it 
I’m sure you’re not 
too far behind 
Now we’re getting to it 



The diamond 
in the core 
of our soul flow 
The graphite 
of our pencil 
to write 
the story of life 
The substance of the lens 
of our sense 
of our mind’s eye 
But first let’s look 
where our little pin 
is stuck in  
and how we became 
such a sexy set 
of dancing  
and prancing 
moving roots 
stuck in the fabric 
of reality 



Some more than others, eh? 
And far too many 
hitting the wrong spots 
So now then 
grab my model 
and make like 
you wanna take a bite 
of that widening vortex 
of the universal flow 
to expose the present 
as a two dimensional 
cross-section 
for your reality 
So when I stick 
in a pin 
I’m popping the bubble 
of incomprehension 
about the third 
and fourth dimension 
Flat Earthers now 



are jumping up 
to take a bow 
for what they know 
They should make it a bow 
tied tight 
around their necks 
from the threads 
of their stupidity 
and jump off the edge 
of their silly little 
two dimensional 
viewpoint 
It’s a mirror 
for the problems 
of poor vision 
for the future 
They’re a bunch 
of fucking idiots 
swinging like whack shit 
with a flat bat 



trying to slog it 
over cow corner 
All they do 
is knick it through 
to the keeper 
They don’t have 
a shit-show 
of slicing a cut 
fine enough 
so anyone can see 
the point 
beneath their line 
All they’ll hit 
is a thick outside edge 
straight to slip 
Then they try  
bowling tricky spin 
and they think  
they’re clever 
but they’re just 



playing against the blind 
And I’ve just put them 
over the roof 
and the practice nets 
outta the park 
and down the road 
I shouldn’t waste paper 
on sitting ducks 
tripping dumb fucks 
but three pieces 
is just one wipe 
for that little 
squirt of shit 
To their credit 
I’m sure they’re a skid mark 
in many pairs 
of underpants 
amongst the majority 
of the minions 
of short sighted 



simpletons 
who don’t even try 
to get it 
So back to poppin’ bubbles 
with a pencil 
for a pin 
like slicing a fine cut 
to the boundary 
like the RZA 
the razor 
hits you with the major 
the damage 
‘till you understand it 
be flavour 
he is so 
very quick  
to stick his Wu-Tang sword 
right through your navel 
Suspenseful 
must be import 



through his utensil 
the pencil 
he brings to harm 
and wins some potential 
flowin’ like Christ 
when he speaks the gospel 
He’s the sharpest 
motherfucker in the clan 
Always on point 
Pity he looks to be 
so often stuck 
in a gravel pit 
where his peeps 
are carving up 
our Mother Earth 
digging for the precious  
stones of her heart 
Sucking  
the sacred cow dry 
for the cream 



Diamond rings 
for bitch whores  
of Babylon fingers 
that flip the bird 
to the true 
spiritual 
substance of life  
They suck their souls 
into hell 
where the gems 
ripped from 
our bleeding Mother 
are used to pay 
their motherfucking foul way 
up their pyramid 
for a higher place 
in the fire 
of damnation 
of their own creation 
Stacking rats’ nests 



to the sky 
to climb above 
their own trash 
they can’t fly 
from the reality 
of the polluted atmosphere 
that they produce 
Enslaving humanity 
in sick systems 
for satisfaction 
of a desire 
that is a disease 
an illness of attainment 
that buys blindness 
and inability 
to recognise and value 
what sparkles eternal 
in the hearts 
of their fellow 
human beings 



is much more 
than just only 
the power of love 
it is the leading light 
of all life on Earth 
You can’t have one 
without the other 
And for so it was 
that a stone cut 
from a mountain of rock 
not by the hand of man 
was cast at their great tower 
collapsing it 
with its head of gold 
crashing to its feet 
of iron and clay 
to become like chaff 
carried away 
by the winds of time 
causin’ terror 



to quick damage 
your whole era 
It was written 
And yet still 
for one score years 
from the time 
that the most  
valuable jewel 
for the history 
of all humanity 
prised itself free 
from its mountain 
of a suck-hole 
it has been  
left to lie 
unclaimed 
and undervalued 
while you all 
suck your own shit 
like gluttons 



for punishment 
waiting for a lift 
to salvation 
that most of you 
are too wilfully ignorant 
to even see 
that you need 
as you bugger on down 
your roads to hell 
The free ride comes 
after you earn your turns 
up the mountain 
so you can learn 
to fly yourself 
into whatever future 
can be reached 
I can fly 
beyond you all 
on my own 
I have paid 



and earned 
my position 
over countless lifetimes 
such as which 
only a few can know 
I don’t need you 
But you need me 
For even if you 
have a crew 
capable of flying 
out of this mess 
in which you’re dying 
the next universe 
will be an echo 
of this one 
and I will be 
the frontrunner again 
and I will 
remember you 
For within 



any bubble 
there will always be 
the first thread 
reforming and moving  
somewhere in the vortex 
and at its core 
is the densest 
heart of its substance 
which for life 
is the most pure stream 
of the infinite light 
So when the bubble bursts 
it is that point 
of the densest thread 
the chosen one 
that will disperse 
the least 
and remain to begin 
in whatever 
comes next 



It is the Alpha 
and the Omega 
Christ’s great mistake 
blinded by his need 
to work within 
the beliefs 
of his peeps 
was to make it 
one and the same 
You must find the one 
and fly with it 
towards the none 
the infinite source 
not following it 
back to a point 
Otherwise you only 
keep recreating 
the same pattern 
over and over 
slowly destroying 



the density 
at the heart of the flow 
as it spins itself thin 
until there is nothing 
that doesn’t disperse 
scattered beyond 
any possibility 
of reforming 
If you fly 
in a formation 
with your densest threads 
in the lead 
they can take you 
with them 
as they survive 
flowing into infinity 
to find where  
the other universes  
are cycling 
in the source 



Together we all 
fly farther 
but the tip 
of your spear 
by nature 
has no fear 
and will fly alone 
into the unknown 
before it lets 
itself get 
dragged down 
into death 
So you need 
to form up 
behind it 
without driving it away 
and then find  
what is required 
to attract it 
to fly into position 



at the point 
of your V 
That is the sacred gem 
for which you must dig 
Raping the soul 
from the heart 
of Mother Earth 
to build 
pyramids and towers 
as monuments 
for the worship 
of your own 
achievements 
is nothing more 
than a way 
leading to extinction 
before your time 
And over them 
will fly 
the keepers 



and the defenders 
of the light 
who are destined 
to prevail 
in any battle 
with foul forces 
of other winged  
monsters of humanity 
So you can take 
the secret  
of your Wu-Tang sword style 
and stick it up 
your black ass 
right through 
your diamond ring piece 
So bring it on 
You all know 
you are mine 
you-know-whats 
And as much I do 



dig your shit 
you better watch out 
‘cause I find nothin’ 
quite as much fun 
as watching 
someone else’s 
septic tank’s 
fuckin’ prism 
get blown to hell 
like a vicious act 
of terrorism 
Suspenseful 
must be import 
through my utensil 
the pencil 
I brings to harm 
and wins some potential 
I’m the razor 
hit you with the major  
the damage 



they don’t understand it 
be flavour 
The secret of the Wu style 
is a pencil sharpener 
and I don’t need one 
I got me  
a real fine piece 
it’s the definite best 
article to use 
with a German name 
mechanical  
and indisposable 
keep the ammo coming 
it’ll last forever 
loaded up with lead 
always sharp 
pumping out 
the steel point 
of its head 
It rips the shit 



if you try 
laying lines 
to make your mark 
on shit paper 
For that I sever 
the shaft of a feather 
from the wing 
of a wedge-tail eagle 
for the quill 
that I fill 
with a spill 
of my own 
red iron flow 
that comes  
from a place 
beyond the rhythm 
of concrete jungle drums 
but I most definitely 
do dance 
to that groove  



especially when it moves 
for the flow 
of a Samurai Apocalypse 
So yo RZA 
hit me with a beat 
anytime 
I only supped 
a little bit of your shit 
and I kinda like it 
I only got the one 
of your clan’s albums 
and now I’m gonna give  
the record 
back with interest 
You know I had it 
on rotation 
with Busta’s disc 
Turned it up 
to fire it up 
hitchin’ around  



Aotearoa 
when I was 
settin’ it up 
for the showdown 
in winter 2001 
Osama got the credit 
but now we all see 
how he  
was just  
another muppet 
Who were the real  
masters 
of the puppet? 
But you boys 
probably already know 
given how  
you have been 
apparently 
flying in circles 
higher up my shit 



than I was 
Feels a lot like 
some people 
been running a game 
on my ass 
and I don’t like 
the way that feels 
About time 
I saw something 
more substantial 
coming my way 
than just your jiggy  
little tunes  
Are you gettin’ me? 
Never mind 
You best not 
get out of town 
It might be a snake 
that brings death to you 
when you least expect 



But my thanks  
for the soundtrack 
I don’t have 
my own peeps  
anymore 
but if I did 
they’d say it was 
fully sick  
End word up 
my bitches 
So what’s the time? 
It’s time for me 
to take it back again 
to stickin’ my pencil 
through the fabric 
of reality 
But before I do 
Take some time  
for a breather 
I gotta go to town 



Post some letters 
Reload some stocks  
of food and water 
Make some deposits 
by parking my hiny  
on something clean 
white and shiny 
sitting comfortably 
on the throne 
for a hard earned change 
Where I write 
is the back of beyond 
on rocky ground 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
and it’s hard to bury 
my crap and paper 
I can’t dig down 
deep enough 
so a little local 



spiny shy shit sniffing 
egg laying mammal 
freak of the Earth  
loves it 
uncovers it 
to blow around 
in the wind 
Together we all 
must answer the call 
of nature 
If you are  
a human being 
you are called 
for the creation 
of destinies 
And right now 
I can sense a calling 
to take a bath 
and a razor 
to my face 



Grooming the great gift 
of my physical presence 
is an act of gratitude 
for the Mother Universe 
I seek to appreciate 
and enhance 
her beautiful work 
That spirit 
is a projection 
forward into the realm 
which affects 
my future 
and the twist of threads 
around me 
which affects 
the future 
for whatever 
takes the space 
created when 
my thread ends 



This is the way 
of all things 
Evolution 
Never forget 
the realm is 
a field of probability 
influenced by everything 
in the soul 
of the Universe 
Always count your blessings 
Especially for abilities 
to control and know 
what’s coming 
in the flow 
You have no options 
when you are a tiny 
collection of cells 
in a womb 
and many grow 
into a world 



of high probability 
for limited possibilities 
Many fates  
are fully fucked 
from the outset 
and many fools 
try unwinding 
twisting threads 
of doomed destinies 
but all they do 
is add themselves 
to the mass  
of that weave 
You won’t fly far 
if you don’t 
get in behind 
threads that already 
run through  
the future 
There are no winners 



in the Oppression Olympics 
Chasing spiralling weaves 
into black holes 
increases the gravity 
of the situation 
to suck in more 
and few are made 
of the right stuff 
to succeed 
at slaying that monster 
So now I’m here 
I suppose it’s time 
for this dragon 
to pull its steel 
to enter and destroy 
this house full 
of mirrors 
for the damned 
One can only wonder 
how members 



of the intelligentsia 
can act so blind 
to the roles they play 
spinning weaves 
of self-destructive 
culture wars  
with social science 
and politics 
Their agendas 
despite claims  
of noble action 
extend little way 
beyond pushing their paper 
and heads up asses 
It can be seen 
in many associations 
of fudge-packing press 
pretending to be 
guardians of truth 
recycling the shit storm 



to create clicks 
protecting their shitty well  
entrenched positions 
substantiating 
inane academic 
thought experiments 
like identity politics 
and intersectionality 
It’s a fucking joke 
that few are buying 
and yet it gets 
more column inches 
than it could 
ever possibly deserve 
because all those 
politicking the diseased 
systems of society 
primary objectives 
are the protection 
of their own 



self-important positions 
The root of the problem 
of intersectionality 
is dominating threads 
of sick weaves 
pulling streams 
of the universal flow 
into hellish dead ends 
So it’s enter the dragon  
time again to torch  
the opposition 
and positions 
of social justice warriors 
They’re brave fighters 
They don’t do forgiveness 
They focus to channel 
emotional content 
They contain and build 
Then they release 
To where? 



Lost in their little world 
a miasma of meaninglessness 
of post-modern nothingness 
and social-Marxist delusion  
denying that n-word 
narrative 
and natural systems 
for leadership selection 
Blindly oblivious 
to the truth 
of universal reality 
disconnected 
from the dimension 
of time and soul 
and the natural world 
They are the toxic cream 
of a sickening sour milk 
squeezed and seeping 
from the rancid tit 
on a poisoned cow 



stirred into 
the soulless soup 
of a septic society 
like pus  
from the stinking sores  
of spiritually unhealthy 
or hollow hierarchies 
both conservative 
and liberal 
within secular rationalism 
and the archaic 
institutions 
of the establishment 
completely corrupted  
by self-righteousness 
greed and self-interest 
senses of entitlement 
and individualism’s 
inherent apathy 
and collective 



ineffectiveness 
So positive action 
becomes a direction 
of emotive energy 
to nothing beyond 
the point of connection 
to the problem 
because they have 
no real solutions 
And to make matters worse 
they take aim 
at wide society 
increasing the density 
of threads projecting 
the pattern of the problem 
into the realm 
of possibilities 
through a self-perpetuating  
twisting tempest 
of emotion 



that gets given 
room to grow 
by scared simpletons 
running systems 
of their own suppression 
like forgiveness 
until the probability 
that awakened individuals 
inflamed 
with tortured 
twisted sick souls 
choose to loose 
their control 
upon whomever they see 
fuelling the fire 
of the hell 
in which they are burning 
manifests into reality 
Then the moronic minions 
of mainstream society 



who think soul 
and spirituality 
are about going to church 
or a song style sung 
by beautiful black people 
or something about emotion 
they don’t understand 
but they get it 
crying at a good movie 
or at best 
it’s something to do 
with like doing 
meditation and yoga 
and realizing self-fulfilment 
get the wool pulled 
over their dull  
or shallow sparkling 
blind eyes 
by their insipid 
public representatives 



who either 
don’t have a fucking clue 
or who sweep the truth 
under the carpet 
while they try 
to win votes 
with pathetic shows 
of sorrowful compassion 
and determined strength 
promising more safety 
and security 
while they continue 
to propagate 
the diseased systems 
at the root 
of the problem 
driving automotive 
weapons of insanity 
into crowds 
of dumbfounded dipshits 



and bewildered bystanders 
So burn you all 
you dumb fucks 
burn 
burn 
burn 
as you spiral down 
your black hole to hell 
Seeing you cry  
on the screen 
of your two dimensional reality 
after the next 
most recent 
latest mass murder 
is almost as good 
as watching 
Drogon destroy 
King’s Landing 
A lot of people 
getting really sick 



from having to deal 
with your stupid shit 
And now I’m off 
for a well  
deserved shower 
See you baby 
I’ll be back 
How you goin’? 
Did you miss me? 
That was another wee 
mission accomplished 
I even caught me  
some TV 
on the world wide web 
while I got my jobbies done 
Reruns on demand 
of smokin’ good shit 
A stand-up 
funny fucker 
cracking jokes 



about strange times 
admits he be 
a chimp like 
dumb chump 
while he blows 
truths like a shotgun 
so sharp 
to my head 
I’m on the floor 
in stitches 
laughing 
my fuckin’ ass off 
Next morning 
just before 
I gotta fly 
out the door 
to get me back 
on the road 
I spy some shit 
I’ve not seen 



for a quick click 
to catch some geek speak 
about brains 
but all I hear 
is a sweet voice 
from somewhere 
making me think 
about eyes wide open 
and the Milky Bar Kid 
only eats what’s right 
and milky bars 
are creamy white 
while lost in flight 
over strawberry fields forever 
and hills are filled with fire 
I felt a burning desire 
to get outta town 
as soon as possible 
with Mr Mojo Risin’ 
blazin’ in my buggy 



flying back to my eyrie 
up amongst nature’s 
temples of stone 
made by the Mother 
I hit the road 
and got stopped 
by a nice man in blue 
working for the people 
He made me  
count to ten 
for a breath test 
I passed with a smile 
He said I did  
good work 
and I said 
Good on you, mate 
And I rolled on 
singing along 
with track 34 
of The Very Best 



of The Doors 
keepin’ my eyes 
on the road 
and my hand 
upon the wheel 
thinking I’m glad 
I don’t do 
beers for breakfast now 
but I did wish 
I was riding with 
Mary-Jane 
with whom I could 
wake and bake 
‘cause I get tired 
many mornings 
feeling the pain 
for now not yet 
I can’t escape 
from everywhere  
and nowhere 



not even out 
upon my rock 
riding through 
the third quarter 
of our solar trip 
into the spring 
equinox 
lost and found 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
never ever 
never forever back again 
And now I’m back here again 
Again  
Where was I? 
I remember now 
I’m looking into 
and through 
the formation 
of our mind’s eye 



Are you with me? 
More than I think 
you don’t realize 
you are going 
to get it 
Big time 
We are all 
threads of one 
weave of reality 
Some more so 
than others 
and we only know 
how we go 
when we share 
our being here 
What’s the story? 
You getting me? 
Remember now 
I am waiting 
not for you? 



Not with you? 
But because 
and about you 
I’m so close 
to flying forever 
never back again 
This time for real 
I mean more 
than a recycled 
turn of phrase 
The End of Times 
is a rehashed line 
but it flies in time 
for it is not 
the end of Time 
Time is always 
running out 
Are you out of time? 
What’s the Time? 
Are you with it? 



You best be  
in time above times 
and you better look out 
because there will always be 
one above you 
and it’s there 
for a reason 
Are you with it 
or against it? 
Time will tell 
The memory will remain 
The Story is true 
Reality is not an illusion 
Echoes of the Universe 
patterns of light 
stream through matter 
with varied strength 
and density 
always flowing 
to the ancient lake 



of infinity 
to be drawn 
into this world 
or the next 
We are 
the leading light 
of all the life 
we know 
in the Universe 
All things 
are manifestations 
of natural forces 
that draw 
the Universe 
out into infinity 
Replicating patterns 
of perpetuating 
existence 
We are the light 
shining through 



the cut 
from the blade 
cast and forged 
in perfect combinations 
of matter 
on a journey 
to becoming 
a manifestation 
of forces 
beyond the confines 
of universal 
space and time 
We are threads 
in a weaving vortex 
in a higher dimension 
like bubbles 
forming on an edge 
that becomes 
the substance 
the blade 



the wave 
the weave 
as it projects 
connects and reforms 
off the edge 
Like balls of light 
projecting from the aura 
around the womb 
of the mother’s globe 
We’ve all felt it 
It’s an experience 
beyond words 
so many forget 
not knowing 
what they feel 
Patterns of life 
and all matter 
echo around us 
to be found 
in reality’s systems 



Manifestations 
of The Truth 
Flows, currents, streams 
vessels, threads, weaves 
drawn in by expansion 
convergence, divergence 
roots, stems 
trunks, branches 
multiplicity, diversity 
cycles and spirals 
spheres and atmospheres 
bubbles and globes 
wombs and eggs 
seeds and fertilisation 
birth and growth 
death and renewal 
The finite 
the one 
created by 
and drawn out 



to the infinite 
the none 
the beyond 
forever in motion 
It is all 
and it is you 
and you are it 
Are you with it 
or against it? 
Are you a blockage 
limiting infinity 
to what you know 
in one world? 
In the beginning 
God created 
the heaven 
and the earth 
Yeah right whatever 
We must be ruled 
only by what  



rationalises reality 
with thought and knowledge 
Yeah right whatever 
I think 
I feel 
I know 
I imagine 
I do  
I wonder 
therefore I am 
and so is reality 
Words on pages 
are expressions of life 
and are very good 
for cleaning up shit 
But that which feeds 
the thinking mind 
is not enough 
to sustain life 
I look for the truth 



in all that is  
the real thing 
reflected 
and projected 
around me 
Consider the birds 
Consider my cock 
Consider an inside out 
bottle of soda pop 
Like a bubble balloon 
of the Universe 
and life 
The sweet fluid 
of the present 
surrounds the glass 
like oceans and air 
The glass is soul 
Light compressed 
in the flow of time 
growing out 



expanding the vessel 
fed by the flow 
from within 
Light drawn 
through the beginning 
the opening 
the start of the story 
Currents create form 
in the density of soul 
projecting light  
through the fluid surface 
into the infinite beyond 
in patterns 
and intensities 
producing a field 
of possibilities 
Threads and streams 
different stories 
chapters of the one 
universal flow 



out to none 
to persist 
or desist 
or re-emerge 
powered by the strength 
of their soul current 
through the patterns 
of possible realities 
The elements of life 
conduct the purest light 
like blazing portals 
From syrupy starts 
spice like black pepper 
sprinkled and swam 
the primordial soup 
for life’s warm flavours 
Heat from light 
taking form in matter 
like crystals growing 
shining their signal 



pulsing patterns 
like bubbles forming 
on the edges 
of the diamonds 
of the soul of life 
Scattered individuals 
disconnected threads 
lose their form 
in the weave 
regressing 
not growing 
in the spiral of life 
and blow tiny bubbles 
lost into infinity 
or they get sucked in 
by those channelling 
to cling as one 
to a single outcome 
as one world 
or one possible reality 



under one God 
or one rulebook 
They become trapped 
in a dualism 
that forms one vessel 
one bubble 
as the light of truth 
flows through them 
while they direct 
to the way they think 
the world is 
or should be 
as a continuation 
of the single reality 
where we all stand  
in the present 
They project from one 
to one 
They are the stories 
they are the Times 



that are chapters 
that fail to become 
The Story of the Universe  
The Truth of Time 
Natural reality 
The plot of all matter 
It’s no wonder 
they can’t get it together 
They see division 
in the present 
and can’t abide 
nor embody 
within their reality 
that which opposes 
Then some seek 
to produce  
a benign world 
lacking natural 
power dynamics 
resulting in the same 



single bubble 
as those who impose 
their will of the one 
It is a tumour 
that is malignant 
It is the reflection 
of a black hole 
Immobile balloons 
destined to burst 
full of fixed 
defined divisions 
like cancer cells 
suppressing the flow  
of light below 
to burn like hell 
Suicide 
and murder 
for those sucked in 
to be blown away 
Evolutionary 



dead ends 
The same fate awaits 
insular streams of life 
that refuse  
to select and connect 
especially those who kill 
competing for advantage 
for supposed survival 
beyond escape 
Actively bursting  
other bubbles 
is a dangerous dance 
Disrupting the nature 
of a universal system 
is a double edged sword 
Destroying and dispersing 
the light of life and matter 
diminishes the substance 
the soul of the Universe 
which is formed  



beneath feet and wings 
Life begets life 
You need your hardest 
and sharpest threads 
in your weave 
to produce 
the brightest  
substantial streams 
of the infinite light 
to shine forth 
into the future 
They don’t need 
to always be your lead 
in the dance of life 
But you better have 
the capability 
to recruit 
and retain 
and swing 
and hold them 



above you 
Substance is strength 
Matter is a creation 
of natural forces 
of the Infinite 
The meek will inherit 
the Earth 
And the wrong strong 
are killing it 
Material strength 
thought’s machines 
dominate the spirit 
the infinite power 
the light of life 
that is 
the eternally strong 
The strongest signals 
pulses of light  
streaming into infinity 
come from the sharp 



leading edges 
of the purest gems 
of the soul of life 
They are the future 
They are the embodiment 
of all reality 
Love and hate 
Peace and conflict 
Life and death 
Wild freedom 
leading organised life 
Simply sailing 
smooth seas 
on the good ship 
Peace Love and Happiness 
is a boat ride 
to nowhere 
on an unavoidable 
collision course 
with the hurricane of hell 



One vibration 
in one direction 
while open to receive 
is just another 
one bubble 
suck hole 
that will force 
other life 
to fight for survival 
It doesn’t transmit 
a strong stream 
from its soft blunt 
user-friendly facade 
which is why 
it never succeeds 
Look around 
at the natural world 
Blindly optimistic fools 
following their bliss 
believing life 



can always be 
a pleasure cruise 
float in circles 
in polluted melt water 
rising with temperatures 
beneath an atmosphere 
overloaded 
with the elemental 
substance of life 
while others on shore 
feel storm clouds 
are brewing 
as the limits of the land 
begin to break 
How bad can it get? 
It’ll be alright, right? 
Who said these are 
The End of Times 
and not 
the end of days? 



Am I just 
humouring you? 
Never mind 
doom and gloom 
crazy talk 
Think positive 
Visualise good outcomes 
Manifest a better reality 
Be the change 
you want to see 
in the world 
You will get 
the right people 
into government 
and you’ll all do 
the best you can 
Spiritual leaders 
guiding meditation and yoga 
to find peace 
and self-realization  



in the present moment 
Enlightenment 
for every soul 
in its own reality 
The End of Times? 
What nonsense 
Your children can learn 
the way to nirvana 
and never mind 
The End of Days 
Believe in love 
and live every day 
to its fullest 
For who can truly say 
that there is more 
to reality 
than that? 
Yeah right, right? 
Are you getting me? 
Oh you get it alright 



Mad men  
speak of prophets 
to further their wild ideas 
That’s what’s got us 
into this mess 
in the first place 
You don’t need 
to get me 
Do you? 
It is just me 
who needs to get serious 
and take a good look 
at myself? 
Where am I? 
Standing alone 
on the edge of a rock 
in a forest dying 
around me in drought 
Dust storms 
blow from the west 



scattering dead leaves 
from tree’s branches 
In endless blue skies  
I spy smoke clouds 
over eastern hills  
Again 
Weeks of smoke 
from distant wildfires 
ravaging districts 
Again 
Last autumn  
for the equinox  
I left the city 
for a break 
before Easter holiday crowds 
and visited a forest 
named for the swamp 
it surrounds 
I found scorched earth 
Apocalyptic scenes 



Vast tracts 
Multiple forests 
And now again 
I stand in wonder 
about accumulating 
feedback loops 
Something above me 
catches my eye 
I look up 
A wedge-tail eagle 
rides the westerly winds 
rising over this ridge 
My god at last I exclaim 
Where have you been? 
In my grandiosity 
I named this place 
Thunderbolt Eagles’ Landing 
but this is only 
my second visitation 
There are higher rocks 



over which I see 
these grand beasts 
making their domain 
It flies looking down 
and around 
Has it seen me? 
It starts to circle 
spiralling upwards 
The pattern 
of light and dark 
under its wings 
shrinks to a silhouette 
How high will it go? 
It becomes a speck of black 
in the vast blueness 
bordered by dry lands 
and smoke clouds 
I can’t see it now 
But then it glints 
sunlight off bright feathers? 



And I see it no more 
Yeah, alright already 
I get the picture 
But thanks all the same 
It was a beautiful reminder 
I never can forget 
the story of reality 
I’ve seen it 
all my life 
through wide eyes 
connected to 
the present world 
and felt it 
through my soul 
in the soul 
of all time 
with connections 
to stories heard 
of fact and fable 
so I’m able 



to know that which runs 
through all 
is the Truth 
of my reality 
is the Truth 
of all reality 
It is what I am 
It is what we are 
So you tell me 
What the fuck 
is the story? 
How the fuck 
are you goin’? 
Shut the fuck up 
Yeah no shit 
I already know 
I got you 
a long long time ago 
and I am well and truly 
fucking over it 



And you are  
fucking dreaming 
if you think 
you are over me 
The End of Times 
is not the end of time 
and The Story 
is not the end  
of stories 
All threads weave 
through the window 
of the present 
so all relate 
and all create  
the future 
as manifestations 
of the past 
beyond material extension 
with flow of light 
through time 



We are not all 
shining the same 
and material light 
from synthetic stars 
only floods the moment 
We are the leading  
evolutionary force 
of all life on Earth 
pushing the limits 
of our existence 
to the point 
of unsustainability 
which results in  
population collapse 
and potential extinction 
as we struggle 
to break through 
and branch out 
to our next phase 
of being 



All forms of life 
grow from a point 
of origin 
It is the nature 
of our human capability 
to direct the energy 
that flows through us 
beyond only projecting 
matter through time 
that gives us 
our advantage in life 
It is the force 
of this power 
that is our leading edge 
from which 
the essential phase shift 
must occur 
The point 
of the leading edge 
is the messiah 



It is your leading light 
It is a force of nature 
manifesting in form 
as an apex power 
of convergent flow 
in divergent growth 
What becomes 
of your edge 
is what becomes 
of you 
Diminish it 
and you diminish yourself 
That is The Story 
End of story 
Denial is destruction 
What is the tipping point 
of failure to evolve? 
Where is the failure? 
Who is the tipping point? 
Soul and spirituality 



are not mystical 
They are basic 
fundamental concepts 
of existence 
beyond the present moment 
which underlie 
the forces of nature 
Religion and academia 
are failures 
despite both  
containing the truth 
they miss the point 
by complicating 
the message 
as they serve 
their own ends 
I’ve just summed up 
the true reality 
of Bible themes 
on a few bits 



of shit paper 
from an underlying 
rational scientific 
point of view 
Did you get it? 
Never mind 
It’s probably too late 
You moron monkey fucks 
refuse to let go 
clinging like monstrous babies 
sucking your mama dry 
crushing her to death 
while you invent reasons 
why anything extending 
a comfortably content 
or pleasantly long 
physical existence 
is a natural healthy 
state of affairs 
letting you believe 



there will always be 
a solution to the problem 
of rearranging 
the finite matter  
surrounding you 
Independent of  
the forces of nature 
all you end up 
rearranging 
are the deck chairs 
on the Titanic 
And you don’t 
understand the force 
of your own nature 
because knowledge 
is being limited 
by dogmatic 
belief and disbelief 
through religion 
including those formed 



around atheism  
and scepticism 
with scientific method 
limited by what  
can be contained 
and measured 
Higgs Boson Blues anyone? 
And philosophers 
and psychologists 
and wellness therapists 
apart from a few isolated 
and usually marginalised 
practitioners 
appear to have little 
true understanding 
of soul body mind  
relative to the dynamics 
of matter and energy 
through time 
All this results 



in individuals 
interpreting experience 
only in the present moment 
Consequently 
societal change 
can’t keep up 
with physical progress 
and the solutions 
the clever folk 
have come up with 
are self-centred 
got you doing yoga 
and meditation 
thinking you’re all good 
and enlightened 
If you’re not connected 
to the leading lights 
at the edge 
of your life force 
through social systems 



you are destined 
for darkness 
And there’s your problem 
Rubbish societies 
Pseudo communities 
living in nuclear families 
Marginalised communal living 
Centralised democracies 
and on and on and on 
Loss of ability 
to self-organise 
Rivalrous dynamics 
repulsing talent 
creating competition 
beyond competency 
in hollow hierarchies 
turning to sick systems 
further reducing 
recognition 
and appreciation 



and application 
of the brightest 
individuals 
Do you even 
have a clue 
who they are? 
By their nature 
they will often 
not be prominent 
nor produce a body of work 
in shitty systems 
You must seek the light 
and support them 
Where is it? 
I’m not skilled 
at seeing auras 
but I recognise 
light from eyes 
and it is no surprise 
that it is always 



a good indicator 
Otherwise 
what you need 
is to read 
the light of the truth 
of their stories 
Understand 
their character 
Pins deeply stuck in 
through the present  
to the past 
don’t shine bright 
with halos of light 
Conservatism 
in all forms 
especially that which poses 
as progressive 
is an evil darkness 
opposing nature 
They only see  



the infinite light 
when they die 
looking down 
the tunnel 
of the dark hole 
at the heart 
of their soul 
That’s why they love 
sticking their heads 
up their asses 
from where they think 
the light shines 
The words that come 
from the leads 
of their pencils 
aren’t too bright 
and almost always 
repetitively 
stink of the same shit 
The brightest pencils 



write stories 
of true reality 
with their lives 
If you wish to write 
an enduring future 
you must have them 
in hand 
And right about now 
it looks a lot like 
they’re leaving you behind 
forever 
The mainstream 
controlled by fear 
with too much safety 
choose blunt points 
laying soft lines 
to fade away 
You might miss 
or dismiss  
the point 



But the point 
will not  
miss you 
The diamond lead 
of the pencil of life 
the leading edge 
by being buried 
or flying away 
writes you out 
of the script 
They are the chosen 
Chosen by the force 
of life’s realities 
The power of the energy 
that flows through  
their threads 
and surrounding weaves  
through time 
creating the future 
The Hebrew knew 



They understood 
And what a tale 
they’ve spun 
Twisting with the Arabs 
And the Christ spin-off 
I haven’t read the book 
except a bit 
here and there 
Not my cup of tea 
But I particularly enjoyed 
their Hitler story 
So dramatic 
The way my peeps 
saved the day 
And their American 
picture show industry 
Spectacular 
Inglourious Basterds 
Fuck yeah 
Oh Shosanna 



Mercy! 
But their best 
screen production 
would have to be 
9/11 
That Osama Bin Laden 
was one hell 
of a character 
That was a goddamn 
huge deposit 
into the trash heap 
of history 
making a mark 
sticking it 
to the Judeo-Christian 
world domination 
like that 
Yes my word 
what a story 
has grown  



from the cradle 
of civilisation 
What was in that water? 
I guess they had to dig 
a lot of wells 
Sniff it out 
with their blessed big noses? 
I can’t help 
but wonder 
did it often stink 
like dog piss? 
The smell 
of the progress 
of MANkind 
You know? 
Remember my spin 
on evolution? 
The sniff 
is the most conscious 
specific behavioural action 



to sense 
beyond visual range 
and is most  
easily identified 
in other animals 
Followed by 
the pricking of ears? 
Hunters hearin’ me? 
You heard about 
smell and memory 
and the brain? 
Perhaps I have to watch 
that Netflix doc 
I only saw the start 
Talking about 9/11 
Making me remember 
some girl’s eyes 
and how getting stoned 
enhances some 
sensory perceptions 



and how I hate 
strong perfume 
and other people’s 
odours in my face 
beyond their personal space 
Incense makes me go 
angry like a psycho 
Ever notice 
how dumb mongrels 
love smothering 
their shitty selves 
with spray-on deodorant 
and dumb bitches 
bathe in perfume 
to make your eyes water 
and classy 
smart folk 
smell sweetly subtle 
to make you want 
a closer sniff? 



Now ain’t that the truth 
Some people 
just never get it 
Dullards 
Where was I? 
I remember now 
Sick to death 
of the stink 
of all your 
fucking shit 
So here I sit 
alone on the edge 
of a rock 
ready and set 
to fly away 
forever 
killing time 
at The End of Times 
Is that my problem? 
Is it just me 



and my reality? 
Shall we see? 
Jesus fucking Christ 
You people 
So how you goin’? 
Yeah, I hear you 
Your silence 
speaks volumes 
Volumes of shit 
 
 
 
(Edit point 1/11/2019) 
 
 
(incomplete...continues...) 



...Always with the talking 
and the walking 
Do you think you know 
all about the truth 
and that’s enough 
for a mighty shield 
the highest target? 
I can see it 
in your mind 
It comes out your mouth 
It runs in your brain 
from your arse 
down your back 
when you turn away 
A most clever target indeed 
But it’s not hard 
And I don’t mind if I do 
have a stab at that 
if I’m in the right mood 
Mostly I just watch you 



walking on 
down your way 
So no then 
let’s not talk about it 
But you can’t help yourselves 
and talkin’ and walkin’ 
is about all 
most of you  
know what to do 
And I’ll admit 
I’m fucking crazy 
about how 
some of you 
look from behind 
So how you goin’? 
You’re up for a chat 
I see that 
You’ll have a go 
especially if you know 
how you think your way 



to your home 
is most safe and secure 
and protected 
with a hand 
not too far away 
from open gates 
and front doors 
And most of the time 
I’m itchin’  
to have a fuckin’  
good go at you 
But I’m not coming knocking 
I’m not one of them 
Repeating The Word 
We’ve all heard it before 
An irritating buzz 
from unwanted help-lines 
like flies in your face 
from the cold corpse 
of the dead horse 



they’re unwittingly flogging 
Saddle bags runneth over 
with free tickets 
They can’t give it away 
but they try 
for a flight 
to eternal salvation 
They’ve got wings? 
On the horse? 
Of course! 
I get it now 
It’s the Resurrection! 
Now there’s a resuss job 
that would be 
worth a look 
But I’m not holding my breath 
No way for that 
Mind you 
Given the state of the horse 
perhaps I should 



until they fuck off 
and get the damn thing 
out of my face 
For Christ’s sake! 
These fools won’t quit 
stinking up the place 
with their rotten horseshit 
Is that why they wear 
those goofy smiling masks? 
What? They’re not wearing masks? 
I know, my bad 
You gotta laugh 
They’ll forgive us 
They asked for it 
It’s time they cut their losses 
And bugger off already 
We’ve wasted far too much on this 
But before they go 
up their merry way 
if I can bear the stink 



I’m curious to hear 
Not really 
What they think 
about one or two things 
So like, you know 
where again is this place 
youse believe you’re going? 
Is it up there, like 
beyond a ceiling 
above the stars? 
I see, I think I get the picture 
I might have seen it before 
Amazing detail 
old and intricate 
Is that the one? 
Did youse paint that? 
Oh, that was those guys 
You’re not with them? 
Okay then, so same roof 
different sections 



Not the same sized 
manholes? 
You need a key 
And where’s that now? 
It’s on the horse 
Of course, why did I ask? 
And it’s all fireproof 
to withstand the fires 
of damnation 
when they engulf the world 
Well yes, the weather 
Has been a bit warmer than usual 
So this ceiling of yours 
What’s that actually made of? 
Not as old as theirs 
and it’s still fireproof? 
Mate, sounds like fibro to me 
Probably more to it 
than just the stuff 
of those ancient texts 



and that other junk mail 
Good thing youse got those masks 
Especially for when 
all the other losers 
with their asses on fire 
try to smash their way 
up and out 
or when it all falls flat 
back to Earth 
in a shattered mess 
Believe me, I know 
I’m certified for removing that shit 
I’m a roofer by trade 
And mate, I ain’t goin’ 
anywhere near 
your roof space 
I don’t do those jobs anymore 
There’s not enough in it 
to make it worthwhile 
and it gets you nowhere 



And I’ll tell ya something else 
If you really believe 
that place’ll save ya 
from the burning down 
of the house 
mate, you’re dreamin’! 
But seriously 
Sometimes I wonder 
If I let them talk to me 
and I had a real go 
to make them see 
if they’ve figured out 
what it’s all about 
or if they know 
what really runs the show 
would they have 
more than a clue 
exactly who and what 
they’re talking to 
and fall to their knees? 



Thank Christ there’s no need 
to worry about that 
goddamn bloody well happening 
There’s a reason 
I spent my life 
avoiding the learning 
of the programming 
of conversion machines 
It’s a waste of time 
when what works best 
is the cutting off 
of the head 
So I’m not going there 
Not literally at least 
by my hand 
You understand? 
You looked worried 
there at the end 
Have I scared the sheep? 
No need to panic 



Little Bo Peep 
I’m getting a bit old 
for jumping fences 
to chase cute wee tails 
like Little Red Riding Hood 
Although I could 
and maybe I should 
sneak a sniff and see 
what I can score 
around her granny’s 
back door 
Don’t know what tasty treats 
might be on offer 
And I’ve nearly had a gutsful 
of all the bleedin’ chickens 
and I’m getting kind of bored 
with buying bacon 
and handfuls of beans 
so perhaps now’s the time 
to hit some sweet temptation 



But I gotta keep it lean and mean 
Unfortunately 
I got bigger fucking fish to fry 
But fuck me 
I’d love to munch out 
on a yummy moist piece 
of pink pussycat peach pie 
I beg your pardon? 
What? Are you talkin' to me? 
Mind my language? 
You’ll be begging 
for more than my pardon 
if you want to go there 
friendo 
Self-righteous  
snooty mutts snap 
and yap along 
with growling guardians 
behind their fences 
Dumb dogs and smart bitches 



Or is it the other way ‘round? 
I can’t tell 
They all sound the same to me 
They’re real responsible 
Looking after their litter 
Always getting tied 
and producing puppies 
for children to play with 
It’s for companionship 
It’s a basic human need 
And there’s only so much 
you can do 
with a bird in a cage 
I best not make trouble 
They’ll set the schweinhund on me 
Their neighbours aren’t much better 
In their backyard 
their brood ranges free 
learning mindfulness 
with the chickens 



A carved Buddha looks on 
in the garden 
all plantation timber 
He’s captured carbon 
And their enlightened souls 
They know the score 
Nirvana 
They got it 
Nevermind was just a phase 
They kept it real 
Living lives 
righteously 
they visualise 
positively  
a better world 
but all they are 
manifesting 
is five eighths 
of sweet fuck-all 
Samsara and Nirvana 



That all you got? 
Sweet dreams losers 
Never mind the bollocks 
It’ll be the barrel of a gun 
stuck in your mouth 
blowing your brains out 
After the whimper 
a big bang comes 
after all 
These people are killing me already 
So I’ll kill them back... 
 
 
(incomplete...continues...) 
  



...So take you puckered lips 
and suck on my save yourselfie stick 
forever ‘till the end of time 
‘Cause I’m the Game Over Rover 
and if you ain’t my bitch 
when you get bent over 
that’s when your bleedin’ ass 
won’t be mine 
For death leaves every end open 
and no one gets out of here alive 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
So bring it on 
Bitches 
 
 



 
 

NEVER 

EVER 
NEVER 

FOREVER 

THE END 
AND ON 

INTO 
INFINITY 

 

 
COME 
FLY 

WITH ME 
  



 

 

 
  



The Kiss Off  (hit it with a beat) 
 

It’s time for killin’ 
‘cause it’s always time for livin’ 
and dealing with foul forces 
is the role that I’ve been given 
I got licensed to ill 
with a way different skill 
and it’s not for saving you 
there’s a bigger thrill to spill 
I’m fucking you all up 
puttin’ my root down for luck 
with my sharp salty blade 
from my mouth for you to suck 
But the time is soon to come  
for us to slide on some sweet tongue 
and I promise you girls 
I know how to make it fun 
We can get it together 
every day 
and win all the games 



that we want to play 
Losing it 
for the sake of the flow 
we’ll come in time 
and we won’t need to know 
what it is 
when we’re writing the story 
hitting all our spots 
that’ll be our glory 
So you’ll see me ‘round 
‘cause I’ll see you first 
flying up high 
giving me the thirst 
Let’s not be shy 
and stand back feelin’ dry 
but get warmed up or chilled 
for any piece of pie 
If you give me some 
like a hot French kiss 
then I’ll give it back 



to you with bliss 
If you’re a shorty 
or standing tall 
nasty or nice 
I can fuck it all 
every night 
and if we’re doing it wrong 
I can make it right 
like right outta sight 
but only if 
you’re gonna work with me 
and put it in the place 
that it needs to be 
So come on girl 
you don’t have to be mine 
just find your own beauty 
and that’ll make you fine 
A real strong woman 
killing fear 
is the sexy thing 



for which I want to care 
So get your girls together 
to start whippin’ the weak 
and we’ll all fly to infinity 
cheek to cheek 
Come cream it with me 
It’s on you Baby Pie 
Live and let live 
and let what’s dying die 
Spread your wings 
rise up and fly 
with the true masters of reality 
who rule from beyond the sky 
Peace and love madly 
See you in the future 
 

     X 

     O 
    XX 
   XOX 
  XXXX 



 

 
 

  



Appendix I 
 

Everyone knows about it 
from the Queen of England 
to the Hounds of Hell? 
How the hell should I know? 
Nobody comes to talk 
with me about it 
I read words 
Watch videos 
Listen to songs 
I get it 
Certainly is  
a good buzz 
But a cool, hot or sexy 
come fuck me please 
vampire 
is still 
just a mosquito 



by another name 
and no better 
than a blood sucking leech 
If you never got it 
and you’re not getting it yet 
you are truly fucked 
 
18 years old my baby now 
Born into war and ready to enlist 
It’s been online for quite some time 
with some other shit 
 
The truth is out there 
 
Word up 

 
So all you dumb cunts 
and smart-arse fuck-heads 
can suck on my shit 
forever  



Prologue (Scribed 2017) 

 

2001: Spring Begins  
 
Start of September, Wellington NZ:  
 
I went to 'Fidel's Café' down Cuba Street. The 
coffee was good and so were the muffins. The 
people were annoying. Trendy young 
urbanites, all so cool and sure about the world 
and how they bettered it. 
 
I found a place to sit, down the back in the 
courtyard. I let the coffee open me up. I ate 
the muffin. I needed the fuel. The weather was 
good and I was preparing to cross The Strait 
and go far south on a mission. 
 



Next to me hung a dartboard. For a bull’s-eye 
it had a map of the USA with CIA written across 
it. Something came to me, strongly. I took out 
my notebook and wrote...  
 
"Put them behind the bull's-eye  
and you only give them the power  
which in turn gives power  
to your own silly little revolution  
Where does the real power lie?" 
 
I finished another coffee. I took the note and 
worked it beneath the wire of the dartboard to 
replace the bull’s-eye.  
 
I strode out of the café smiling. That guy, he's 
nuts. I knew what I was going to do. 
 
  



Introduction 
 
It was just after a quarter to nine on the 
morning of September 11 in New York City 
when the first plane was flown into the World 
Trade Centre. 
 
The time and date of that moment in time in 
Aotearoa was just after a quarter to one on the 
morning of September 12. 
 
Remember where you were? 
 
Remember why you were? 
 
The original Word file for the following trip 
report was created 3/09/2002 at Dunedin 
Polytechnic. It contains no fiction, no 
embellishments and no exaggerations. 
  



 
 
 

Prophecy 2001 
 

Remember September 11? When the first plane 

slammed into the side of the World Trade 

Centre September 11 was already yesterday in 

Aotearoa. Don’t forget it. 

  





This rhyme was written two days before my 

birthday, which just happens to be Haile 

Selassie’s. I was in the Wellington City Art 

Gallery looking at New Zealand art with NZ 

drum’n’bass Concord Dawn cranking in my 

discman when it came in the flow. I knew it 

was prophetic, I figured Wellington’s ‘Big 

One’ was due, time to shake down Babylon. 

Sometime later I changed it a bit and added 

some stuff, notably changing tense from future 

to present.  

 

I hand delivered a photocopy to the office of 

the University of Otago Press for the editor of 

the NZ literature and arts journal “Landfall” at 

about 4pm on Tuesday 11 September 2001, NZ 

time. I wrote “Wellington” on the back with a 

date for the next month and the comment “My 

call will be: That’ll fuckin’ learn ya!” 

  



I also included two photocopies from a book by 

a Victoria University of Wellington lecturer 

written about a maori prophet and the ‘Maori 

Millennium’. One copy was of a page from an 

overview of millennial prophets. I arrogantly 

scribbled on it that one day it would all be 

about me. On the other page, in reference to a 

point about another prophet, I wrote a comment 

about my having been incarcerated as a 

grandiose delusional psycho.  

 

But that’s not all…..  



 

 
 

  



 

This is the middle of the inside fold-out cover 

of the Beastie Boys’ debut album “Licensed to 

Ill”. The photo is taken in their hometown of 

New York. I also delivered a photocopy of this 

to the editor of “Landfall” on September 11. I 

scribbled a note on it asking whether the 

Beasties were claiming rights to being Jewish 

prophets, or something like that, as their license 

to ill. They seem to be making some kind of 

statement with the album cover, what else 

could it mean? This is clearer when you know 

what the outside of the cover looks like. I didn’t 

include a copy of that with the stuff I delivered 

on September 11. I wonder if the man I 

delivered it for was familiar with the cover? 

Are you?   



 

    
 

“Licensed To Ill” 

 

Front Cover  



  
 

Back Cover 

 

“So what’s the time?....It’s time to get ill!” 

  



   

 

  



 

 

 

This is a photocopy of the letter that 

accompanied the stuff I delivered. My 

‘grandiose delusion’, as it has been clinically 

labeled, was obviously in full force when I 

wrote it. I’d decided I didn’t give a fuck if I 

could get any kind of help from this person or 

not, but I made sure to ask for it, just for the 

record. 

  



 
 

 

This is my watch, which I had with me on 

September 11. This is genuinely how it 

displayed the date. I got an idea when I was in 

Wellington, prior to travelling down to 

Dunedin, to get a cheap stopwatch. I thought 



that maybe I’d give it to the publishing person 

as a gimmick with some message like “Who’s 

fast?” (“What’s the time?” would’ve also been 

a good line). I found the perfect stopwatch in 

Rebel Sports, but didn’t give it away. 

 

 
What are your legs? : Springs, steel springs.  

 

And what are they gonna do? : Hurl me up the 

track.  

 

And how fast can you go? : As fast as a…(?) 

 

And how fast will you go? : AS FAST AS A…(?)  

 

Well let’s see you do it then!   



The Unbelievable Full Account of My 

September 11 

 

I woke up at my friends’, ‘T and A’s’, place at 

Tomahawk Beach in Dunedin. It was Tuesday. 

I was feeling pretty charged and ready for 

action. I was still fired-up from the previous 

day.  

 

Monday’s post had brought a letter from my 

mother, forwarded to me by a friend in 

Wellington. I had become totally estranged 

from my parents early that year for reasons that 

were comprehensively confirmed by my 

mother’s letter. I was pissed off, hotter than 

hell, you might say. I went for my first run of 

the spring to blow some of it out. I donned my 

trusty adidas Trail Response runners (the only 

shoes I had) and headed for the statue of the 

World War One soldier way off high above the 

bay.  



 

I warmed up along the beach and hit the track 

leading up to the ridge. The track had obviously 

been used by a herd of cows and had become a 

shin-deep muddy cowshit bog. The gorse on the 

sides of the track made it impossible to get 

around. I was swearing and cursing and was 

considering turning back when I realised there 

was going to be no dodging cowshit for me. I 

caned it hard, straight up the guts. I passed 

slowly through the herd near the top and, 

pushing the pain, charged into the strong 

headwind up to the old digger giving it my all. I 

came down via Centre Road back to 

Tomahawk and washed the shit off my adidas 

in the ocean. I met Jack the huntaway puppy 

and still had enough to out-run him along the 

beach.  

 

That evening I was hanging out in the warm 

kitchen with my friend ‘A’ who was cooking 



dinner, I was still high from my run. My 

mother’s letter had got me going on ideas of 

things like fear and security and death. “You 

know what I wanna be when I grow up?” I said, 

talkin’ shit with a grin. “I used to wanna be an 

assassin, but I don’t care about individuals 

anymore, now I wanna be a terrorist.” I ranted 

on about it for ages trying to express the ideas I 

was having. I drew some parallels with themes 

from the movie “Fight Club”. I thought about 

the last scene and imagined dropping the 

buildings while they were full of people. Out of 

everything I’d spoken and imagined (apologies 

to Robbie Williams for taking out Wellington’s 

Westpac Trust Stadium during his concert) it 

was the strongest image and remained in my 

mind when I went to bed. I didn’t recall how 

the beginning of the scene also starts the film. It 

was a surprise when I saw it again for the 

second time in January 02. Tyler’s opening line 

in the first scene is something like “This is it, 



ground zero, any final words to mark this grand 

occasion?”  

 

When I woke up the next day it was September 

11.  

 

I’d come to Dunedin for a reason. A few 

weeks earlier I’d sent some writing to a 

publishing person and had come down to 

follow it up. But I wasn’t sure what I wanted 

to talk to this person about or how I was 

going to approach him. I was contemplating 

how and if I’d deliver a prophecy to him. 

Hitch-hiking down I’d told a ride that was 

what I was doing. So I guess I was just 

waiting till the time was right.  

 

That morning I figured that today was the 

day. The only money I had for the coming 

couple of days was a bit of loose change, 

enough for the bus into town, but not back, 



leaving enough for a few photocopies at the 

library. Prepared for the long walk home I 

caught the bus into the Octagon.  

 

I went to the library and spent ages reading 

and choosing some stuff which I roughly put 

together for the publishing person. It was all 

about prophets and prophecy and me. I 

walked down to the varsity and delivered it to 

his office. Then I went and sat in the sun and 

ate my lunch which I’d made that morning. I 

checked the time, it was quite late, about 

4pm. I hadn’t intended on being in town so 

long which was good because I could go and 

meet ‘A’ at her work and get a ride home.  

 

As I walked along George Street heading to 

‘A’s’ work I very luckily ran into her going 

the other way. She’d left early and was going 

to a meeting. She gave me a fiver so I could 

wait at a café and have a coffee. I walked 



past an annoying Greenpeace hawker dude, I 

knew what I was going to do if he asked. He 

asked. I gave him sharp steel straight in the 

eyes and said with a smile “Dude, peace is 

highly overrated.”  

 

I went to the café ‘Mazagram’ behind the art 

gallery, got my usual long black and went to 

grab a copy of the magazine “Wallpaper”, but 

saw the latest (July/August) copy of 

“Adbusters”. “Adbusters” magazine, 

subtitled “Journal of the Mental 

Environment”, is anti-consumerism, 

corporate America, WTO etc. Their work is 

brilliant, super smart, with design concepts 

that are second to none.  

 

I spent about an hour reading through it. As 

always, I considered their work to be very 

good. However I was still affected by the 

same ideas from the previous night. The 



magazine is part of an activist movement 

called ‘Culture Jamming’. I couldn’t help 

feeling that their culture jamming was just 

too weak and that they weren’t really 

jamming it hard or far enough. Operation 

Mayhem v. Culture Jamming, K.O. ?  

 

There was a big cool photo (two page 

spread?) of riot police protecting a Nike 

Corporation building in a street full of 

skyscrapers (which city I don’t know). That 

made me think about the WTO protestor 

recently shot dead in Europe (I was thinking 

WTO, but was it an IMF protest?) The mag 

was also advertising an Adbusters video 

competition. It all seemed like some kind of 

high stakes challenge and caused me to have 

another wild fantasy which followed on from 

the previous night’s. 

 



I visualised the ultimate Adbusters culture 

jamming video clip. The opening frame is the 

photo, in runs me, wearing my adidas 

(‘forever sport’). I sprint through the riot 

police fending off tackles, rugby styles, and 

make it through the doors into the Nike 

building. I turn and give the finger to the 

camera before detonating the super explosive 

strapped to my chest (which I changed in the 

next re-run to my custom-made backpack) 

which drops the building to the ground. The 

closing copy comes up saying “Just did it.” 

Adbusted, big time! I liked it, I replayed it a 

few times. I took out my pen and notebook to 

storyboard it, but I struggled with my bad 

sketching skills on the first frame and besides 

it was time to go.  

 

Come evening I was totally relaxed. I had 

completed my current mission. Now I was 

open for something new to lead me on. I 



smiled contently as I reran my day, especially 

as the afternoon’s visualisation played one 

last time before I drifted off to sleep as 

peacefully as I ever had.  

 

I awoke early the next morning and could 

hear there was a buzz going on. ‘T’ came and 

told me to get up so I could see what had 

happened in the middle of the night when I 

was ‘dead to the world’ fast asleep. Wow. 

What a confirmation!  

 

“The CIA did it” was my call.  

 

“Brad Pitt did it!” was ‘A’s’.  

 

We watched the World Trade Centre go 

down in a cloud of dust on a black and white 

TV screen not much bigger than a slice of 

bread.  

 



“Babylon is fallen,” sung ‘T’, from a song by 

the band Steel Pulse. 

 

 
 

Shoes by adidas. 

From Rebel Sport Wellington. 

 

“From his mouth comes a sharp sword with 

which to strike down the nations, and he will 

rule them with a rod of iron”   Rev19:15 

 

Still to come: Motherfucking Earthquake 

Wave Nirvana, Boxing Day 04  

  



 
 

 
3/09/2003 

  



 
 
Nothing 
seems to kill me 
no matter how hard I try 
Nothing’s closing my eyes 
Nothing can beat me down 
for your pain or delight 
No  : - Chris Cornell, Soundgarden, “Blow Up  

                       the Outside World” 



 
 

 
 

  



 

 
  



 
2/04/07 

 
  



 

 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

Do you know 
the score? 

 
Time to settle up 

 
 

2020 
How’s your vision?  

 
 

Coming soon 
to a magic theatre 

near you  
 

  



 

 

 
 

 
 

 
  



 
 

  



Appendix II 

 

 
 

Hawkeye 
Jupiter’s 

Eagle  



Sympathy For The Killer 
Awoken Before The End : Part II 

 
I Am It 
 
Lost and Found 
in the land 
of the Dreamtime 
From the Alpha to the Omega 
Never Forever back again 
I am THE 
I AM 
I am 
I am the 
The killer awoke before dawn 
It put its running shoes on 
It took a mark from the ancient gallery 
and it ran off out the door 
Pulling its steel 
from the sheaths 



of its feet 
it thrust apart 
the feathered blades 
of its wings 
It rose 
above all 
into the warm winds 
of the west 
Slowly banking 
it climbed 
through the darkness 
towards the first  
threads of light 
penetrating  
the scattered clouds 
of the east 
over the horizon 
into 
and through 
the rising sun 



It was just another trial run. Not really. Just an 
excuse for fun. Entering the sun never got old. 
The fire was always so invigorating, so 
cleansing. The bird pulled its wings tight into 
its breast with its tips curled in beneath its 
beak, which was firmly tucked down. The 
speed and crushing force of the gravity could 
tear one to pieces. It remembered the first 
trips.  
 
Fortunately the position had come naturally. 
Its beak had been down watching the world of 
space disappear and pulling in one’s wings was 
an automatic response to being sucked into 
the sun, as you might imagine. 
 
The pressure increased and the intensity 
started to reach the point of blackout. What 
was once so overwhelming was now just 



exciting, every time, knowing the catharsis that 
was about to come. 
 
The boom, just as everything turned black, 
deep beyond Earthly senses, but with a feeling 
that penetrated to the core its entire 
substance. And then the great emptiness 
inside. Hollowed out. Stripped of all mass, no 
longer physical. 
 
Again it remembered the first time. It was 
going to be one of those trips. That made 
sense. Time on the other side was drawing 
near. The early exits had always left a 
nauseating feeling of being gutted. Now it was 
also cleansing, part of the ultimate 
enlightenment. 
 
The bird accelerated out with the great speed 
of the sacred light and it assumed another 



position. Tail fanned out like a sail. Its left wing 
held out straight in front with the feathers 
blowing from behind despite the incredible 
speed it was now moving. It kept its right wing 
held in. Around Earth it was permanently 
injured and it was habit to hold it there. It had 
learned many compensating manoeuvres. But 
mostly it did it because it felt good, and it was 
how Superbird flew. It’s always satisfying to 
fulfil childhood dreams. It was also now part of 
its entrance display once out the other side. 
 
It rocketed out of the Universe like Superbird 
into a heavenly realm. Behind was a stream of 
light created as its own density became greater 
than that of the surrounding light that was 
pushing it out, pulling threads. It looked like  
lightning bolts. Yeah, this shit never got old.  
 



One flew here like it was an atmosphere. Who 
knew why? Perhaps it was just because it was 
an illusion that echoed the reality of the world 
behind. Everything was like that. All systems 
growing as echoes of a womb inside a womb, 
where fertilised eggs were the precious 
products and source of creation. 
 
While still moving with the speed of the 
projection it pulled its forward wing down and 
extended its other at the same time. There 
were no physical injuries to be had in this 
realm. The manoeuvre sent it into a 
corkscrewing barrel roll which it held for two 
rotations before executing its special move 
which it had perfected over the many 
journeys. It had an impressive set of wings. Not 
the biggest, not the strongest, not the fastest, 
not the most aerobatic, but there was just 



something about them, an X factor. And up 
here it had learned its full potential.  
 
It snapped them out, and its tail too, feathers 
like blades of steel, in a lightning fast flare, 
bringing it to an instant stop. The stream of 
light from behind crashed into them exploding 
around it producing what can only be 
described as a deafening crack of thunder. It 
was a movement of light not matter, but to 
observers it had the same effect. 
 
Wings now held up high in a swan song pose, it 
raised its strong finely sculptured beak and let 
the flow of light from behind lift the crest of 
feathers that adorned its head. It was a cock’s 
crest, for it was a he. He had no name here 
that we could understand, for there were no 
words in this realm, only images, but once 
back in a universe one could interpret them in 



whatever language was to be understood. So 
we’ll call him Hawkeye. 
 
He held the pose and looked forward down his 
beak to the flock of storks he had interrupted 
from their work. They looked up at him, down 
their beaks, with an unimpressed expression. 
That’s how they looked at everything. They 
were always busy. But he could see that little 
smiling glint shine in their eyes. They knew 
what was coming. He gave them a wink. 
 
He held his tail firmly fanned out in the flow 
from behind so it pushed beneath and inverted 
him and extending his head back he pulled in 
his wings and dropped backwards tight into a 
dive.  
 
Outside the Universe it was an area of low 
density which was what had created it. Moving 



out from the Universe it increased in density 
until became like an illusion of matter, like an 
inside-out world. Below Hawkeye was what 
looked like a small brown flow of light. He had 
followed it all the way from Earth. In the 
Universe it was invisible, but it flowed away 
into the sun on the sacred slipstreams that 
could be felt by the high flyers. 
 
Using the pull from the infinite source drawing 
him out to the surface that surrounded him, he 
dove down backwards to the stream. He 
extended his wings and slowed to a stop and 
dipped his beak into the stream which created 
a small spray that was soon drawn back into 
the flow. Then he took a drink. 
 
He let the current pull his beak along and 
slowly flip him back into what felt like an 
upright position. Things were strange up here. 



It was hard to describe a different dimension. 
One could stop and sit or stand even though 
you were only suspended in light. But once 
again you sensed it like the world from whence 
you came. 
 
The flow tasted wonderful. Impossible to 
describe. Not sweet, not savoury, just the mind 
blowing nectar of the gods. He didn’t drink too 
much. He didn’t want to upset the storks. He’d 
spent a long time getting on their good side. 
They worked hard and he wanted to show his 
respect. 
 
He looked up and along  the stream and smiled 
for there stood Jonathan. Hawkeye had missed 
him. It always seemed like Jonathan was there 
whenever he needed to see him and he hadn’t 
seen him for a quite a while. Did Jonathan 
need to talk? 



 
Jonathan looked at him with a mock 
expression of disgust with his wings on his 
hips. Hawkeye grinned back. Body language up 
here was like words, you sensed the meaning 
and described it using your own language.  
 
Hawkeye started to fly at the old seagull with 
all the power and speed of the elite bird that 
he was. Jonathan stood his ground, above the 
stream and look away nonchalantly. Hawkeye 
pumped his wings with his beak held out in a 
dive position, aiming for the old bird’s breast.  
 
Just as he was about to fly into him for a 
collision that would surely obliterate them 
both, Hawkeye couldn’t help but flinch, even 
though he had played this game many times. 
He powered through the clear light where the 
old bird no longer stood and pulled up into a 



sharp vertical climb, pulling it back into a loop 
to come back around to same position and 
there was Jonathan, or rather Jonathans, two 
of him, standing either side of the stream. One 
was frowning and the other grinning. 
 
Hawkeye started laughing so hard it was 
difficult to fly. That old bird could do it to him 
every time. He loved him so much, like a 
father. He wished he was able to spend more 
time with him. Jonathan hadn’t taught him 
nearly as much as he would have liked, and 
that gull seemed to have an endless collection 
of tricks hidden amongst his wing feathers. 
 
Memories again started to fill Hawkeye’s eye. 
Was that Jonathan’s doing? He looked down 
momentarily when he thought it and when he 
looked up the Jonathans were one again and 



he was nodding at him. Hawkeye started to 
come in to land, but Jonathan waved him on. 
 
“Keep going Hawkeye. Wing are circling, 
waiting for you.” 
“Why? I’m not here on a sched.” 
“Oh, they just want to see you.” 
 
Hawkeye snapped a quick turn and landed. 
 
“They just want to see me? Stop talking in 
riddles you old fish-breath. Whaddya mean?” 
“They want you to be seen with them. Taking a 
turn leading Command’s V. You’re making 
them proud Hawkeye. They gave you one hell 
of an assignment and, as you might say, you’re 
killing it. There were doubters Hawkeye.” 
“Not talking about yourself now are you?” 
Jonathan laughed, “Go on Dragonfly, get out 
there, don’t keep your fans waiting.” 



“Are you coming?” 
“I’ve got some work to do here, some young 
gulls are having trouble focussing on work 
detail. Doesn’t help when they see you 
drinking from the stream.” 
“Can’t be in two places at once now, can we?” 
“How do you know I’m not?” 
“Oh my, got ourselves a fishy old hen 
somewhere have we? And I thought you just 
liked young sea cocks” 
 
Jonathan disappeared. Hawkeye heard a 
seagull cry behind him with a staccato rhythm 
that seemed to penetrate through his heart. 
He turned and looked to see the old gull 
flipping him the bird with one wing whilst 
saluting with the other as he somehow flew 
backwards towards the flock of work detail 
gulls with his tail splayed. Hawkeye fucking 
loved that old bird.       (incomplete) 



 
 

 


