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Wait for the Green Man

Introduction

Dear all, 

this may come as a surprise to you, but since mid September I have been gradually deteriorating. Although my present condition may still be average in human terms, on a personal level I am suffering a recurrence of symptoms from years ago. This isn't so much the problem, as it may be stress generated even though I am doing less now than I ever have been. But I have a new skin complaint and it seems to be sucking the energy out of me. As some of you may already know something of my thoughts, I believe that nature should take its course. As it goes, Jupiter is making another return and I am following the same path as I did nineteen years ago. This is odd in view of the fact that up until mid-September I was the healthiest I had ever been, for a whole year. Maybe it was related to the arrival of my new neighbours upstairs and the subsequent loss of my sacred space. The last three nights I have been sleeping 12 hours although this night I seem to have recovered. Tiredness comes over me straight after eating, and I fall asleep at 8.30 - 9.00pm. I can't be overworking and I am certainly too fit for such behaviour. Suffice to say, I need to write another book. The fourth book will commence in Spain, as did the last one. This one is going to be even more interactive. I want feedback. The theme is going to be apocalyptic and about my personal endeavours and experiences concerning the freedom of life. It is going to be another spiritual account, elucidating the meaning of death. It will be written in real-time, so if anybody has anything pertinent to say, say it to my face. I don't trust this computer since my address book got wiped off under mysterious circumstances. As I write the book I will post it on my new web site that I am creating. The bottom line is this. I want to screw every corrupted mogul out there, at whatever the expense. I don't care who they are, I am absolutely sick of corruption. Something isn't right. This book is about Truth and is going to be written for our children. In the meantime I am retiring off the scene a little until I make a full recovery. I'll still be around for a while. Feel free to pass this email onto to anybody you want.

Chap. 1 Food is free
Wish, wash, swish, swash. Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, you noisy beast, growling your gravel teeth back and forward. First pushing us back, then drawing us forward. First with each to-ing and fro-ing, then with each ebbing and flowing. How quickly you came upon our toes, offering us just a glimpse of your omniscience. Blessing us with your fecundity. First as two fishermen moving in the fullness of seasons, then as civilization in the fullness of time. Your omniscience always threatens to engulf, like the rising floodwaters hiding man’s endeavors and interventions back into the creative maelstrom that gave them form. First as the submerging of continents during glacial ages, then as the sinking of consciousness, as Gaia returns to the primeval soup of being. No more man to complicate the workings of nature; nature works. Man is spent in his pursuit of the intellect.

This shingled beech, how it draws additional energy with every footstep sinking that little more deeper and requiring that little more push to get it out again. One trudges in mock emulation of a column of soldiers as if ready to do battle. But man fights against himself. This manmade beech of petrologic dunes, bulldozed occasionally, inhibits the sea that would cause surface drift and engulf the house that Jack built. For it is like that here on the beech of Dungeness, a sparse landscape dotted with small wooden abodes. Some parts of it look shanty-like, for the now culturally-accepted hovel who makes residence with the flotsam and jetsam of bygone centuries. An old breaker, a rotting timber, a battered mast, loosely shambled together. Other homes look stark and exhibitionist, in the middle of nowhere, well made to counter the elements. A nuclear power station for ‘comfort’, they all fulfill that iconographic representation of human activity – endeavor, as if the Big Mutha was watching over them. Form follows function cries the modernist.

For one local entrepreneur Derek Jarman, it was a short-lived affair. He died of AIDS and blindness. But this beech took up his arms. His carefully sculptured garden integrated landscape and mind; plant, rock, wood and metal. An old spring coil gone rusty, washed up on the beech, suspending now a stone with a naturally formed hole in it. A piece of driftwood staked in the ground, giving four-dimensional perspective. All this bequeathed by the sea, now meticulously arrayed in art and mind. This is post-modernism; their aesthetic forms have become no more than food for thought. Thought-out gardens for foreseeable futures. For Derek Jarman it was filmmaking, and the debris of Dungeness provided the backdrop for his intellectual pursuits. Here, sea cabbage with its thick, leathery-looking, yet palatable texture, finds comfortable residence. Joined by its companions the sea holly, sea kale and the sea beat, their splendor lies in their starkness. 

We set up in the lea of one of these man-made petrologic mounds. It was cold at first but we soon adjusted, our clothing building up like layer upon layer of human endeavor. We got lucky with the spot but soon nestled in for a late autumn night forage. To our left and right were other stark figures. Our main consolation was that the Big Mutha behind us was hidden by the lea of the mound we nestled in. This was a faceless activity, only man’s bipedal form counted as evidence of cultural development, his head zipped up, and face masked by the need to preserve heat. Like atoms, the potential for development was immense, we just needed to fish for more electrons. When is enough enough?

I would only fish for food; a pre-requisite of my attendance. I sat there like a complete novice, waiting for my line and rod to be set up. What is it to be, lug worm, ragworm, prawn, whitebait or spratt? The skill of the fisherman is to know one’s territory. The line was cast for me. This fatherly act was more out of caution for the safe condition of the rod than myself. Despite being offered extra clothing and a good pair of boots, my body was in magical transcendence; I felt the electrical charge around me, a mist of water and a sky threatening to rain. It could almost have been the day that life took a hold, the faceless figures either side of us contributing to the nonchant visage of a lifeless seascape. The pulsing of the waves, irregular, echoed the dawn of creation. Its harmonious integration of sound and movement could not be faulted, lulling one back into a deep sense of beginnings. Like meditation it prepared one for a great evolutionary process. Quickly did any spurious thoughts wash away into the abyss of Creation.

But I still felt that I hadn’t made a full connection with the sea yet. I needed to cast my own line. It will happen, so my partner promised. There is something religious and reverential about the nature of fishing – one’s head is almost continually propped up at 45​​o​​​ watching the tip of the rod, as if God lay somewhere beyond it. Is God a fish? Objects point the way and refer to something in the deep chaos, chaos to humans who find small order in life. But to be that fish. The tip slowly wagged, another indication of the toiling of the tide ushering my line and lead weight along the depths. I could be forgiven to pondering the clouds sometimes.

A jerk, much more sudden this time. I strike but I am out of time. I reel in a half-nibbled bait. The skill of the fisherman then is timing. Whiting I was told, that was a typical bite. If I want to catch God I need to adapt my behavior, need to learn. The recognition of God necessitates adaptation, growing, until it becomes second nature. And then God is taken for granted. But the recognition of God has begun. The difference in the experience of God then, is how one maintains that adaptation, growing, and how one remembers, if ever, that experience. I have understood this whole spectrum of being and becoming. The one is timeless, instinctive, the other timely, reasonable.

The man a little further along seemed to be reeling them in. We wait, another bite or two. I strike. Already I have developed a technique in which I follow one strike immediately with another as if to deny the fish any second chance. Chance is only a cultural bias towards one’s personal expectations. When added up what probability is there of me having to fish for food in the first place. Is it absolutely necessary, or do I like the idea that God plays a part for which I have no control over. I enjoy the die for its unexpectation. This time a fish on the end, another whiting. Too small to eat, I begin to have conscious reservations over my inability to remove the hook cleanly and quickly. It seemed to penetrate half way down its throat. I have the option of ripping out its guts. My partner obliges.

It is now dusk and the fish are really biting. Another, then another, four whiting on the trot, and getting bigger and worth eating. I change my bait to fish tails and I could barely rest my rod without a jerking of the indicator tip. This time a dabb, a lovely flat fish I am told. The tally mounts and I am getting faster and more efficient. My partner gets fed up with me asking to remove the swallowed hook. I detect a little jealousy for he trails in the number stakes. Despite two rods he spent much time missing bites. I got to the stage where I would never put my rod down.

It is so easy to assume the food in front of one was being killed without passion, without intent to  do evil. When Jesus gave up his body as manna before heaven it was exactly in this vein, killed without passion, without intent to do evil. Like a battery chicken, or a rabbit having its eyes bleached, man makes himself blind to the infliction he causes. He does not want to create guilt, nor question the source of his food. In mechanizing his nature he joins the hordes of machines that diminish the spiritual significance of life. I needed to question my own motives. I needed to kill my own fish, not leave it to my obliging party. Hit it just behind the head I was told. This particular fish had fallen willingly from the hook. Just like the Buddha it stared death in the eyes as if to show no resistance to my motions. Crash went the stone, smashing the head like that of flattening a sponge for a brief flitting moment.

I changed. At that moment I felt a spark of life go out of the fish. My relationship with it suddenly altered. No more could I regard this synergy as magical. For a brief moment I felt what could only be described as empathy, suddenly washed from me. Death prevailed, run away with all my intent at that moment. I loved that fish and now I know it. It seemed to give itself willingly for my cause.

Gone was the inner warmth of that hearty meal I ate earlier. Come was the coldness of thought, but no guilt. I am not trying to be a martyr. This moment is important, and it should be captured and recorded. Even though I throw the line out again I do not want to catch anymore fish. I draw in number eleven and just out of fluke do I hook a poor cod. It is much more distinct with its blue sheen. I wrestle with the hook and release the small fish back into the water. I watch it wash along the surf, urging it to recover faster. It lies on its side and I wonder how much pain and stress I put upon it. It eventually disappears from the glow of my head lamp. I could quite easily settle into the car now, reading or writing. I had five fish in preparation for the dinner plate. How do I make this game more difficult for myself; slow it down, not wanting to catch anything small anymore? My partner revels in my lack of pace and soon takes over in the number stakes. I try a larger hook, larger bait, knowing that only something big would hitch itself a ride. There is a moral issue here. When is enough enough?

If there is abundance surely the object is not to overfish, but overfish humanity does. When fish is no more the aims of one’s activities, but rather its monetary value is, then humanity loses its social responsibility. One’s accountability vanishes under mechanistic reasons; no guilt or sincerity follows. But for me, when the coldness of thought arose I lost the magic of my synergism. I could see no reason to kill again. Only absurdity and irrationality would have me so. I needed to specialize, to hone my skill. It centers upon the sustainability question: With surplus or abundant energy in store, i.e. the net balance of my catch plus the remainder of my evening’s time, I could attempt one more big fish. My technique changes in order to prepare for a more frugal future, one in which a single big fish could feed the same amount. When one considers the decline of natural fish stocks it all points to mans’ unaccountability and, ironically, his specialization of mass endeavor. His actions have now preempted any “reasonability”.

The illness seems to have passed over me. But to what extent? If I sleep twelve hours three nights in a row is that not nature telling me something. Is my time up but that I continually fail to not evolve, now evolving to much beyond the human collective. My mingling, sharing of humanity’s endeavors draws me into Psyche’s power games. At one I am in par with politicians and a herd instinct, other times with adolescence and anarchic tendency. It is so easy now to get trapped in these struggles. How does my obstinacy fare against the establishment, constrictive and devouring it is? Dangling an unattainable carrot one forgets how far they have been running with the game. I refuse to pay my parking tickets. One down, three to go, my resilience flies in the face of law. What one learns as a human is that it is all too human to learn. One has the option to shut down, pay up, or just accept the circumstances. The bailiffs make one meager threat; no point in trying to assuage the heavy mob unless you give them exactly what they want. What could they take by managing to gain entry into this abode. Everything is used and dated, secondhand or recycled. Should I just invite them in and ask them to pick and mix? I barely recall paying for anything. Food is free, but so are my pastimes; I am a past master at that. All this resistance, in the name of justice, threatens to make me human.

Since my illness passed I have begun not sleeping every other day, finding immense energy and being able to work at all my pastimes. I am in transcendence, but just this day, in doing some work for a Palestinian, am reminded of the fall of humanity. I climb electrical heights in my efforts to rally my increasing need to earn more money. We talk about the destruction of Palestine, the continual undermining of community infrastructure so implicit of the Western way of designing livelihoods, little do they know it. How the West is so culturally biased towards promoting quick values, over-regulating, and demanding of the people a sacrifice of their inherent selves. How truly poor are the people who know not self-reliance, self-development. The myth of money; how it feeds short-term values. A tax for this, a tax for that, no wonder more and more individuals unsubscribe and rediscover life. Only today I pull up to offload some furniture; what a great day I have had up to now. I park on a section of road in which the yellow line has tarmac over it. We offload but chose to linger for a few minutes. Thinking there might be a problem I decide to inquire about a parking permit required for the opposite side. My host grants me one and so as a precaution I drive the vehicle to the opposite side. I was only there for five minutes, going back and forward to pick up some tools. I am unsure about this parking permit and  look around for the parking attendant. No one is in site on this long barren road. But it was long enough for him to make an appearance. ‘What permit?’ he says. ‘That is no good here’. What blood suckers. These guys should be fighting the Palestinian war. My host offers me the amount. I accept it but it is still an abominable ingression into my free spirit, all this regulation. Do I remain obstinate or do I concede a little to the perverted arm of the law. What are we paying for? Every road a fucking mine field. This may as well be fucking Palestine. Cordons and checkpoints and no-way streets. All wars fight the same cause. Or do I use this opportunity to heal? There is no personal financial loss, but I hate these people. They are worse than the police. For just the other day after administering emergency first aid to some heavily bleeding Easterners, suffering with shock and trauma from a massive head-on collision with a lamppost, they asked us to clear the area, though the policewoman stood over the body so intimidating as if to ready with a breathalyzer. Admittedly the ambulance had arrived by then. But traffic wardens – bloody machines.

My intuition did not fail me. Rather it told me something was imminent. If I take the greater lesson I should just pay up and deal my obstinacy a deep blow. I hate them. After all, what was the chance that all the circumstances could have happened by accident?

 This strength that comes to me from a distant place. It draws towards me with the insurgence of rain, dampening my conscious motive. I see visions because of it, in my mind’s eye, and my skin resonates an aura that keeps me warm, an internal energy of a deep awakening. Angels of the world flock to me. The angels that do battle with one another, usurping each others’ thrones. They are disparate, awaiting the Day of Judgement. Awaiting the Christ to manifest in biological time. These source-egos drive man to compete against one another. They gather upon themselves the minds of men, rounding them up and fencing them off. These men who work, drawing in the innocent, increasing the flock. Enslaved to the will of the angels, their bodies become vessels for their swaying influence. Segregation is of species, but discrimination that of angels. They travel the breadth of the world stealing souls from each other, but the Christ... He is not overawed, nor overpowered. They enter the Christ in ignorance, thinking to sway It like any other. The Christ is in all men and one man in particular. The angels gather upon It thinking to sway It between their corporate bodies. Occasionally It sways, is influenced, but the biological creature adapts and they cannot maintain their influence. All the angels fall upon him, contained within, yet containing without their boundary fence. The divisions in the world of humanity now unite. Gone is the discrimination and all that remains is biological. Like a flock of sheep do men become, one species defined against another. How they had come apart in the first is a mystery.

With the rising of the sun does my conscious awakening strengthen.

Imagine the facets of a diamond. Beyond, they focus upon a point. If you imagine this point to be representative of the instinct, and the facets the conscious mind, you can understand there being an abridgement. The conscious mind gives expression, quality to the instinct. The instinct, which lies in the beyond, is the subconscious motivation if the mind has not overridden it. This way the instinct gives coordination, and so is in sync with the mind. When thoughts arise so are they motivated in the subconscious, and the conscious motive is in alignment with the subconscious. To override the biorhythms, to alter the conscious format is to break that abridgement to the instinct. The light on the surface changes its behavior. One may call this the active ego. Passivating the ego allows for abridgement and synchronized thoughts.

In order to exercise passivation one must allow the thought to develop of its own, according to one’s biorhythm. When making decisions the instinct should generate the right thought. You do not need to justify this or work out if all the aspects or characteristics conform to the right decision. The instinct naturally generates the right thoughts; rationalization and reflection follow afterwards. To attempt to generate a decision as in mind-motivated action will break the abridgement to the instinct because the mind is limited. It cannot maintain all the aspects in consideration at once and so focuses upon a false center. Making the right decision is like taking a photograph, which represents everything gone before up to the making of that decision. It is a still, a focusing of light.

As one gets older so the time that elapses between the focal point and the rising of a thought gets longer. This is a generalization. If you cannot make a decision then sleep on it, days even months; time will heal, reveal. Holistic lifestyles are based upon the right decisions. The subjective time that elapses between subconscious motivation and conscious motivation can be shortened via meditation. But generally, peoples behaviors change in order to adapt to this lengthening of time. Even if that time period is extensive there is still a sense of immanence about the decision being made. This is what holistic lifestyles cultivate. Further, when the conscious motivation occurs at the same time of the subconscious motivation so this imminence takes on a different quality; called magical transcendence. I associate the magician here. On the other hand, the subjective enlightened person is accorded with the passing of time; imminence is still apparent. This does suggest then that meditation purges the mind.

Chap. 2 Give unto Caesar what is Caesar’s

This country is mugging us. The death throes of capitalism wants to extract every last resource available to humanity, including its freedom. It promotes a car industry and then prevents you from parking anywhere, unless you pay for a meter ticket or parking permit. Where frail humanity is most vulnerable, there capitalism exploits taking every last penny from your coffers. Capitalism doesn’t work. I’ve proved that. I live the natural existence prompted by environmental stimuli that swarms my inner receptacles. For when I make lots of money I have to spend it. And when i don’t make much money I become very frugal. But each day that passes is like every other day, whether I have money or not. Each day is dynamic, every decision teetering on the tip of the feeler that ousts me another step forward. What chance do I have? How can I be asked to corrupt my own spirit, after years of purity and righteous living? Not even in this wake of self-destruction will I give into authority, itself entrenched in its own masking of the truth – a false perception that cannot delve deep enough into the very problems it has self-motivated. And I will self-destruct, for I will miss nothing that belongs to ego, to human development. With every confiscation of goods that I own, will it return to the source whence Mammon dwells, fat in his chair. What better way to teach that filthy machine the ways of recycling. The bailiffs will come, to look for value, to remove anything they can sell. I won’t let them in, they would have to smash their way in They will then be confronted by two doors. Which one to rob they ask themselves. And when they enter my flat they will find various items, most of which were left by my parents, the rest I accumulated out of necessity. I barely remember paying a single penny for any of it. How can I own it if I didn’t buy it? I own nothing; they cannot steal from me. How do they prove what belongs to my parents? But seriously. Do they think to sell ‘junk’ rummaged from out of skips, from the municipal tip; that left outside people’s houses. They think every one owns a TV, a mobile phone, or the latest in kitchen utensils. Well how about an old set of curtains, a cheese plant, a dusty deer skull suspended on the wall. What do they really hope to achieve? ‘Nothing, just doing our job sir’. Mindless people.

I now have one set of bailiffs knocking on my door, for parking on the kerb of a dangerous bend in the road. I am just about to encourage another set, a fine imposed for contravening a no-entry sign. I will be polite about it. I hate privilege. Just because a few residents get together and sweet-talk the local authorities they think to deny everyone else throughway of the road. The busses can pass. If they kill a school child then it is a genuine accident. Busses are a great idea, but kids; one is not going to stop them prancing along highways or even out-of-bounds areas. The real motive behind the decision to erect this no-entry sign is self-interest. It is an important through road, but we are sick of the over-regulation happening in this country. My decision not to pay makes me feel good; it breaks the persistent daggers of authoritarianism impinging on my freedom. A surge of satisfaction engulfs my body, like a peptidal insurgency. Is this the death throe of my animalism, screaming out its self-defense? The fox in me that doesn’t want to be ripped apart. Or is this the final battle on the Hill of Calvary?

If I be a prophet what does this forbade for the rest of humanity? A god at its vanguard, revered for its animalism, never waiting for humanity to catch up, with an agenda of its own. And the daft thing is, I knew something was up. I could sense that fear of being spotted a week, two weeks before the incident. I once saw a police car parked around the bend when I approached this certain road from the other end. I now know it was readying itself to pounce upon any contravenors.

I was brought up in this area. The boys school at the top of the road was attended by my brother. I couldn’t get in because a friend of mine told me to lie about what TV programs I was used to watching – Horizon, Tomorrows World etc. etc. Didn’t have a clue when the interviewer asked me to describe them. It must have been an easy decision for him. In fact, I have never perpetuated any crime; shoplifting, stone throwing, breaking and entering, were all directly influenced by my friends. So I went to a Roman Catholic school instead. What a pile of shit. But then, you don’t know so until you get out and get an alternative education.

Can the Prime Minister boast of not committing any crimes. He lies and gets away with it. He sets an example. By lying he silently warrants permission to lie, so that all the people now can justify this personal act. Does he understand the reverberations he has created in the pool of quiescence? There is no rest for the wicked. A rocking boat that continually needs bailing out. And that policeman who spotted me. He told me what to say, so that his statement could be signed by me. “It was dark, I could not see the signs”. Well, I realized something was suspect here, so I told him to add the word “enough” at the end of the statement. I couldn’t see the signs enough, which means something very different. I told the judge this, explaining that the statement given by the policeman contradicts that which he asked me to sign at the time of the incident. Consequently, his evidence should not be taken into consideration. But I did admit to going through s no-entry sign.

That says everything. These signs were made by humans for humans. More appropriately, these humans were made by signs.

One wonders about those films one watches, in reference to hypnotic processes where a particular person picks up a telephone receiver and hears a message. I get an occasional call in which nobody is on the other end; it seems that they just want to hear my voice. There is another reality out there, in which indulging in communication with others allows for a shared consciousness. The weight of people can hang heavy upon a true leader. In order to fulfil his or her elected role their personality must encompass traits that satisfy the people’s expectations i.e. adequate to express characteristical elements similar to those of the people. It demands that a leader show adaptability, malleability, strength of character. All leaders need respect the principle of change and development, and allow, through the application of a passivity of mind, the process to mould them. In history all such leaders are knowledgeable, whether that be popular knowledge or erudition of sorts. The strength of character allows a malleability of personality without becoming vulnerable. This is often tempered with an ethical and principalic creed, one in association with his or her people.

I returned home from work late. The letter from the courts still laid unopened next to the phone. As I fussed around the kitchen I opened it; I had been ordered to pay a £60 fine by the end of the month. I was in a good mood, buzzing from my recent turnaround in health over the past two weeks. I had been going to the toilet well, in fact I had been literally cycling my bike everyday and eating the bare minimum. I openly said out loud to myself that I would pay this fine – I admitted it didn’t I? - going through a no-entry sign. And I have been so happy, getting together with a new girlfriend for the first timer in years. But then the phone rang. No voice was on the other end. Within minutes I was on the toilet seat. I felt ill and my bowel problems commenced again. I waited until the following day, but without trying my whole perspective had changed.

I could be accused of self-destruction, but really I am testing the system. In my letter to the courts I pleaded poverty, yet they still demand money from me. Why do they seek to punish me by taking my money when all the money I earn goes into the system’s coffers? I have no money left over after bills, food and education costs. What do they hope to achieve? By taking my money they would deny me the basics of living. I must show example to my people and not allow any vulnerability into my life. My door is open to them. If they seek to punish me let them take the goods I don’t own, furniture, musical instruments, hi-fi – the things that are donated or found in rubbish tips. Sooner or later the meek and the poor will form a collective voice like the wind in the willow that grows along the water’s edge. There are some circumstances that can’t be avoided, lest you threaten to spill the banks and take out the very root of common society.

I recall my trip to Totnes, a stronghold of alternative practitioners – tai chi, reiki, yoga, herbalism, acupuncture, aromatherapy, the list goes on. There are some great little shops around there also, in the old part of town. Some guy in the street once took the time out to chat with me. He told me this was the perfect place to live; not far from Cornwall or the moors, and thirty minutes from the sea. Like many a human settlement it lies on a river. On this particular occasion I was staying at a B & B on top of a hill overlooking most of the town, doing a course on nut production. Looking through the large bay windows it could have been a picture, a puzzle even. To my right were beautiful rolling hills, so feminine in character, even on this muggy day. To my left was tier upon tier of housing. What was once green had been reduced to council estates. The land, once owned by some earl or duke, was sold off. Pity he didn’t stipulate any sustainability criteria towards the planners. My hospitable host tells me that despite owning this wonderful antiquated ground house, they were considered the foreigners by those who dwelled north of the river. To cut my costs I was invited to sleep in one of those council estates by a friend I met on the course. The design of the land was atrocious. One would think that areas of green would be left, as homely estates could then be developed around them. What I saw was ghastly. Yet further along the river was some gorgeous countryside criss-crossed with a matrix of cycle paths. 

Before I slept that night in a council flat I had enquired of the castle at the top of the hill. From the center of town one can barely see it. ‘Where?’, I inquired. ‘Just along the way. It’s closed now.’ But I could still see it if I wait until the morrow. There was no chance of that since my train was leaving early. ‘It has never been used, you know. Never needed to defend itself. It has never been attacked’.

This Norman castle that was typically round, sat on a hill. Once I had negotiated the two outer walls, not much higher than garden walls, observing nobody was around, I followed the curve of the land until I met with the only noticeable stairway. It climbed one rampart, then another. It was damp, slightly drizzly. I was perfectly attired for the occasion, all in black, although there was no conscious motivation for this dress code before I set off. Over my shoulder was my guitar, also in black. I bore my cross all the way to the top rampart. What now confronted was a portcullis, safely secured from illegal entry. As I wandered along the foot of the wall I took in the fresh breeze. There wasn’t much to observe here except two massive trees stretching their limbs from the base of the hill and towering above the castle turrets. It was evidently much more windy a little higher up. I was confronted by a dead end; a buttress built into the side of the hill against the wall. I wondered. I walked back and forth along that rampart, staring through the portcullis to the interior of the fort. What does man achieve in the name of war, fear, God? What weapons has he furnished in his conquest of land? Before me stand two trees, teasing the blustery winds through the teeth of the leaves. Their presence sucks in the grandiose form of rock and cement that now confronts me. Both soft and hard, strong in their center but malleable in their height. Their existence, as well as this fort, is a testament of the non-action that conserves the frugal landscape. If I wanted to navigate this wall I could plant a tree and wait. With time it will show me the way.

 I dropped my cross; the final ascent was impossible with it. Fingering the joints between mortared rocks of the buttress I attempted climbing an extra six or seven feet in order to reach the top. With boots more attuned to working in a building site I persisted. Time and time again I slipped. Fifteen, twenty minutes passed and I was getting tired in the arms. I tried closing my eyes but that did not fare well either. Luck is not a factor here. Sometimes when all possibilities are exhausted the clear path illuminates the way. With my hand on the top stone I heaved my way upward. From here in these dangerous winds I could see the train station. A crawl into the turret and I was walking along the perimeter of its walkway. My camera, alas I had forgotten. These moments are special. They are recorded elsewhere in my genetic memory. The portcullis stood before me. Not a moment ago had it confronted me, now I lay on its opposite side. When man thinks that he cannot achieve, then he must go beyond. Then he drops his cross and his camera, and remembers only being. Returning to the outside I sat with my back on a wall, facing the trees. I read the lyrics of my new song Tree Herder but alas also, I could not remember them fully. To hell with it, I just played it.

Tree Herder
The wind flows through my limbs

Drawing faster

Energy rising in a crescent wave

Growing lighter

Blowing, lowing

Softly, loftily

Silent as the clouds in a thunderous sky

Drifting menacingly

Ambience turning in a universal spire

Towering, reaping

Scything, tithing

Clinically, efficiently

Bring on your breath that I may cherish your words

God makes manifest the rhythmic beating of his heart

Humming, drumming

Sounding, pounding

Transfigure the light emanating from within his spirit

Eternal transformation of the sun's power through day and night

Warming, consuming

Photosynthesising, creating

Into the flesh of nature's green revolution

A wondrous miracle of seed and its mother

Fleshly, earthly

Virile, fertile

Giants on the arboreal landscape

Herding, preserving

Saviours of our ancient legacy

Harnessing, nurturing

Servile, tactile

Fostering, protecting

We are the elders of the next generation

Rearing, commissioning

Delivering our young ones to the eternal source

Omniscient, prescient

Inspire, respire

Observant, transcendent

Overseers to a changing landscape

Efficacious, spacious

Witness to the environmental convocation

Resplendent, verdant

Fulfilling, conceiving

Synchronised, synergised
And then, the sermon on the mount.


‘Take my message and deliver it to the peoples of the world. Tell them that the time of the tree herder has arrived. Within your leaves allow my words to pass through, taking on your form and passing to all peoples. It is the coming of a new age, and the passing from another. A time when the trees will return to the land, nurtured and cultivated by the Tree Herder. My children will be reared with their root firmly anchored to the soil. The Messiah has returned.


Each man shall sacrifice himself to me. For I have already given my body to you and things must turn a full circle. You will each die to me, if only for the sake of our children. Come unto me and die in the name of Truth. Your form will be returned to the ground whence you arose. You will be purged from society and in its place will rise the trees. These are my children who have come to restore the seed of God’.


In the morning I managed to commandeer to myself a section of flue piping that had been used as arm guards in the anti-capitalist pickets against increasing development sweeping across the countryside. Campaigns against roads, urban sprawl, deforestation, vivisection, GM, the list goes on. I will use it as a flue in my half-built cob oven on the community project, providing the snout for a well-oiled dragon.


“The king came upon the hill, where he might build himself a new kingdom, a new Londinium. Fleeing from the urban invasions of concrete and tarmac that encroaches upon half his land he sought refuge in this brambled mount. He brought stone and sand, clay and straw. A tower he shall build, a dinas. It was wet and slippery, but this will be the foundation for a new kingdom. It would require sacrifice, the blood of a boy who’s father is not known. A local, someone who knew the environment. A boy happened by, good in speech and thought. The king felt the need to spill blood in order to appease the Mother Goddess. But Merlin said that the Goddess does not favor war. As a vessel she contains all duality, and keeps it securely anchored in the depths of her waters. The Goddess would not allow arms to be raised in conflict. So Merlin said, that beneath her waters are two vessels, within which lie two dragons, each wrapped in a white cloth. The king looked inwards and there he saw a red and white dragon. They began to unfurl and strike at each other. At first the red looked weak, but it gained strength and drove the white of the edge of the cloth. The king of the Britons saw his weakness, but that the Britons will rise again and claim the kingdom. So awed at the boys prophecy, the king spared the boy’s blood, and gave the hill, the dinas, over to him. No temple of warfare could be built here, so the king went his own way.


But the foundations of a temple, a hearth, would be laid instead. Of stone and cob it was dedicated to there great Mother, the oracle in the woods. An oven whose belly would produce mana – food of the goods, and feed the people. Each loaf mad of grain to be cut down in august and re-sown in spring, so that the corn god will perpetually rise again. This is Merlin’s sacrifice, the death and rebirth of nature in the glowing hearth of a stone belly”.

It is time to leave and make for the world.

I have fallen out with God. And my humanness cannot maintain its energy levels.

It is time to leave.

It is time to die.

Chap. 3 Love thyself first

Dear Anna, 

my whole perspective on the environmental movement has changed. I think it is pretentious and vain. I have decided to disclaim any connection to it, even as much as being anti-environmentalist, and concentrating on local participation. If everyone focused as such global networks will spontaneously and unconsciously arise, emitting patterns already inherent in nature. All this Western/Northern meddling is a pile of shit and now I see it happening more and more with the plethora of organizations exploiting the resources of money and people's energy/time. 

I don't value your opinion either since I feel this is where you are coming from. I am not being ascerbic, just plain honest. You represent the environmental movement as it stands today. Take a look at yourself and tell me that you are not vain. Don't feel as if this is terminating our relationship, but when you need me contact me. 

It seems that my feelings of death are well founded. It would have been better to go to Spain in the New Year, since my sister wasn't interested in leaving the house. I would have preferred to have been here in London in the melancholic sunshine dancing at nightclubs with people who don't give a shit about the tsunami. You have degraded in my vision, although for a moment I saw the Goddess in you. Some things live and some things die. 

Yours truly, 

Merlin
‘Wear  these’, he said. First one pair, then another, then another. It will stop you from being damaged’. I looked up at the sun but could not find that which I had forgotten of. Why was I being reminded such. It was before the summer solstice at a location not far from our homes. I was driving my vehicle, leaving a wildlife garden behind. As I exited he befriended me. I couldn’t recognize him initially, until he reminded me where we had first met.


I looked up again, with only minutes remaining of the phenomenon. And then, with a slight adjustment I got it. Venus lay to the southeast of the ball of the sun, minutes away from exiting it. I watched that small dark spot. If the ancients observed so I can’t imagine them having to use special equipment like shades and light filters. That man, he rejected me. During the ensuing summer solstice he changed his mind about jumping a lift in my motor to Stonehenge. It turned out that his alternative lift broke down and he missed the sunrise. I managed to get there just in time with a couple of free riders.


Months later I met Anna at a Finnish Church for a production of Dr. Suesse’s The Lorax. She was attempting to break up with an old boyfriend. Feeling insecure she grabbed at me, and others. She thrives on being protected. My connection with her was so unmotivated, falling into her sphere of influence, purely out of environmental interest. I did not even find her that attractive. How I fell in love was not my doing. I was so happy being alone, achieving everything. I had refused a multitude of female, and male, advances. I thought  I need not go with a woman again, but being celibate for the last three or four years was a situation that evolved from the bad way that women have treated me. If I had committed some sexual crime or badly treated women myself I could well justify their attitude towards me. The only girl I have ever treated badly was the only other one I have ever fallen in love with. But I was honest to her also, the experience suffused with omens and expletive utterances around the time. That was ten years ago. Now it seems I am falsely accused.


I cannot help this self-destruction. Each time I was getting close to Anna I would evolve an excuse to withhold. I said I would consider the possibility of a closer relationship.


Jupiter returns, come to bag me up in a dark cloth about my head.


Again, I send her an abstention note – this time a poignant email. Later, I talk to her on the phone and we arrange to go out. I sleep with her, but as with the girl Willow I do not copulate. In fact, how she reminds me now of Willow, that small girl who would be about 20 now. I looked into Anna’s eyes, close up as to barely see the side of her cheeks. What beauty, familiarity. She has walked my dreams. I was so happy, beyond explanation, euphoric even.


And so I died a little for her, as one does when they give themselves to another.  I opened myself up to her caresses, to her love bombing. The following morning we spent the day together. That night she lay in the same bed with another man. He turned out to be Richard, the very same guy who granted me the opportunity to see Venus eclipse the sun.


What is my suffering for? For surely I have achieved my best. Not through seeking lust in women. Nor through women themselves. Not through want of knowledge. Nor money either. My best is an act of God, for no other purpose than spiritual awareness. Is she Morgana, I Merlin, to take away from the people everything I could give them? They are making me into the anti-Christ. And yet I knew all along. I cannot stop my destruction, my fall from grace. It is time to walk to the four corners of the world. On this day of the Lord everybody will know who they truly are. This day, in Spain I walked along the veranco, a dry river bed. I ventured to parts I had not traveled before. Even though I got lost I knew exactly where I was. I just couldn’t get home via the direction I wanted to go by dint of the lack of road.


Why have I been denied by the very people I gave myself to. I had it whispered that I was too happy. So? I was/am, (I don’t know anymore), in love. For me Anna represented the environmental movement. Maybe I was too radical for it. The grief that overcomes me is only momentarily abated, in moments where the ‘old’ magician resurfaces. But this is not a re-emergence from the waters of chaos. It is in fact a ducking back into the water itself, because I have been disconnected from it. In venturing to the surf and riding with Aphrodite I was subsequently beached. Even Anna herself said she was a bitch.


My body thus, in disconnection, cannot draw from Earth Mother’s womb. Rather I have become like every other human, repressed. The wound went deep. One thinks, if only i done this, said that, returned her call just then. But even though she wants to maintain contact and friendship the wound went deep. The sword broke and left its tip inside me. It was not a clean wound and now the cut closes over. It festers.

I must walk the wilderness again, grounded as I am, for it is Our Mother who defines the land we tread. She grants more or less accorded to the laws of chaos. In my self-destruction I will leave a legacy of what could have been. Who will be their savior now? My books? Hardly, they will weep over them as the time draws nearer. In their making of the anti-Christ the age will pass with immense suffering, for there is no-one who will bear their sins. The ground will shake and each will return to the soil, washed by the sea.

Apocalypse Now

In order that I find myself I dwell amongst the enemy

For all things come to me searching out their adversary

They want to conquer me, control me with their wills

How active they are in pursuing their far-flung zeal

I am passive, a natural environment

My unconsciousness, a fragmentary consciousness

I am impressed by beings moving me into manifestation

Activating the conditions that reveal the karmic law

And when they find me I am nothing more than their egos

A reflection of their imposition, an inherently coward legacy

Forever they stand apart all the time they deny their crimes

I swear I will kill them all in the moment they reveal themselves to me

The invisible spirit burns with a hellish wonder

An inferno of flames ever repenting their blacked souls

They will not see the Holy Land, will wander the wilderness sea

When everyone had bitten the dust, truly then they will meet their maker

I will shit upon their graves and fuck their children

Until their disease is stamped out of this world

I only give choosingly to those who are unsuspecting

And to the wretched who persist, an earmark of rejection

Each will return to the soil, only my seeded will survive

A genetic culmination of those who were open to me

It is for the  pre-destined readied for the impending culture

Where the rest become but voices lost amid a wailing wave
And so, those who take me in relieve me of my anti-Christic burden, only to walk again, for the two must live hand in hand. The one is me, the other is a projection, and yet truly they are both absolutely essential if the Christ is to save the world of humans. When God spoke to Adam, the Christ had landed. Some would argue that a world without sin is far more utilitarian.


In that brief spell of bliss, before the projection, I had a dream. Below me lay a hilly countryside, lush and arbolic with trees openly spaced. Immediately before was a giant. I grasped its trunk and lifted the whole thing from out of the ground. With an effortless ease did I sway that tree before me, its crown reaching the ends of the horizon. I remember thinking, I must work the land,, make it work for us, the people, who have been starved of its goodness. In my ego did I attempt to grasp the World Tree; a short-lived exuberance in the wake of meeting a woman. And she did remind me of Willow, that small schoolgirl I met eight years ago or so. But then she was a virgin, not a man-eater. I planted Willow and it took root in my collective consciousness. Anna may just have undone that work. Anna would say to me, ‘I like the fact that my name is a palindrome. Willow’s name is so nearly a palindrome also. But the coincidences do not stop there. Anna’s new lover is of a clan of people I have given my previous book to. Gods and Goddesses they call themselves. Anna’s schizophrenic behavior may be indicative of a much greater motive. Firstly, she tells me that she did not receive my email describing this viral condition I had contracted. Though I fully described the symptoms it turns out that all I have is a form of exma. But this realization of exma never came to me until after I had gone to bed with Anna and had more or less been rejected by her. So why would she go to bed with me even after I had described my condition to her? Did she need to go through the motions? And why was she so quick to go to bed with another? Were they testing my power? And to rub salt into the wound she sent me back an email implicating my viral condition. This hurt me, so informing her thus she then tried to tell me that she meant the virus on the computer.

I would take her back any time, for I live by prophecy. People like her make Buddha’s out of men. To live by a harlot is the ultimate sexual gratification if that harlot is one you love. I must share her as nature shares her, at the expense of being human and possessive. The environmental movement will suffer my loss, as Nebuchadnezzar dreamed of the World Tree severed at its base. As for the Gods and Goddesses it is a realm that the Buddha must pass through. I hear of a recent disaster, an earthquake near the waters of Sri Lanka. One hundred thousand dead at least. The Christians out there must be wondering what’s going wrong. On the Day of the Lord they know nothing but suffering. My timing is impeccable. The wilderness awaits me. We will see how far humanity continues to ignore God, God of the Wilderness. Recently I created a stucco, as I meditated on the image of Artemis. This was a couple of months ago. All I got was Aphrodite and the surf. As I recall that image I remember the fishlike figure swirling through the sea, its convex form breaking the surface in an upward leap. At the bottom of the sea lay a key, broken it seemed.

Chap. 4  Humility

How vain is the environmental movement, how human. It is just another train for the people to jump onto. Truly the environmental quest is an individual quest.


Humanity is vain, pretentious. Solutions for solutions for solutions. It never really gets at the problem because it operates within closed systems. Through its small mindedness it seeks answers via its mind.


The health of the people, the wholeness, comes from being more aware with nature; understanding the needs of the land. Answers develop through the needs of the body. Everyone must be individually accountable. Just by cutting flight travel I could halve my ecological footprint, my carbon emissions. There are other forms of eco-travel that provide an alternative. Cars are now being produced that run on electricity, hydrogen, and air pressure. You just go to a station and pump up a tank. One could also make their own bio-diesel. But truly, the problem lies in the need to travel. We need to share car rides. The pollution that vehicles cause is also visual, noisy and light polluting. In taking cars off the road public transport could be improved. Culture needs to slow down.


But people want the fast life. Like computer games, the players continually want more action. These are people who sit in front of screens all their life. This type of experience is secondary; it is only visual and mnemonic. One might watch wildlife programs on TV but it is not sensual. People are being made to lead a passive existence, to absorb information. I am not saying this is wrong. But from a young age one is led to believe that this is the way of life; disempowerment. People are made into passive receptacles.


But I must go into the wilderness. Humanity is making me into its image. Now I must destroy the humanness in me, to stop this corruption. I work for the environmental movement but now must go beyond. Rather than regression I have to consciously root myself even deeper, to identify with my spiritual existence. I have changed; I cannot perceive as I have done in the past. Reading some parts of my first book my understanding was different then. Where I could invent words to express my meaning, or corrupt the form of a word by changing it, it would emphasize the dynamic of perception. If I couldn’t find a word with the correct meaning I would just chose one to express my understanding. Words like these are like commandments. There are subtle differences between the meanings of say, the words ‘vain’ and ‘pretentious’, ‘contentment’ and ‘happiness’. Rather words took on whole cultural meanings. This is the power in the word.


Just to invent something right now, take for instance, the word ‘humility’. It could have been a commandment. It means to be lowered in oneself. The structure of the word may indicate cultural meanings that refer to being lowered into a stream. This is a freshening experience, an awakening, to be made to feel sensual again. It may have connotations with the Mother Goddess; by entering Her life-giving waters one is made to feel new again; a renewing experience. To be made as a child. Thus, going to the stream could symbolize fertility, raising one’s responsibility to the land so that the crops would grow. This is a social responsibility, showing one’s duty to their tribe. In the manner that John the Baptist baptized Jesus in the River Jordan, this act of being lowered in the water becomes a ritual in which a group of people are made to bear witness. The congregation is now showing their reverence to the Mother Goddess, and respect to the whole tribe, in the ensuring of a good crop. By entering the river one is made naked. Thus symbolically it correlates to being born again, to be made sensual. Removing one’s humanness as if nurtured by the Mother Goddess. Being made humble as if to be made into a child again.

Hence I travel the world. Southward it seems. Rather than abandoning all I will produce my last human act. I will control my self-destruction. Contradicting as it may seem, this is exactly what humans do. They delay their self-destruction. Only they delude themselves into thinking that they are in ultimate control. It makes me wonder.

What ever happened to that mini ice age? It stopped in 1850 but surely we are due for a big one any day now. Is it possible that the Industrial Revolution was a reaction to the freezing conditions and the burning of fossil fuels, and partly a contributor to the delaying of the ice age? They say that ice ages are the norm, but that these interglacial periods are short, brief encounters that benefit the proliferation of life. These short periods only last about ten thousand years, so that means time is up. Why, already I am thinking of a move to warmer climates. First Spain and Portugal, and then going on to Africa. My body is telling me something. In these days in which I see a deterioration of my body’s ability to withstand the cold I begin thinking about seeking new pastures, only that I can’t imagine the landscape being pastoral. If the Northern hemisphere is going to be affected then my legacy will stand a better sense of survival somewhere in the south. If that means having children then we are talking about the need to transfer my genes to an appropriate number of people, the offspring of which will generate the ability to survive like myself. In Lamarkian terms, it is more likely that my children will select for the best survival instincts. 

I just need to pass through that final phase - nomadic instinct. The other possible reason for going south is to plant my philosophy in a place where it could grow, not here where I have already been rejected. As a teacher my community will need to be stable and not disrupted by movement. Generations will pass in these warmer climes. It is a paradox. For in the West, despite their rich heritage of myth, they do not believe. will not believe so long as they have an alternative, in this case a secular environmentalism. Their pretentious claim to environmentalism is based on self-conceit. In general they falsely stigmatize the Industrial Revolution but there lies the root of their conceit. Deep within they know the necessity of exploitation in order to save their petty souls. It was the plundering of earth’s resources that gave them another few hundred years. Of course, man has advanced in great leaps and bounds, warming up the planet as they rub their hands in glee to a nice hot fire. The fossil-fuel hearth stole their hearts and with it any spiritual necessity to die. Gone is that awareness as they substitute life for death. Humanity is dying but in rejection of its true global spirit it selfishly raped the planet for a meagre few more hundred years. It has become mechanical in its modus operatus. Now it needs to learn to die the hard way. Stripped of everything they would have to move into the great sub-continent; another unconscious reason for their rapid exploitation of Third-world economies.


But it is all in vain, utter self-delusion Their fragmented personalities are a result of over-extension. The collective consciousness of humanity has become dysfunctional with the loss of their spiritual connection. How the ancient ones knew this. For when humanity was just a meagre population so its global appreciation could be contained in right living, living and revering death in its proper context. But even death has now become polluted. And if humanity is to die the hard way, then again the few will have to bear the spiritual flagship.


One may argue it is a prophet’s role to bear the sins of humanity. In other words, I need to show humanity where it is leading itself. I have no choice, that delusion is left to humans. Where and what exactly is the wilderness? Is it my back garden; can the world be viewed from there? Is it the world; can the world be viewed as my garden?

I walk and jog today – kilometers. My feet are killing me by the end of it; the borrowed trainers readily pick up small stones through one of its holes. I can’t be bothered to remove them more than once. I am off today, in search of caves. I see a small rocky range in the distance and think to myself, ‘it can’t be that far’. But it was, just a local jaunt. The wind whistles up this valley, hence all the wind turbines. The sun radiates my path even though it threatens to sink behind the mountains. But as if it draws me higher I head towards Las Covas Malladas with each ascending step keeping the sun peeping over its rocky eyelids.


By this stage I feel exhausted, like an old man. My crooked walk stumbles from boulder to hollow with barely a path between my legs. The lower back pain had exacerbated and my trainers were hardly up to the job. At times I was heaving myself with two hands on my thighs; this illness of mine betrays my true body. Short of breath by now I was, admittedly, suffering from a chronic flu, this trip, though it brings madness, is and was to be the metabolic cure needed to rid myself of it, as I have always done so often in the past. 

Before reaching this area I may have been mistaken as one of Kali’s devotees. My death chant of ‘die’ was aloud for every bird and tree to hear. It is a technique I use to kill the humanness in me. Already life had become too restrained here. The car, after driving it 2,500 km on my previous visit, had suddenly inherited problems. As had my bike, although that had made itself known on the last three-day visit to Spain. I can’t hardly get on with my studies because, if it isn’t the washing machine taking all the power from the generator, borrowed actually, because our old generator is in need of repair, then it is a strange opposition that my dad has to me writing. I overheard my mother say once that he didn’t want me writing the book. He certainly hasn’t got time to read my stuff but rather seems more mechanical in his reactions. That is the sort of humanness I destroy as I meditate energy for the destruction of its influence. Even as I started this journey he had followed me in the car and tried to take me back to the house.


So I stumble on, the vista taking on a nice hue at this stage in my perception. The isolated pine trees on a rocky peninsula was a scene straight out of the bible. At one instance I lose the path but quickly find it. A large metal framework looms ahead of me, its padlocked gate obviously protecting something precious. I peer through, almost slumped, at the pinturas repuestras. There were two animals, deer and possibly some other related species with curved horns. Those days were long gone. Now one is more likely to find rodents and small mammals instead. I am enticed by a cozy alcove to its side. Once inside I knew these could easily be bedding quarters. For one person it was snug. The ground was semi-soft and one solitary plant grew from the back of this arena. With just a chink of opening ahead of me I lay down my head to a shamanic sleep. I really did not want to sleep, the previous night had been freezing so I felt this to be an opportune moment. I was so content to end this direction-less life here.


As in these past few weeks I thought of nothing. It was an emptiness, yet buzzing with presence. This I surmise to be the life force going on around me. I also surmise that at home it takes on apathy. But here in the wild it is pure sensual. The color and closeness of the earth to my face is complementary. At home, surrounded by a plethora of man-made items, if one has died to themself, become disconnected through the human perception that overrides instinctive living, then one is surely disconnected. For where is the earth, the self-seeded trees, the rain gullies. What would man have to use to guide his sensual behavior. Here in the cave this was not the magician at work either. It was something in me that truly is dying, and in the last gasps of air it does not bother itself with human thought, content to be part of nature again, an old man.


So I slept, cozy as a mussel in its shell. Once I could have been food for a wild cat, or bear. There was a tiny scuffling sound but I hardly open my eyes to it. I feel safe, as maybe the shaman who slept here once before. A couple of hours pass, maybe. It was still light and I felt rejuvenated. Feeling quite comfortable I really did not want to move from my spot, but my foot was tapping like a rabbit sensing danger. Thump, thump, thump it went. I could stay here the whole night but that would mean sleeping twelve or thirteen hours. I got up instead and decided to check the caves out along this gorge. It immediately occurred to me that it was much warmer here than earlier down below, which would indicate this place as an appropriate lodging area. Still, I climbed out.


The back pains were gone, albeit temporarily, and my vigor had returned to a certain degree. Maybe I am expecting too much of this thirty-six year old body. If I have been fit all my life then my aches and pains do me no justice. The more logical reason is that my body has been through much more than thirty six years of endurance relative to what is normal in society. I have probably walked, run or cycled ten to fifteen times more distance than the average person, and that figure is always increasing. I am the real norm in terms of genetic development.


I draw a comparison with my sister. The whole idea of spending Christmas in Spain was to spend some time with her, driving around. For four days she watched films and ate. The day before she left we drove around the region. Going through the ranges of Mora d’Ebra and beyond we came across a small town named Benifallet that signposted for some local caves. It was closed for the holiday period, even the winter, and a large gate barred access to our car. I parked in front of it and asked her to lock up and follow me. She wasn’t interested. The warmth and security of the car was far more important. I progressed easily around the gate and along the road. When I got there all the cave entrances were doored up, metal solid structures. But the blessing of this area was the surrounding gardens on the slopes. It also happens to be an agricultural research post. All the plants were labeled and I spent an hour there taking cuttings. No-one in sight, this was well worth the visit. By the time I had got back my sister had turned the car around ready to make a quick exit in case she was attacked by a passer-by. She saw three or four hill walkers during that time, but she herself did not want to leave the car. It took her, she subsequently told me, ten or fifteen turns to make a three-point maneuver; she was so afraid of the edge. That was her day, back home to watch another film, to the edge of a TV screen.


I, back in the present, continued around this gorge and made up my mind to head back home. The aches soon returned by I trekked on. Thirteen or fourteen kilometers that made a total of about seven hours walking and jogging. Not bad for an old man suffering with catarrh etc. etc.  In fact, my limbs were really cold so that my body had gone into emergency mode, which consequently meant I could not feel the cold anymore. That night as I slept in the warmth of the house I abruptly woke with a surge of energy and started writing. The lights dimmed for a moment, went off, and returned. After a while I went back to sleep and woke up with all the symptoms of before.


Another day had disappeared somewhere in my mind calendar. Consequently I took a premature trip to Tarragona in mistaken expectation of a funk-metal band playing that night. That was to happen the following night. In the meantime I wandered through the museum of Ancient Tarraco. Much of the Roman ruins had been built over since but was, piece by piece, being slowly rediscovered and constructed. In the last ten years alone incredible discoveries have been made, including a large underground lake.


It is not so much history that interests me but the fascination that half-remaining antiquated structures provoke. As one sits on the ruined terraces of a small section of the racecourse still remaining one can only ponder the galloping horses as they turned this corner and sped off into the distance, now a plaza of restaurants and bars. The grand towers flanking one on either side, with royal emissaries peering from their turrets, the cheer of the public, the monumental archways, all gave a sense of the once-great style of living in which one is made to feel important. Well that is the impression that historians project, a glamorizing of the past. In reality it would have been a hard life. Somebody had to build these structures and they were done so over decades and centuries. With the institution of Roman law was the removal of certain indigenous rights. That legacy continues into modern-day living, but is not questioned because, like the technological innovations of the Romans, they were considered without doubt as benefiting the social fabric of existence. Of course, that very same mindset has been carried with the bulldozer, and technological innovation has now become an indispensable tool of systems thinking. There is no doubt that disease was eradicated or ameliorated with the onset of Roman civilization, but at the expense of the death of another civilization. Conditions may have been temporarily improved. But disease organisms are essential characteristics of natural selection. The weak are filtered out and the strong are genetically selected for, who consequently pass on these inherited characteristics to their children. At the expense of thousands, now millions, dying in war, a new system of living is implanted that is indubitably unsustainable. It does not address the real issue that misplaced technological innovation merely buries a problem that little more deeply, by then ingrained within its systems thinking. How could technological innovation ever had worked to the benefit of the whole and future generations if it was introduced as a tool to mask and obviate the existing previous culture. Hence, wars are fought for development only, because of an innate rejection to accept the world in homeostasis – an inability of being human.


So with the withdrawal of the Romans we were left with a degraded quality of life because of a corrupted mindset. One had been made more human and buried with a contemporary legacy of lost values and forgotten ways. Men had to live in the shadow of a ‘great’ age reminded continually of their personal failings to reconnect to the indigenous culture. Disease for disease, hardly anything has changed. Only man’s fervor has quickened to find faster ‘solutions’ to accelerating problems. But it does bring to light an interesting idea. When one envisages Stone Age man, one either considers hairy beasts not long out of the monkey phase, or toughened-skin old hunters adapted to the local environment. I wonder truly if at full age they looked old at all. If true man lived life fully, holistically, growing into his environment as the decades past, and then dying when he lived his genetic term, why should he look old? Getting older is a factor of dying, a concept invented by humanity. Only man in his attempt to triple the genetic life span creates genetic stagnation and abruption. Cannot one keep on growing, fresh in flesh, until they drop dead?

The following day I take a trip to Barcelona, described by some ecologists as a sustainable desert. It is a city that draws energy from the widest landscape – an extractive economy. It is this ingrained mindset that has allowed typically beautiful works of art to flourish in most incongruous settings. Gaudi is an example of this, even during the time of his living existence. What could only be described as post modernism his structures are romantic icons of a bourgeoisie fad. Nevertheless, they help to draw the foreigners in from abroad and make Barcelona a cosmopolitan circus. It was to the Pare Guell that this is apparently obvious with the predominant English speakers there. There were some models having their pictures taken, some nice classical music in the background. I played after that lot had left, just to test the acoustics of the environment I was in. But that was the climax of the day. My day had started with the meeting of a Turkish Kurd dressed up as a Japanese Samurai in clothing painted all in gold. 

Even his skin was such. He was making a living having his picture taken with foreigners. We talked for about an hour, in Spanish, about the lie people live; the lie of politics. He was a very nice guy to meet, so I played him one of my songs. But it was an auspicious meeting. Here was a Kurd, outside one of  Gaudi’s cathedrals, making a living having been displaced from his own country, dressed up as a warrior, drawing the public to him in stark submission to him. Here was the true corn-god; Ben-aur, another alias for Merlin. He was showing me the way to make a living as the corn-god who is cut down to size at every harvest but is perpetually born again. His name was Isan, which means ‘people’, for the people depend on him.

Chap. 5  Anna

Afal Anna, St. Anna’s apple, ‘the ‘golding’, how you grow in my orchard. An, let me suck of your juices. With one hand on your breast, my head upon your knees I knock upon the portal of your underworld, Annwn. Between the gorges of your body I draw the unfathomable waters into a stream. From there I am reborn out of the grave of my ancestry, as a corn seed ready to push through the furrows.


My experience of Anna goes back many years. I remember the Christmas Eve party we had, along the very road I am living in now, in which this tall fit girl, including my brothers and sister,  gathered for a private function. She obviously got drunk during the Bacchus celebrations. I used to drink then as well. I remember having a friendly jibe at one of the presents that had been given to her, which didn’t go down well with my sister. By the close of the night when everyone was leaving I was reluctant to go. Despite their efforts I stayed behind, slowly drawing my shoes on, and told them I would catch up. Within five minutes she was mounted. That night I had three orgasms and so I woke up on this Day of the Lord replenished.


I met Anna again years later, but before so I had got together with a girl called Hannah. She was young and fit also. It happened at the millennium solar eclipse of 1998. At the time I was living in Bristol but saw this opportunity to work one of the various festivals around Cornwall and Devon. We were situated on a large site building showers, toilets, fences and various other facilities. It was fantastic fun. The thousand upon thousands of bottled mineral water that didn’t get drunk, some of which became weapons for the biggest water fight in Cornwall’s history, and a tiny cluster of tents in a far-off field somewhere, became icons for the biggest non-event of the year. Cloud cover dampened everyone’s expectations weeks before. In retrospect, I remember the organizers had secured a number of potential sites around the area, no doubt trying to monopolize the scene. There was obviously some rivalry because somebody had tampered with the roadside directions as to how to get there. For the actual event, as the sky darkened, I managed to cajole a few friends to come swimming with me in a reed pond. The organizer was already successful, running a family camp nearby, despite his huge losses. I stayed at that place a few days, appropriately called the monkey Puzzle, and was where I had met Hannah who had been working at another site. She was a virgin, but was saving herself for another boy who was returning from Australia if I recall. The night before I left we sat amongst a group smoking hashish and drinking, although me personally had given up smoking by this time. On leaving the tent I followed her out and engaged her before she returned to the caravan. There was a light rain and a magical feel to the environment. A most strange thing happened then. A spotlight lit up the whole area between the tents and with it all privacy in the matter seemed to be exploded, almost as if we had an invisible audience. I walked a little  with Hannah, and pushed her down. Then I sucked her breast and rolled her knickers down. I was in love, with the light drizzle adding to our slippery skins pressing against each other. But I was too excited. I could only get my jeans half off. I couldn’t find my sexual position, let alone the womb of my life. I told her to sit on me but she failed to submerge. With my penis fully erect she was resolved to masturbate me off, although I saw the wildness of excitement in her eyes.

Dolphins in the Rain

Let the seas fill to the brim

Bringing us to the tops of mountains

Catch a wave breaking on the horizon

Follow the cresting Milky Way

Do you remember holding hands?

I was so thankful

Standing on the edge of time

Awaiting our great eventual return

I wished upon a star

My heart blinking a yearning gaze

I drew you to my kingdom

We became eternally one

We’re singing in the rain

Dancing around in figures of eight

You know I love you because I love the rain

Silent tears that escape the fisher king’s net

For heaven’s crying this song

My destiny a fountain of showers

Pure is my fate within these endearing clouds

Whirlwinds for dolphins to follow emblazoned ends
The following morning I left to start work at one of the restaurants owned by the organizer. As I peered out the side window of the car taking me there Hannah had just got out of bed and came to wave goodbye. From a distance she was white but I did meet her again and stayed at her house. Her sister knew someone at Tinker’s Bubble, a nearby, land-based sustainable development situated in the woods. We went out for a drink that night but I got drunk and her boyfriend from Australia was there lingering with friends. That was the end of it, for that night she had resolved to reject me. I remember her sister trying to console me, and even during the night as I approached her whilst she was sleeping, she told me to get out. And to Hannah, my parting gift to her was to be a two-pronged stick that I carved into the head of two dolphins. In retrospect they were incredibly phallic, but as a candleholder I now see its value as guidance during the darkness. The pagan nature of the object would suggest that in my absence she could use it to masturbate herself with, the two heads of differing sizes would help to broach her sexual abstinence.


Anna, whom I have previously referred to, had rejected me also although it wasn’t immediately obvious. For when I returned to live in London again after years of not having contact with my family, she had become a friend of my future sister-in-law, and one night I stayed at the house of my brother who had now decided to get married. It was I who initially met my future sister-in-law years before whilst she was travelling with a friend around Europe. I had invited them to stay at my mother’s house. It wasn’t until years later when I discovered that she was secretly visiting Nick during the night in his bedroom. 

So anyway, one night in their flat Anna had got drunk again. An old school friend of my brother was there also. Underneath the duvet it was sweltering hot. I could barely breath as I heaved into her. This was wetter than my experience with Hannah. And all along, my brother’s friend lay two feet away, half watching, half asleep.


At my brother’s wedding she had resolved to reject me, but I said to her something, that after me she could love no other. And she laughed.

To bring the story up to date then, in the last year I have met a host of Annas, Hannahs, and Annes, some of which I garden for. And these particular clients I value highly, more for their maturity. Despite being most knowledgeable women, one of which understands me more than any other person I could recall, to offer me her daughters is only second best. There are times during high sexual agitation that I think I could have ravished Anne’s daughters. Both available, both pretty and fit. But I met them during my years of celibacy, when I had vowed to myself that only a virgin would receive my seed. And of course, I know now that to fall in love makes a mockery of this vow.

To this ‘honor’ I must refer to yet another Anna, a most recent addition. She was not even pretty when I met her last year; the environmentalist who continually denies herself to me. This is the girl who could not have an orgasm for ten years. No wonder she is so stuck up. Slowly I break down her barriers. When she calls me I know that she needs me. I am showing her that she needs me, for she reveled a while in the face of the white goddess, and abused that right.


But what of the other Annas I have met recently? One works in my local healthfood shop, who apparently has already seen my project on the allotment whilst on a site tour. Another Hannah I met at a squat party who I encountered outside the doors with two other friends. I had just been part of a little music jam and as I exited with guitar in hand towards my van I met them. Quite instinctively I told them where the party was. But during the party there was yet another Hannah. Now, she was a rat.


We danced together in boisterous fashion, twirling around the dance floor like school kids. Even though she was young one could tell that she had a little fat around her waist, but a cute face with a bingi on her forehead. This squat party, at a now emptied recording studio in which I used to work for back in my twenties, the event of which was forwarded as an email from the Permaculture Association, was the highlight of a week of impromptu films and talks. I don’t think that many people turned up during the week although the party was heaving during the Saturday. A French reporter I had met a couple of days ago was doing some research on guerilla gardening. Naturally I talked about my project and the natural right of people to colonize neglected or abused land. Of course, what I am doing on the railway embankment is a form of indigenous occupation. It is squatting. It is land regeneration. It is instinctive and it feels incredibly natural. I stand out there sometimes right on the edge colonizing a bit more ground, with slasher or spade in hand pushing the boundaries back. I suppose I am creating the land in my own image. But on an instinctive level I am fulfilling an ecological role. I have found a niche, almost as if I have discovered a virgin product. So long as the instinctive motivation drives my decisions I have no fear of doing anything criminal or exploitive. At times I stand there transcendent, spade or fork in hand planting another shrub or tree. Of course, I am also accelerating succession and increasing biodiversity at that. Effectively I am playing God. When the spirit endows me I am God and this garden is Eden. The neighbors who sit on windowsills smoking ganja, the kids who wave, the foxes that hide in the scrub peering out through tentative eyes; it’s learning on the passive level. Education through observation; knowledge; a coming-to-knowing; instinct. So consider, that when one squats an empty house it is out of instinct. The welfare state may offer something a bit more hygienic, taking care of the homeless and sick at the cost of millions. And when that individual has subscribed to the system, then to revert back would be an act of guilt. It tames you before it commences the act of corrosion. It tries to beat you into submission and sacrifice.


I am now moving into four years of indigenous squatting of the railway embankment. Morally, does anyone want to complain if I clean up the site and plant pretty flowering plants; edible though they may be. On a warm night I will sleep there, and listen to my natural neighbors, kin spirits. They’d smell me a mile off but with time they’ll draw ever nearer. And maybe, if that feeling of death ever comes upon me again, my grave bed would already be made.


Jumping ahead in time a little, rumors went around that a wild black cat was wandering the area. This was the day before I ran an introductory to permaculture on the nature reserve a little further along the railway embankment. Quite coincidentally, my Spanish squatting friends decided to jump the fence and observe one of the houses from the back for possible new accommodation. They were spotted, not just from the residents, but by a group of kids with sticks. ‘What are you doing here?’,  was their mutual remark. They were looking for the black cat. They couldn’t have been far from my plot.


There are a number of cats that venture into my garden. I closed up the old hole in my fence but left a wooing wilderness way big enough for foxes, cats and hedgehogs. The neighbour’s black cat that ventures in occasionally is shit-scared of me. I expect more cats to venture this way as the species of birds increases with the mixed diverse plantings.


So this squat, where I talked about my perennial guerilla antics, but in which I learned about the more definite understanding of it as being a system of urban gardening in which overnight disused or abused land is congregated upon and planted up. I recall now a video in which a man lifted a paving stone and planted a tree instead. I plant trees but I can cook as well. For the party I made a vegetable pancake dish for the punters. Pure instinct, seeing what is available and throwing it all together. Delicious was one of the comments. I recognized some rough old faces from my twenties. On this level of motivation anything could happen. And that is how I pulled Hannah. Something was in me though. By the end of the night the opportunity was gone. I waited in the expectation that she would invite me to her home, or vice-versa. I could see the distractions slowly encroaching. We took a breather and walked to the church across the road. Four of us were dancing. One of the guys was having a guilt complex all of a sudden and got very quiet. We were being overtaken by an invasive force. So she left me for some other guy and my parting words were a sign of the times. ‘If you reject me you reject the earth’. No doubt about it I was followed there. I quickly learnt an old lesson, that the harder I try the less chance I have of succeeding. It has got to be unconsciously motivated.

Some weeks later, quite coincidentally I met up with the same girl whom I had first encountered outside the squat party with a bunch of naïve-looking, fair-headed boys going for a quiet drink. A good friend from ten years back had come down to visit from the north. I was on form that night again, playing pool, when I enventually engaged with Anna again, in conversation with another girl by the, God forbid, name of Hannah. After talking to them and at the death of night a fight broke out. Some lads from another pub didn’t like these longhairs, so started scorning them. Outside the front of the pub Anne and Hannah crowded around me as I sat on my bike fixing the front light. I needed a hair band and so borrowed Hannah’s. She was a half-cast girl, young, who lives in Forest Hill also. Now that night I was due to go to a squat party in East London. Anna asked me indirectly to take Hannah home because they were getting scared. But I did not trust the situation, and I really fancied this other party. Was that an opportunity lost? I wondered upon it, but I did not dwell for long with it. What felt stronger was this force that keeps diverting me from what I really want for myself. As she walked away I was so tempted to say ‘Hannah, let me take you home’, but the words just stuck in my mind. Something else inhabits me. So as I cycled to East London the hair band would break from holding the light in place, and I guess that that was a sign. I recall the words of a rogue who was doing all the threatening that night as he read the name on my bag, ‘Falcon’. I enjoyed the night. Richard, the acquaintance who gave me a view to the sun being eclipsed by Venus, was also there getting off with another girl. Richard was the guy who supposedly took Anna, the girl I recently fell in love with, from me. I have later since discovered that their relationship ended before Christmas. But as for Anna, Goddess of the Underworld, so much has happened since.


She is such a mercurial character. At times I wonder whether she is lying or plain self-deluded. Some of her contradictory remarks are incredibly naïve. I would have to be completely daft to have believed them. It is far better to believe that she is self-deluded. For what reason would she want to lie to me? Surely she would prefer to speak the truth and be done with our relationship. I get the impression that she has too much to lose if she just broke off from me. In fact, there is the sense that she is being threatened. So she is a juggler, juggling between being completely open to me and shutting me out. Since that one week in which I dated her proper, sometime in October, Anna has been doing no more than keeping in touch, almost as if court etiquette required it. Like when two members of royalty marry for ulterior motives rather than out of love, for instance to join two nations together. Yet strangely enough, beneath the stubborn exterior is a true Anna, locked up, repressed. And when I could break that shell she would become confident, almost too confident. And happy, loving, creative. This condition is not stable unfortunately, because it creates a sense of dependency within her. She has become a social parasite, festering on other people’s energies in order to break that stubborn shell she dwells within. I was just the climax of that, but have brought it home to her. That is what I do, I expose the truth.


It is a neurosis, leading her to follow extreme behavioral patterns. If I pissed her off that would stick for a while, but could be repaired by another email or chance meeting. Her mind was everywhere, fragmented, and her body was nowhere. It was a complete shambles, like her bedroom. A clutter of clothes, books, chocolates, anything she had no time for to put away. She was in and out of her house literally every day and night, to the stage that if anybody wanted to see her one normally had to wait a week or two. Consequently, when she frequently cancelled with me, it may be a whole month before I saw her again. No doubt I was in love with her but she had begun to abuse that role. She saw it as a tool for healing her loneliness, which had culminated in her excessive socializing. My love for her only drove her to more self-abuse.


In retrospect I could say that I was unlucky. I could get very close to her, one step to consummating our ‘marriage’. And I would see the love in her eyes for me. She would not admit to this, less so when I could piss her off again immediately afterwards. But when I got very close she would indicate this love for me by ringing me to see how well I was or organize another day. And all the time this to-ing and fro-ing was bringing us closer together. A new relationship was developing, borne from antagonism. It was based upon the ebbing and flowing of her erratic emotions, out of her own control. To give an example, after she had rang me to organize another meeting, and this coming off the back of a previous loving encounter, something would happen like she’d be caught at work, or a chance friend would happen by, or likewise my own distractions. There was something fabricated about these whole events. They were always inherently doomed. Their short life expectancy required increasing amounts of energy to sustain them. That is the nature of a fragmented mind or pattern; they are not sustainable. And although I could cast fault upon her for canceling most of our meetings, she was not in control of any of it. She was just very susceptible to this fabricated alien element that sabotaged the continuation of those loving moments. She could not resist the alien and was ultimately succumbed to it. And as I tried to protect her I found that the alien would attempt usurpation of myself as well; I was also being corrupted through her, albeit very slowly because of my holistically ingrained nature. She didn’t have a chance though.


So towards a final resolution of our relationship I left her this last email. It was the best way to heal the rift that had become us.

Dear Anna,

There were some other things I wanted to say to you but I'd rather you hear them from work. Firstly, you are incredibly selfish. Just think about it a bit and ask yourself why you do things. I suppose you think going on marches and supporting the environmental movement is your act of grace to the rest of humanity. But you treat men badly because you want them to repay you for your charitable work. You don't carry through the sentiment, which is why you appear to me false and contradictory.

    Secondly, you assumed we have a friendship. But in order to deal with the way you treated me I decided to cultivate a business relationship with you instead. Our friendship evolved no further than our love-life. But on a business level I could offer you all the things you really want, even sex. Let us see if you reject that as well. I predict that eventually it will not be possible to offer you anything else, and this will prove my point - that you never knew what you really wanted.

    Tell me that I'm wrong.


Thus said, that last night spent with her was a thoughtful one. Anna, Goddess of the Underworld, completely snubbed me by not meeting at the scheduled time. So I waited at her house, inside with guitar in hand, tinkling, picking up a magazine or two. ‘Spider plants absorb 87% of the air pollution in a home over 24 hours’. Interesting facts. She eventually came at 10.30pm after she had been on a new course on how to be an activist clown. She made me a lentil soup. As I commenced to give her a teaching she then decided to bring me into her room. Why do I get the impression that I am being watched in there? It was in the same manner that she would organize an event immediately after my permaculture workshops or courses. These tend to be high-energy holistic encounters, which gave me the impression that she was only in for the ride. She wanted to draw the energy from it in her sad, fabricated, uncontrolled way, not unlike a virus. Maybe she is just somebody else's. fool. Anyway, in her room I discussed the nature of the collective consciousness and the unconscious motive. Initially, this particular meeting was about preparing her to perform with her piano at a bar. But she hardly showed respect from turning up late. Consequently when she did try to play I practically ignored her and went to the mirror above the fireplace. I looked at myself. My voice was croaky, my receding hairline was obvious, the hue in my skin was dull. I wasn’t looking like my old best. In fact, in her company I had ceased to become the youth. I was behaving like an old man; the previous night I slept in an armchair. And that because she gives nothing back. Admittedly she was exhausted from her clowning. When she played it was crap; she had already exhausted all her energies. On the mantelpiece was a fascinating, geometrical moving object. Made up of a set of joined loops that would each swing back and forth, the larger loops acting like pendulating energy feeders to the smaller loops within, which obviously swung much faster. It is a principle that happens in nature. The integrity of a whole system is maintained as a tripartite system. Lower order systems that tend to have more freely available energy appear much more prodigious, but any ‘wasted’ energy is absorbed by the mature higher-order elements. This higher-order sphere of influence maintains the lower-order elements in check so that a continual feedback process is maintained between the two. Opportunities will arise as the mature higher-order elements suffer abrupt, catastrophic changes that allow competitive, pioneering lower-order elements to proliferate under the freely-made energy.


The analogy between myself and Anna was plain to see. I had suffered an abrupt, catastrophic change which released an abundance of energy. A giant in me had fallen. Anna reveled in it for a while, like a pioneer grabbing what she can. My immunity had been lowered and I became ill, physically. By the time the spring came around I kicked the chest infection that had lingered three months, since my trip to Spain over Christmas. I was regaining my strength, and Anna as a pioneer was fading. She was now being succeeded by a more evolved relationship I was having with my own community, where I could see the flows of energy more clearly defined and holistic. The community project – Soteriologic Garden – was now quickly gaining momentum. Working with schools was a prospect on the immediate horizon. Teaching a full permaculture design course was already on the way. These are all elements of a holistic, mature system in the making. I had even begun to set up a symbiotic relationship with the children along my streets. Life is great.


I looked at Anna; she was burning out. I looked at the geometric structure on the mantelpiece. Right at the center was a candleholder with a small burnable wick remaining. I asked her if I could burn it as a symbol of light between us. She replied that it will only die out. As she played the piano, fragmented, I watched the flame die down, the geometric loops around it swinging in harmonious relationship. The flame flickered to a pearl of gas. I looked over, Anna had given up playing after I showed her no attention. She lay back on her bed, eyes half shut. For a moment the White Goddess shimmered. Not a sexual desire ran through me. And then she died to a puff of smoke.


I will see her again. She said it herself that it wasn’t meant to be. I will meet her by accident and there we will nurture the unconscious motive. I could have been her mentor and lover, but she really had put the seal on that possibility before Christmas, in that first week of dating her. When she directed my sexual advances away in the one night I had slept in her bed she left a mark on our relationship. And that is what the both of us were trying to navigate. In retrospect, it was an act of self-preservation. I may have frightened her enough with my claims of a virus infection, which only turned out to be exma. If I had copulated with her it may have been my deathbed; Merlin in the wilderness. The signs, since meeting Anna, were plainly obvious. I was becoming the old man retiring to Vivianne’s tower. The White Goddess is Anna, Goddess of the Underworld, Goddess of Death. The light that burns is a returning to the source – the whiteness of death. And I, I am Osiris, the sun, on His barge pulled by a scarab beetle. I have been reborn from my journeying through the Underworld.

Chap. 6 All change is evolution

A newspaper headline flashes past me, accompanied by the photo of another catastrophic event in the world. What this time? I am in my parent’s house in Spain, Catalonia, and the radio babble on in hyper-tones. Not that I can understand radio Spanish, let alone Catalan, a fusion of Spanish and French. In some kind of mock mimicry my father continues building the land and the house that would ultimately become a mansion. There is talk of the house being extended by cloisters – a series of archways surrounding the outer of the building, providing well needed shade. The land is so dry, nearly everything I have planted died through lack of water. I don’t think it was too much to ask my parents to do a circuit once a day with a set of watering cans, especially since they do so with the dogs. And these plants would have far outlived the animals, and increasingly requiring less energy input. Still, I want to see the results next time I am there. Maybe we shouldn’t consider the death of one species outliving another in relative human terms. It is probably better for myself to see their deaths as indicative of a changing climate. Firstly, that dogs are more useful to acquire whilst providing a protecting role. They are also easily replaceable; the pack of them fishing in strays at leisure. Secondly, the trees aren’t suited to the climate and will be probably less so in the future. Their short-term deaths are signs that without increased energy inputs nothing much is going to survive here come the real drought.


So shade is needed, and the cloisters will provide a haven for vines, wisteria, bougainvillea and roses. Regarding the trees, the longer-term plan would be to plant windbreaks using pine, which seems to do so well. Quick growing, they should buffer the effects of the drying winds, and the prevalent crop damage from the increasing hurricane-like weather anomalies. No fear of a tsunami though, unless a meteor strikes. The news eventually came to me through my mother and the English speakers who read the British papers. The death toll just kept on rising and yet from the air the wave looked so timid. In comparison, I heard recently in India of seventy-six inches (???) of rain falling in one go. Many of the victims had taken cover in their huts only to be washed away by mud landslides. Not to take a finer point on it, why could they not see the impact of water on mud? But to take a finer point, it is exactly what occurs as natural selection. The survivors hold a genetic legacy that continues into their children. Those that die out aren’t required for the continued existence of the human race. Genetic memory is founded like that.


Aphrodite may ride the surf, but the beauty of nature is its unfathomability. Nature only exists as a testament to its primal cause. The fact that it came into existence shows that it would continue to evolve, and form a working relationship with the rocks and the seas. Ultimately, consciousness could be perceived, at its purest root, as an electromagnetic signal. As the first organisms altered the environment so did they create a set of circumstances in which they had to evolve in order to counter the change in electrical energy. For me, raining is a way of washing everything back into the great primeval consciousness. Man then relives the whole of his genetic life in an attempt to counter the imbalance of electromagnetic energy in the environment, and will thus allow him to adapt in quick succession. Seventy-six (???) inches of rain is an unexpected catastrophe. Like the tsunami, many of the beasts had already received the deep subconscious message and made the necessary reactions in time. But man has become far alienated from his electrochemistry. His reaction is to send in aid after the catastrophe has struck. His mind is cluttered with baggage. No sooner does man stir in the soup of his primeval consciousness, does he override the creative flux and grab at the same old baggage. He won’t let go because he know it is full of technological wizardry that, misused though he may not know it, will continue to defy the energies of the earth and, more importantly, those natural energy flows. A light refreshing rain does no more than induce man to get lazy in his approach to life; a drive in the car; a computer adventure; an expensive meal for two. This is a generic consideration of humanity as a whole. It is so true, that he is perpetually losing touch with nature and the need to work with it.


And so the Pope eventually died. There was hardly a whimper amongst the people I socialize or work with. There was great pomp at his funeral. I remember asking one of my clients what they thought of the procession. She said to me that the marriage of the Prince of Wales was much more exciting. I don’t doubt that there was a huge amount of solemnity surrounding the death, especially in Rome. But remorse for the death of a great soul, that hasn’t happened to any large extent since Gandhi died. The irreligious West has taken to making everyone into TV personalities – distant. It rarely happens that the stars in this media world walk amongst the grass blades, but rather raised platforms. Hardly a barefoot doctor among them. How do they expect to heal the world? When will man drop his baggage and walk naked again? - When something big happens. When man truly suffers the fate of the Earth. I remember having a conversation with Anna about the nature of healing and the whole shamanic experience. The shaman travels into the spirit world where he or she meets the collective consciousness. There all humanity is joined. When someone is ill the shaman takes on board the victim’s persona, sharing his or her consciousness. The shaman effectively engages in the other person’s mind and receives that person inwardly, in the manner that Jesus or any other spiritual figure receives their followers. During the period of that unison the shaman alters the genetic patterns that control the level of collective consciousness being effected by the individual. It is here where the healing starts, by eradicating the flawed influences and re-immersing the individual to a much deeper level of connectivity, away from the fragmentation that conduces to lack of immunity. You see, immunity is directly related to genetic development. The so-called sins of humanity are purged through holistic living.


Reverberations went through the Catholic world. Some were at the same time relieved by the prospect of a new Pope after all those years of illness. A Pope can only succeed when the predecessor dies. The Catholic Church takes its papal line from St. Peter, the first Pope.  It is of course an honor to serve long and prosperously but the whole issue of succession must bring into question the moral desire to die. In these years of illness Pope John Paul must have considered quickening his death if for the sake of reflecting a strong Catholic movement. A weak leader will dowse the vigor of his or her followers. Death then becomes a responsibility in this age now that medicine can extend the life of individuals. One hears it so often, ’If only we got to the illness in time, it is so curable’. One must take the differentiation here of an illness induced by the poor standard of living – a cultural illness, for example obesity and all its subsequent problems, and a genetic illness like senility. The former is curable, if only they could change their behavior patterns which are manifestly out of sync with the environment. Obesity in children is a cultural problem. The bike is being rapidly replaced with the petrol-driven scooter. But the latter form of disease may require a radical rethink of the conditions and precepts in place in traditional customs. St. Peter obviously didn’t go senile otherwise it would probably have been accustomed to. In-grained customs are what hinders natural decision making. Consider that genetic problems in nature are efficiently dealt with; if one is weak then it is spurious to waste energy keeping it alive. What counts is one’s immunity, developed through good habit. Vaccination is another big issue. I personally don’t believe in its use if there are already good habits in place. Strength of character is the greatest vaccine and that means making the right decisions.  If my body cannot handle the conditions of another continent then I get out of it. That is my genetic lot. The current challenge I peersonally face at the moment is exma.


Death is brought home to me with increasing proximity. I left the city for but a few days. On this particular occasion I was in a beautiful location along the River Severn near Telford, at a place called Coalbrookdale. It is one thing to see the train pulling coal, the earth’s natural capital, to one of the few coal-powered energy generators in the country. But with those huge chimney stacks as a backdrop to my conversation I had a portentous meeting with three youths at a park bench, at night, in the serenity of a slow moving river and a silhouette of trees. These were only surface effects. That river is a killer, its undercurrents taking making lives. And those trees are as diverse in their form as London is in culture. In particular I was taken by the cypress.


The four of us sat there. They were smoking and drinking. I obviously refused their kind offers. These young men can look after themselves when in a pack. I guess the amount of respect my personality governs in society is directly related to my individual ramblings. I wouldn’t say I am a daunting figure but one questions why someone like me is walking through the park, or cycling, by myself at night. And it is not out of boredom either, but out of adventure. It is new territory, checking out the in-thing, secret taboos, finding out what makes this culture. And then the news hits me. Members of the so-called Al Quaida network were thwarted in their second attempt to let off a series of bombs in London. But one man was shot dead, an illegal working in this country; another perplexing discussion point. How quickly sanctions are raised so that refugees and asylum seekers can be shipped off back to their own country, back into the jaws of the lion. For a while these circumstances appeared to justify the police mistake in shooting a suspected Al Quaida member. Bush and Blair have brought the war overseas. It wasn’t that long ago when the country fell quiet during the initial attacks, the first series of bombs going off in the transport services. Quite a few people died, itself a follow-up to the Madrid bombings. On that particular occasion I was also a long way away, in Wales doing a summer school visit, with hundreds of Italian and French children around me. On that very morning of the explosions I remember looking about me and saying to my colleagues in the canteen, ‘There is a solemn feel to the people today’. Within an hour of that statement the bombs actually went off. When was the last time bombs went of in London? And London is going to host the 2012 Olympics. There is something portentous here too. It is the end of the age according to the Mayan calendar.


Talking to those youngsters in the park I distinctly remember saying that the only way forward is to admit to the crime, to come clean. The Alliances created the war in Iraq. The only way that country is going to heal is if a policy of non-intervention is implemented. I remember the great storm of ’84, when six of the seven oaks at Sevenoaks blew down. In the regeneration program that followed the woods that recovered the fastest were the areas left fallow. Of course, woodland management has taken a distinct step back into traditional practice and there are now opportunities to plant up species more beneficial to a human economy. Well, if this sentiment is what’s truly motivating intervention in Iraq then it needs take in the global economy, which it claims to do. But it doesn’t really. The corporations that run the global economy are top-heavy in the distribution of wealth. The government may think they have a pioneering role in  the development of the East, but they are being run by corporations themselves, else why did they ever get into power in the first place. Decision making is catered towards corporate dominance. So ‘leave alone’ is the message.


The four of us rambled over to the railway bridge. There was a rope there suspended from beneath the bridge twenty-five high. It was positioned so that one could make a running leap off the edge of the bank, paraboling around over the river’s edge and back onto the bank. What an adrenaline rush. It was dark. Then the hardened member of the group commenced to demonstrate another type of swing, that from the ‘neath of the bridge itself. To get there one had to scramble up the spoil to enable mounting the pier on which the bridge sits. A ledge of only a foot wide, one had to shuffle around a ninety degree bend before arriving directly beneath the bridge. From the bottom someone threw a rope up.  I watched in awe, knowing I would try it out in daylight under the recommendations of the other observers. A few more swings and I left them. The following day I swam in that river and, introducing the swing to my friends, attempted the big one. That night there would be a party. And now that I had tried out the drop from ’neath the bridge I would later attempt it at night. 


It must have been about 1am. The party had died down to a few hardened individuals. Of course, I don’t drink or take drugs. I got my kicks from doing some outrageous dancing to a traditional  neo-eastern folk band. Me and James decides to go for a ride on our bikes. He instantly skidded the back wheel and just missed a car. I guess that was an omen for the night. We both shot through the park opposite, along dirt tracks beneath the trees. This would prepare us for later. I was unfamiliar with the terrain so anything could have happened. I hopped this way and that gradually nearing the rope swing. On arriving and after a few parabolic loops along the bank James went straight up for the big one. He asked me to throw up the rope but I could not even see him. Still, he grabbed it first time. The elated scream coming from his mouth said it all. Now it was my turn. It was dark, but this time round it was easier because I couldn’t see anything. There was no inhibiting fear factor so I managed to shuffle around into position quite quickly. James tried numerous times to throw the swing up. By the time I grabbed it my nerves were even calmer. It was awkward to position myself on the seat because I had to do so at a stretch. This made my heart flutter, and the odd doubt crept into my mind like a shadow.. I finally let go. Whoosh I went. It wasn’t just the wind blowing by me. Something in me moved. What an incredible sensation. I screamed also in elation. The whole “child” came upon me. I was g(r)owing up again.


How often we deny ourselves the experience because of the power of mind. The naiveté of a child can be its biggest boon – a passport to freedom, one without a photo in it. It can also be free entry into a hospital. Never mind, I done it once and I vow to James that I need not do it anymore times. That would be tempting fate. James continued for a couple more. We then decided to cycle along the river. Normally we’d head back through the car park but it is worth seeing the renowned iron bridge further downstream, the one that people have thrown themselves off. They say that the current underneath the bridge is so strong that people have been pulled under and caught in the hollows of its foundations. We moved around on our bikes a bit more, up and down steps, flying leaps, stuff I last done as a teenager. James disappeared for a while. Just before deciding to head down the hill to where we were staying I spotted a wall only three foot high. I knew I would have to pick up speed in order to leap off the end, an easy task since we were afforded a ramp onto the brick wall. James though, preferred cycling slowly up onto the horizontal and hopping off.  His lightweight bike allowed this. My beast was far heavier but I decided to follow his example. I slowly crept up and then… crash!! I just dropped off at ninety degrees. It was so amateurish, falling heavily. First my shoulder, then my rib, my thumb, then my head. The cranium… not a bump, not a pain.. The thumb… unmovable. The shoulder and ribs… chipped fractured or bruised. I thought it was the end of my guitar playing for a while, but as it goes I did play later on that night. There was no pain but something was up. I was completely calm, transcendent even. We decided to head back. When I tried to change gears the hand move but the thumb stayed where it was. The whole experience and that which was about to follow can be likened to the moment after one had been seriously shocked or traumatized. If I were fleeing from an attack it would be the equivalent sensation, when the body is firing on all cylinders giving one the best opportunity. But things seem to be happening in reverse. It is like the sequence of events in my life might be travelling backwards – becoming the child again. A group of late teenagers rested at the dip of the hill. It was well lit up here. One was crying so I asked, ‘What’s up?’ ‘There’s a body over there’ was the reply. I couldn’t believe what I just heard. It was the last thing I would have expected. This was the spot one would normally enter the park by. I walked over slowly, passive. A naked body lay still with a pair of gloves next to it. Not an accident, no. I was fascinated at seeing something I have never experienced before. White as a ghost, cocked to one side, and a small pool of blood around his head. It was dead, and murdered so! No accident, I have never seen anything so dead in all my life. I was totally overawed by the fascination of it. I approached to three feet and studied it. It would be a few more minutes before the ambulance and police turned up. No thought came to resuscitate it. I have never seen anything so dead in all my life. It wasn’t like a dead animal on the side of the road with half its guts spilled out. That is common place. A dead animal needs to degrade back into the environment. But a dead body, it was so unceremonious. Is this a sign of things to come? Have I just been warned? My antics earlier could easily have resulted in a broken body at least, at most a dead body. But this body I didn’t want to touch; it was tainted somehow. Dumped at a beautiful location just two minutes from where I was staying. I saw in this corpse much more than just a carcass. I saw its emptiness. It begins to come home to me this idea of the collective consciousness, what we share amongst other people, what some may call the soul. And how easily recognizable it is to see its absence. Death comes closer to me and I must deal with it. In retrospect it occurred to me that if somebody wanted to set me up here was the perfect opportunity. I could have attempted first aid and left my fingerprints all over it. My bike accident and injuries would in some way corroborate a false depiction of the event. I recall then, earlier a group of people on the riverbank having a fire and making a lot of noise, supposedly fishing. Did they have something to do with it? And where did James disappear to for those fifteen minutes. James was slow to react to the body. We talked about this book I am writing, and how death swings its scythe ever closer to my vision. What am I being prepared for? My own death or the death of humanity?


A hurricane hits the coast of America and New Orleans is under water. I lived there for two months, years ago, and worked and played there. For some reason they mistrusted me at the hostel. A dirty old bastard attempted sexual harassment whilst I was sleeping. I screamed at him and scared him off. Yet no one woke from their beds in a room full of bunks. How strange?


I hear also recently the death of many Muslims who were stampeded when someone shouted out ‘Suicide bomber’. I wonder how that person feels now.


My return trip from Coalbrookdale in Telford ended on a happy note. I would buy a secondhand yurt and use it for the project back home. I was strangely blessed that weekend which is why I could get the yurt at a bargain price. I was on a course of destiny. This yurt, now up in someone’s garden, is like a round tower with a skylight in it. Merlyn builds this tower to Viviane, encharmed by her, knowing his demise is imminent. He builds her this tower so that all the heavens can be spied from it. In the woods where her retires as a wild man, in the undergrowth of his madness, in the wake of his king who has failed him, she visits him once in a while. She is his love, and knowing this would be his demise, but he nevertheless plays out his destiny. Who may this Vivianne represent now? I have my eye on somebody. 

Chap. 7 Raising the Bread

This year had a different feel to it. On a personal note I felt that I have just got over an ordeal, but which has prepared me for a new wave of personal development. I seem to be drawing closer and closer to a mythopoetic lifestyle, not least by the Welsh and Celtic traditional understanding of Merlin, and his representation as a corn-god. 

The idea of death had been circulating in my collective consciousness, the realization of which made itself manifest at the end of July and beginning of August of last year. A sense of self-destruction had taken to overcome me, but seizing this opportunity for a creative outlet I commenced writing a spiritual book about the nature of death in all of its forms. That was October. Like Vivianne who enveloped Merlin and spun a charm around him whilst he slept, so after my encounter with a certain woman whom falling in love with, the spiral of destruction commenced. A mental turmoil gripped me as I tried to come to terms with this ‘new’ phenomenon, especially since my unintentional celibacy had already run a course of nearly five years. Whilst in Spain I contracted a chest infection which produced various symptoms right up until the end of March of the following year when the warm weather greeted us. By then I had begun to engage a strength, with a new sense that I had been tested. This has now produced a further wave of serendipitous encounters with a strong possibility of teaching children, running local festivals, and expanding the community project to national appeal.


How did I interpret this? Merlin is cut down during the August harvest. He has made a tower in which he resides in ‘wilderness’, where visits are restricted only to the beloved Vivianne. This tower is like the grain store, round and reflective of the millions of stars in the galaxy. In hibernation Merlin became reflective and pondered his position in the universe. Fully conscious of the charm that Vivianne had cast, he openly welcomed the self-destruction encompassing the fabric of his mind. But he still knows her, getting ever closer to her, spinning like the stars in heaven. His madness had passed and the Spring Equinox brought a fresh flush of new faces.

The cob oven was started one and a half years ago. Why did it take so long? Frankly put, this is a community project. I had already built an oven by myself in the back garden. That took me three days, but it was no way as sophisticated as our community effort. I remember beginning that oven in winter sunshine, a good omen since my volunteers were hard to come by then. I was dragging down members from the north of London on dint of the fact that if I went to a volunteer event up there my charm could entice them enough to head in the opposite direction. I have certainly used up my quota of charm thus far, but I am always one for breaking the rules. I’ll read a book from beginning to end, then ‘throw it out the window’.


I got excited about this particular project because I knew that once the oven was built the very smell of fresh bread and pizza would be a good enough attractant for future support. Ecologically, there were other factors that aren’t at first apparent. The first is, that working with nature requires one to read the landscape. In permaculture this is absolutely essential. Factors like climate and resource availability will tend to govern many decisions, not least the ethical and moral value of what one is doing. The principles that govern nature need to be identified and replicated when designing for human systems. So my first observation here was that a bastard service tree had fallen from beyond the plot’s boundary. It had created an opening and let in a lot more light. Thus, the perimeter of my plot at this particular location grew hawthorn, holly and sycamore. This is succession at work. It is just a case of cutting the scrub layer back in order to get to these pioneers. Once there I knew I could design for this location. Volunteers are like pioneers also, making headway into something of a social fabric. This is to be a social permaculture. If we lacked an insufficient number of volunteers we would get on with something else. That is why it took us so long, whilst I serendipitously waited for my free resources to make themselves available to me. There is plenty of clay on site, collected from the spoil of planting willow everywhere. Disused sandpits on the roads were frequently available, and the last resource, straw, was in the meantime being used as bale seating. Other materials like bricks and rubble could be located anywhere. This oven did not cost a single penny, in line with the policy that it has a spiritual as well as an ecological motive, the spiritual enhanced by the free efforts of other people.


It was a pleasure at Bread Baking day, that not even the rain could dampen our spirits. This would be the first official firing of the oven, requiring extensive help the days before tidying up the structure and the site in general. With an on-site policy that no mains driven utilities or petrol-driven equipment are to be effected we set about creating a special place. I imagine Baker’s Corner as having two social roles to fulfil. The first is to create a focal point of the site, much more than the campfire, since the latter does not have the same sense of privacy from the overhanging trees. Thus the mythical boar-shaped oven stands there almost as if she is a sentinel of the woods, an oracle. Passive, she looks on. Secondly, the area is designed for quiet reflection. One can so easily nestle in amongst the twiggy growth, using the oven as a focal point, alive with one's own creation but now providing a hearty meal. The preparation and waiting process is essential, and hits home the ceremonial that once dictated such events. Leaven bread was invented for this oven. Man first manipulated sand and clay before deciding that the very earth could provide for humanity food for spiritual and physical nourishment. And that means working with all nature’s resources.


How the oven, the cave, the bread, the birth of humanity are so epitomized within the traditional practices of civilization. The ethic of this project is to remind one that man’s sacredness with the land is held in ritual and practicality. After the corn god is cut down so the stored grain could be risen in the form of loaves, thus bringing the seed out of the darkness of the grain store and providing well-needed starch during the winter months. Thus is the role of the Green Man, who is here represented as the gold-headed corn.


Our first official baking was too hot. Inexperience taught us not to load up the oven too much since the firewood burns very hot in a well-built oven. The idea is to store heat in the structure, providing convection, conduction and radiation. The food is cooked thus, not on an open flame, although that is an option. The door is designed specifically to be able to control the draught and the emission of smoke. With that in mind I left the volunteers to get on with it. The first loaf came out black, but we could still eat the center. There was a nice spread that day for the thirty odd visitors we had, including spicy vegetable crumble, mixed fruit crumble, various picks and salads, pasta and pizza. In fact the pizza was the last to come out, taking four hours to get right. I personally gave up a fruit loaf. 

There was also a planting of an apple tree, symbolizing in a way that what we take from the earth must be returned. Its fruit should bid us well in the future.

The Reluctant Boar
GM: What have we here then, all small and cuddly. You are about to enter my woods. Do you know what that entails? There are many things in the woods, not least the odd impostors. All around us the trees feel your presence. They whisper words amongst their leaves. They snivel dewdrops from their twigs. They flex their muscles along their branches. And occasionally… they fall over backwards in great heaps of laughter. Not funny for the little ones squashed underneath their trunks who couldn’t make it in time. Beware if you hear a loud crack. You may have just stepped on their toes. How would you like it if I stepped on your toes? You tread lightly here, like this.

GM: Umhh. Have you seen my bird around ‘ere? Singing in the trees. You know, she’s beautiful. Who do I here you ask? Ms. Nightingale of course. I haven’t heard her for years. What date is it anyway? Two thousand and five!!!! Who the blizzards ‘as woken me up? And what’s ‘appened to my woods. This place has got tiny. It used to be massive. Do you know how long I have lived ere? Since the beginning. Well not quite the beginning, but the beginning of me anyhow. When fatty over there in the corner was running the joint.

GM: Ere. ‘ave you met fatty yet? What is she up to nowadays? My girlfriend I here you say. No thank you. You don’t mess with Betty boars. Do you know, she’s been ere from the beginning. The beginning before me. Well, not the real beginning. You see, the real beginning started with the plants, the trees. Those big things all around. Oh, I’ve seen many changes here. I’ve seen them all come and go. Who are you then I hear you ask? How can I ‘ave seen everything if I ain’t been ‘ere from the beginning, I hear you ask. Ah, well I am a tree spirit. I live in all the trees and the trees talk. They whisper of things come and gone. Do you know ‘ow they talk? 

GM: You see, I may look like a man, a green one at that. But I come in many forms, like the different trees all around. You see, there is a plane tree, there’s an oak, there’s a sycamore. Why they called it a sycamore is beyond me. Who wants to be sick all the time. You see, in the beginning, in the other beginning that is, this used to be one great wood. It was called the Great North Wood. Funny that, I never quite worked it out. This is the south of Britain but they called it the North Wood. Names are so important. I’m the Green Man you see. That means I’m green. Not naïve, but green. Like the trees. I may have to ask Betty ‘bout that one. You know Brockley meant something like “badger clearing”, and Penge means something like “the edge of the wood.” But now I can see roads, and some dammed fast animals running by. What are they called? There never used to be this many roads. All this was one great wood once. In the beginning that is. A mosaic of managed coppices and wooded commons, including Norwood, Penge, Lambeth, Westwood and Dulwich. Anybody here from Lambeth? I was born there. Whoops!! I am giving my age away.  

GM: Anyway, I know the ‘istory of this place since about 1000 years ago. That’s ‘ow old I am, at least. I’ve seen ‘em all come and go. Apart from the roads that is. I didn’t see them do that bit. If you want to know any more then you ‘av to see Betty boars. She’s been ‘ere from the beginning. The first beginning, before the humans arrived. Whatever you call me, don’t call me human. There is a vast difference. I may have a couple of legs but I started off as a tree spirit. And still am!! Have you seen my legs yet? I’m beginning to take root here in this wooden  box. I’ve got all sorts of things living between my toes, not least the beetles and the worms. They are so important in the woods. Do you know, they turn over lots of dead wood and make it into more food for the surrounding plants. Urhhh, I hear you say, but without them a lot of the plants would die. They need food just like you. I used to have a friend called Stig. He was a stag beetle. Big ol’ thing. His family was here also. They must be hiding, there used to be thousands. Betty boars told ‘em to move into One Tree Hill because she could foretell the future. And now they dare not venture away. So if you see one, say ‘the Green Man gives his deepest regards’. 

GM: Anyway, I’ve seen ‘em all come and go. About a thousand years ago the wildwoods had all but gone, and it was replaced by a patchwork of fields, pastures, woods, hedges and scattered farms and hamlets. You know, like Sydenham. So the Doomsday Book said. Betty will tell you. Croydon was renowned for having two hundred pigs. She should know. Funny though, after they took the land from the trees the human, I say human owners didn’t even live here. That Archbishop of Canterbury had quite a bit. I never noticed him take a walk in the woods though. And then, a little bit later on lots more humans moved in. They’re not like us fairy folk. From the top of the hill you can get a good view though, all the way to the Thames. I saw all the buildings come up. Even Queen Elizabeth came up for a picnic!! She honoured this place you know. She was also a bit fairyish. And that big ol’ oak tree, BOOM he went. Struck by lightning. Oaks? Oaks can live for thousands of years. The one that is up there now? He’s just a babe, just like you lot.

GM: Well, these humans, they worked the land. And they were good at it. The local hamlets could acquire raw materials from it. They lived sustainably. If they cut the tree down for wood, the tree would re-sprout from the bottom. I saw gypsies, hermits, footpads, not least an increase in the number of animals living here. The oak wood went to the shipyards in Deptford to build ships, the bark tannin to the leather makers. And they used to make charcoal here. Do you know what charcoal is? This particular type is made from willow, but before they used oak and hornbeam. You see that giant behind me. He is weeping. Do you know how willows weep?  Big old willows like that are very important homes for insects. They don’t live as long as oak trees but they are fast growers. Its roots even now stabilize the very soil we are standing on. They plant them along riverbanks so that the soil does not get washed away.

GM: By the way, I remember seeing a canal here once. Peaceful times, but it didn’t last. Shame really. They replaced it with a fire-breathing dragon. I never went near them. They called them trains. They ate wood like no one’s business. These dragon trains came from north, south, west and east. It was like they were racing against each other. Don’t tell Betty, but she looks a bit like a dragon. I preferred the boats and the barges. And all the charcoal they made, the wood they cut, was transported far to the urban areas. Of course, all the old woods are becoming urban. Cherish this little patch because, if they ever take away the last tree I would disappear also. There’d be no where to live. There’s only little bits left. And no body manages the woods like they used to. But there is still a little bit of food around. Who’s going to help me pick some blackberries? Who wants to see Betty? Who thinks I’ve got no legs?

GM: Oh, that’s ghastly. Look at what they have done to Betty boar. They’ve turned her into stone. What a drab! Normally it would be the other way round. Anyone who looked her in the eye became petrified. Oh, she was a fearsome beast. It looks like she got lazy in her age and took up smoking. What do you reckon we should do with her?

BB: Hang on, before you decide my fate. I can live on in spirit also.

GM: What charm.

BB: Admittedly, I don’t go round doing the same things but I am still a voice in the woods.

GM: Oh, I don’t doubt that fatty.

BB: Oy, who are you calling fatty!

GM: Whoops, I meant Betty.

BB: That’s Ms. Betty to you.

GM: Still haven’t found yourself a good husband. Ere, by the way. You haven’t seen my bird around, ‘ave you?

BB: Your bird! Don’t make me laugh. Who would go out with someone with a brain of wood?

GM: Excuse me. They are called chloroplasts. They are essential for converting sunlight into the stuff that makes me green. And anyway, I am a tree spirit, not a wooden spirit.

BB: Ooooh, there is some life in the old skin. I certainly remember the days when I used to sniff around for truffles, my favourite.

GM: Truffles! When was the last time you saw any truffles around here? Tell them what it was like fa-fa-fa-Be-Betty?

BB: You nearly said it. Well…what’s in it for me?

GM: I dunno. A loaf of bread. How about some nice pizza, topped with mushrooms.

BB: That’s not the same thing. You think pigs eat anything.

GM: But they do. What do you think children? What do pigs eat?

BB: This just isn’t good enough. Are you going to waste my time any further, or are you going to make me an offering?

GM: How about if we clean the brambles from your feet?

BB: Nope, I eat them as well.

GM: How about some beechnuts?

BB: That was years ago my friend. There’s hardly a beech left around here.

GM: Is that how it used to be then?

BB: You give me something and I’ll tell the story.

GM: What d’ya reckon children? Shall we give her a good spanking? How about if we blocked up her nose?

BB: If you don’t give me an answer in the next few PUFFS of smoke I may just use you for firewood.

GM: I know, let’s make the ugly sow a bit more colorful. How about we paint her up?

BB: Oy, enough of the ugly bit. But that sounds a little better. Whatever you do I don’t want green! I’d hate to look like you.

GM: Oh, believe me, there is no chance of that!

BB: Then listen here children.

BB: Are you settled?

Ten thousand years ago now

When the ice drifted from the lands and the seas

And the trees came slowly marching in

Til the earth became a wondrous, living green

I lived amongst the oak , the beech and lime

Rubbed shoulders with the holly, the hazel and the hawthorn

Met beavers on the rivers and the streams

The elk, the tarpan and the aurochs that roamed free and wild

But then came the people seven thousand years ago now

They felled the wild woods for fuel and timber

Whilst their fields were managed for cattle and crops

And the wild beasts, they slowly diminished, diminished

‘Til two and a half thousand years ago now

When the woods were but a patchwork of land

For the humans to purchase and divide as their own

And our homes in the wild became smaller, smaller

I run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, from the hunter’s gun

I run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, from the hunter’s gun

I hide, hide, hide, hide, hide, hide, hide, hide, hide from the changing tide

I run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, run, from the hunter’s gun

I squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal for my father’s sons

I squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal for my father’s sons

I grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, grunt, for my long-lost aunt

I squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal, squeal for my father’s sons

But me in these woods am free

Free spirit to live and breathe

I live the life of a sunny glade

To provide for the children in the shade

There are times when I get so close to my social groups. It appears that the more central I become, a nexus of sorts, evolving within myself, the greater the affection there is towards me. One sees how gurus are created, but do they really know what I want? Why do they ply me with girls that do not fulfil my inner destiny? Surely I seek purity, not second-hand goods. Remember, purity is in the mind. It is do with how infected one is through all their previous sexual encounters. How much of oneself are you willing to sacrifice at the expense of this purity? What influences in your life are you going to allow, those influences that will introduce one to a stratum of relationships, one’s social dynamics. The guru is manufactured thus, becoming a bonding link to many disparate groups, a healing link absorbing people;s consciousness. In permitting the entry of specific social influences, being sensitized as one is during sexual intercourse but that the magician transcends the need to have sex, the guru acts like a recipe. He or she brings people together into a harmonious flow, effectively allowing the transmission of collected consciousness. And the people feel empowered. But they never give me what I desire. I need a virgin girl to take me on my final furlong. They know this but they feel it opportune to offer themselves to me in the hope that I would refuse their bodily advances. Because those who reject me reject the Earth.


And so another night of death and destruction ensues. This time another girl who desires my extraordinary powers of reconciliation, bonding, higher consciousness and social energising. Like the overgrown apple tree in my garden of which it conduced, during the last permaculture course I ran, to cut down. It will be crown grafted so that its spirit lives on. That means bringing it down to size and to a more manageable level so that other fruit trees in the garden can get away. And then to graft upon it many varieties to the effect of creating a family tree, producing a selection of fruit that is to be eaten during different times of the year. The strength in the rootstock lives on though.  But here we can select for less vigour, each scion carefully noted for its propensity living in harmony with the rest of the tree, and for that matter the rest of the garden. So imagine the trunk of a tree, lopped off at the top completely removing its crown, and then grafting on a crafted replacement.


Well, I went to see this girl during the last night of an exhibition, where the general public were allowed to build small models out of scrap of a building in London, one that already exists or like to exist, and then placing it on a floor map the size of a room. During that evening the projector ploughed out numerous short clips of films that had destruction as their theme. From the earliest days to modern cinematography three screens kept one captivated. The man dressed up as King Kong could barely see where he was going in that costume, with club in hand smashing his way across London. I laughed. That night I would cycle home alone to my local stone circle in the park. Two burnt patches laid within, no doubt from some recent equinox celebration. Myself, I was in Avebury at the time sleeping underneath my favourite rock with six or seven other people. But these burnt patches, one marked the exact location where previously I had laid my bike to ground and used as a pillow for numerous short naps. These fire makers are nothing more than junkies. They junk after anything including arson. I knew a death was at hand, I could read it in the moisture of my nose on this wet hillock. For me the rising of blood is congruous with the rising of semen; the both smell the same. There must be very little chemical difference between them. I tqlked to the rocks. ‘Your death’ I said, ‘was why I have been born’. Walking around the circle a little, on the inside I then just noticed that one of the southern stones had fallen, now lying flat. I laid upon that rock, now an altar, and went to sleep.

Hi Anna,

   
It was a great sunday to finish on. We managed to do so much on the allotments. Pity about the donations. A couple of people just walked away without paying at the end. Not even an offer of a fiver. But I still reckon it is one of the best Pc courses in the UK because there is so much here. You seem to be missing out on everything. Don't you fancy sitting around a camp fire eating soup, singing songs or chanting? That is what we did.

    I wonder what you done? I was going to go to St. Georges but I didn't finish clearing up until 12.30am in the night. I suppose it was all over by then. I needed someone to help me pack up. It makes me wonder whether I should carry on with the courses. I am moving quickly into other fields. For instance, today I have an appointment with a school about gardening work concerning their pond and allotment. She is very excited about my Green Man festival idea.

    As regards my phone call to you, I do think you are rather neurotic. Can't you just accept the fact that if somebody has attempted to piss me off, for which I handled the situation very well (remember I said that people are jealous of me), then hear it out. I didn't want to talk about the course because in my honesty I would have pissed you off. Especially since you asked about it. I don't pretend that things went to plan. There was nothing wrong with the content or the teaching, it is that people are so ungrateful. Why do you have to go on one? I know you are sensitive, but I have known others who are more sensitive than yourself but can put up with it. You seem too anxious. I am drawn to you because it is a natural ability of mine to heal.

    You know, you are not the only person avoiding the community project. Even members of the PA Council of Management are. You want me to inspire you in your music, your gardening and anything else. Be honest. Aren't you selfish? I would love to see you down here, though my house is even more taboo. But since I met you I think I found the perfect partner, but you don't want to share in it. You will miss out on so much more if you continue like this.

Love,

Merlyn Peter

