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Welcome and hello. What you are looking at right now as you read
this is the first issue of MANY HILLS MOSTLY. That is me. This is me.
You are looking at me. But what am me? I am a ‘zine devoted to the
magic of everyday life, perhaps even the revolution of everyday life. I
will change with every publication of me, but will most likely hover
around some similar themes. Some similar themes are: anarchy, yoga,
the subtle body, story, and situationary happenings. And by happen-
ings I mean events or occurrences. But what the hell does that mean?
Let’s see if we can figure that out together. 

One thing you may notice is that the we that make up me will say
some things about the world, about politricks in the world, and the
way we relate to and “do” the world. But know this, reader. The
world, the causal emotional world, is not the only world we are inter-
ested in. You see, we as me were once taught to see the truth in living
in the world but being not of it. Though, of course some of me is of it,
but certainly not all of me is of it. The we that is me will discuss both,
and this first issue is no exception.

In this issue you will read about the problems with Ray Kurzweil’s
concept of “The Singularity.” You will also read about how when we
define the world we suffocate the world. Then there is a piece on liv-
ing uncivilized. And of course there is the piece on fermentation,
which happens to run next to a story of polyamorous animalia
urbana. All of this is sealed with a lovely and lucid investigation into
the experience of God as only a heretic could suggest.

If you like what you read, please, we’d love to hear from you. If you
have suggestions, there too it would be nice to receive a letter. We
offer this ‘zine as a suggestion. We are not dogmatists. We only wish
you to read, maybe think a little, and then sit thinking nothing. Then
you can write us or not. But read us you must.

Pleasure.

From [blank] to you



Until recently, I was under the misconception that tran-
shumanists were either anime dorks or angry misfits
posing as cut-rate futurists. I have since discovered,
however, that I was mostly incorrect. Transhumanism,
when you boil it down, is a philosophy based on a set
of assumptions regarding the inevitability of progres-
sive technological evolution and the eventual merger of
humanity and machine that will ultimately make diffi-
cult hard and fast distinctions between the two. In
effect, humans will transcend their own biological limi-
tations making way for a new era of super-beings com-
plete with possible immortality.

Beloved of geeks the world over, Raymond Kurzweil
is the unofficial prophet of transhumanism. Recently, a
friend of mine was thoughtful enough to assemble for
me a selection of Kurzweil’s essays along with his
brain-bending work The Singularity Is Near, all of which
I finally had the opportunity to read. 

Kurzweil seems to have a layman’s grasp of science,
and to be an interesting, brilliantly crazy, multi-discipli-
nary, renaissance man. His vision of the future is so
nuanced and grandly alien that it genuinely surprised
me, even if it was a little naive in a sort of Carl Sagan
“aliens would have to be friendly” way. I have to admit
he brings up several concepts I don’t fully understand,
so maybe I have misconstrued certain ideas of his.
However, in the end I was forced to conclude that
Kurzweil has ultimately missed the point.

Raymond Kurzweil is wildly optimistic. Technology,
while he grants that it could have a negative effect on
society, most likely will not. He also believes that at a
certain point,  huge sections of space will be colonized
by super-advanced thinking machines, who will con-
vert all inert matter in the universe to more thinking
machines. Everything will be alive, transcend narrow
categorization, and humans will become immortal.
However, when reading this, along with Kurzweil’s
writings about his own health regimen and views on
medicine, I kept having the same recurring thought:
This guy is afraid of dying. Terrified.

And really, that’s a shame. A man spending his life
dreading the one inevitability of existence-death-is a
great tragedy. Not to mention, such an attitude does not
even look at what death or what the “I” who dies is.

Make no mistake, nothing the universe gives rise to
will last forever. Let’s suppose that we can build tech-
nological forms that will not age. Let’s suppose that we
can be “uploaded” into these forms, and determine
with certainty that we are the same beings that got
uploaded. Let us suppose that even such an existence
would be preferable to our current existence.

Regardless, entropy, that never sleeping executioner,
would still be present. And after millennia, you the
uploaded transhuman will still have to face him. Even
an existence of ten thousand years will, at its end, seem
too short. 

Regardless, the old philosophical question of the
soul’s existence will be unimportant here. Personally I
think it’s safe to say that there’s no cyber-atman. Even if
there was, that simply raises further questions about the
need for techno-immortality.

And actually, this is okay. There is no cell in your
body that was there when you were born. There is no
memory in that elegant, beautiful, organic brain
between your ears that is a pristine and fully depend-
able recording of the past. There is no example of mat-
ter or energy in the universe that is not constantly in
flux. So what exactly is this central “you” that can die or
be immortal?

The robot example is perhaps too easy. Are you still
you if you morph into digital information inside a high-
density silicon body? What about when they download
your memories to a new server or copy you after an
accident? It becomes like the old joke about Davy
Crockett’s hatchet having three heads and four handles.
The same idea is nothing new, as many Chinese
alchemists who died trying to become immortals could
attest. 

And yet, this too is okay. You exist now because of the
actions of your past self, who no longer exists. You will
give rise to your future self. Being afraid of this process
is like being afraid of your hair and fingernails growing.

The Secret is a similar concept of misdirection. “Hey,
it worked! I have wealth and power and the best look-
ing member of my preferred gender playing with my
fun parts, and all because I used the law of attraction.”
Very cool. However, what do you plan to do with this?
The world around you is still crumbling as you look at
it and someday your eyes will close and not open. Now
that you have everything you wanted, what exactly will
it do for you? Who is this person, this “you,” that bene-
fits, and how is this “you” separate from everything
else?

This “you” is here now. Tomorrow is not promised to
you, let alone the next millennium. I have no idea what
the best course of action for this “you” is. But one can
never find it chasing phantoms like Olympian longevi-
ty and power, no matter how ancient, modern, or futur-
istic such a plan is. They are like a mist that will vanish
when the sun rises. The you has a cosmic fraction of a
second to do something, and that will not change. So,
best of luck with that instant.

The Ultimate One Way System
D. Van Der Graaf
Making sense of transhumanism

MANY HiLLS 
MOSTLY

DONATIONS
This magazine exists because of your donations. Without
them we would not be able to publish. So, we take your
gifts very seriously and are incredibly grateful for what-
ever it is you can spare. Please make checks or money
orders payable to “CASH.” 

SUBMISSIONS
Want to submit something to Many Hills Mostly? Send us
an email with your article or idea for an article. In the
subject of your email type in all caps “SUBMISSION.” All
submissions become property of MHM. We will contact
you if we plan on running your work. email:
simon_steven70@yahoo.com

SNAIL MAIL
We love snail mail, but can not return what you enclose
in your snail mail. All copies of articles, comments,
queries, writings, art works, etc. will become property of
Many Hills Mostly. Please do not send SASEs and/or
originals of your work. You will not get back what you
send. If we would like to follow up on something you
submit we will be in touch. Send to 20 W. 20th St., 2nd fl.,
Rm. 233, NY, NY 10011

DON’T SUBSCRIBE. DISTRIBUTE!
While we LOVE that you LOVE Many Hills Mostly, we
are a small team and subscriptions are kind of hard to
keep track of. Plus there are varying shipping costs and
contracts and all of that stuff that just bogs down the fun.
So in place of subscriptions we propose that you take
your love of Many Hills Mostly and spread it around
town by becoming a member of the street team. For only
$5 we will send you 25 copies of the next issue of Many
Hills Mostly for you to distribute around your neighbor-
hood. Keep some for yourself and friends and then place
the rest in spots you think people will enjoy to find it.
(Don’t litter them on the street though!) Record stores,
over-priced trendy thrift shops, yoga centers, nursing
homes, high-end clothing boutiques for pets. Your imagi-
nation is your limit. By becoming part of our distibution
you will help us get into places we never could have, and
at the same time your $5 donation helps keep us afloat.
You get to do something covert and constructive and we
get to survive. It’s totally symbiotic!

ABOUT US
We here at Many Hills Mostly believe that Love is rebel-
lious and that there is a radical approach to seemingly
non-radical acts. We are committed to publishing writ-
ings that challenge the banalization—the Wal-
Martification—of every day Life. We attack all attempts at
making our actions in and expressions of Life sell-able
and appreciate an extremely diverse cross-section of
(anti)identities and (anti)platforms. 
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Maybe I’m an idealist. Maybe I have a slight case of nostalgia for a time that never
existed. Maybe I’m too much a postmodern dreamer caught in a delirious montage
of playful signifiers. Maybe. 

Regardless of this possible naiveté, I believe that words are amorphous inferences
rather than static signifiers and that within language exists a constant struggle
between the living and the dead, the possible and the neutered. Allow me to
explain.

“Punk” did not always mean bondage clothing, liberty spikes, and patches. To
the contrary, just before the commodity juggernaut steamrolled the offense that
was/is punk into the ground there existed a moment when the first crappy ampli-
fier was plugged in when punk was understood more as a stance against corporate
sponsored art, rather than as the dress code and jargon associated with such a posi-
tion. Similarly, so-called experimental writing had at one time more to do with an
approach towards understanding language and how we use it to make meaning
than the look of a piece on a page. Today, conventional understandings of experi-
mental writing (as is taught in schools that actually touch the subject with a ten-
foot pole) are more often determined by the arrangement of words on the page as
opposed to the intention behind any arrangement of words. 

Keeping with the course, the term “graffiti” at one point referred to any inten-
tional scribing on a public or private space. Regardless of its “style,” it was graffi-
ti’s relationship to its canvas (and more appropriately to the owner of this canvas)
that loosely defined it. According to an LA Times article, however, once again the
look and image-the representation of the thing itself-has outdone its master. The
meaning of “graffiti” and its myriad of manifestations has met its demise. It has
been embalmed, drained of its movement-its noun-verb qualities-and relegated to
the dustbin of frozen entities. It has become Graffiti©; stagnant with well-defined
borders. May we all bow our heads in silence…. 

According to a 20051 LA Times article, Los Angeles has decided to enforce “a lit-
tle know ordinance that allows the city to regulate murals that abut public proper-
ty,” due to a business owner who hired graffiti writers to paint the side of his radi-
ator store building leading some residents to complain that due to the similar use
of painting style “they cannot tell some of the [legal] murals from the illegal graf-
fiti that has plagued the area.” This confusion (on the part of the residents) is
apparently enough to call in the fuzz to relegate.

What is at stake here is not a question of zoning, but rather seeing comfort in a
rigid semiotics with predictable boundaries and understandable reference points
as enough of a reason to suffocate our reality. Any affront to the inability to handle
“graffiti as art” is met with one remedy: whitewash the murals and have an
approved group of mural painters present another more comprehensible painting.
(These painters will of course not be painters currently or previously affiliated with
graffiti crews, who are largely responsible for the contested murals in their efforts
to legitimize themselves and their art).

Normally quarantined to the classroom, this residential attack on logos-flux has
made its way onto the pavement. According to the article, “the effort, which targets
murals that lack city permits, has divided residents, reflecting a divergence in
views about graffiti and art that is playing out in cities across the nation.” Semiotics
has finally hit the streets!

Basically, city officials and some residents (though no statistics are given in the
article) have decided that if it looks like what they understand to be illegal graffiti,
than clearly it must be illegal graffiti, which is of course logic flipped on its head
and then turned inside out. That’s like saying the stencil on your t-shirt that looks
like a pot leaf, actually is a pot leaf. 

This is not simply a scenario where people are confused over the nature of art,
however. In fact, for some, a thing’s art-ness is always clear and easily recogniza-
ble. The problem is that city ordinances simply “do not differentiate between gang
tagging and graffiti murals.” Because, to quote David Keim, chief of Los Angeles’
Building and Safety Code Enforcement Bureau, “What is a graffiti mural? I’ve
never heard of that?”

My concern is in the inability of residents to sit comfortably in a relatively safe
unknown: “Is it graffiti or is it a mural?” This isn’t a hacked stoplight where green,
yellow, and red lights are playing tricks on us as we approach an intersection. This
is a collection of colors arranged on a wall. Apparently, the reference to an illegal
act (graffiti making) is so potent and revolting to some people that they cannot
stand even the idea that fairly incomprehensible (to some) spray-painted writing
lay proudly on the side of a radiator store.

But who is to blame for this linguistic confusion? Who came up with the term
“graffiti mural?” Who allowed the flexible meaning of graffiti, whose life simulta-
neously confused few and many, to be solidified into an incomprehensible mess? If
the graffiti artists themselves came up with the term, than the blame is partly on

them for using the language of the authorities to legitimize themselves (Veggie
“Burger” anyone?). To then attempt to legitimize the term graffiti by combining it
with a more socially acceptable form of art-the mural-is simply bad strategy. In
doing so, you have played into the authorities’ hand by saying: Yes, what we were
doing was illegal and therefore wrong. But, what we are engaged in now is legal and there-
fore right. It is always more difficult to subvert the King with the King’s language.
Take Adbusters for example. The master’s tools have never been so carelessly
employed. Immediately after 9-11 George Bush was calling for people to start shop-
ping in order to stabilize the economy. And you know what some shop owners had
in their windows? The very signs Adbusters were trying to use to subvert con-
sumerism: The American Shopping Cart Posters! No one seemed to mind, because
once you change the agenda (shopping is bad into shopping is good) the King can
use any language that he recognizes and the public responds to. And it works!

For me, what’s much more interesting and rebellious is not painting a “graffiti
mural” but simply painting a mural in whatever “style” you desire. Messing with
the identity of a mural seems much more revolutionary (if art still has that possi-
bility) than messing with the legality of graffiti. Let’s drop the validations in all its
forms: “Red-Letter Christian,” “Progressive Muslim,” “Free Speech Zone,” “Fakin’
Bacon.” What’s a long shelf life if it’s spent living inside a Wal-Mart? 

The Murder of a Movement
Onalistous
How the push to define our world suffocates us all

Were both of these pieces of art commisioned?
Top: Delivery truck in New York City

Bottom: “Barranquilla,” Mural at Cari

t e r r i f i c
1667, “frightening,” from L. terrificus “causing terror or fear,” from terrere “fill with fear” (see terrible)

ViEWS

1 http://articles.latimes.com/2005/aug/25/local/me-mural25
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I Am The Shape That I Am
Myra Eddy
BEAMS OF PINK LIGHT
Reality is nothing more. It is also noth-
ing less. It is all that and more! New and
ever-improved. The Empire never
ceased. Eros never grew a beard. We
could be going to hell in a hand basket,
or we could be spinning over a hun-
dred thousand miles an hour around a
giant ball of plasma, the fourth state of
matter about which we understand lit-
tle. You might read this in a best-selling
collection of lunatic writings, or the
radiation from this computer could
give me cancer while I’m trying to sput-
ter out what comes next.

The whole universe is Od. Not god,
certainly not God. Not a mere odd,
either, but definitely a specific and dig-
nified Od. Od is the cracks in the side-
walk that look like a river, or the shrubs
that lean as far away from the office
buildings as they can. It’s the spell
checker that doesn’t know the word
“motherfucker,” and the bags of deli-
cious artisan breads and chocolate truf-
fles thrown away every day. It’s the
weeds that grow in a ghetto yard that
turn out to be edible, and the computer
that crashes perfectly on time. It’s the
piece of leather found in an alley with
“Rome” written on one side and
“Refuge” on the other. It’s the pink light
that blinds, makes you absolutely nuts,
but also gives precise medical informa-
tion that saves your son’s life. It’s Od,
really Od. It’s anamnesis-the loss of for-
getting. Like fnords, the signs of Od are
everywhere, and they are hard to see,
unless you know what you are looking
for. 

Od provides for us, if we allow it. If
not, we are wage slaves, rowing the gal-
leys of ancient Rome in fast food joints
around the globe. Look at the pave-
ment. There are cracks everywhere! The
more plaster they put on, the more
cracks seep through. We are moving
backwards in time (so says Phillip K.
Dick, but he’s dead now, I guess…), but
we can’t see or understand it. Our sight
is too limited. Where’s that third eye
when you need it? Civilization’s sup-
posed order does nothing to improve
the perceived disorder of Od. Od is per-
fect order-chaos. Civilization is nothing
but disorder on a massive scale. We put
the disorder back into place each day
we take our predetermined places as
human cogs.

THE BEAUTY OF BIRD POOP
I can see the rolling prairie beneath my
feet. Oh yes, I recognize pavement and
buildings, cars and suits, but my mind
can blot them out until I see nothing but
prairie swells and dips; hear only the
wind rustling the grass. However, I can
also hear the trickle of Spring Creek
(now a storm sewer) through many lay-
ers of dirt, bricks, and urbanite. I don’t
know if this place is what was or what

will be, but it is there. It is alive. And it
is waiting. It’s Od. When I see bird
poop on the sidewalks I see fractals. I
see the same patterns as snowmelt on a
warm day. I see Od. It’s not a mess to
clean up, unless you mean the concrete
sidewalk itself. Bird poop is a beautiful

thing for a healthy ecosystem, not a part
to be commodified or demonized.

That rolling prairie, the one that rolls
down to Spring Creek right around the
CRAPitol, is the Garden of Eden. You
may have thought Od created the
Garden only in the Middle East, or per-
haps Africa, but it is here in Springfield,
as well. Anywhere that life is felt, any-
where it will ever be felt, is the Garden.
Tread your feet upon the concrete.
Can’t you feel the ground surging with
life beneath you? 

Last spring, while walking three and

a half miles to work on a beautiful
spring day, I had a sudden vision. I
could hear my feet tapping on the
‘crete, but my body felt it was floating
along between steps. I realized that if
time were sped up, to the point that
Adam’s creation, life, and decomposi-

tion lasted only a second, it would look
like the ground heaving up a bunch of
minerals, water, and electricity into the
air, where they stayed for a brief
moment, and then went hurtling back
from whence they came. I saw people’s
bodies everywhere hurling up into the
air, and then collapsing down, uniting
again with Od. The earth was heaving
us up, but we couldn’t escape the grav-
ity, couldn’t abandon the Garden.
Instead civilization has covered it with
‘crete and pretends it isn’t there.

When I recently read a book about
edible weeds, I suddenly realized
where I was. Wherever I looked, I saw
food, shelter, medicine, and beauty. I
saw an abundance of life, of chaos. I
had no fear of and reliance on
Leviathan after that. Wherever I dwell,
I will be in Od’s Garden. 

LIGHTING UP JESUS
“Lighting Up Jesus” was something my
coworker misread as the catch phrase
for a Christian radio station (WLUJ).
Instantly, I understood the message of
Od. I think my sacramental use of mar-
ijuana over the years has opened up my
mind and my understanding. I feel a lot
more freedom in my own thoughts and
actions on an everyday level. I was
raised in a minister’s home, with many
expectations of my future. None were
met. When I realized that I’d been
hoodwinked by The Truth, I was a very
angry atheist. That part of me is now
gone. Since I gave myself the freedom
to be delirious, to leave the furrow (the
rut) and wander, I have since realized
that Jesus was not what Christians have
made him out to be. 

Jesus (or someone pretending to be
him) said a lot of interesting things:
“Toil not! Od will take care of us as he
takes care of the lilies of the field.” He
physically threw the market place out
of Od’s holy place (direct action). Jesus
said not to lie, and not do what you
hate. He said that by sharing bread and
wine we could always remember him.
As I sit eating my dumpstered artisan
bread, drinking homemade mead, and
smoking, I can remember Jesus, I can
incorporate him, embody him.
Hallelujah! I can understand what Jesus
really said, not what some rich white
guy is yelling at me from his stage,
while he steadfastly refuses to remem-
ber that Jesus said it would be easier for
a camel to pass through the eye of a
needle than for a rich man to enter the
Kingdom of Heaven.

And when I say Kingdom of Heaven,
I certainly hear different bells ringing.
The heaven of my childhood (when I
was “saved”), with its fluffy clouds,
utter sloth, and unlimited Barbie con-
sumption, lost its appeal. When I think
of the Kingdom of Heaven, I think of an
ongoing pot luck. At our community’s
pot lucks, there is lots of food, wine,
weed, talk, music, love, laughter, and
playing. That is what I think heaven is
like: lots of people caring about each
other, spending time together (or gain-
ing time-saving time-together, as the
universe is actually running backward),
living life as it comes. We have the
power to begin anew, just as Jesus men-
tioned. When he said the Kingdom of

ON A WALK WHILE 
TICK-TOCKING

i can feel the life
underneath the pavement
waiting. it is sTRong
with anticipation.
no mere slabs of concrete
can withstand it.
it speaks to me more than
any bullshit conversation
about rights or freedoms.

WHAT THE HELL IS
THAT?

I swear I see the Garden of 
Eden in front of me. 

There’s no hellish angels 
guarding the gates with 
fiery swords. 

I must have found the back 
door.

Looking around, I see all the 
food I could ever eat, 

all the shelter I could ever 
make. 

There’s beauty everywhere, 

but most I feel it inside 
of me.
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Heaven, Od, was inside us, he wasn’t
kidding. It is a choice we make, every
day, whether we take our place as the
living cogs of the machine, or gain/save
time together with people we care
about. Not to say that it isn’t hard to
disentangle ourselves from the
Leviathan. But we can brainwash our-
selves in a different way, one that does-
n’t destroy the very life that breathed its
breath into us, Od. 

SACRAMENT OF THE LEVIATHAN
Civilization is a mass disorder machine.
It has wreaked havoc on Od. The
machine itself is only an idea: there is
only one correct way to live. While the
“correct” way of belief has changed
many times throughout the ages (that’s
not usually remembered), the enforce-
ment of the one correct way has not
changed. The torture and death of
heretics has not changed. Pot smokers
are confined, families torn apart, lives
fractured, because the use of marijuana
as a sacrament is prohibited. The correct
way to live is to buy alcohol and ciga-
rettes from tax-paying corporations,
and leave marijuana to the Enforcers
(cops). 

Cops, lawyers, judges-civilization’s
servants all-they are only doing their
jobs, and you can believe a fucking lot
of them break laws, from speeding to
cheating on their taxes, to doing the
very drugs they eschew. They need
those jobs to pay for the suburban lots
with McMansions, dinners and child-
care outsourced, and the perfect patio
furniture. Somehow, civilization turns
people’s brains into robots. 

The sacrament of the Leviathan is the
time spent operating the machinery,
propping up the sticks, slapping on
new plaster. It takes an increasing
amount of time. The only way to cancel
out all this time spent is to spend money,
what the very essence of life is traded
for. It’s a substitute for joy, to some
extent. At least it feels sort of like an
accomplishment, some kind of mastery,
in buying pastries at the One Right
Bakery. It feels sort of like security, as
long as enough money is at your dis-
posal. 

However, if you decide that pushing
the levers of the Leviathan that set the
gears in motion no longer appeals to
you, you may wonder what else there is
to do. Like any other person who no
longer watches TV, no longer drives a

car, others will gasp in astonishment if
you walk away from Leviathan. What
do you do? It turns out that when you
can’t afford to eat out, you learn how to
cook. When you can’t afford meat and
realize that an out-of-season tomato
sprayed with chemicals and shipped an

average of 1200 miles is not worth eat-
ing, you learn to think of your food dif-
ferently. When you don’t have a car,
you make your community fit within
your walking/biking distance (or bus
distance, if you live in an urban area
with mass transit that isn’t too ineffi-
cient). When TV no longer appeals and
movies and concerts are out of your
financial reach, you realize there isn’t
much of anything more appealing than
talking to your friends and sharing
food, playing with kids, and going on
adventures. When you realize all the
things now labeled as weeds by the
Leviathan are good to eat, ferment, and
will cure what ails you (which isn’t
much since you have to rely on yourself
to be healthy, not shit-ton money mak-
ing corporate so-called health care), you
stop going to the grocery store and take
to the alleys and dumpsters instead.
Leviathan wastes tons of food every
day. Why work for it-trade your life for
it-when manna is on the ground (and in
the dumpster)

WHITEWASH
I don’t intend to become White, to
become the best, to get a great job and
live in the ‘burbs. It’s another construct,
one that I personally find repulsive. I’ve
always been what’s termed trash, some-
how correctly colored but still a race
traitor. I grew up that way, and I intend
to raise my child that way. No new
clothes covered in expensive trendy
names, no extreme comforts, new cars,
Ritalin/Prozac prescriptions, psy-
chotherapists, or college educations. We
will have just enough of those things
only money can buy, and all of my time
leftover. I will give my child my life,
and in turn gain my life with her. 

Each year, I feel less of Leviathan’s
pull. I feel less of a need to go shopping,
vote, or have a career (or even a regular
part-time job). I don’t care what Paris
Hilton is doing at the moment, nor
what drivel is being contrived for reali-
ty TV. I feel more of a need to relax, kick
it with my friends and our kids, to dig
through the trash, because even that’s
less of my life I have to spend on
Civilization. I can have just enough and
recognize it as such. It’s not a sacrifice
to live this way. Really, what more do I
need than enough food and water to
keep my body alive; shelter and some
clothes to keep me warm? Anything

more than that is a blessing of abun-
dance and of Od. We’re creating our
own futures, divining our own Ods.
Our myths are meaningful, our lives
worth living-gaining not spending. Our
symbols, language, songs, and rituals,
they mean nothing to Leviathan but
everything to us. Leviathan will be for-
gotten in time as we recover our
humanity. 

But really, whatever you believe in
now is all fiction. It is all made up by
the electricity moving around in your
brain, that gelatinous organ so often
lovingly compared to a computer.
Nothing is as concrete as Od (no pun
intended), the life beneath your feet, the
way that enfolds before you. If it’s an
idea, it’s as pretend as Santa Claus,
Jesus Christ, the Tooth Fairy, the
President, and those consensus realities
commonly referred to as money and
time. It’s just a construct based on your
experiences, your personal way of per-
ceiving those experiences, and your
own notions of finding order in the
chaos. Men can’t shave their legs and
armpits, but women must. Women in
America must wear something to cover
their nipples, vaginas, and sometimes
buttocks. What you find acceptable and
ridiculous is based on your particular
situation. Everyone’s particular situa-
tions create alternate universes. Why
bother arguing about it? If it doesn’t
matter what belief is right and what is
wrong, why not create your own belief;
one that actually makes a bit of sense to
you? Hate working for assholes only to
spend money on crap? Delirium is leav-
ing the furrow, the plowed rut. Find
something else (your Kingdom of
Heaven) that makes more sense. Mine
is pot lucks. 

I don’t intend to become White, to become the best, to get a great job and
live in the ‘burbs.… I’ve always been what’s termed trash, 

somehow correctly colored but still a race traitor. 

CIVILIZATION GOT
YOU DOWN?

Try Community!
—sustainable
—not humiliating
—no paperwork

PRAYER OF THANKS

dumpstered bread and 
dumpstered butter, 

and peach jam—a surprise

by-product
of the wine experiment.
what wonderful treats!
what bountiful Ods!
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Dear Many Hills,
Here’s what I want to say about sour-

dough:
I’m making it. I have been for a while.
I’m not sure how much you already

know about the way in which sour-
dough happens, so I’ll tell you tell as
much as I understand. Or at least as
much as I think I understand.

Bread in general is made to rise by
some sort of yeast. The yeast turns sug-
ars in the bread batter into carbon diox-
ide through a fermentation process. The

carbon dioxide gets stuck in the batter
and creates all those bubbles—big or
small—that make the bread puff up.
Ideally, the holes stay in the bread for
the entire baking process so the batter
bakes and hardens around them, mak-
ing them permanent, even once the car-
bon dioxide is released.

In general, bread is made with “com-
mercial yeast.” This is the kind that
comes in packets from the store. Yeast in
any form is a single celled microorgan-
ism from the fungus kingdom. I don’t
know where they get that commercial
yeast, but it’s feisty. It starts to produce
carbon dioxide within five minutes of
begin “woken up” by being placed in a
bit of body temperature water.

Sourdough is also yeast…except it’s
wild. I admit that I am not one hundred
percent clear on where this wild yeast
comes from, but I like to imagine that it
is prowling the wilds of my apartment
like a tiger or cougar, or something even
more mysterious and sneaky. Then I am
a hunter, and the Ball jar I filled with rye
flour and water is a trap laid with bait.
This can’t be exactly true, but it must be
partly true.

It took me about a week to catch the
wild yeast and make my sourdough

starter. Here’s how it went:
First, I rooted around for a good-sized

jar. In this case “good-sized” meant a
quart mason jar.

I mixed together equal parts of dark
rye flour and water in a jar and dropped
in the two organic cherry tomatoes.
Apparently the tomatoes and other
organic fruits with edible skin carry
yeast and yeast is what you need. You
don’t have to use fruit, but it helps get
things going.

I covered the jar with cheesecloth and
secured the cloth with a rubber band.
Then I waited a while. Maybe a day. I
removed the tomatoes.

And then I waited a while more.
During this time, I would occasionally

stir the well-laid trap, so as to keep
things fresh and rile up the “yeasties.” I
made sure to do this at least once a day.
After a couple days in I got what I had
come for-bubbles. These are the carbon
dioxide bubbles that go into the bread
and make it rise and release steam that
would ideally turn into the kind of bub-
bles that hold their form as the dough
bakes. 

There are a lot of little variables and
different things that can happen, but it
seems that as long as I was getting bub-

bles, everything was all right. For a
while the thick creamy part of the starter
was separating from some brown liquid,
which I just mixed back in. There was
some surface mold that I skimmed off.
The edges of the jar got all crusty, so I
cleaned it. It was all very laid back. I just
looked at the thing and thought, “what
makes sense here?”

And, so, I caught the yeast-beast, and
it became my pet. Like any pet it was
important to keep feeding the critter(s)
with about a tablespoon of flour, or
some grain every day. If the sourdough
got too thick, I added a bit more water.
Since I had been baking once a week, I
kept the sourdough at room tempera-
ture. When it got too hot to bake any-
more, I put the starter in the fridge and
continued to feed it, though at that point
only about every three days. The yeast
will live forever in the jar as long as I
feed it, and there are many stories about
people passing starters on to their chil-
dren and grand children. Knowing my
limited attention span, it’s unlikely the
yeast I’ve got will make it into my will,
but it’s nice to think that it could. Maybe
you could do better, and I could in fact
send you some of my already caught
yeast if you’d like. Let me know!

Woman Hunts Yeast

CABiNS

Sozzel
The very basics of sourdough starters

Images by Louise 
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Furry Wand

Onalistous

The sometimes erotic tales of polyamorous creatures

New York City can
be an unforgiving
place for Otters.
And in winter,
when it’s insanely
cold, it’s even
worse. So, once
upon a time, this
“friend of mine”-
Otter-decided to
travel by scary

plane across the equatorial divide in order to find
some warmth and waterfalls in Costa Rica. In a
month’s time he would save up the necessary funds,
buy a headlamp, and stay up all night to catch the
5am flight out of JFK.

Before the plane took off, Otter noticed how the
flight attendants spoke Spanish before they spoke
English. “Gusto de una manta? Would you like a
blanket?” Fascinating, he thought to himself. And
we’re still on the ground! He wondered if on this trip
he would finally achieve some command of the
Spanish language-the language of the United States’
labor force. Perhaps he’d learn it the old fashion way-
necessity-which was itself necessary.

The flight was smooth, which allowed Otter to
sleep soundly and not grip the arm rests with white
knuckles for six hours. That made him happy, as well
as thankful. He was happy because it’s embarrassing
to be an Otter frightened of little bumps in the sky,
and thankful because he now had a place to go in the
winter since, due to the buying and selling of (literal-
ly) all earth, fewer and fewer places were available
for otters around the globe, including Otter and his
wife The Common Loon, to hibernate, a tradition of
bears that trickled down to the rest of the wage
slaves. This made otters, and by extension all non-
human animals, very angry.

When the plane finally landed the passengers
clapped. That’s what passengers do in other parts of
the world. They congratulate the pilots for not flying
the plane into UFOs or mountainsides and killing
them. It’s a nice gesture on the part of all those
involved. 

Stepping off the plane Otter quickly realized that,
yes, the people here definitely do not speak English.
“Finally!” he thought with a little dose of romanticiz-
ing the Third World. Even the people who had previ-
ously made exceptions for him on the plane all of a
sudden looked at him as if he had a mouth full of
marbles when he spoke. Unfortunately, with the
exception of some pretty poor Brasilero, a little
worked-in-a-restaurant-Spanish, a pinch of my-rela-
tives-are-Italian-Italian, and one lousy half-conversa-
tion in Japanese (Ohaiyogozaimasu. Otter desuka.
Dozo yuroshiku.) Otter had no idea what anyone was
saying. Before flying he had told everyone “Don’t
worry. I’ll figure it out.” It appeared he would have
to. 

After walking through customs, Otter noticed that
airports in Costa Rica were a lot more laid back than
airports in post-911 USA. There was still security and
velvet ropes herding you around the compound, but
an otter feels much less watched when hopping over
a railing in front of the passenger drop-off lanes. It’s
a quicker way to the street and no one seems to mind.
So he did and they didn’t.

Otter spent his first day understanding very little of
what people said to him as he tried to make his way
to the town of Locotal where he would be staying at
the Rancho d’Eco-Angelo, which was a day’s travel
from the airport. All he knew was that he had to catch
the only bus out of Puerto Cajones at 4pm in order to

get there at all. Accidentally underpaying the bus fare
(but allowed to ride anyway), befriending a Tico who
spoke no English, and copious amounts of paw ges-
turing allowed for Otter to make it to Puerto Cajones
in four hours with a few hours to spare. 

Lead by his Tico friend, he first found the
unmarked bus stop that would take him to the
Ranch. Then he found a soda where he could eat. The
owners didn’t understand him and he didn’t under-
stand them, but they managed to serve him the best
gallo pinto con huevos he had never eaten. He also
walked around the town, but in the end towns are
towns and shops are shops so he decided to just hang
around the bus stop where he proceeded to ask every
third person if it was indeed the correct spot.

An aside should be made here. 
Otter was scared shitless the entire day. First, he

had never traveled to a foreign country alone.
Second, as I mentioned, he couldn’t speak the lan-
guage. Third, not speaking the language and there-
fore forever not knowing if he was going the right
way made him feel as if he was forever lost. No one
likes to be lost and Otter was completely out at sea.
Had it not been for Costa Rica’s clockwork public
transportation system and his natural inclination to
be relatively courageous, Otter’s wet behind the ears
qualities would have drowned him.

The bus to Locotal arrived on time and Otter found
a seat near a window. Compared to the buses in San
Jose the bus to Locotal was skin and bones. No cur-
tains. No music. No fabric on the seats. Just the bare
minimum. This was the bus that took Ticos from the
rural parts of Costa Rica to “town” and therefore it
was subject to some of the worst beatings nature and
road could offer it. For Otter the bus was just enough
bus and it was perfect. 

While waiting for the bus to depart, Otter immedi-
ately noticed what makes any lonesome weary trav-
eler sing: two hunched over twenty-something
lionesses with their life in backpacks. English! Otter
silently yelled to himself. And pretty. He conveyed
his joy by casually looking out the window away
from them with his cap pulled over his eyes enough
to look tired yet still able to catch a glimpse of the
lady travelers. Obviously not buying his shtick one of
the lionesses asked, “Is this the bus to Locotal?” In
the half-second before Otter released the smooth
“Yeah. It is.” from his fanged mouth, he did what we
all do. He decided whether or not this mate was a
potential short-term travel companion, long-term
friend, weekend lover, life partner, or just crazy. He
concluded they were each potential casual friends
one of whom a week into the trip might find herself
attracted to Otter and both would dance around the
prospects of sleeping together while finding them-
selves still awake as the rest of the Ranch went to
sleep. It turned out they were too tired to get to know
each other much at all, and all three eventually fell
asleep after being entranced by the rural cliffs
enveloping village after village. 

The emotional landscape reminded Otter of his
wife. She would have found the two lionesses very
sexy.

Tune in next issue to find out just how accurate Otter was
in his assessment of the lionesses. Will the three become
and remain just friends, or will they each find themselves
immersed in each other’s tasty deliciousness after a night
of swill and Scrabble? What will become of Otter and The
Common Loon’s relationship when he finds out that
Rancho de Eco-Angelo offers more than just workshops in
sustainable living?

YaRNS TRY THESE
ON FOR
FUTURE
ISSUES
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1 Abu “Umara al-Husayn ibn Mansur Al-Hallaj, may Allah purify his soul, said:
The definite noun is included in the understanding of the indefinite noun, and the
indefinite noun is included in the understanding of the definite noun. Non-defi-
niteness is a mark of the gnostic and ignorance is his form.

The external form of gnosis is concealed from the understandings and returns to
them. How does he know Him where there is now “how?” Where did he know
Him where there is no “where?” How did he reach Him and there is no idea of
union? How did he separate from Him and there is no separation. Pure definite-
ness cannot be the object of any limited or numbered object, nor does it have need
of maintenance nor is it worn out.

2 Gnosis is beyond the idea of beyond, and beyond spatial limit and beyond the
intention, and beyond awareness, and beyond received traditions, and beyond per-
ception. Because all of these are something which was not in existence before being,
and came into being in a place. He has never ceased to be, was and is before dimen-
sions, causes and effects. So how can these dimensions contain Him, or limitations
comprehend Him?

3 He who says: “I know Allah by my lack of Him,” how can he who lacks know
Him who always is?

4 He who says: “I know Him because I exist”-two external absolutes cannot co-
exist.

5 He who says: “I know Him because I am ignorant of Him”-ignorance is only a
veil, and gnosis is beyond the veil. If not, there is no reality to it.

6 He who says “I know Him by His Name”-the Name is not separable from the
Named because He is not created.

7 He who says: “I know Him by Himself”-this alludes to two objects of recognition.

8 He who says: “I know Him by His works”-that is suffice oneself with the works
without looking for the One who made them.

9 He who says: “I know Him by my inability to know Him”-this one is unable to
cut off, so how can the connected perceive the known object?

10 He who says: “As He knew me, I know Him”-that is to allude to formal knowl-
edge (‘ilm) and to return to the known which is different from the Divine Essence.
Being distinct from the Essence how can it perceive the Essence?

11 He who says: “I know Him as He has described Himself.” It is to be satisfied with
traditional authority without immediate confirmation.

12 He who says: “I know Him by the antithetical Attributes”-the known is one thing
that does not admit of being confined or cut into sections.

13 He who says: “The object alone knows Himself”-He confirms that the gnostic is
tied by his difference, because the object never ceases to know Himself in Himself.

14 Oh Marvel! Man does not know before a hair of his body how it grew black to
white. So how will he know He who made things exist? He who does not know the
summary or the analysis, nor the First and the Last, nor changes, nor causes, nor
realities, nor devices, it is not possible for him to have knowledge of He who does
not cease to exist.

15 Praise be to Him who veiled them by the Name, the definition and the mark! He
veiled them under a word, a circumstance, perfection, and beauty from the One
who always was and will be! The heart is a piece of flesh, so gnosis cannot take res-
idence there, being a divine substance.

16 Understanding has two logical dimensions: extension and breadth. The pious
spiritual life has two aspects: traditions and obligations. The totality of the crea-
tures of creation is in the heavens and on the earth.

17 But gnosis has neither extension nor breadth, no seat in the heavens nor on the
earth, it does not abide in the exterior forms nor in the interior intentions, as do tra-
ditions and obligations.

18 He who says: “I know Him by His reality”-he makes his existence superior to
that of the Object. Because whoever knows something in its proper reality becomes
more powerful than the simple object of which he has knowledge.

19 Oh man! Nothing in creation is smaller than the atom, and you do not perceive
it. How can one who cannot recognize the atom be able to know He who is subtler
than the atom to perceive?

20 What is excluded goes to the side which perishes and that which is enclosed
remains on the side of the essential knowledge. The essence of gnosis is concealed
in its name by its gnosis. It remains disjoined and severed from the thoughts,
objects of distraction, and forgetfulness.

21 He who wants gnosis fears them, and he who fears them frees himself from them,
and draws apart from them. Its East is West and its West is East. It does not have a
place above the higher world and it does not have a place below the lower one.

Gnosis is removed from the existential things, it remains constantly with the
Divine permanence. Its paths are narrow, and there is no road of access to it. Its
meanings are clear but there is no guide to it. The senses do not perceive it, and the
descriptions of men do not attain to it.

22 He who possesses it is solitary and he who mixes it becomes a heretic. He who
strips it away becomes blind and he who attaches himself to it, perishes. Its light-
ning is an unceasing supply of water, its blow gives freely, and its arrow sticks, and
when it throws to the ground it silences. One who fears it becomes an ascetic and
it makes a watcher of the careless. Its tent-ropes are the gnostics and the means of
ascent.

23 Gnosis has no other analogy that itself. Allah has no other analogy than Himself,
and He resembles it. He is like it and He is like Himself, as it is analogous to itself.
He is only like Himself and it is only like itself.

Its edifices are its supports and its supports are its edifices. Those who possess it
are those who possess it, and its edifices are to it, in it, and by it.

It is not Him, and He is not it. And there is no He except it and no it except Him.
There is no gnosis except Him. There is no He except Him!

24 So the gnostic is “the one who sees” and gnosis resides in “he who remains.” The
gnostic stays with his act of cognition because he is his cognition and His cognition
is him and gnosis is beyond that, and the Object is still further beyond that.

25 The story is the business of the storytellers and gnosis is the business of the elect,
and affectations of behavior are the business of individuals and utterance is with
the people of delusion, and meditation is with the people of despair, and negli-
gence with the people who are wild.

26 Allah is Allah. Creation is creation. And it does not matter!

The Garden of Gnosis
Abu al-Mughith al-Husayn ibn Mansur al-Hallaj

Mansur al-Hallaj (c. 858–March 26, 922 / Hijri c. 244 AH–309 AH) was a Persian mystic, writer, and
teacher of Sufism most famous for his proclamations “Ana al-Haqq” (I am the Truth) and “Maa fi jub-
bati illa-Allah” (“There is nothing beneathe my cloak except God”), his poetry, and for his execution for
heresy at the hands of the Abbasid rulers. For many sufi mystics he is considered a saint.
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