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A story for you all.

E–, I just tried calling you but the phone here is so old
(it pulses, somewhat like the old dial phones) that the
calling card I bought doesn’t work. The house dates
back to at least 1250, which is the age of one wall in my
room with stone imported from Italy. A magical place
with a backyard that backs up to a river and ley lines
(look it up) that date back 2000 years. That was where
we arrived yesterday afternoon after an insane day of
almost deportation. I’m debating whether or not to type
the whole story but if not now, when?

I will preface this by saying that I’ve always been told
to be somewhat vague with Immigration because we
don’t have work visas and although we’re not salaried,
the organization itself is taking in considerable income,
which mostly covers our costs, but nonetheless it is
untaxed, sans permit income. This leaves us at best in a
grey area, even though we’re a non-profit organization.
Lastly, I hadn’t slept a wink on the plane.

I deplane and head toward passport control thinking
the other five people on the plane with me have already
gone through. The rest of the group, ten others, had
already arrived the night before. There are two women
working the booths and the one nearest me catches my
eye, giving me a premonition of sorts. I realize as the
line is moving its way forward that all our travel infor-
mation is in my checked bag and I can’t give the
address of the hotel we’re to be staying at, which is
required information for the entrance form, so I simply
write “Airport Hotel”, since it is very near to the hotel
and I think it’s “Hilton” or “Marriot”. I figure she’ll be
okay with that. I arrive at the booth and she asks: 

“How long are you staying?”
“About three, four weeks.”
“What’s your purpose?”

“Traveling with some friends.”
“How long have you known these friends?”
I pause… “A few years.”
“How do you know them?”
“From home.”
“Have you traveled with them before?”
“No”, I say, as my honesty mixed with confusion to

create a somewhat less than whole answer setting me
up for the next question.

“Why are you traveling with them now?”
“Because they’re good friends and we decided to

travel together in Europe.” I can see she is not satisfied.
“Where are you staying?”
“In a hotel near the airport, but the address is in my

checked bag.”
“Do you have a return ticket?”
“Yes, I’m returning on December 5th.”
“So you’re staying longer than four weeks...”
“Well I’m going to France, Italy, and Switzerland after

England.”
“But you already have your return ticket?”
“Yes, I do”, I say, as I present my boarding pass.
“This is not a ticket. See here, this says ‘Boarding

Pass.’ Where’s your ticket?”
“All that information is in my checked bag.” My heart

is beginning to beat a bit faster, but I’m trying to stay
cool, which I feel like I’m doing.

“I see you’ve been here before?”, looking at my pass-
port.

“Yes, in 2005 for a few weeks.”
“It says here that you were in England for two

months.”
“The whole trip was two months, but I traveled to

mainland Europe as well.”
“But the whole trip was two months.”
“Yes, it was.”

Stopped at the UK Border
G–
What is country, what is state, what am I, but very very late?
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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; myspace.com/manyhills

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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Whoops…

The fear of the Lord is to hate evil. I hate pride and arro-

gance, evil behavior and perverse speech. 

—Proverbs 8:13

Pride goes before destruction, a haughty spirit before a fall.

—Proverbs 16:18

 



“What did you do here?”
“I traveled with some friends.”
“Where did you go? Tell me places you went.”
“To London, St. James Piccadilly, saw some music”, thinking I had said Piccadilly

Circus, which would have made more sense. I hadn’t slept on the plane, mind you.
I think I said a few other places as well, but I can’t remember. This is when I start
to get rather nervous with her pointed, insistent, caffeine-aided, observant ques-
tioning.

“What do you do for a living?”
“I’m a social worker.”
“Is this a paid leave?”
“No, I’m taking time off and returning to the same job when I get back.”
“If I called your job would they confirm this?”
“Yes”, knowing that my boss, being the clever woman that she is would not fall

prey to their prying questioning.
“How much money do you have with you?,” her tone growing more confronta-

tional.
“In my bank account or total with credit cards?”
“No, credit doesn’t count...”
“Well, about seven thousand dollars or so.”
“If I take you to an ATM, how much would your balance be? Show me your

cards.”
“Somewhere around seven thousand dollars.”
“I’m tempted to take you to an ATM to prove to me your funds…. Are your

friends with you?”
“Yes”, I said, seeing two of my friends in the line behind me.
“Go get them.”
This is when I think to myself, “Oh fuck.” I had been purposely very vague and

I had a feeling that they were going to give a slightly different story which would
raise her suspicions greatly. I walked toward them and signaled that they come up
to the front. As they approached I said in a hushed tone, “She just wants to make
sure you’re traveling with me”, trying to inflect it such that they understand the
urgency of repeating the same phrase. 

They, W– and L–, go to the booth and she asks me to stand back and questions
them on the purpose of their trip. “We’re here singing with a chorus for a few
weeks.” Worst answer, I think to myself.

“Is he traveling with you?”
“Yes,” they say.
She signals to me now. “Now tell me why you’re here.”
“I’m here traveling and singing with a group of friends.”
“Why did you lie to me?”
At this I was flabbergast and said something I probably shouldn’t have, although

I said it rather calmly. “Quite honestly, you scared the shit out of me.” I should have
said, “I didn’t lie, we simply went off on a tangent and I didn’t get a chance to
explain my travels.” I’m sure that wouldn’t have gone over any better, however.

“I’m trained to tell if someone is lying and I can scare you much more if you con-
tinue to lie to me! All of you, come with me.”

She takes us to a waiting area and at this point it is clear the idea that I’ve lied to
them and misled them is cemented in their minds and it is the worst insult I could
have inflicted upon them. 

They talk amongst themselves for a bit and then ask us more questions about our
group, and of course I’m completely open with them at this point. They’re peeved.
We’re led to baggage claim where our three other friends are waiting for us after
easily getting through Passport Control. Z–, S–, and A–. When Immigration learns
that they’re with us and have told the same story that I told (i.e. traveling) the
woman became even more upset and clearly was taking things somewhat person-
ally. They were becoming rather suspicious, needless to say. 

Now they take all 6 of us to Customs and go through each bag one by one, paper
by paper, journal by journal, panty by panty! Ironically, the woman missed the 100
or so CDs in my bag because they conveniently rolled out and under a sweater that
had already been unpacked. Other people had CDs, so it didn’t really matter, but
it was funny. 

It is clear we’re in England making money doing concerts, workshops, and sell-
ing CDs. Generally being horrible people, singing and spreading folk traditions as
a means of cultivating cultural understanding and community. Such is life. We
again stress that we’re not being paid, which is mostly true, and that we had to pay
for our tickets ourselves, which is also mostly true. None of us are employed by
Village Harmony summer camps either, which they find a brochure to…unfortu-
nately S– is in the brochure for 2009 but he had forgotten, not having ever worked
for L2– and P– before. They whisper amongst themselves after seeing this, seem-
ingly happy that they’ve uncovered more of our conspiracy. Then they come across
a payment receipt in advance for a workshop we’re doing in England. More excite-
ment.

They finish. We are led to another area back where the Passport Control is locat-
ed, behind password and magnetic protected doors. Two friendly Southeast Asian
security men great us making me feel at once comfortable, it feels like I’m back to
New York City. They’re sweet and seem befuddled to see six, young, white, seem-
ingly innocent looking Americans. They offer us tea, coffee, and food, freely avail-
able from a vending machine that appears to be set up out of what appears to be a
mix of British hospitality and guilt for having to treat us in such a way…essential-
ly locked in a room with only chairs and fluorescent lighting (my personal
favorite), and several dark interrogation rooms leading off of the main room. There
is also a Nigerian man, with no English, and a pregnant woman who I presumed
to be from Africa. My freedom is being tread upon, theirs seems inherently more at
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Here’s a magic trick anyone can learn!

1. Buy something that is covered in a lot of useless material
(ancients called it “packaging” or “garbage” depending on their
locale).
2. Take this material and crumple it up into a ball. It is important to
use your hands as they are the conductors of magic energy.
3. Take the Magic Garbage Ball and place it into the Magic
Container of Disappearence (ancients—the same ones from
before—called this a “dust-bin” or “garbage can”).
4. Cover the Magic Container of Disappearence with the Magic Lid
of Concealment and turn your body 180 degrees so that your back
is facing the container. 
5. Come into a meditative state and clear your mind of any attach-
ment to what just occurred. Try to feel nothing.
6. If done properly, within 24–72 hours the Magic Container of
Disappearence will have mysteriously evaporated its contents.

MODERN DAY MAGIC

continued pg. 6
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Dear vegan, having your food processed, packaged, and shipped from all over the coun-
try (or world) into your specific local environment so that you can eat non-seasonal veg-
etables and fruits all-year-round is part of the problem. Not to mention, identifying your
self as a diet is depressing and pitiful. Your self is the humble servant of the I. Re-realize
your always already I-nature and confront the self that has thus far lead you astray. I—self
Lord—am Master.

Dear meat eater, your year-round consumption of meat as a main course as opposed to as
a once-in-a-while dietary seasonal supplement is killing you and me. This behavior is also
killing people around the world. Stop doing it. Give up the addiction to meat-as-meal and
be easeful and temperate in your worldly dealings.

!

Krow came to visit in a dream. He smiled his crazy grin and out-stretched his
ink-stained feathered wings. “Climb aboard,” he said, “and I’ll take you to
Paradise.” I doubted his destination but climbed aboard his wings made of
garbage and human hope. We soared high above tall buildings, above miles of
pavement. We flew higher until the sun became the moon. We dropped to the
ground early or late in time, the special dreamtime where nothing exists and
everything is to be realized.

I saw what Krow saw—Paradise. Food and shelter everywhere, human love
spinning a web to catch me if I took the chance to jump.

“I don’t understand,” I told Krow. “Where is this magic place?” Krow
grinned. “It’s everywhere. Look through the night behind the devil’s horns.
Paradise surrounds you. You’ve been looking at what’s not Paradise. Open
your eyes wider and you will see Paradise everywhere.”

I awoke from my dream and walked outside. Krow’s reality became my
own. I awoke to my golden city aflame. I joined every Adam and Eve. We ate
the fruits of Paradise. We no longer toiled in the fields. And god-Krow-was
with us til the end of our days.

The ruins—I walk around them 100 years before. Civilization’s tall buildings-
crumbing ruins yet to rise. Vachel calls to me, “Don’t give up on my Golden
City. The Golden City will rise from the ashes. It is you who holds the flame to
Paradise.”

I stagger around the city in the magic dusk/dawn of everytime. The match-
es in my pocket, I feel them crackle with anticipation. The concrete rivers flow
beneath my feet. The steel and glass jungle whispers its secrets to me. I am
man, straightening her back and walking upright. I reclaim my territory, my
hunting grounds. I dissolve their images of desire, replacing them with my
own. I desire only to be human-only human. I crumple up my domesticity and
use it as tinder for my matches.

Is this where I’m supposed to be, Krow? With wings outstretched he takes me
aloft again. “Did you forget already? Paradise surrounds you. You only need
look around to see the garden. The ants, do they know of your civilization? Do
your concrete jungle and rivers of pavement matter to them? Their Paradise
has never disappeared. They’ve never traded in their nakedness for business
suits, nor their traditions for schooling. They’ve never become sapiens and yet
their species will outlast yours.” Krow smiles. “You are making it harder than
it is. You have instincts. Use them. Listen to your tears fall. Listen to your
hunger pains. Listen to your heart beat. Follow the rhythm of humanity. It is
always there.”

“I’m afraid I’m sailing off the edge of the world,” I say. 
“I will be there to catch you,” says Krow.
“I’m afraid of becoming untethered, of floating away alone.”
“The law of gravity applies to you as much as any fruit. If you jump, I will

catch you.”
“But these shackles…” I point to my feet.
“Learn to live without them and they will disappear.” 
“Krow, where have you been all my life?”
“I’ve been whispering in your ear, waiting for you to hear me.”

The Shackles 
Lay At My Feet, Broken
Myra Eddy

Imagine you live near a creek—one that still has moving water in it. 
Just before sun-up you wrap yourself in your meditation shawl, find your

sandals with your feet, walk out of your house or otherwise earthen shelter,
and make your way down a quiet path to the creek’s edge. Perhaps you place
your palms together—the way you place thankful words together onto the tip
of your tongue. They rest there milliseconds before the warm throat air nudges
them into the world. Your tongue is the plank. The air is the sea. And the
breath is the benevolent pirate.

“Good morning. Thank you for this opportunity to awaken my entire being.
The pre-dawn is the dawning of my today. I am awake.”

You look down into the cold reflection. The water is as plasmic as it is cold.
Rather then rush past you in an oxygen-rich airy viscosity, it slovenly, though
with force, rubs up against your feet and when you bend over pushing your
hands through its surface it is as if you place them in an icy jelly.

This water, from snowmelt to your feet, is an integral part of your morning
practice. It cleans you, refreshes you, and brings blood to your skin’s surface
before rushing back into soon-to-be revitalized organs. This water strengthens
your will and ultimately reminds you of your place in the world: majestic but
humbled by its relationship to the elements.

Maybe you take an entire plunge into the foamy creek and rise to your feet
stronger than before. Your coarse towel will dry you and make you shine. Your
skin beats red. It is now time for your morning kriyas, meditation, and song.
Your place on Earth has not yet turned towards our hovering sun. It is still just
morningdark.

Now accept for a moment that you actually live in a city, or a suburb of one.
The nearest creek is an hour away and the water you begin your morning
practice with, though coming from the same source (rain and runoff), is piped
into your home. Rather than a combination of sun and snow, you control the
rate at which it flows and if you desire rapids the neighbor below will soon be
made aware. The basic function and method, however, is essentially the same: 

Just before sun-up you wrap yourself in your meditation shawl, find your
slippers with your feet, and make your way down the hall to the shower’s
edge. You place your palms together and the words billow softly into the oth-
erwise reverberating bathroom. 

“Good morning. I am ready to awaken my entire being. Thank you for get-
ting me up.”

Across from you the icy beads of water splash against the tiled stall. Rather
than jump in you sing to life and place your feet and legs up to your knees
under the showerhead. Next your arms. Then your arm-pits, shoulders, back,
chest, and head. By now your entire body is immersed and your insides begin
to heat up. Blood rushes to just below the surface of your skin. As you wash,
the water, though cold, feels less like an aggressive Other intended only to dis-
cipline your supposedly lazy self, and more like a way of reacquainting your-
self with yourself. You almost feel hot.

“Who am I in situations such as these?”You ask.
And you begin your morning practice again, for the first time, alive.

The Ballad 
of the Cold Shower

Kundabob

Me, myself, and I(cy) cold water…

 



Communal Questions
Onalistus
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1
Once one’s seen the garden one’s
willing to assassinate any one to
regain it. Kill off the blaming self then
& bow to every idol in the street

2
The garden possesses an address—you could
send mail there if you knew it—a
seductive message scented with camphor and aloes
if only someone were there to receive it
3
Bread wine barbecue and pipe of grass
are easy. What we have of “thou” is at least
the memory of an illicit caress—a temple
erected at one place you touched earth

Three Rubaiyyat Multi-Use is Many Good
Hakim BeySozzel

INTENTIONAL COMMUNITY QUESTIONS 
For this initial questionnaire I wanted to ask big questions by way of asking smaller more
specific questions. For example, a question like “How do you feel about communal living?”
might get a relatively favorable response from most people interested in intentional commu-
nity living, however, a question like “How do you feel about a chore list that all people must
sign up for?” may give a better gauge as to what you’re really up for. 

THE BIG BUT OFTEN OVERLOOKED QUESTION
1. Why do you want to live in a communal environment?

MONEY STUFF
This is the stuff that comes before anything else (or should at least be in the back of our
minds), because without it, this can’t happen.

1. How much initial start up money can your unit (one living structure) bring?
(This may include money to acquire land and pay for electricity, phone lines, and
water to be put in).:
a. $5000-$9999
b. $10,000-$14,999
c. $15,000-$19,999
d. $20,000-$24,999
e. Money is no object. I can bring infinite funds to something I’m excited about.

2. Do you have enough money to have a structure built for you in order to live on
the land?

3. Do you have enough money to also help pay for a communal structure for guests
and any communal amenities (kitchen, bathrooms, recreation, etc.)?

4. Not that this is necessarily ideal right now, but would you be able to buy land in
the next 6 months to a year if the perfect plot was found? If no, when would you
be able to do so?

SIZE, SHAPE, AND FUNKTION
This section is about the look, feel, and function of the community. 

1. How many units (families, singles, etc.) do you envision living in our communi-
ty? How attached to this number are you? If you could see more units, how many
total?

2. Do you see our intentional community as a permanent residence (a life-long proj-
ect) or as a vacation property?

3. How would you feel about the community doubling as a business (B&B, retreat
center, restaurant, etc.)? This might mean that members would have a share in the
business and collectively run the operation. Are you interested?

4. How excited are you about having the community identifiable, (taken examples:
The Good Life Center, Rancho Mastatal, etc.) essentially giving us a name and a
purpose?

5. How integral is a “purpose” regarding a “cause” for you in relation to this proj-
ect? By this I mean something bigger than “Hey, it’d be cool if we all lived togeth-
er.” What is your purpose and cause?

6. B– is kind of interested in having all structures built “sustainably” so as to poten-
tially get help in building structures through workshops and thus expand the com-
munity. How would you feel about this?

7. How important are these logistical points:
a. Close proximity to a major city: 
b. Close proximity to an international airport: 
c. Close to NYC/Tri-state area: 

COMMUNAL ASPECTS
Communal amenities are often central to the development of intentional communities. One
obvious reason is to promote sharing of space, but another more economic reason is to con-
serve on resources and electricity, and also reduce the amount of labor that goes into build-
ing and developing private utilities for every unit on the land. Big electrical and water users
like kitchens and bathrooms, if communalized, consolidate the amount of unnecessary ener-
getic stuffs being used AND being funneled around the property. Plus getting up and walk-
ing outside to the bathroom in any season is FUN!

1. How would you feel about a communal kitchen with little to no kitchen facilities
in your own home? (This does not mean everyone has to eat every meal together).

2. How do you feel about communal bathrooms? These can be separate small and
private structures, but centered in one area.

3. Communal farm: “Horray!” or “Sounds like a lot of work for a few ears of corn.”

4. Communal business: “Defs!” or “What’s the point?”

5. How do you feel about rotating chore lists and duties relating to the maintaining
of the community?

LOW-IMPACT LIVING
One of the great opportunities of an intentional community is that you can try out alterna-
tive ways of living. Perhaps, like me (Bob) you feel that being more self-sustainable and
localized in your living habits leads to a more fuller life.

1. How integral would the farm be to your life? Would you be willing to make it
very integral?

2. Do you know how to farm and work the land and can you teach Lauren? Are you
close with anyone who does know how to farm and could help us learn?

3. How interested are you in self-sustainability?
a. compost toilets: 
b. growing food and share cropping: 
c. bartering with neighbors: 

Hoorah for small apartment kitchens! Space lim-
itations leading to stuff limitations leading to an
analysis of each item's place in my drawers and
cabinets! Hoorah for items serving a number of
useful purposes! 

Sing hoorah for the modest sized chef's knife
that easily slices through the oversized eggplant
but remains small enough to safely halve
grapes. HOORAH!

Sing hoorah to the most secretive melon baller,
which not only provides me with dainty balls of
melon, but also molds my truffles, scrapes seeds
from my squash, and offers me perfect scoops of
ice cream, melting atop perfect tartlets. HOORAH!

Sing hoorah for the Stand Mixer and its bevy
of attachments that grind my meat and stuff my
sausage, freeze and churn my ice cream, knead
and rise my bread, whip and fold my eggs.
HOORAH!

Sing hoorah for the king of multiple uses, the
cast iron pan, and its well-seasoned surface.
Without you I could not take the eggs that are
cooked on the stove into an omelet and move
them directly into the broiler to brown the top of
the frittata. Without you I would have no sur-
face wide enough to use as a griddle. I would be
unable to brown a whole chicken in one shot. I
would have nowhere to bake the moistest of
cornbread. HOORAH! HOORAH!

For all of these items, and their ever-useful
counterparts, we sing hoorah. Our voices rise so
that some day all those strange TV gadgets with
only one purpose may find their way off this
planet. We'll no longer need to wonder, “Do I
need that Big City Slider Stallion for $19.99 plus
shipping and handling foralimitedtimeonlynotseeninstores?”
Instead we will know that we already have
everything we need. HOORAH!
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The civilized human acts like a scavenger as
s/he searches for something someone else
has left behind. The discarded (packaged)
food in the supermarket and the forgotten
(enticing) gadgets on the shelf: merely road
kill for the picking.

risk due to accents, skin color and the like, and I immediately feel empathy swell
inside me for every person who has ever been in a situation where they are no
longer in control due to other human, state, bureaucratic, fascist interference.
People governing others. I feel hatred for all this. I want my elephant gun, which
symbolizes my desire to have a means of destroying that which causes all these
feelings. I also tell myself that I should not hate any of these people, it is the sys-
tem itself which has caused such a non-human interaction. People don’t automat-
ically act like this. We are not customarily so suspicious. Who gives a fuck if some-
one comes to your country to sing some music and barely can make a living off of
it? 

I must say that my spirits, if spirits could be charted, were looking like the stock
market of late…. I would simply laugh, thinking of the absurdity of it all, followed
by long silences pondering the worst possible outcomes: Northern Harmony is
fined thousands of pounds for this and a dozen other infractions over the years
and we’re deported on the next plane to Boston. What the hell am I going to do for
the next two months that I took off to be here? We’ll never be able to return or at
least not for 5 years or whatever the law is….

We wait and wait and wait. We’re served plastic sandwiches and chicken soup
with enough sodium to last a week. I’m coughing just thinking of it. They say that
they’re going to question each of us separately, but first a Sikh man in his sixties
enters and fingerprints each of us on a high-tech machine that has a digital imprint
of each of our fingers. I’m now in the Interpol system. A trackable criminal!
Wonderful. Zara has the idea to take our photos on her Poloroid but photography
is prohibited. They would’ve been extraordinary given our facial expressions and
general environs. 

People enter and exit and murmur about us. I pee and hear chatter from the other
side of the hastily constructed wall of our detention room. I try to hear something
interesting, but nothing comes through. Someone in the group hears an
Immigration worker say about us, “Them? They’re being sent back.” 

“Gideon Crenosnav!” I’ve been sleeping maybe twenty minutes and wake up
with my heart beating inside my eardrum as loud as anything I’ve ever heard. An
Immigration supervisor who I’ve not met yet says my name again and I rise. She
asks me to follow her to another questioning room, but not one of the adjacent
rooms. Obviously I’m to be separated for this questioning. This woman happens
to be Southeast Asian. I’m either in India or I’m in India. I’ve met only one person
native to England thus far sending my head into various spirals concerning post-
colonialism and structures of power. Ha! This woman is very kind but quick to the
point. “I’m going to ask you questions and write them down verbatim as we go.
Do you have any questions?”

“No.”
She either didn’t know that I was the one who had spoken in vague terms before,

or wanted to give me a chance to redeem myself, or perhaps something else was
going on.

I won’t go into all the questions because I was with her for forty-five minutes, but
she essentially asked me “Are you getting paid? Are you employed by Northern
Harmony? Do you work for them? How long have you worked for them?” I felt
like I was back at work, at court, and on the testimony stand. It actually felt rather
comfortable since I had nothing to hide at this point knowing that they knew
everything there was to know. I felt somewhat vindicated, although what they
knew wasn’t exactly going to help our situation being that it was likely we need-
ed work permits. I stressed to her that I was not employed, that the money I had
with me was sufficient since most of our lodging was being given to us by hosts
through the communities in which we perform, that we accepted donations at the
door, and that we are a non-profit organization. I signed all ten or so pages of ques-
tions she asked after reading them and making a few corrections on her transcrip-
tion. Then she said I was done. I didn’t get up immediately, and said, “Wait a sec-
ond, can you please tell me what’s going on?” 

She sat back down. “Some groups can perform permit-free but it appears that
you may not fall in that category.”

“What can we do about it?”
“Apply for a permit, but unfortunately the permit office is closed for the week-

end. They may be able to open for an emergency, but unlikely.”
“If we’re able to apply, how long would that take?”
“I don’t know. See it’s a little complicated because ten of you are already admit-

ted to the country. They’re protected by law and so things may get a little interest-
ing.” She seemed to be implying that this was going to involve some communica-
tion with the US Consulate, or that simply because they let ten of us in and are
technically in the country legally (even though they now knew our money-making
intentions) they had to really think about their decision.

“If you don’t get the permit, we’ll have to send you on the next plane to Boston.”
I stopped as we exited the room. ”The irony here is rather funny. We’re in

England to sing world folk music and essentially spread peace!”
“I know…” she paused. “This is bureaucracy.” 
She explained that she had to speak to our directors (who had been contacted at

the hotel by this point) for more information and then they’d make their decision.
I went back to our detention room and everyone was eagerly awaiting my return.

I gave them my story and after some musings and scenarios being thrown around,
we continued waiting and trying to sleep.

We wait more. I try to sleep. As I try, I hear the Nigerian man being questioned in
one of the adjacent rooms, with an interpreter on speaker phone listening to the
Englishman ask his question and then translate question and answer back and
forth. Question and answer. It becomes clear that he’s in a similar situation: with a
band, CDs, coming for a few weeks/months, only contact is a woman he’s met
three times, two wives in Nigeria. I imagine these conversations are purported to
be confidential.

Again I am suddenly woken. ”You are being admitted for entry.” 
We’re all stunned and in various states of consciousness. My heart is racing

again. They lead us out, and I exchange pleasantries with the two security guards.
Their friendliness is notable.

They leave us at the door and due to our state, nobody thinks to ask if Larry and
Patty know, what they know, where we should go, etc. We’re simply discarded and
shooed out the door and left with an emotion close to happiness but still over-
whelmingly confused. Our environment has been jarring. We’ve been in the cus-
tody of Immigration for about eight hours. 

The first thing we do is take our mug-shots on the Polaroid. They’re good pho-
tos but lack the fear and backdrop of our earlier photo-shoot idea. I phone Patty
and hear the relief in her voice. They hadn’t told her we’d been released. She said
she’d be there in twenty minutes to pick us up. A short conversation, nothing much
to communicate but the immediate.

It turned out that the decision came down to one man who had had the best cof-
fee of his life. “I’ll let you go this time but next time you must get the proper work
permits.” There is no integrity to legal systems. They are up to individual interpre-
tation and personal whims, which is to say nothing of my feelings on the laws
themselves or the principles of statehood. “If we’d lost the American Revolution,
none of this would have happened,” someone said. 

This is just the story itself, it has spawned many ideas and feelings which have
been constantly on my mind but that is for more writing. 

So there’s more than three things from my flight, E–. More to follow. 
Our first concert in Castle Acres was wonderful although we were all so full from

the dinner following our workshop that we were a bit lethargic to start things off.
Zara said, “Why is everyone so sad.”

“We’re just full,” said Patty.
Castle Acres couldn’t be more of an antidote to the first eight hours in England.

After the concert, more food of desserts, cheeses, and homemade elderberry wine.
Now off to bed.

Much love to you all,
G—



Furry Wand

Onalistous

The sometimes erotic tales of polyamorous creatures

Otter and Loon’s
marriage was
unique by main-
stream television
standards, but more
common than many
like to think. They
loved each other in
a way most couples
would never know.
They supported

each other. They challenged each other. They play-
fought with each other, and they aggressively argued
with each other. Seeing them at a family holiday
you’d think they were brother and sister the way the
played tricks on one another or used each other as the
butt of jokes. They were passionate friends and pas-
sionate lovers. They were also passionate lovers with
others from time to time.

When Otter and Loon first met, Otter had been in a
casual relationship with The Red Herring. The Red
Herring was in a relationship with Napoleon.
Napoleon was a mouse and he and Otter didn’t real-

ly like one another, which was OK since Otter and the
Red Herring wouldn’t be together for that long.
During one of Otter and Loon’s first conversations he
relayed his “set-up” with the Red Herring to Loon
who promptly replied, “Not interested.” To this Otter
simply said, “Then it’s just you and me.” The Loon
appreciated his immediacy and the two quickly fell
into side-kick status. Otter thought about how far
they had come.

As the bus continued bumping its way around hair-
pin turns and mudslid roads Otter thought of how
the Loon would love to be where he was. Traveling
came natural to her. On the contrary, Otter had trav-
eled very little. This was to be his first solo trip any-
where outside the US and both he and Loon looked
forward to it, though obviously they were sad to part
even for this short ten day excursion.

Otter was unsure when the “stop” for Rancho de
Eco-Angelo would be appearing, but had read that it
was roughly two and a half hours outside of Puerto
Cajones. This meant very little to him since he didn’t
have a watch and his paws just didn’t have the ener-
gy to dig out the cell phone from his bag. Not to me-

ntion, what sort of self-respecting Otter would wield
such a symbol of US imperialism while riding on The
People’s Bus? He looked and noticed that the answer
was clear. While not the most cell phone centric placed
on Earth, Ticos definitely had familiarized themselves
with the device far beyond what his romanticized left-
ist mind had told him. He added another correction to
his Otter brain: You don’t know anything about the world
around you. People aren’t principals. They’re people. 

Otter looked to the seats to his left and noticed the
two lionesses sleeping. One had her mouth open and
he could see her fangs blocking her tongue from
falling clear out of her mouth onto her shoulder. He
wondered what they knew about the world that he
didn’t.

His mind was wandering into boy-thoughts of late
night rendezvous with the lionesses when the bus
stopped at a T-intersection. The lionesses, as if inter-
nally tuned to the trip, opened their eyes, looked out
the window and grabbed their bags. The driver never
said where they were. He simply looked overhead
into the rearview mirror at Otter. Otter grabbed his
bag and didn’t ask if this was the spot. Perhaps he felt
that if he just got his gear and started moving he’d
appear to know more about where he was than he did.
He didn’t. 

When his feet hit the sandy stone road he took note
of the way he could hear his feet against the ground.
There was an already assumed silence in the air. It was
missing the “buzz,” the hum of hyper-civilized life.
He liked this. The sun was setting and when he
looked up from the road he saw the lionesses bounc-
ing their bags onto their back and when they turned to
him one said, “We’re going this way. Maybe we’ll see
you sometime over the next week.” Otter replied with
a confident “Definitely.” They each turned from one
another, Otter walking alone towards the Ranch
behind him.

Otter walked hrough the big gate that enclosed the
Ranch and walked towards the main house. There
was a satisfied business of finishing up the day that
permeated the air. A handful of animals were content-
edly scurrying in different directions putting this or
that away. Otter’s first thought was that everyone
seemed like they were in the right place and they
knew it. 

Tune in next time and see who Otter meets for a steamy hot
encounter by the compost toilet? Find out why everyone at
the Ranch is sooo content after such a hard days work.
What soft delights could await them back in their bunks?
What aphrodisiac could they be putting in the pudding?

YaRNS 7

[two poems]
Patrick Scanlon

manhattan was a forest 
of sorts whose steely
sun favored
her face over 
her flora

V

and rightfully so for even
they obliged willingly able
to keep low and just
under her lean in and
look out the window

for Vanessa whose belief has touch enough
to reveal the jewel in something as familiar
as making change for laundry

my dear please let this poem under those
covers for to straighten your recent confusion
of beauty sleep with beauty sleeping

not simply to see but rather at
sea spreading across it illuminated
herself a dazzled ray sent toward
towers of giant sun flowers in
rows now adorn her story

yes details little and subtle she embeds in metal in
meaning hung off our hearing or rounding the throat
sloped voice forging toward heart in hinge and flux

nicely noticed sheets of verbal excess continuous
about us casting significance again and against curvy
vibrating shapes un-orderable though arranged to enter

costumed in request I flipped through her
springing fingers invincible stone so finely
undone to carry in sliver the local alto light

was this in fact the same sun or
perhaps some of that same spain sun

wait I think I just saw a diamond.

I don’t even know how I saw it

alto cinco 9/15/08

P r o - m y s t i c
Anti-consumerist Spirituality
Zombies Islam Zen Adamites
Anarchism Aghorins
Charnal Ground Wanderings Race
Gender Body Movement Noise
Silence Polyamory Anti-
Civilization Languages Love
Sacrum as Teacher Problematizing
I d e n t i t i e s

TRY THESE ON FOR
FUTURE ISSUES
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“Although these things may seem somewhat strange, and many may esteem it to
be but a Philosophical shew, and no true History, which is published and spoken
of the Fraternity of the Rosie Cross; it shall here sufficienty appear by our
Confession, that there is more in recessu then may be imagined…” ‘Fama
Fraternitatis’

IAM NOUR RAUCH IEBESHAS
“…the origins of the Golden Dawn are shrouded in mystery, schismatic quar-
rellings and a fair measure of claptrap. Nonetheless, whatever the verisimilitude of
the famous tale of documents issued by German Rosicrucians and inner orders
comprised of ascended master and secret chiefs, the order’s fraters and sorores
included some people of undeniable quality. W.B Yeats, Bram Stoker, and A.E Waite
were amongst the best known of these. The order’s membership also included
many late nineteenth century radicals most notably Maud Gonne, Irish nationalist,
socialist and feminist and Edith Nesbitt co-founder of the Fabian society. If, as the
man says, you can judge someone by the company they keep, the chiefs of the
order must have had something serious to offer its most esteemed member.”
W.H Auden, from the introduction to Yeats’ collected works.

IUSTUM NECARE REGIS IMPIUS
…as was feared, the disturbances which commenced yesterday afternoon became
serious during the evening, so much so that throughout the whole of the night the
town was one scene of disorder and uproar. The military had to be called out, and
the Riot Act was read by the Mayor, Mr. E W Hammond.
‘The Times’ Tuesday April 14th, 1891

…by the 1870s Bradford, more than any other city in the district, enjoyed the fruits
of the industrial revolution. For a few these fruits amounted to a previously
unimagined luxury. 

The houses of “millionaire’s row”, which in the century since have been brothels,
nightclubs and council flats, stand as a vulgar neo-gothic testament to that luxury.
The mill owners and managers of the time, the popes and priests of the cities boom-
ing cotton industry treated wages as an instantly variable cost. One year a certain
Samuel Lister, owner of the eponymous mill (the chimney of which still dominates
the now post-industrial city’s skyline like some blasphemous Linga) decided he
would cut his workers wages by a quarter. The slums erupted. As Prince
Kropotkin, then living in exile in London, hurried to speak to the strike commit-
tees, barricades were set up and no go areas created to keep out the city’s police-
men and bailiffs. Nearly a year later the Manningham Mills strikes ended in defeat
for the workers. However, the events of those years would resonate throughout the
next century. A chain of events had begun which would lead to the recognition of
trade union rights throughout the country and the birth of the Independent Labour
Party. 

“…In Mr. Lister’s eyes, probably the spending of an extra shilling a week on dress
and drink represent the acme of short-sighted and foolish self-indulgence, and the
purchase of big estates seems the perfection of far-sighted thrift and philanthropy.
Yet it is possible that, somewhere between the smoke of his factory chimney and
the stars that occasionally shine on it, there may exist an ideal compared with
which Mr. Lister’s notions of wise expenditure are not much wiser than those of his
Hands.”

‘Yorkshire Factory Times’ Reply to a letter from the mill owner claiming that alco-
hol and fashion contributed more to the worker’s poverty than cuts in wages did.

IGNE NATURA RENOVATUR INTEGRA
“…and including the so-called mythical temples (namely Licht, Liebe und Leben,
the temple from which Anna Sprengel communicated to the founders of the order
and Hermanoubis, the hidden London temple) Bradford’s Horus temple was the
fifth consecrated temple of the order. Founded and consecrated in 1888 at a hotel
room in the city (the Golden Dawn practice involves consecrating adepts as found-
ing members of lodges, rather than physical buildings), the lodge soon moved to a
new location. A local watchmaker by the name of Pattinson was installed as chief
officer. Pattinson had been introduced to the Order by a Rev. Chalmers. Chalmers
was a local clergyman and secret occult practitioner, until reported to his bishop.
When Madame Blavatsky met them she remarked that she had a great respect for
the Bradford men as she got the feeling “they could achieve anything they set their
minds on”, whatever that might mean. As, by now, a number of leading members
had been put in difficult positions as a result of their membership, the Bradford
leadership decided to keep the location of the physical lodge as an order secret.
From this point on the history of the lodge obscures greatly.”
Frater Lutter, from ‘The History of the Golden Dawn in the Outer’

“…we opened the door, and there appeared to our sight a Vault of seven sides and

corners, every side five floor broad, and the height of eight foot; Although the Sun
never shined in this Vault, nevertheless it was enlightened with another sun, which
had learned this from the Sun, and was scituated in the upper part in the Center of
the sieling; in the midst, in stead of a Tomb-stone, was a round Altar covered over
with a plate of brass, and thereon this engraven…”
The discovery of Rosencratz’s tomb from ‘Fama Fraternitatis’

In 1983 the new owners of ‘Gobbles’ restaurant (Godwin Street, Bradford) decided
to carry out renovations on the room above their main shop-front in the hope of
building a new storage space. The door, clearly sealed for some time, was forced
open. Expecting perhaps a carpet of rats crawling through the dust of decades, the
owners were shocked to find the room clean, tidy and clearly untouched. In the
centre of the room lay an altar marked with Hebrew letters at each corner. Over the
door was an inscription in Latin and Hebrew. But these decorations were not what
the eye settled on. Instead, their gaze was drawn to a mural spanning the whole of
the back wall. The frieze showed khu the damned, fresh from the rope of the exe-
cutioners (or the suicide). He was shown in a number of poses. Kneeling before,
then floating away from and finely transcending the court of Osiris, the dying and
resurrecting god. Around this painting were icons depicting things between nature
and humanity. Superstitiously, but perhaps understandably, the owners of
‘Gobbles’ restaurant decided it would be best to cease work. 

Instead they contacted the local paper the ‘Bradford Star’. On the publication of a
story about the find, a number of people came forward with information. Included
in this number was Harry Fryer who claimed to have restored the painting in the
1950s. He said he had been hired by a man who, having arranged the job over the
telephone, sent him his check in the post, thus remaining anonymous throughout
the proceedings. Mr. Fryer added that, though he had never met the man, he would
receive periodic telephone calls at home whilst working on the job. In these phone
calls he would be asked to change a colour he had decided on here, or a kind of
brushwork he had used there.

The newspaper article goes on to tell the story of a man who gave them some
paperwork, seemingly detailing the day to day running of the lodge, membership
lists, documents relating to dues owed and so forth. Through this paper trail it
emerged that the daughter of T.H Pattinson, once Grand Hierophant of Yorkshire,
and outer head of the Bradford Lodge of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn
still lived in Bradford. The now old and widowed woman granted the paper an
interview. Of the portion printed by the paper only one of her answers attracts the
eye. Amongst the tales of her meeting the great names of the day through her
father’s connections, a question is asked which solicits a curious response. On
being asked if she knows of any members of the lodge still in the district, she gave
the journalist descriptions of a man and a woman. “But keep in mind”, she went
on, “they may not appear to be as old as one would expect”.

POST SCRIPT 
In the 1960s town planning began a new phase. To complete the colonization of
urbanity by the commodity all organic links between city centers and the sur-
rounding district were cut off from Paris to London, from Rome to Bradford, the
introduction of the ring roads marked the boundary of the complete reign of the
commodity. 

These spaces have become today’s “town centers”; areas in which the only legit-
imate acts are consumption and work. Inside these areas all features became exten-
sions of factories, shops and billboards. From lodge houses of the Golden Dawn
and monuments that commemorate the founding of political parties, to the
Coliseum and the Arc de Triomphe, previous city features have been emptied of
meaning. Having been cut off physically and spirituality from anything other to
the commodity, they become museum pieces documenting the rapacity of
work/consumption. As such, they took their place in the museum. 

Since then spasmodic shards of life have flickered in the unceasing glare. Events
like riots, or any genuine carnival, breathe life into the corpses and create subtle
vibrations. Such vibrations are like centers of attraction.

Last month, the continuing atrocities committed by the Israeli government
brought angry demonstrators back into the centre of the town. The protestors lined
up against the police less than half a mile from the site of the most violent clashes
of the Mills strike. Two days after I completed my research for this article. 

Wanting to see for myself if the altar room had been destroyed, I resolved to
return at night. I brought a crow bar and went to the back door so as to be shield-
ed from the omnipresent eyes of the post-city. As I began forcing the lock, I heard
someone approach. As I stuffed the crowbar in my coat and turned around, hoping
not to see a policeman, I caught the eye of the stranger. Through the dark I saw a
thin smile and bright, green eyes. 

The back building is now sealed completely. They must think me a fool. As I
returned home last night I noticed some graffiti. Scrawled over five generations of
chipped and faded paint; the letters “L.V.X”. This was one of Lister’s factories. On
both sides, the old forces are return to the city. They grow closer.

Notes Toward a History of the Temple of Horus
Frater J


