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  'Well, are we going to do this thing or not?'


Christine looked at the others.  She wanted to do it.


And she hoped the others would be keen.  Because it would be better if they were keen.  She really wanted to do this one and she didn't want to have to wangle it out of them, and drag and cajole them through it the whole way.  She wanted their support, their enthusiasm.


  'It's not going to be religious.  I want to update it.  Show a more sensible version.   To criticise the old version.'


Christine became more animated.


  'Because people have only got one version.  So they can't get any perspective on it.  It's the only one, so they stick with it without criticising it, even if they don't believe it.   It's a sort of tyranny of monopoly ... of imagination.'


The others laughed.


But it was getting them.   They didn't think it would 'go', if it looked religious.  But if it was going to be an update.


  'Yes, you see, that's what's exciting about it for me.  Trying to redesign it, doing it again, doing it better, if possible.   Getting to the good bits, if there are any.   Getting rid of the crap bits.   Like the miracles.  And the god stuff.'


  'What's going to be left?'  Joel said laughing.


  'Well, that's the point, isn't it? Christine replied, smiling back.  If there's nothing, then nothing.  Or perhaps putting something good instead.'


  'Jesus isn't actually ever gentle, as far as I can recall,' Margaret mused, having followed her own thoughts on the subject.


  'Except 'let the children come to me','  Frederick said, pulling at the hairs on his knee he'd been resting his chin on.


Christine felt she had to rev things up a bit, get their voices going.


  'We'll do it how Jesus, if he was a smart bloke, would do it today, or if he wasn't, how a smart - woman - would do it.'


  'Knocking over the moneychangers wasn't too smart, I don't think.  I imagine that's what got the local bigwigs in an uproar.  I hope you're not planning to dash into the banks and scatter the coinage.'


A general laugh.


  'I think the first thing to do is to go through the story and pick out things we can do, updating them if we need to.   We have to have enough of the old story to show that that is what it's about.  And we can do it anywhere.  We'll become known as the group that does the Christ story.   In an update version.'


  'Jesus says god is good, but god says that he himself creates all the evil, which definitely he has to do if he's the only god, so:  has Jesus read the Old Testament or not?'


This from Tim, hanging back in the gloom of the cobweby warehouse.


  'Yes, well, we'll have to get rid of all the god stuff,' Christine repeated.  'We just want the energy, the drama, the story, without the stupid bits that make it an insult to the intelligence of the modern person.  I think people will enjoy having a modern Christ about the place.  A tourist attraction.  A resident prophet.  A revised version.  It might get international coverage.  We can spring it on people out of the blue, wherever they gather.'





They decided they would give it a go and see how it went.  See 'how it walked'.





As they were leaving, and Frederick was banging the big warehouse door shut, Christine said:


  'I've got lots of ideas.'


  'We might get stoned to death by the howling mob of Christians', Margaret said in her unlaughing way.


  'Actually, we could try to arrange with a bank to do the moneychanger bit in a bank,' Joel said, a little bit perkily.


  'Maybe that's too silly to do.  We don't want our Christ to be silly,' finished Christine.





Christine thought to herself that she was being bossy again as usual, but what could you do, if you had thoughts. It was really the fault of the others, she comforted herself, them not having so many ideas.  But Joel would have some good ones, when he got going.  Christine usually had the kick-off idea.  They all had good ideas, actually, in their different ways.   Margaret didn't have many ideas, but it was usually she who had the obvious, sensible ones the others didn't think of.   They were all at different 'distances' from their street-theatre, providing different perspectives.  Tim stood furthest back, probably looking at the most fundamental issues, Christine thought.








  'Well, I'm amazed.   When you take away the miracles and the squabbling with the powerboys in the establishment, there is nothing left.   He keeps talking about his message, believing his message, and there is none.  I couldn't believe it.   The whole thing is fluff.  A big drama about nothing.' 


  'What about the sermon on the mountain?  That's supposed to be something, isn't it?'


  'O yes, everyone goes gaga over that.  Most noble, most sublime.  That's the only bit of message I could see.  And it's just pie-in-the-sky for underdogs.   Are you unhappy?  You'll be happy!   Hey, perhaps it was new then.  Perhaps no one had thought of pie-in-the-sky for underdogs before!  People thought it was brilliant!'


  The two girls laughed, and took sips of their coffee.


  'It's so strange.  He's doing miracles left, right and centre, and then when people ask for a sign, he says they won't get any, because they're a bad lot.   He's doing miracles all over the place, and people are asking, gee, duuh, who is he?   And people are believing in him after he does all these miracles, and he wants them to believe without the miracles.   So he's relying on the miracles to get people believing, but then what are they believing?   Not anything to do with him being a good guy in a spiritual way, but as a fix-it man in a material way.  Hey, look, I can do miracles, so I'm god, okay, now follow me.  And he says his yoke is light, and he wants you to cut off your hand and gouge out your eye, and stay on the alert every second for when he comes, in case he throws you into fire forever, and be persecuted, all the while you are supposed to be as simple and natural and as unworried as little children.'


  'And I always noticed he said not one iota of the Old Testament would be changed and then rewrites it all, telling them they're hypocrites for obeying it'.


  The girls laughed, feeling a bit naughty-risque for criticising such venerable stuff.


  'Catholics are really uptight, aren't they?  They never get over it, do they?' Christine said, changing the subject a bit.


  'No, it's sad, really.  I mean, they actually like it.  You can tell, it makes them feel good'.


  'Yeah.  They feel secure.  Superior.'


  'I wouldn't feel secure.  I'd feel bloody insecure, thinking I could go to hell forever if I just feel like killing someone.  And so unfair.  I would have gone to heaven if no one had come along and annoyed the hell out of me.'


  'They must feel insecure in a way, because they seem to really have to work hard to prove themselves, some of them.'


  'Yeah, like that Annabelle, pushing into TV.  Really ambitious, go-at-it.  You can see it in the back of their eyes, all the time, what will the priest think?'


  'I always thought:  no one can believe in it, because otherwise you wouldn't do a thing out of line.  But they all merrily commit their sins, and then hang around for the rest of the week without a worry in the world, stroll in casually on Sunday to get purified.  I'd be dashing in straightaway if I thought I was going to hell.  They'd have to have 24-hour, 7-day-a-week priests.'


  'And so unfair if you die between the sin and the priest.  While someone else who gets to the priest in time goes to heaven, and you burn in hell.'


  'If they believed all that hooey, they'd have cellphones and phone-confession'.


  'Someone with a cellphone go to heaven, and you to hell because your cell battery was flat'.


  Christine's eyes sparkled.


  'It'd really make you mad, wouldn't it?'


  'You'd just be fuming, wouldn't you.'


  'It'd really burn you up'.


  They laughed, and then sighed, and drank some coffee.


  'It is so ridiculous.  I mean, it is so ridiculous.  Because what it means, is that people are totally, literally, actually bananas.  I mean, people are bananas who don't immediately realise that such people are totally bananas and kindly put them away. We are totally bananas for not having seen it and having known it immediately.'


  'Well, we tried to tell you'.


  Apart from a little smile, Christine ignored the joke, and went on.


  'I have to say I'm disappointed.  I thought there would be something.'


  'Well, that's why people have given it up.'


  'Some people.'


  'Some people', Margaret agreed.


  'But what it means', Christine said - and Margaret inwardly gave a sweet heavenward look for yet another of Christine's means - 'is that it is pointless putting on street-theatre for people who are so totally, hopelessly bananas.'


  'That's who you do put it on for, isn't it?', Margaret said immediately.  'And not 'hopelessly'.  You can't say that.'


  Christine looked at Margaret deeply.


  'By god, Margaret, you are strong.  I like that, very much.  That is strong.'











  'People!  People!  Listen to me!   Hear what I have to say!


Gather round me.  Gather round.  Everybody!  Hear what I have to say.  That's right.  Gather round, gather round!  You won't regret it!  Gather round!  You won't regret it!  Dear fellow humans.  Dear fellow humans.  Yes.  People. Humanity.   Humans.  What does that mean?  It means we are all struggling, all trying to do well, or do okay.  That's what it means.  Hear me!  Pursue your happiness every second!  Pursue your happiness every second!  What do I say?  I say to you, pursue your happiness every second.  Pursue your happiness.  Pursue your happiness with everything you've got.  Yes!  It's exciting!  That's when we wake up, that's when we are alive.   There are things that dull us, there are things that make us go dull.  Make us forget our life.  What is our life?  Pursuit of happiness!   Work at it.  Work hard at it.  That's how to enjoy.  That's the root of enjoyment.  Why do I have to say something like that?  Something so plain?  Because there are things that make us lose hold of the obvious, the vital, the living, the root, the root of a good life.  Yes!  Yes, people!  There are things that stop us pursuing happiness, discourage us, get us off the track.  We are lost from the obvious.  Terribly lost.  A total waste.  A waste of ourselves, our lives.  Pursue your own happiness.  Your personal individual happiness.   There are things that try to make you feel guilty about doing that.  You are more than half convinced that that is wrong.   I am not saying:  ignore the effects of your decisions on other people.  I am not saying that.  In the pursuit of your own personal individual happiness, almost the first thing you have to think about - for your sake - is what effect your actions will have on people - and every other thing - around you.   Why do I say:  pursue your happiness?  Why do I say that?  Because that is the purpose.  That is the sole purpose of anything and everything in your life, in everybody's life.  In everything's life.  In the life of the animals too.  And without that, everything falls to pieces.   Everything.  Rockets fall to pieces, governments fall to pieces, cliffs fall to pieces, everything.  Because happiness is the purpose.   Yet there are terrible things, that somehow get us distracted from that vital thing.  And, if we think about our life, we see there is no purpose in our life, and we don't know there is purpose.  And flowing out of that purpose, when we hold on to it, get a hold of it, and hold it fast to ourselves, everything good and wonderful and happy flows out of that.  And without that, everything flows away, to waste.  So I say, pursue your happiness.  Begin to pursue your happiness.  Because we haven't been.  Not with full power.  Halfheartedly, intermittently, doubtfully.   Not even intermittently.  Hardly at all.  Hardly at all, if at all.  Although I suppose we think so.  Yes.  We think we are.  But we are just mindlessly - yes, excuse me, I have to say it, not to offend, not to be rude, but to help you, help us - mindlessly, dumbly, going through the motions of what is in the air as fun, or happiness.   I tell you - let me say this:  even if what you do happens to be the best thing for you to do for your happiness, if you haven't thought it through and you don't believe it, know it, aren't aware of it, then it isn't going to hit you, do you good, make you happy.   It might be cream, but it isn't going in your mouth, or you aren't swallowing.  It isn't getting to you.  It isn't getting to you.  You are the purpose.  You are the purpose of your whole life.  Not anything else, not anyone else.  You are the purpose of everyone's life.   Don't misunderstand me.  I mean, if you are not purposive, everything falls apart, for you, and, for everyone around you.   So, if you want to make someone happy, if you don't want their life to be wasted, just utterly ruined, then pursue your happiness.   How can you get a boulder off your foot unless you know you want to get the boulder off your foot?  How can you know you want to get a boulder off your foot if you are not 100% sure you are supposed to pursue your happiness?  Get 100% sure.  I say this for your sake for my sake.  All I care about is myself.   How can I be comfortable when everyone around me has boulders on their feet and is groaning and thrashing around and making the place unpleasant?  Yes.  All I care about is myself.   That surprises you, or it surprises you that I say it.  As you would say, that I admit it.  Everyone thinks it is bad.  I say it is good.  I say it is vital.  I say that the things that have made this human race think it is bad are the worst things in the world.  But don't misunderstand me.  It is easy to misunderstand.  Words are traps.  Let me put it this way.   Because, this way, I think you have a formula that is possibly free from potential for getting the wrong meaning. I put it this way:  a 100% selfish person will never do anything that will make her or his environment, surroundings - and that mainly means other people - the least tiny little bit worse.  A 100% selfish person will never do anything that will increase her chances of making her life likely to be worse.  A 100% selfish person will do everything to make other people gentler, saner, happier, more lighthearted, kinder, etcetera, - for selfish reasons.  And you are you.  You are 100% important to yourself.  It is not something to be ashamed about.  As we all think.   As we have been taught by people who are off the track.  Animals aren't ashamed of being for themselves.  It is your duty, if you like.  It is your only duty.  Yes, we still like the word duty, although we don't like it.  If we think we can do our 'duty' without any pain, we are pleased.  We still want to do our duty, as long as it isn't a pain. It is the only way to be a good person.  To pursue your happiness.   Ardently, intensely, daily, hourly, searchingly - there aren't enough adjectives, or, I mean, adverbs - to say what I mean.  Pursue your happiness.  And the first thing you will discover, when you do, if you do, is that you then don't want to make other people any bigger a nuisance than they already are.  Yes! Thank you for listening!  I hope you are feeling it was fun, it was good, it was true, it was jolly useful.  Because if you don't, then it means I might be FUCKING MAD.  FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!  Ah, that felt good.  Hope there's no cops around.  Excuse me while I disappear.' 














  'Jeez, Christine, you are crazy!  What'd you want to go and shout out fuck like that for?'


  'I went through about five excellent reasons for doing it in about one second in my head.  And look at you.  You're alive.  You're beaming with delight.' 














'People, people!   Gather round!  Hear me!  My speech will make you feel better!  It will cost you nothing at all!  It's free!  Free speech!   Free speech!  But very valuable!  Very valuable to you!  Enjoyable to you!  Enjoyable!  Valuable!  And free!  Hear me!  What I have to say is good!  Gather round!  Welcome!  Welcome!  Thank you for giving me a chance!  A chance to talk to you!  Hear me!  ...  Well, people, here we are.  I will begin.   There was a country.  And the government came up with a scheme.  It's a story.  There's this country.  And the government come up with this scheme.  People are to be issued with cards, which they will have to carry and show whenever they buy anything, anything at all, whatever.  Their whole life.  And there will be different cards.  They say that the human eye can distinguish 30 million colours.  There were thousands of different colours in this scheme, from reds to violets.  At the red end, people were to pay 1000 times the price of everything they bought, and this was to be for their whole life.  Their whole life.'


  'That's stupid!' shouted Joel from the crowd.  He was disguised as an old man.  


  'This is a story, this is a story.'


  'It's a stupid story!'


  'You may be right.  All the way to the other end of the colours, to the violets, where people were to pay only a millionth of the price.  A millionth.  Of everything they bought.  For their whole life.   A thousand times, and all numbers down to a millionth.  And the cards were to be distributed quite randomly.  Quite randomly in the population.   And the people accepted the scheme, and lived with it for 1000s of years.   And people who were against the scheme, and tried to put a stop to it, and spoke against it, were hounded and shut up.  They were regarded as enemies,  and they were punished, and prosecuted, and hated, and feared, and killed.  A lot of people had reds and oranges.  Very few had violets.  What do you call those people?  Here is your turn to speak.  What do you call those people, who thought such a scheme was fine?  Anybody?'


  'Fools!' called a young man.  A titter of laughter.


  'Who agrees with that?  You can just put your hand up quickly and put it down before anyone sees you.  I'll see it.  Okay.  So you say fools.  Anything else?'


  'Mad!'  A young woman.


  'Any advance on 'mad'?'  A laugh.  'If you read in the paper that some country or village somewhere in the world had accepted such a scheme, how would you explain it to yourselves?  Don't be shy.  Be an exhibitionist.  Who made you think it was wrong to speak in a crowd?  What in our culture made it bad to speak in public?  Who has put us down, so far, we are ashamed to speak in public, and not ashamed not to write a cheque for earthquake victims, or the starving?  Start a revolution, right now.  Speak out.  Make it your new morality.  It is good to speak in public.  Noble.  Brave.  Great.  Oppose the powers that have muzzled you.  Taken away your free speech.'


  'I'd think that they must have eaten some mouldy bread, and got poisoned by ergot,' said Tim in a clear voice.


  'So you think no people in their right minds would like such a scheme.  Who agrees with that?  Let's hear it in a loud voice.  Don't worry about speaking at the same time as others.  Or speaking when others aren't.  One two three go!'


  Loud voices from many in the crowd.  Really loud voices from Christine's partners in the street theatre.


  'Let's hear the loudest noise you can make!  Let's start a revolution!  Let's be heard!  Let's say to the world, that we are the ones to speak!  People!  If you are people, from now on, in this revolution, the more you speak, the clearer and louder you speak, the more honour you get!  Onetwothreego!'


  A hubbub.  Animation.  Smiles.  Looking at each other.  Laughs.


  'See?  People are looking.  They are thinking:  is the revolution starting at last?   Now.  Two children in a playground.'


  'School playground or other playground?' someone shouted from the crowd in a loud voice.


  'I believe it was a school playground, but I'll check,' Christine smiled.  'Honour that person!  Applaud that person!  They are the greatest!'  Christine shouted with a smile, pointing.  People shouted, cheered.  Tim came over to the person and shook her by the hand in the grand manner.  'Two children.  With an apple each for lunch.  One child takes the other child's apple.  The other child tries to get it back.  Is crying.  The child with two apples goes to the teacher and tells the teacher that the other child is fighting, and trying to take his apples.  The teacher comes over and tells the appleless child to go and wait in the classroom for punishment.'


  'Another stupid story!' shouts out the old man [Joel] in a reedy voice, and laughs wheezily to himself. 


  'What would make people accept a scheme like the colourcard scheme, and accept it happily, and even persecute the people who tried to say it was stupid, and bad?  If it wasn't ergot, what could it be?  Anyone?'


  No one had anything to say.


  'Well, they'd have to be pretty unthinking, I suppose.  What would make people unthinking?  If the decisions were taken out of their hands for a long time.  Like, 1000s of years.  They wouldn't think, because they wouldn't be in a position to act freely on any decision they made.  What would be the point of thinking?  They'd get out of the custom.  Custom!  If it was the custom not to think, if they were not in a position to act freely on decisions, if lots of decisions were made for them, they would get duller and duller.  Their happiness wouldn't be their concern.  They'd be kept busy obeying orders and instructions.  They wouldn't need to think.  They wouldn't be able to ask if it was good for them.  They would hardly be able to ask, what is my purpose, what am I about?  If they were slaves.  If they had a load of instructions to obey or get punished for.  A free person has to think.  Her happiness depends on it.  A slave is a person who has got out of the habit of even thinking they are free by right.  So slaves will get into all sorts of absurdities, because they are not allowed to think.  Things will get more and more absurd, as long as most people are taking instructions, and have a lot of instructions they are given to follow, under threat of punishment.  ...  And that is us.  We have a lot of instructions to follow, under threat of punishment, and so we are 1000s of years out of the habit of thinking, of checking to see whether things make sense, so we are sunk in the greatest absurdities, which we can't see, because we are out of the habit of looking.  We can't see, we can't look.  It has been taken away from us.  We've been brainwashed into being robotic, and not thinking, by the rules people have made and which we grew up into. [A pause, and the crowd is silent, absorbing.]  We don't ask ourselves, am I happy?   What will make me happier, really?   How can I improve my happiness?   Ever.  Not really.  Not hard.  We go off all the time and do things we assume will make us happy, but we hardly ever check to see whether these things, that we take on faith, that we take without question, are actually working.  The purpose of our life, the meaning of our life.   And we are not doing it, because we are smothered by all the rules, and our obedience.  Smothered out of our purpose, our fulfillment, our vitality, our centre.  Nobody's fault.  People made the rules, in order to make themselves happier, but it has destroyed us utterly, without touching our bodies.  Leaving our bodies here, empty shells, blindly beating everything to death.  And I say, listen to me, because I will bring you back to life.  I will re-create you, refill your empty shells, re-wake you to yourselves, to vitality, to life.  ... Thank you for listening to me!  Thank you for listening to me!   Pursue your happiness with all your force and strength and power!  I hope it was good for you!  It was good for me, thanks to you!  It would not have been any good for me if it wasn't for you listening.  Thank you!   Let's do this again soon if it was good for you!'


  'But what about the stories?  Where do they come into it?', someone boldly, goodtemperedly asked.


  'Indulge me.  I think it will be better if I don't clear that up right now.  You can think about it.' 











  'Jeez, Christine, it's amazing.  You had them.  You had that crowd with their mouths hanging.  There was a real focus, a real awe hanging in the air.  I thought to myself, I'm going to get goosebumps.'


  'Did you?'


  'No, but it was getting that way.'


  'I don't know where it comes from.  It's just there.  We've got to record this stuff.  It's like automatic writing.  It might be crap, but it might be not.'


  'You speak with such authority.  Gosh, you know, I used that word awe, it just seemed the right word, although it's not really the right word.  They were just absorbed.  But I just noticed, awe and authority.'


  'Christ, Margaret, don't say that, that's what they said about Jesus.'


  'What?'


  'That he spoke with authority.'


  'O jeez, so they did.  Fuckin hell.' 


  'I suppose an authority is an author.  When it just comes out of nowhere.'


  'It doesn't make it right, though.'


  'No, but what does?'


  'And it makes sense.'


  'Yes, but if I've never heard it before, and I've been conditioned to something else, not sense, how come I can recognise it?  Or seem to?  And, by the way, I couldn't do it without you guys.  Somehow, knowing it is just theatre, and you guys are there to 'create a scene', like, I can just speak loud.  You know, perhaps that's why they have the theatre, so people can speak loud.  What about all that stuff about speaking out, and getting the crowd going, that was good fun, wasn't it.  A shiver went up my back from my bum, doing that.  It was a bit, like, naughty, like.'


  They shared a laugh, bending from the waist, as they walked home along the city streets.   











'Yeah, gidday!  Gidday, everybody!  Speech!  Speech!  Gather round, and hear a speech that you will enjoy!  Gather round, people!  You'll enjoy yourselves!  You will enjoy the speech!  ...  Fellow human beings!  We are in a terrible situation!   We have to acknowledge that, and get out of it.  Fortunately, it is easy to get out of.  It is easy to get out of this situation.  This terrible situation.  Once we realise we are in it.  Like fleas biting us when we are asleep.  The hard part is waking up.  As soon as you know you are on a railway track, you have no trouble getting off the track.  So all we have to do is realise, and help other people realise.  But when we realise, it is no effort to stir oneself to teach others.  You have no trouble telling people not to run across the road without looking.  So we just have to realise.   Then everything is easy.  And it is not hard to realise.  Just listen to me!  And then we will be out of a terrible situation and into a great situation!  No more fleas biting us.  But it is much more terrible than that.  And the situation itself causes us to be asleep.  Like gas fumes.  Putting us to sleep, so that we can't take action. Listen to me!  Let me wake us up!  I'll try and make it interesting.  ...  What if you knew that the millions of problems you have, all stemmed from one thing?  Millions of problems, you can't even think of them all at once.  So many problems, that heaps of them have just been lying around with no one having the time to even begin to think about them, because you have so many problems.  And you wouldn't really welcome anyone pointing them out, because you've got so many problems.  What if they all stemmed from one thing?  So that you could chop down that one thing, and mlllions of problems, you haven't even got time to think of half of them, would evaporate in front of your eyes.  And what if, however much effort you put in to solve some of these millions of problems, the problems just grew back again because you hadn't chopped it at the root?  Like picking leaves off a huge poisonous tree, that was so big, it grew more leaves faster than everybody in the world could take them off?  But a tree which you could chop down and kill forever, with a fraction of the energy that you put into stripping off the leaves, with the leaves growing back forever?   I have a honeysuckle bush or vine.  It is easy just to take off the leaves and vines that I can see.  It is hard to trace that vine back and back to where it starts from.  But if I do, and then cut it near the ground, I automatically kill many of its branchings, without even touching them.  Just one snip.  And all that is never going to come back.  Or, because I know where it starts, I can stop it easily, all those millions of problems, with just another little snip.  Or: I can just pick bits off, and pick bits off, and pick bits off, for years and years and years forever.  Getting more and more annoyed and feeling powerless against the damn thing.  And it is so simple.  So, what if there is one cause of millions of your problems?  And the cause of all your big problems?  And the cause of all of the problems you don't even have time to remember because you've got so many problems? One root cause.  ...   Well, there is.   I am convinced that there is.  Very convinced.  And I think you can be convinced.  I think you can see it, too.  And then it is easy.  It's easy to jump off the railway track when you understand the danger, when you hear the train-whistle.  It's easy to get rid of the fleas once you wake up and see the cause of your unhappy sleep.  ...  How much pay per hour would everyone in the world get, if everyone in the world got the same pay?  Every worker in the third world, the fourth world, the first world, the second world?  Including all the people who are at the moment getting paid peanuts, in the third world?  Would you have to cough up some of your pay to increase the pay of all those very poorly paid billions in the third world?  Would you, and every other worker in the world, get $1 an hour?  Do you think that is likely?  Is $1 likely, or possible?  Is $1 in the ballpark, or out?  Just put your hand up and down very quickly, before anyone sees you or has time to think you are a showoff.  Okay.  So would you like to have $1 an hour?  No.  Big chorus there.  You are sure of that.  So you certainly wouldn't like less than $1.  But if people are being paid above the average, then other people have to be paid below the average.  And I'm talking about for exactly the same amount of work, one hour's work working average hard.  So the people who are paid more than the average for this standard world unit of work, are taking money belonging in fairness to others.  Some are earning x and being paid less than x, as little as a 1000th of x.   Others are earning y and being paid more than y, as much as a million times y.  Now, what if it turns out that you are being overpaid?  What possible advantage could there be for you to let go the money that you have got that you have not earned?  Money is good, it is natural and proper to like it, it is food and warmth and just about everything.  No shame in liking it, wanting it, needing it.  So, the more the better, right?  So what if you are getting money on top of the money you earn?  What is bad for you about that?  It's just good luck, perhaps?  What if that, is the cause of millions of your problems?  And all your big problems?  If you are overpaid, it's just like if the bank makes a mistake, and gives you too much, isn't it.  And if someone, anyone, gets more than they earned, then someone else, very likely you, has to work and not get paid for some of the work.  Maybe for most of the work.   Some people get 10c an hour.   Some people get 1c an hour.  And money is very good.  It is food and warmth and just about everything.  That's why you want it so much, you'll take someone else's share maybe.  So, where is the disadvantage to you?  How can you be worse off with more money, when money is definitely good?  I know it is good, and you know it is good, we all jump up and down and go nuts when we win the lottery, except we have this stupid, moralistic, actually satanic, voice in us saying it is not superior to like money.  Well, if you've got two children with an apple each, and one child takes the other's apple, that child has got two apples.  Apples are good, presumably.   That is why the child took the other child's apple.   What is bad about it?  Well, now you have more apples than you need, or otherwise I guess your mother would have given you two.   And you have got a child hanging round you, trying to get an apple, or two apples, off you, while you are trying to eat.  It might be two apples they are trying to get off you, because, after all, you set the precedent for having two apples.  So you haven't really got two apples, solid.  You've got a seesaw of two apples, no apples.  Instead of one apple, solid, you've got two apples, but an unstable situation where you will have to invest some energy to maintain the imbalance.  You might have to pay someone more than one apple to protect your out-of-balance situation.  And in fact we do.  It's like having a dam instead of just having flat water.  The dam is expensive.  It's hard work to build, hard work to maintain it.  And where is the benefit in having a dam across the middle of a lake?  It just stops you waterskiing right round the lake.  It just makes it too deep on one side and too shallow on the other.  All your needs are satisfied with your fair earnings, just like in nature.  If you go out and hunt and gather, you are paid with what you catch and gather.  Full satisfaction of desires comes from moderation.  I'm not promoting moderation for those hateful old reasons that it is meaninglessly good in some way, you'll be being a good little girl, which is just a suck and a gyp and a lie and a fraud.  No. It's real.  It's for your benefit.  It's two apples and a lot of trouble and expense and problems.  And the second apple, that brings all the trouble, is one more apple than you need.  So the upside isn't there. The first apple has filled your tummy, and after eating it, you'd be free to play, if you didn't have to stay and oversee the person protecting the damn second apple.  If you have a dam, maybe one day the dam breaks, and then you have a big mess to clear up.  No time to ski, and damnall time to fish.  ...  So maybe you are interested in finding out if you have two apples or none.  Maybe instead of building a dam, or rather, instead of keeping the dam that has been built - it built itself, actually - you will think it in your interest to pull it down.  That you have more to gain than lose.  Can't hurt to check it out, if it could solve millions of problems.  And what if it turns out you are being underpaid?    More than 99% of workers are being underpaid.  The world average is US$10.  Every hour, you are giving the difference between US$10 and what you get, to the overpaid.  If you have a dam, and that dam is no earthly good to you - it's an earth dam - and just a damn nuisance and a terrible expense and endless bother and terribly dangerous, then maybe you are smart and you want to get rid of it.  And you heard about it here.  You are maybe hearing some really good news.  Not just very good news.  But real good news, not fantasy good news.  You can get rid of this dam and save money and be safer and have more free time and have a lot less trouble in your life.  You can get back to waterskiing all round the lake, without all the bother of people who live on the shallow side of the lake coming over and complaining about not having enough water, and without all the bother of finding some way to store and guard all the extra fish you catch that you don't need, etc.   ...   Okay, so whether you are on the shallow side or the deep side, you are going to be better off, so it doesn't matter which side you are on.  Instead of two kids fighting and both going hungry and a lot of bother going on forever for nothing, it is going to be two happy kids sitting in the sun eating apples, and then playing.  And that is the potential of this situation, here, with listening to me.  I'm doing it for me.  I am selfish.  All I think about is myself.  What I get out of it is that I am not in the middle of an endless, boring, dangerous, unnecessary fighting fighting fighting fighting.  I don't like that.  So I am selfishly trying to change that for myself, by talking to you, showing you how I think you could be happier and then you wouldn't be bothering me.   Because this fighting has got to the point where there won't be a planet for me to stand on, and I don't like that.  I'm not one of those who goes gooey about nature or the environment, so-called, whales and dolphins and yellow-eyed penguins.  I can look at a whale, but I'm not a big nature-lover.  But I do like a planet to stand on occasionally. My environment, our environment, is people, violence, disturbance, danger, betrayal, fear, madness, slavery, hardship, injustice, exploitation, powerlessness, being used.  What about those forms of pollution?  No one talks about them, and they kill far more than air pollution and water pollution.  They kill one in 50 humans every year.  2%.  And damage 100% of us very seriously every second. ...  Okay, I think that speech was okay, I don't think I bored you, I think you are happy to have heard that.  You don't feel cheated, ripped off, used, exploited, or that I wasted your time.   I hope you feel inspired, hopeful, refreshed.  Because I think there is something here to feel hopeful about.  I don't think there is any downside here.  This is fun.  This is good.  This is good for everyone.  Thank you!  Thank you!   Thank you!  Ah, I can see some shining faces!  Thank you!











  At the next meeting of the group, it was discussed that the others didn't have enough to do.  So it was decided there would be three videocameras, roving and recording.  Some of the recording could be of members of the theatre group, so everybody could start writing their own script ideas, that they could say on camera, to help it seem interesting and help it snowball.   It was suggested that there be more heckling, but Christine said she didn't feel confident she could handle hecklers yet and still keep the energy up.  She wanted to get more 'under her belt', first.  She was still pulling it out of the air, and needed to concentrate, perhaps.  But when she had a bit more pulled out of the air and knew what she was saying, and could start to repeat herself, then she might want hecklers.  But, on the other hand, she thought that people would walk away very quickly as soon as there was a breath of anything negative, like a fight with the establishment, or any hatred coming from the crowd.  Because people had seen it all a million times, all the forms of negativity, and then it wouldn't be new.  It wouldn't hold them.  The only really new news, these days, is good news.  Good news is the only news people haven't had.  We want it to snowball, get newsworthy, and still stay happy, with no downside.  So we all have to help that, keep it light, keep it happy, keep it away from fear. Laughter, and no downside. 








  In the main hall at the Arts Centre in the former buildings of the University, with a huge stained glass window, facing the stage, and portraying justice, peace, service by action and service by thought,  all fighting off red dragons of brutality and ignorance.








  'Well, here we are again.  Welcome.  I hope it is as good for you as it will be for me.  First, a small point.  There is never going to be enough love, if you just look for it from others.  In fact, there is going to be exactly half as much love as you need and crave, if you get all the love out there going for you.  The other half comes from you.  Love yourself, irradiate yourself, forgive yourself, hug yourself, pour sunshine on yourself.  Wherever, whenever.  Being demanding won't get you a bit more love.  Loving yourself is embarrassing perhaps at first.  Get used to it.  If you're not loving yourself, you are hating yourself, which is eating yourself.  Don't be a hannibal cannibal.  The best protection against other people being mean to you is seeing you being nice to yourself. ...  Well, now, the other stuff.  You are going to divide up 100 apples among ten people, including yourself.  And you have a choice to divide them, ten-each, or 91 to one person, and one each to the others.  Which are you going to choose?  If you choose the 91/1 way, you have a chance of getting 91 apples - or oranges, or food parcels.  A one in ten chance.  If you choose the other way, you can never get more than 10.  Which is a lot less than 91.  But you only need ten.  Ten is plenty for the hungriest soldier.  Why did I say soldier?  We are all soldiering on.  But 91 is over nine times more, of course.  But also, 91 means you are surrounded by nine people with only one each, who know you have 91.  And one is not enough.  People need at least 5.  If you have a one in ten chance of getting the magnificent, the glorious, the fabulous 91, you have nine chances of getting only one.  And, whether you get the 91 or the one, you are going to have endless disturbance.  So, you are going to choose.  And let's make this, that you are choosing the principle on which the whole world is going to operate, for the next million years.  Which is it to be?'


  'The 91 one!  I want to be rich!'  This from Frederick.


  'Okay.  So you are going to be nine-tenths poor and one tenth like a man with the meat in the lions' cage for the next million years.  Happy with that?'  General laughter, and looking at Frederick.


  'Oh.  But, how can I get the 91 without risking any of the other stuff?'


  'Ha ha.  Yeah, that's right.  You can't.'


  'It's obvious.  The other way is obviously better,' Tim inserted like an intellectual, impatient to get to meatier stuff.


  'But wait.  Could that be true?  It looks obvious to us, maybe, but could 100 billion people be wrong?'


  'What do you mean?  What 100 billion people?  They haven't been born yet.'


  'No?  Yes they have.  The 100 billion or so who have chosen the 91/1 way every day of every year since the beginning of time.  Can anyone see why they did that?  There must be some reason, good or bad, why they did that.  If the other way is obvious to us, we have to explain why it wasn't obvious to those billions of people who came before us.  Why it wasn't obvious to us till today.  You have an ocean.  Every drop of water in this ocean, imagine, wants to be no lower than the next drop of water.  Result?  Flat calm.  Every drop of water wants to be a millimetre higher than the next drop.  Just a millimetre.  Or a smidgeon.  A small smidgeon.  Or the thickness of a smear.  Higher.  Result?  The ocean will slowly, slowly, rise out of its bed and slowly, slowly, irreversibly, rise and rise, to, in time, wet the moon, then the sun, then the stars, then keep going forever, till it is wetting the next universe, and the next, and the next.  Just from that little, innocent, tiny, harmless smear higher.  Except that 99%, and ever-increasing fractions between 99% and 100%, of that ocean, will be getting lower and lower and lower, and lower, and lower, forever.  So maybe not everyone wants to be rich, maybe just a tiny fraction richer than the next gal.  And, maybe, people haven't twigged - not where it counts, in your gut-knowledge - that that is why 99% of us are underpaid, why 80% of us are seriously underpaid, seriously enough to be slaves - no longer slaves in name anymore, but slaves in work, slaves in power, slaves in food, slaves in freedom, slaves in happiness, slaves in misery, slaves in responsibility, slaves in apathy, slaves in mindlessness, slaves in hope.  Slaves in medicine, and education.  Just empty shells of people, really.  Just empty shells of lives.  Robbed of everything, practically.  And by whom?  Whom have robbed them?  Themselves.  The general consensus of humanity-mind has robbed them, that the 91/1 way is cool, is great, is super, is the way to go.  The brightest, most responsible people in the world, are not pointing out this gross, gross error.  Why not?  Swallowing camels?  Can't see the forest?  Looking at life through a microscope?  Or, at least, not through a macroscope.   Ants get by, as far as we know.  Not us.  Someone in the ant world is studying the big picture, somehow.  Not us.  Sometimes it is the simplest things that are hardest to see.  I can imagine some people are going to think:  I can't have missed something so obvious.  Maybe, for some people, they are going to need psychiatric care, if they realise that for 1000s of years, humanity missed seeing this.  This, that I am trying to name without making it seem complicated.  But people are going to get their microscopes out, and they are going to find a hair out of place in what I have said, and they are then going to be satisfied that I am wrong.  And they aren't going to know that they have just walked away from survival.  They have, in that innocent little error, walked right in to planet earth death.  As sure as Mr Magoo, walking off the edge of a building, and not being saved at the last minute.  I believe we are about 25 years from planet death.  Two inches from the edge of that building.  When I say 25 years, I mean anything from zero years to 500 years.  I don't know when.  It is getting closer, because we are still getting the rich richer and the poor poorer, so the tension is increasing.   And we already have enough bombs for 1000 planet deaths.  If we haven't already killed the planet, or at least ourselves, with indestructible and selfmultiplying poisons, let loose with gay abandon for decades.  We think we are awake.  We think we are aware.  We think we can see.  If we knew we were blind, we wouldn't be blind.  I think a lady said that 1000s of years ago.  ...   Okay, so you've got a factory, you are machining together jeans or whatever.  You've got 100s of workers.  They are being paid $10 each for sewing up each pair of jeans.  You look at that, you're a new broom, you can see how silly and wasteful that is, so you change it to what it, of course, should be, namely, 20% getting paid $10, 80% getting paid $1, and one person getting paid $10,000, every pair of jeans they sew up.  Right?  So what is going to happen?  What excellent results are going to flow from this system that has been used with great success for 1000s of years on this very planet, soon to die?  Well, it is very complicated.  Millions of effects follow from this imbalance.  Let's break it up.  Let's start with the lady - we won't call her lucky - who gets $10,000 every time she sews up a pair of jeans.  What happens?'


  'She goes out and buys herself some new underwear!'


  'Yes.  And?  Or?'


  'She goes out and buys herself 100 pairs of jeans.'


  'Right.  She buys lots of stuff.  And a big house, say.  And servants.  And she gets someone to sew up the jeans for her, and pays that someone $10, or $1, for doing it.  And collars the remaining $9,990, every pair of jeans, for herself.  She gets the money from sewing up 999 pairs of jeans for absolutely nothing.  You can't see this in the real world, because it is hidden by so many leaves on the tree of life.  But that is what is happening in the real world now, until you see it, until you decide it is not what you want.  And where does the money come from, that she gets for nothing?  The money she doesn't earn, who earns it?  Yes.  The people being paid $1.   And with each pair of jeans, each $10,000, there is created $9,990 of theft, $9,990 of misappropriation, $9,990 of resentment.  Incidentally, are you thinking this is so obvious?  Are you thinking this is painfully slow, and you get the point already?  Do you know what some minds are going to do with this, if they are forced to deal with it?  Because they are not going to look at it unless they are forced to.  They are not going to point out the error or errors in it, nicely and gently, as they would, if we were just dumb.  No.  They are going to show that we have got them on a sore spot, by starting to snarl, and they are going to pour contempt and ridicule, and make up any sort of stuff that sounds good, and confuses everybody, until we go away, or the publicists lose faith and interest in us.  You see.  So we have to be very clear.  We have to be so clear, that we cannot be confused.  We have to anticipate not only all the arguments, but all the fancy garbage talk they will throw at us, as they mindlessly try and protect their turf like snarling, fear-mad animals.  People sometimes talk nonsense, you know.  Superficially, it sounds okay, but it is contentless, empty.  We have to be so clear that they will just see that they have to climb on this bandwagon, and save the world and themselves, and not be afraid.  End of side-point.  This jeans factory thing is a big exercise.  Think about it.  You'll think of many things that are going to happen from this pay regime.  And then find the corresponding thing in the real world.  Money is power, power is money.  No power without money, no money without power.  Ditto responsibility.  Money, power, responsibility.  No money, no power, no responsibility. No responsibility, no ability to respond.  Dead.  Dumb.  Dull.  The mind enslaved, too.  End of the world?  Duuh.  Your mind stolen!  Because you are never in a position of responsibility, because you never have the power, because you never have the money, relatively.  Because you have to take all these instructions from your representatives, who don't bother representing you, who have stolen the position, buying it with your money.  But I was saying about the machinist with the $10,000-a-pair-of-jeans position.  She or he is isolated.  Resented.  Under attack in every way.  Every time you sew a pair of jeans, you can buy some potatoes.  Every time her employee sews a pair of jeans, she can go on a world cruise.  It is happening today.  That's what I am talking about.  And I'm talking about it because it is bringing the end of the world.  If she lived next door, there'd be a lot of tension.  She has to move away.   This is just an ordinary person, who wants to have friends, chat over a cup of coffee, be one of the crowd.  An outcast.  Becoming more and more cut off inside, as the generations pass.  Everybody thinks she is fair game.  No mercy.  No honour.  After all, she has 'stolen' so much money, hasn't she?  Everybody knows that.  Some take the approach that it will be better to 'be her faithful friend'.  Until a better offer comes along.  How much harder can overpaid people work?  They get paid up to a million times as much. Can they work 100 times harder?  Can they talk on the phone 100 times harder?  Chair a meeting harder?  Dictate 100 times faster?  Think harder?  The average person probably does about 50 hours work a week.  Can a person do a hundred hours a week, on average, over their 50 years of working life?  If a few people do do 100 hours a week, can they work harder than the average while doing it?  And the pay people get has nothing to do with how hard they work, anyway.  They get paid well or ill for quite other reasons.  For some reason, people like to imagine wealthy people working hard, as if that takes care of it.  No one can work more than twice as hard as the average, taking hours and hardness of working both into account.  So there are people working at the most, twice as hard, and getting paid a million times.  So what?  Good luck to them, you say.  But think.  That is a million pays other people, including you, had to earn and not get paid.  That is a million workers not getting paid.  Just try and do one hour's work and not get paid.  Tell your boss, I want to work one hour and not get paid.  It's really hard.  You feel an hour of your life is being totally wasted.  You only need a 1000 of those super-overpaid, and you have a billion workers unpaid.  Throw in their families with that, it is 5 billion people unpaid.  A 1000 super-overpaid, and you have the third and fourth worlds.  Worlds of misery, hard labour, slavery, hopelessness, fanatical hatred, ignorance, superstition, disease - and diseases travel, especially now, thanks to planes - and mafias.  99% of humanity are in slavery, partial and very real.  And I say mafias, because the super-underpaid claw each other to get enough, and the survivors are super-tough, and a lot tougher than the overpaid, who get soft on the easy life in a few generations, and so the mafias always end up on the top, the new super-overpaid.  The greatest poverty today is making the next generation's slaveowners and slavedrivers, the next generation's world-owners and secret rulers.  And they are not welleducated people.  And if anyone stays on the top, it is because they are tougher than all the people trying to get their overpay off them.  The present state of things is just as if it was a great big lottery, in which we all, all 2 or 3 billion workers of us, put all our pay into a lottery, to try and get super-overpaid.   But of course very few win the lottery.  And in this lottery, this real lottery, going on right now, for everyone, the one we all put all our money in, most of our human race come out with nothing or very little.  Not enough to live on.  And we can't back out of this lottery.   And most of us are robbed of most of our earnings, and that means, also, our power, our freedom, our power to think, our responsibility, our power to respond to dangers.  The military tests lethal things on us without our consent, and we go, yeah, terrible.  Snore.  The overpaid aren't to blame.  No one is.  Or everyone is.  It just happened.  Inequity - unfairness, stealing - is built into the system, into every single transaction.  The most a person can earn in a lifetime is only about US$1 million.  Figure out for yourself, the maximum number of hours a person can work in a lifetime, pay him or her the world average hourly pay times two, in case they can work twice as hard as the average, and the most they can earn is a few million.  Subtract a lifetime's living costs, and you won't be left with much over a million.  And a million in the bank will give anybody $50,000 a year without working or risk, at 5% interest, so no one needs more than that.  In fact, the truth is, if no one gets more than a million, in a lifetime, then no one need have less than a million in a lifetime.  Every worker in the world will be able to save a million, if they want to.  So, what is the upside of inequity?  A few thousand get more than they earn, more than they can do anything with, more than they can get much good out of.  The downside:  squalour, misery, slavery, helplessness, mindlessness, lifelessness, for the 99%, incredible endless chaos and fighting and hatred and danger for the 100%, overpaid and underpaid, at all levels of society, crescendo-ing towards planet wipeout, very soon, it would appear.  There is no upside when the planet goes.  The extra money the overpaid have does them little good in any sense, and huge harm in terms of quality of life, happiness, humanity, trust, friendship, safety, relaxation, etc.  The lack of earned money does huge harm to the 99%, and to the 80%, of course.  Because money, really, is very very good, and the lack of it is truly very very bad.  Any amount of good the overpaid could get, even if it was fair, could never justify the vast misery of the underpaid.  And the world is wrapped in chaos, disturbance, fear, explosions, crises, wars, crimes, violence.  And all the psychic damage and trauma, too much to cure in a lifetime, if you had a galaxy of counsellors shipped in.  So.  This is good news.  Very very very good news.  Believe it or not.  Just by grasping this simple fact, which you already agree with, you can go from all that downside you've been thrilling yourselves with for 1000s of years, to all the reverse upside.  Maybe all it takes is 100 monkeys to get it.  And the rest of the monkeys will - ping! - suddenly get it too.  It could be that close.  Even if it isn't, if just one person gets it in my lifetime, and it goes on like that, two the next lifetime, four the next, it will only take 1000 years for 10 billion to get it.  You think that's not very good?  No, it isn't very good.  Well, think about the fact that it is infinitely better than what we have, namely, going on forever the way we are.  A tiny seed, that sprouts in one person in my lifetime, will grow a tree to shelter the world in just 1000 years.  If 100 people get it each year, it will take just 5 years for the world to get it. Or maybe all it takes is 100 monkeys.  You can commit yourself to this most sensible and noble of efforts. You can be one of the first 100.  ...  Well, maybe that is all going round and round in your heads in one big whirl, but don't worry, it's all in there.  It will come to mind.  We can do this again.  You will see.  It is so simple.  There is just no simple way to say it and get it right into the bottom of your brain.  It'll get there.  In about a month, it will start to fall into place.  It will take shape.  And then it will catch fire.  Pursue your happiness with all your strength, all your pride, and all your fire!'











'I was tired today.  I didn't do a very good job.  I should be more careful in picking when I talk.  It's the wrong time to falter.'











  'Welcome!  Hello! Enjoy yourselves!  Enjoy your life!  Get more out of it!  Let me tell you some good news!  You have been robbed!  Why is that good news?  Because it is all there, waiting for you to claim it.  How good is the good news?  How much have you been robbed of?  Between zero and $1 million.  The difference between your average pay so far, and US$10, times the number of hours you have worked so far.  Let me tell you some bad news!  And don't blame me, I'm just doing you the favour of warning you.  I'm your friend, not your enemy.  The world is getting closer to death, and is maybe pretty close.  What can you do about it?  Make pay more fair, make it less extremely unfair, so that the resentment and violence in the world is no longer  enough to destroy the world.  The tension is so extreme, it has created enough bombs to destroy the world.  The bombs exist!  Enough bombs now exist on this planet to destroy 1000 planets.  You'd think such things would be the subject of discussion somewhere.  You'd think a person who had anything to say on this subject would get eager publication.  People are like children, just playing.  They don't know what mistakes their parents are making.  Let me tell you some good news!   While you are getting rid of the tension that will inevitably in time destroy this planet if you don't get rid of it, you will incidentally cause unheard-of, unbelievable peace, enormously reduce violence, crime, war, crisis, violent change, disturbance, bad news, disaster, fear, mental illness, poverty, misery, blindness, disease, ignorance, brutality, torture, tension, fear, bad faith, fraud, hardness, toughness, meanness.  You can longer afford to not have peace.  Your wars are too big.  You must find within yourselves the sense to draw back from the brink, or die.  You can be a saviour, if you muster your courage, your consciousness, your kindness.  This is not a bad thing to do, even if it is wrong.  If you get into it, the worst that could happen is that you grow, become more alive, with more to be proud of in yourself.  So you don't have to be 100% sure about it before you get in boots and all.  You will get US$10 an hour for yourself and your friends and your neighbours and your fellow humans in all other countries.  And you will get US$10 an hour for every homekeeper, housewife, househusband.  So families, all families in the world, will be getting US$50,000 a year.  What's the easiest way to make all the people, all over the world, who will sooner or later want what you have, happy?  Give them US$10 an hour.  We can afford to do that with present world income.  And the amount, maybe not the value, but the amount, is doubling every 10 years or so.  What is the best way to stop the powerful controlling your life, determining what you do, how much of your earnings you get?   Give them US$10 an hour.  Since they have been overpaid, why shouldn't they be underpaid for just as long?  Because we are trying to destroy waves, not make them.  It is the imbalance that causes the tension.  A rise or a fall in the ocean anywhere, is-are rises and falls everywhere.  That's why it is no good being rich, being overpaid.  Because it is temporary, it is unstable, and it is preserved with more effort and energy than the world has to give.  A rough ocean is just a rough ocean.  The crests are not lasting.  They are two seconds from being troughs.  The price of no troughs, and no rough ocean, is no crests.  The high cost of crests is troughs [poverty] and a rough ocean [at this moment, very nearly rough enough to kill the planet]. It's simple, isn't it.  Let's make it simpler.  It is like as if, so far in human life, we have chosen to go around in pairs, one on the shoulders of another.  Very inconvenient.  Little upside.  A big downside.  And we may, in the next few years, decide to go around, everybody on their own two feet.  A vast improvement.  A great relief.  Very much better.  On someone else's shoulder, you are unstable, you have to give instructions, you are vulnerable to rebellion, you have to look out for tree branches, it is jolly uncomfortable.  And on the bottom, the weight, the indignity, the labour, the impossibility of doing anything freely.  Is it that simple?  I think it very clearly is, if you can clearly see the big simple picture and not be distracted by the millions of ramifications or branchings.  Look at the situation of a rich person, an overpaid person.  Is it bad, or good?  And even if you will not ever be rich, you believe in it, everyone is keeping the idea up there.  Is anyone believing in the idea that living in mud is a good thing?  If there is, other people are slowing eroding their faith in their idea.  Because other people are clear it is not a good thing.  And the general intelligence is saving people from that mistake.  But, because money is good, very many people think that a lot of money is a lot better.  Understandable error.  Are you sure that a lot of money is bad?  So that if you see someone with unearned money, you will laugh at them, or try to explain to them their error, as you would if someone was living in mud?  No, because you know other people are not clear either.  And that erodes your certainty, even if you have any.  If we even got the idea, which is true, that the most a person can earn and save is around US$1 million, into everybody's heads, we would save the world.  If politicians could rely on the people backing them up, they could set a limit to fortunes.  Do your own calculation. You will feel surer.  Please.  If you want to be happier, do your own calculation.  If we could just see that few people work much less than the average hardness, for the good reason that bosses want hard work, and they can get others to do it if one person doesn't, and that no one can work more than about 20% harder, on average, than the world average hardness in a unit of time, and that no one can work more than about 50% more hours over a lifetime than the world average of about 50 hours a week.  We could then eliminate the ways of getting overpaid that are so grossly uncontrolled, which makes a few overpowerful, which makes them control others, and makes most underpaid, which makes them righteously resentful of what is theft, and makes them fight for their rights and their survival, leading to endless brutal repression by the overpaid and overpowerful.  And leading to the doorstep of planet death, which we are all standing on now, and knocking hard.  Meanwhile, most people are out to lunch, looking for a good time, looking for distraction from boring jobs, treating any talk of danger as unwelcome schooltalk.  Too sober a business, thinking of getting off the railway track.  Bor-ring.  Incidentally, one of the million effects of overpayunderpay, is that the jobs that are available are the jobs the overpaid want done, the ones that provide the most profits, not the jobs the people want to do, nor always the jobs making the things that people want to buy, even.  And, of course, profits to one are equal losses to others.  If we define profits in the way I mean, as unearned pay.  To put it this way:  if nonprofit companies function, with every worker in them getting paid, what are profits?  And see it this way:  it is very easy for a company to get $11 out of you in return for $10 worth of goods.  A company is just a beggar!  A smart beggar!  Instead of asking you for a dollar for nothing, where you can see you are losing, they ask you for $11 for something that costs them $10, where you can't see you are losing.  What do you say if someone says:  I worked damn hard for my millions [or billions]! ?  You say: you are saying that you couldn't possibly have been overpaid, because you worked very hard.  You worked only twice as hard, at most, and got paid up to a million times as much, and now have all the world after your money - sorry, the money in your legal ownership - because they have too little, because you have too much, and you cannot satisfy many more desires than on a fair pay, because no one has many more desires than can be satisfied by fair pay.  And you are causing the end of the world, and the death of a tenth of a billion every year, in wars and starvation.  A 100 million.  2% of humans.  One in fifty human beings, every year, needless deaths.   Extreme overpay is a far more serious breach of state safety than selling of state secrets, say.  A far greater damage to human society.  It is far more of an earthquake shaking the state than anything else is.  Obviously.  Robbing 80% of almost everything.  Making the overpowerful, who are interfering in the right running of the state, and making the majority, very underpaid, and very angry or demoralised.  Clearly, if the biggest range in work is less than two, that is to say, no one can work more than twice as hard as the least hard-working, then pay should be the same, the highest-paid getting no more than twice what the lowest-paid get.  At the very least, it will ensure the safety of the planet.  And it can't save the planet without cutting out a lot of war and crime, violence and terror and distress and demoralisation.  If people are trying to act responsibly, by joining Greenpeace and such, they are unfortunately just pulling off leaves of the tree of problems, and new leaves will just grow back.  As long as the corporations are so powerful, they will do anything for profit. In fact, they have to, do anything for profit, or be trampled in the rush.  And nothing Greenpeace or the millions of idealistic, impractical organisations that will follow them in the next million years, if there are any years to come, will stop them.  A lot of money is bad?  Fatal?  Deadly?  Non-survivable?  And why is this not on your news?  It is news, isn't it?  The biggest news.  Invisible.  If it's not on the telly, it can't be true, it doesn't exist.  They would tell us something like this, wouldn't they?  They don't know.  They can't see it.  You, if you see it, are going to be ahead of them.  If you are eyeball with a bus, can you see the bus?  If you are looking at this and that, this and that, this and that, terribly important big things, like who is president, like when is the next meeting of the charitable ladies institute, can you see anything you are not looking at?  If you are arranging flowers in a vase, can you see someone coming up behind you with an axe?  You might as well be blind, for all you can see of something you are not looking at.'











  'I had a dream last night.  I dreamt that I was as tall as the distance from the sun to the earth.  And I had a Rambo gun and I was shooting planets.  To bits.  Like shooting cans off a stump.  And when I woke, I started thinking.  Do we want to destroy this planet?  Maybe we want to.  Maybe it would be fun.  Maybe, underneath, we know we are immortal, and that we can't kill ourselves, whatever we do.  And maybe the human will is to destroy this planet and then more planets.  There's always a way if there is a will.  If that is true, then our human will has found its way to where we are, and we are happy.  So, either we have to accept that what we have got is what we want, or we have to reject that saying, where there's a will there's a way.  Some people scoff at Greenpeace people, like they are goody-goodies.  And they will scoff at us if we are for peace.  And people are willing to go to war.  Stand around in trenches getting shot at.  And people are walking around here committing suicide by smoking cigarettes and sniffing glue, and no one is paying any attention to them.  So.  Do we hate ourselves, or are we just having fun, destroying?  Animals don't go into danger.  If an animal figures the situation is likely to get them even a serious wound, they hightail it out of there, even lions.  And look how popular war is as entertainment, and crime.  Look how unpopular peace is, as a subject for books and films.  You'd think people would want to see a film that portrayed peace, even as a form of escapism.  The tension caused by extreme unfairness of pay, the tension caused by the massive paytheft, generates an incredible amount of excitement, drama.  You could be just sitting in a restaurant on your first overseas trip after retirement, and you get blown up!  How exciting!  Sitting there thinking, I could be blown up any minute.  It gives a zest to life.  And extreme sports.  Adrenalin high.  Is it like wet paint?  Anything we think of, we just have to try it?  Have you noticed, that if we are mortal, nothing matters, we can't matter when we don't exist, nothing can go right, really.  And, if we are immortal, nothing matters, nothing can go too far wrong.  But then, if I pull out a gun right here now, and point it along the rows, you're all going to just freeze, what's she going to do, is that thing real, is it loaded?  You are suddenly going to care.  Your attention is going to become quite keen.  If you make up your mind that it is real, you might make a run for the doors.  If someone makes a run for the doors and I, for example, shoot them, and there is blood, you are going to look very serious, you're not going to look cheerful.  Some people might laugh, hoping it is a joke.  Even talking about it, attention is rising, interest is being created.  Has she got a gun?  Is she mad?  I am feeling a vibe coming back to me that, like, maybe she is threatening us, maybe she is angry that we are not listening.  So, apparently, we care.  We want to live.  But we are like kids in the schoolhall waiting for the teachers to arrive.  Just relaxed, fooling around.  As though nothing was about us.  I'm not complaining.  I don't have a position to complain.  I'm the same.  I'm just noting it, querying it, because it doesn't make sense, it's contradictory.  It might help to know where that contradictoriness comes from.  Are we two species, perhaps, with two opposite aims in life?  I suppose there are those who are just conditioned to try as hard as they can, to survive, but take big risks to defend the tribe, and those who are programmed to be defended, and avoid major risk.  The first sort are not into rationality, justice, wisdom, intelligence, good sense, anything like that, just getting the best deal for themselves and theirs.  And the others are not into taking responsibility, but leaving it up to the guardian class, who of course plunder them a fair bit too, and who is going to stop them?  They are the fighters.  So what hope is there?  The defenders become thinkers?  The defended class become responsible, and fight the fighters?  The more sensible class will always be secondrate fighters.  They are carrying all that extra baggage of brains, like Hamlet.  I think the defenders have to start thinking.  They have to absorb some sense.  They have to stop being mindless getters and grabbers, and stop finding their purpose and excitement in the tussle.  So maybe, if we think, and get clear, it will filter and infect the thoughtless getters into some sightfulness.  Thank you.'














  'We will select 100 people to go to the cities and towns and spread the word.  They can repeat what we have been doing.  Speeches, roving videocameras, interjections.'


  'When Christ did it, he chose 72.'


  'Oh yes, all that interest in multiples of six.  Because of the factors, I suppose.  You can divide six by 2 and 3.  You can divide 12 by 2, 3 and 4.  I suppose, come to think of it, that's why they were into 60.  Can divide it by 2, 3, 4 and 5.  So I suppose the next one they would have been interested in would have been 420.  Haven't heard they were into 420.  Yeah, well, Tim, this is the new metric Christ.'














  'Margaret.  I just get these thoughts coming into my head.  Did you ever notice that all the continents have names beginning and ending with the letter A?'


  'What?'  Margaret said.  She hadn't been paying attention.  She was reading a magazine.


  'All the continents begin and end with A.  It's amazing.  I never noticed before.  It's an incredible coincidence.  26 to the power 10 to 1 against it happening.  That's, let's see, 25 squared is 625, say 700, 700 squared is , 49, say, 500,000.  Times 500,000 times 700.  Is a hell of a lot of noughts.  5, 10, 12, 14 noughts.  It's about 200 trillion to 1 against it happening.  We could be the only planet in the galaxy with 10A continents.  And no one has noticed it.  That's amazing.  Or did everyone notice it and didn't tell me?  Or do they just accept it?'


  'Africa.  America.  Asia.'  


  'Antarctica.  And Australia.'


  'What about Europe?'


  'That's not a continent.  Just a dag on the tail of Asia.'


  'Don't be rude!  My parents come from Europe!'  Margaret laughed.


  'Sorry.  And anyway, look, Europe has got two E's, the second vowel.  As though saying, Europe is a continent in a secondary sense.  Perfect!'


  'And these thoughts have just been coming to you?'


  'Yes.  I feel buzzing.  Like I'm tuning in to something.  I just get input into my in-crain-brain from the mystical internet.  Like I'm picking up bits from the akashic records.'


  'The what?'


  'The akashic records.  The records of everything that has ever happened or been thought.'


  'Where did you hear of that?'


  'I didn't.'  There were tears glistening in Christine's eyes.  Margaret threw down her magazine and came and put her arm round Christine.


  'Do you think it could be happening too fast, Margie?  I've never heard of the akashic records, and yet, now I know that's what they're called.'


  Christine gave an intense shiver down her back.


  'What is it, Chris?'


  'Oh,' Christine laughed.  'I just got this spooky flash of the world as nothing but filing cabinets all the way to the centre of the earth.  Do you think that the world could be millions of planets, all in the same place?'




















  'I was walking in a wood.  And I came across a dog.  A beautiful dog.  A beautiful, beautiful dog.  One of those ruskies, I mean, huskies, like.  Maybe a wolf.  Handsome.  And it had a back leg trapped in a trap.  And it had been desperate, and pulling at it, and its leg was raw to the bone.  And it was really out of its head with the pain, and not being able to get free, and it was kind of defeated, and mad as hell, and underneath, you could see, frightened, and also, beneath that, mystified.  And it really attacked me.  Although it couldn't get me.  But it was wild.  Wild and furious.  I tried to calm it. I gestured calmness.  That didn't work.  I sat on the ground and looked kindly at it.  For about ten minutes.  That didn't work.  I tried explaining in my mind to it.  That seemed to have some effect, but not enough.  I tried talking to it, explaining, so it would let me rescue it.  I stood up and demonstrated how I would, with two sticks, prise the jaws of the trap apart.  I ran around, demonstrating freedom, flinging my arms out.  I could see it click in the animal's mind.  It was very intelligent.  It started to pay attention.  And switch off from the pain.  I simulated pain, in the leg, and sympathy.  I got in the wolf's position, and acted the springing of the trap.  The wolf growled and got angry, not understanding what I meant.  I tried to approach the trap, to prise the teeth apart with my hands.  I folded two handkerchiefs, to protect my hands from the sharp edges.  As I got closer, the wolf tried to retreat, and hurt itself, and then snapped at me.  It wouldn't let me get my hands that close.  I left it to calm down.  I hunted for two sticks.  Long enough, thin enough to go in the gaps either side of the wolf's poor bloody leg, and strong enough not to break.  It was really hard.  Time was passing.  An hour had gone, or more.  It was frustrating.  I kept thinking of two iron rods.  I thought, what if the wolf gets out of the trap by breaking its leg and comes after me, hopping mad?  Eventually, I found two sticks, one that was too thick, and one that was too weak, I thought.  It was a bit soft and borer-eaten, but the core might be strong still.  But I thought I had to go back.  Maybe the trap wasn't as strong as it looked.  Maybe I could prise the jaws apart with the thinner stick, enough to get the thick stick in the gap.  When I approached with the sticks, the wolf woke and eyed me suspiciously.  I mimed some more.  Prising the jaws apart, freedom.  If the wolf got free, it would run away, and I couldn't treat the leg.  Or it would attack me.  It was probably starving.' 














  'Margaret.  Listen.  I was with my sister and my mother the other day, and mum's getting old, and with dad dying, she is a bit lost, understandably.  And the new, young doctor has thought she was senile.  Doesn't know how woolly-headed mum is at the best of times, probably.  And my sister really latches on to this, you can see, she really wants to buy into this, it's her time of power over mum at last.  And she's really patronising mum, and talking to her like mum is a child, a poor, dear child, who needs talking to really patiently, and who may get angry, because she is frightened, but we have to be really patient.  You know what I mean?  I mean, my sister is going to be an angel of light, and get respect, and admiration, and her day is gunna shine.  And mum is not a fool, although she can't control herself, she's so full of spirit.  'Why are you talking to me like a child', she shouts at Abby.  But Abby just goes on in her groove, this is what you must expect, don't lose your cool with her, she can't help it, talking at mum in just the same tone.  I mean.  This is a woman with an IQ of 190.  Bahaving with the brain of a ten-year-old.  A silly ten-year-old.  I am starting to get a bit steamed.  But what can you do with a person like that?  Hopeless.  Poor mum just subsided,  remembering she was going to be dependent on Abby, probably, and feeling sympathy for Abby, probably.  Mum is generous.  Forgives so readily, she isn't aware of it herself.  And nor are most people.  Anyway, I was starting to get steamed, and trying to think of something to say to Abby to stop her, and then I suddenly just calmed, right down, and said to Abby, in a very plain voice, 'Bad thing in Abby, get out, and don't come back, and don't send your friends back, either.  Go into a wild cat in the forest, and spend your nights and days scratching out the eyes of possums, and rats and ferrets.'  Yeah, I know, it's wild.  I just thought, well, it's the least I can do.  I can just at least say what I want.  And you know?  Abby's face, which was normally full of sharp wrinkles, like a splintered window, went soft, and smooth and rounded, warm, and living, and I saw for a flash what looked like soft, mild gratitude from some self hidden inside her.  And there was no surprise or astonishment from her or mum.  They didn't look amazed or startled at all.  Just looked at me mildly like chess experts after I'd made a move they were familiar with:  oh, she's made the whatever move.'


  'Cripes, Christine.'  Margaret looked at Christine, and Christine looked at Margaret.


  'You're the only person I could tell that to, Margaret.  Anybody else would think that I was a megalomaniac.  I wonder about that.  How is it that you know I am not a megalomaniac?'


  Margaret took this with composure.


  'And how about that possum thing, eh?  Where did that come from?  Weird.  I don't know if I should approve of that, but there it is.'


  'What's going to happen if we start seeing possums wandering around blind, and starving to death because they can't feed themselves?'


  'Whoa, Margaret, don't go there.  I don't want to think about that.  But, mind you, when you think about it, what is so impossible?  The scientists say everything is matter, including mind, so if I will something - and maybe my will goes out when I speak it - otherwise every stray thought would be going out - if I will something, then that is some matter, physical stuff, going out, doing something to some matter in Abby.  It is, scientifically speaking, no more impossible than speaking to someone and then them going and doing something.  And so faith, which always seemed so stupid and ridiculous, would be just not being so scientistically superstitious as to assume, unscientifically, that it couldn't, mustn't happen.  And maybe you have to be smooth and consistent - it's like custard, isn't it - in your attitude to its possibility all the time you are willing it.'


  Margaret was silent and thoughtful for a moment, and then smiled and said:


  'It doesn't spook me when you tell me you have cast out demons, Chris, but it sure makes the hairs on the back of my head tingle when you start talking so articulately and theological.  You never used to be like that.'  

















  'Hey, Christine!' Margaret called from the bathroom door, as she dried her hair after her shower, 'since you're so theo logical, what's the answer to the biggy?'


  'What?', Christine shouted back from the kitchen, a buttery knife in her hand.  Margaret came back to the bathroom door.


  'Since you're being so theo, logical, what's the answer to the biggy!  Is there a god?'


  Margaret went back into the bathroom, smiling, pleased with her joke.  Christine, thoughtful, went back to buttering her toast.




















  'You know, Margaret?'  Christine said later at the breakfast table.


  'Mm?'  said Margaret.


  'That thing about the continents?'


  'What?'


  'That thing about the continents.  The letters A.'


  'Oh yeah.  That bugs me.  It's spooky.  It shouldn't be.  And I don't like the fact no one ever noticed before.'


  'Well, you won't like this, then.'


  'O jeez, Christine.  What now?'


  'Aotearoa.'  Christine grinned.  She waited as that sank in.  Margaret was frowning quite hard.  'It's like three puffs of smoke from an old puffing-billy.'


  'What is, Christine?  You bloody old nuisance, you.'  Christine grinned.


  'Asia, Australia and Aotearoa.  Continent, island continent, and New Zealand.'


  'Now, looky here, Christine.  You go straight up to your room, and I don't want you to come down until you have made up your mind you are going to be a good little girl.'  Margaret grinned ruefully.














  'Welcome, everybody!  Thank you for coming!  It's great that you are enjoying these talks, because it's great fun for me.  Pursue your - '


  'HAPPINESS!!!'  the audience shouted back.


  'Pursue your - '


  'HAPPINESS!!!' the audience shouted back as loud as people could.


  'The root of all problems is - '


  'OVERPAY!!!'


  'Overpaid people are - '


  'MISSING OUT!!!'


  'Through no fault of their own, or anybody's.  Underpaid people are - '


  'MISSING OUT!!!


  'Through no fault of their own, or anybody's.  Okay!  I think you warmed my cup of tea!'  General laughter, although most didn't understand it.  'What can I do that will make me happier?   What am I doing that is not making me happy?  What am I doing that is making me unhappy?  Am I just going along mindlessly?  Have I given up hope of making any improvement in my life?  Ridiculous!  There are always things.  Little adjustments, at the very least.  Like an engineer in the boilerroom of a ship, going around, checking, tapping.  Even if there's nothing to be changed, checking is happiness.  Leaving it up to someone else, or nobody, is instant suicide!  Don't let those grey meanies get you away from being suicidal for happiness.  Like those kamikase pilots in the second world war.  Get that happiness in your sights, and stay on it!  ...  You understand, pretty well, maybe, but here is another way to look at it to see it simple and see it stronger.  A circus.  No audience.  Someone fouled up, or they were early getting where they were going.  A halfday to themselves.  Circus people are energetic.  Physical.  They get to fooling around.  They start building a human pyramid.  Circus folk keep coming and adding themselves to the heap.  It's a very big circus, this fabulous circus.  Lots of circus folk.  The circus bosslady has gone to town.  To pay the fees or to sort out the problem.  No one to guide them.  They pile on.  The pile starts to get too heavy for the ones on the bottom.  But no one thinks.  Or stops.  People keep piling on.  It gets desperate for the people on the bottom.  People on the bottom shout, but no one on the outside of the pile can hear them.  People on the bottom start struggling upwards, away from the crushing weight.  The people above them have a choice.  Let the people come up from the terrible situation on the bottom and go down there themselves, or, despite their pity and sorrow, against their tender feelings, stop the people on the bottom rising.  So a big struggle is going on there.  People are shifting their position, or trying to.  People are trying to stop them.  The people on the bottom and the people in the middle are all very busy.   Being crushed, or desperately trying to avoid being crushed.  What about the people on the top?  Are they okay?  Are they lucky?  Are they out of trouble?  [Some shouts:  'No!']  No?  Yes they are!  They've got it made!  They are on top!  No weight crushing them!  What's to worry them?  [Silence.  Uncertainty starting to spread in the audience.  Broken by:  'Other people are coming along, getting on top of them!'  Audience approval, relief.]  O yeah, but, hey, they are powerful, rich.  They can just knock people off.  They're in a stronger position.'


  Christine continued to play with the audience like this until someone came up with 'With all the people on the bottom moving about, trying to get higher, the ones on the top are going to be tossed about most.  And have furthest to fall.'














  'The first number of our first periodical!'














  'Let me tell you about people.  There are two main types, and a very rare third type.  And of course this is a generalisation, there may be exceptions, and mixtures.  And it may be wrong.  It may even be counterproductive.  Try it out on your own experience.  See if it agrees.  There is the ordinary decent sort, who doesn't want to hurt anybody, just wants to get on, only gets angry if they think they are being used or abused, but takes no trouble to find out if they are being abused, because they don't want any trouble, or to think badly of their fellow humans.  They don't create trouble, and they don't imagine people who do create it.  They have feelings, and are shy.  They are fair, mean no harm, can think and act rationally, within of course the limits of their information and conventions.  Then there are the second sort, who the first sort have no idea of.  This second sort are only aware of the power position.  They use all the power they have, they assume everyone else is using all the power they have, they only see other people in terms of power.  They are good at submitting to greater power than their own.  They will never complain that something isn't fair.  They bow comfortably to greater power.  It is not a question of humility.  They are neither proud nor humble.  They will wait in a dungeon calmly for years, because they understand only power.  Unless they are in love.  Then they will pine away.  They have no rationality. They will betray their lack of rationality at times by saying things like 'Teamwork is a group of people doing what I say' or 'If I'd wanted it done tomorrow, I would have waited till tomorrow to ask you'.  They can be moved by sentiment at times.  At other times, be so unfeeling as to be funny.  They will absorb rationality in small quantities at odd times.  When they are taking a point in, they flash a look of reluctant concession as they turn away from your speaking.  They don't like to be spoken to.  And to subordinates, they will let them know that they don't have to be spoken to.  They are the ruin of the organisation of society, because they never willingly pass information back up from the people being ruled.  Appeals to them to reason or feeling will have no force.  They will look upon such appeals as a warrior would look upon an opponent coming onto the field of battle with shoddy equipment.  They will defeat you in such cases just to avenge their dignity.  The only way to act when you are defeated by them is to behave like a mouse in the hands of a cat, or a person alone in the presence of a vicious dog.  They are terribly alert to the slightest sign of rebellion.  You must apologise, bow, withdraw, keep your head and shoulders low.  Move slow.  Look weak.  Your arms hanging, your hands turned palms semiforward.  A mouse could always get away from a cat if it acted absentminded, never noticed the cat in front of it, wandered about slowly and vaguely, with no direction, and with no haste or look of purpose, disappeared into safety.  The cat will not even be sorry to lose you. Cats and the second sort of people only oppose rebellion, fear, another will.  Don't ever let them find out you behaved humbly in front of them and then mocked or insulted them behind their back.  If they do, you will never be let off again.  They are quite kind and merciful if you show absolute submission.  There is absolutely no use standing on your dignity or having any pride.  They do not understand humiliation.  They never feel it themselves.  Then there is the third sort.  I think of them as ice-men.  They understand rationality, but it is only a tool in their hands.  They have no sentiment.  They are aware others have it, and they use it in their own interests, to sell people things at Christmas and get them to go to war.  They can read people perfectly the first time they see them, and start using you immediately. You will never know you are being used.  They can never be fooled by acting.  Their aim is kept very secret.  They hardly ever, or never, look at it themselves.  And the reasons behind the purpose are utterly hidden, or simply don't exist.  Their purpose will be something like, the destruction of one sex, or a race, even their own race, except themselves, or, the complete ownership of a continent.  They are rarely attractive to look at, you rarely hear their names, and they are never interviewed or discussed.  They hire attractive, suitable people and make them presidents and queens, but they have no direct contact with them, they would no more talk to presidents and queens than a duchess of old would talk to a stableboy.   The presidents, etc, are not aware that they are hired.  They never lose their temper.  They have, every second of their lives, even in the greatest danger, or a second from death, the focus of a crocodile on a bleating kid tied to a stake.  But this focus does not appear on their face at any time.  This may be just a fantasy.  But it will remind us to be alert to look to see what is true.'


 














  'Inequity is inequality of work and pay, so we must measure work:  how to do this:  people can see clearly enough that things are unfair, just by looking, that's why they fight for their rights.  So we just have to use this subjective material as the basis and refine it.  Ask a large number of people, of all ranks and types [every type of type] to compare two jobs and say whether one is harder than another [exclude people who do the jobs?], and how much harder, approximately.  Feed all the results into a computer to produce a gradation of job hardness based on people's perception.  Make the limits the greatest perception of difference in hardness between jobs, not the sum of all the intermediate gradation magnitudes between jobs, because the former is more likely to be accurate.   Hardness of work to be measured in kilojoules energy per hour expended?  Would that be fair?  I think so.  Should responsibility be paid more?  I think definitely not.  People become irresponsible if paid more.  It is a bribery to vice.  The more you pay, the more you get people who want the money and they elbow out the less moneymad who really want to do the job and are nature-made to do the job.  You would like to be paid more.  The consequence is that 99% are paid less, 80% are paid less than a tenth, 20% are paid less than a 100th, millions are paid less than a 1000th of what they earn.  And the world is plunged in extreme violence, danger, discouragement, insecurity, calamity, cruelty, crisis, chaos.  Is that a good price to pay for a 1% chance of being overpaid, and having the whole world after your blood, if you are overpaid?  The converse is as good a bargain as this is a bad bargain.  A very very bad bargain, a very very good bargain.  There for the plucking.  You've been hammering nails in your feet, now you can stop!  You can take all the nails out!  You can heal!  For the price of a little seeing!   Whoopee!  Great!!  Marvellous!!!  It is so simple.  Why can't I find words to say it in one sentence?'








  'Hear this, I beg you, for your sake, and mine.  You will never hear what I say until you act it out.  So you must go home and feed your families and flatmates in an inequitous manner.  One must get 10 times what the others get.  If they complain, defend the inequity.  Act as if they are making a naughty fuss about nothing.  Keep it up for days.  As long as you can.  Defend it by saying:  the one getting more works much harder, is doing more important work.  Let them think you are crazy. Later, when you have stopped the inequity, remind them they said it was crazy.  Why do they not think it crazy in the big world?  Write up their reactions into a letter and send it to this periodical.'











  'I am not the Messiah.  The Messiah is intelligence.  The Messiah is good simple common sense.  I am going to retire.  I believe that there are 100 who can now see clearly and simply what I am saying.  They will do as I have done.  Then people will see that I have nothing to do with it.  That good sense is what it is about.   Either I have taught it or I haven't.  If I haven't taught it by now, maybe it can't be taught.  I will stay in touch with the 100.  They will be the carriers of the Messiah, until they have taught 100 each, and so on.  In 5 years, everybody in the world will be the Messiah, carriers of this vital key to happiness.   If you don't understand the mathematics of going from 100 to 10 billion in just 5 years, don't be ashamed, be proud of learning, of asking.  Ask somebody.  If one person can teach 100 people in one year, then 100 people can teach 100 people each, also, in one year.  That is 100 people, every one of them teaching 100 people.  That is 100 times 100.  Which is 10,000.  Now you have 10,000 people knowing.  They can teach 100 people each.  At the end of that year, that's the third year, there will be 100 times 10,000 people who know.  100 times 10,000 is 1 million.  A year later, 100 million know.  Another year, 100 times 100 million, which is 10 billion.  So we don't need the press, the media, books, TV, which I think just somehow kills it dead.  The media in this age just blow a thing up and make things flashy, and then it is just a flash in the brainpan.  No one believes in anybody on TV.  I never thought of that before.  No one who is sincere can get that sincerity through the media into people, not even through books.  The modesty and naturalness and unpretentiousness of a sincere person will disqualify them from the media. It's more fun doing it face-to-face!  Suddenly, it's people!  It's real!  It's real people!  I don't know why that is.  And that peopleness is great, just great.  The media is a bad alley.  Don't go down it.  Don't invite anyone who has ever been paid more than the world average pay, or has hopes of being paid more than the world average pay, to speak or teach on this point.  The chances are not good that they are sincere.  Even if they say the same things we say, don't listen to them.  Their insincerity will be there in their not saying some of the things we say.  But what of those who have been underpaid, but secretly - perhaps secretly from themselves - want to use this thing of ours to wangle overpay for themselves?'














  'Billboards, to go up after 100 million people have got it:  Have you earned all the money you have?  If not, give the unearned portion to the most extremely underpaid or have  a rough voyage through life.'











  'Underpaid people haven't got it merely when they  understand they will be paid US$10 an hour.  They have got it when they see that there is extremely great suffering in the possibility of anyone being paid more than that for an hour's work of average hardness.  What we must utterly destroy and root out, is human faith and foolish delight in the extreme, and plant and nourish the human love of the moderate.'

















  'And, when the 10 billion understand, and after a grace period of 20 years, let us have the police going after anyone with more than US$10 million, as major thieves, as traitors, as mass murderers, as warmakers, as maniacs, as mentally sick, as the most extreme dangers to human survival and happiness.  And let anyone with more than US$1 million be criminals in lesser degree.'

















  'Very very few people have an idea of how the underpaid are robbed.  I can't help thinking that the fact that so few know about has something to do with the  overpaid keeping it out of education.  The ones who might know it are too interested in overpay to let themselves see it.  The ones who have a good will to teach it to the people, are not believed, because it isn't in the air.  They are not as clear as they might be themselves, because of all the untruth afloat in the air, like poison gas, dulling the wits.   The ways are so simple!  It will help you see more clearly if I point out the major ways.  Unfortunately, everything seems to join to increase the bad effect of the main ways.  Money has an automatic leaning towards inequity.  As soon as money was invented, the sea of money has been getting rougher and rougher and making the boatride of history rougher and rougher and rougher without end, with only partial, temporary reversals with the fall of each empire.  And no one has understood this, or wanted to see it, for 1000s of years!  For all the billions who otherwise would have suffered horribly through future time, thank god we are seeing it now.   Now, the major way, I have talked about before.  Money is good.  It is as good as the things it can buy.  And we think those millions of things are good, because we pay money for them, and we think, and we are right, that money is good.  We wouldn't pay good money for anything we didn't think was good.   Most of the exchange of good things is done with money, so money is at the heart of our spiritual life.  As it should be.  Don't buy into any of this stuff that the spiritual life has nothing to do with vulgar, good old money.  That is very wrong. This error is a major reason people haven't paid attention to the crazy thing that has happened to money.  I'm talking about the ridiculous inequity of pay, of course.  The true spiritual life is the pursuit of happiness, pursuit of the best life.  People have got the idea that the spiritual life is way away from this real life, because they have, understandably, for millenia, given up hope of real happiness on this planet, the way it is.  Anyway, so most of our happiness - or otherwise - is bound up with transactions, of good things.  Usually with money, but anyway, at least the goodness potential, the happiness potential, measured, pretty accurately, in money.  This point involves all transactions.  It is simple, but might sound complicated and a fine, difficult point.  It is just that words make it seem difficult, at first.  Here it is.  Whenever you exchange things, however hard you tried to make them equal, they cannot be equal.  One or other of the exchangers gets a freebie.  Even if you are mates and you really have absolutely no desire to make a profit, one or other must make a profit and the other a loss.  Doesn't matter how small it is.  Now, that is like a little drip from your tap in the bathroom.  Drip, drip, drip, every time anyone, buys, sells or swaps.  Multiply it by trillions of transactions over thousands of years, bingo, hello planet earth, present day, the flood, up to our heads.   There is nothing that is going to straighten this situation out except a sense that people couldn't possibly be worth that much and that little. That good sense has hardly been activated so far.  Now, you may have noticed that in fact the little inequities will tend to cancel out.  If you lose on one, you probably gain on the next one.  But, like tossing coins millions of times, you are going to get runs of heads heads heads and tails tails tails.  And the longer the runs of cointossing, the longer the runs of heads heads heads will be.  With millions of transactions - sorry - trillions of transactions, you are going to get, rarely but definitely, quite long runs of nothing but heads.  Which means that some people, out of the billions of people, will make a profit in every deal they do, buying or selling.  Just from statistical luck.   Then add to that the fact that people are trying as hard as they can to make the profit go their way, the fact that people are trying as hard as they can to cut costs and pump up the appearance of value, by packaging and so on, to pump up price.  And add to that the fact that those who do get some money together have got a money magnet:  the money they have starts making money.  And then another thing steps in to make the unfairness worse:  people with money to spare put it into land, then other people build up the city around this land making the land more valuable for the legal owner of the land.  Billions are extracted out of the community constantly that way for the Waldorfs and the Westminsters and everyone else lucky enough to have money to put into land.  As the saying goes, once you've got your first million, money starts multiplying like rabbits.  It's harder to make your first thousand than your second million.  Except that your second million has to be earned just as hard, but by someone else.  And then, everything conspiring to increase the inequity, other people have to pay big rents on these valuable properties, and the people who buy in the shops on the valuable property have to indirectly pay all those rents.  And if you are working in the expensive areas and you are not so lucky as to be getting free money from the community, you have to travel a long way every day to work from your cheaper area, and pay the costs of the transport.  And on top of that again, because land is worth owning, people will buy it just to hold it, so expensive land will lie idle while the citizens make it more valuable by growing the city more, meaning you have to go further out to get cheap enough land and pay even bigger travel costs travelling past empty sections.   Everyone should know these things.  Another thing.  Inflation.  When the governments cause inflation by printing, say, 10% more money, that diminishes the value of all your dollars by 10%, so it is a tax on top of income tax.  Which reminds me:  another trick they don't tell you:  the poorer people wouldn't have accepted income tax when it was introduced except it was progressive, the rich paying a bigger percentage.  But the people were not reminded that while the overpaid might have been taxed 50%, they were being overpaid maybe 70% or 99%, so they were still being well overpaid after tax, maybe 50 or a 100 or a 1000 times what they earned.  While the underpaid, who should have had a negative tax to increase their pay to what they were earning by working, were being taxed maybe 25%.  And it turns out that in practice the overpaid only pay about the same tax percentage as the underpaid, because of finding loopholes for themselves, when they aren't actually writing the laws to suit themselves, which of course they are doing whenever they can.  Another thing:  the banks arrange the mortgages they lend so that the borrower is paying back just a tiny tiny bit more than the interest, so that the principal is being paid off very very slowly, so that the loan hangs around your neck for thirty years, when, if the borrower knew, she could pay off the loan in less than half the time by increasing the weekly repayments by just a tiny bit.  Someone once suggested that people be as wise as serpents.  They need to be.  I can't think of any other examples offhand at the moment, but you get the idea.  The ones I have mentioned are quite enough to explain why the underworked get richer and the overworked get poorer and consequently the world gets more violent and closer to the day when the atomic smoke blocks out the heat of the sun for too long.  We already have the bombs and the buttons for the bombs.  Exciting, isn't it.  This is the greatest story ever told, and you're in it.  The suspense is terrific.  Will we survive or not?  The climax is very soon.  We are turning the pages and reading as fast as we can.' 














  'Do this with little children, and video it.   Put in the centre of the room a heap of anything that little children will be keen to have lots of, for example, gold-wrapped chocolates like gold coins, or the most wonderful variety of beautiful sweets.  [Why children love sweets, I don't know, they didn't have them in a state of nature.]  Tell them to grab as many as they can, and that they can grab from each other as well.  And that the person who gets the most will get a wonderful present, say, a big fluffy pink doll, or anything you like that they will all really want.   Again, a week later or so, do a similar thing, but tell them how many is their share, and tell them to get their share.  Later again, show them the video of the two 'performances'.  Do a similar thing with adults.  Set up a game in community halls and college gyms, where 100 players have 3, one-metre-cube foam cubes each, and the winner, to receive a handsome prize, is the one who is the highest off the ground after one hour, two hours, and so on.  No other rules.  No holds barred.  One-sex versions, and two-sex versions.  Record the behaviour.  The same can be done as theatre, with actors in the body of the hall and spectators on bleachers around the sides, or on the stage.  Use the video material in videos teaching our thing.'

















  'By the time you subtract the people who are doing needlecraft and tenpin bowling and wifeswapping, etc, etc, you can see that you are the only one who is available to push world sense along.'














  'An image I would engrave on your hearts.  I will let you decide whether you want to engrave it on your hearts.  An image of the graph of work and pay.  Imagine a vertical line, and a horizontal line going off this vertical line to the right.  So you've got an L.  With long arms.  First, the line of work.  Go up one centimetre above the horizontal line and put another horizontal line.  Make it thicker.  This is the line of work.  We'll make it slope up a bit towards the right.  All the workers of the world are on this line, including the housewives and househusbands, including the overpaid, including the child labourers and child slaves.  All the workers of the world, in order, from most overpaid to most underpaid.  So the most overpaid are next to the vertical line.  The unit of work will be a ... a 'gimlet', for the meantime.  That is one hour's work at world average hardness.  One gimlet.  And that will be equal to US$10 at the turn of the millenium.  Which, incidentally, will be about US$20 around 2010 AD, and continuing to double every decade or so on present trends.  How hard people work is confined within pretty close limits, as I have said.  It is rare that anyone has a cushy job with almost nothing to do.  And anyway, if you are at work, you can't grow vegetables or put together a VCR, so you have to be paid for your time, so you can buy your vegetables and VCRs.  You can't drive a truck at 100 kilometres an hour much harder or less hard.  You can't chair a meeting much harder on a million dollars an hour than you can on $10 an hour.  And there is no reason why you would feel impelled to do so.  Rather the reverse.  If I was being overpaid, I'd slow down, but then, I'm not one of these super people who are worth a million dollars an hour.  Few people are free to work less hard than the average, not the super-underpaid, who are fighting for survival and enough food to stay alive so they can spend every waking hour working, from before dawn to after midnight.  Not the workers who have bosses breathing down their necks.  And it may be some consolation to think that the bosses have bosses breathing down their necks, not so literally, as it is for the lower-pay workers, but through reports and so on.  Well, this is a lot of words for a simple little graph with two lines on it!  I guess a word is only a thousandth of a picture.  Okay, so we have the work line, horizontal, one centimetre above the horizontal L line.  Sloping up a bit to the right, among the underpaid, because the third world work longer hours.  No! That's not right!  My mistake!  We are graphing just the  ...  Wait a minute.  No, that is right.  We are graphing the total work of each and every worker, taking in to account their number of hours and their average hardness of work.  We are not interested in how productive they are.  We are not going to measure work by how much they produce, because that is a factor of environment, not work.  The environment will include whether the person has a billion dollar corporation sitting under them, or whether they are working in a state-of-the-art factory.  We are not going to penalise people for not being employed in a modern factory, or because they work lower down in the social pyramid.  Are we?  No!  The line is thick because, if you get a magnifying glass, you can see the line is a bit up and down from person to person.  Not much.  Maybe 20% at most.  Now I think I can get on to the other line, the line of pay.  Now, this line has to cross the work line, because if anyone is overpaid, someone else has to be underpaid.  Because people are paid with work, ultimately, so the pay is equal to the work.  The pay represents work.  But, apart from having to cross, if there is no conscious, deliberate, intelligent interference, the lines can be as far apart as you like, or as you don't like.  And you'd think the pay line, as it stands today, and as it has stood for many centuries, was dead scared of the work line, because it could hardly be further away.  At the left, beside the vertical line, the pay line starts 10 kilometres up.  One million centimetres.  Not many get that, of course, so the line swoops down very quickly, like an eagle after a rabbit, very quickly crosses the fairpay line, and then as quickly as it can, levels out and skims along the nothing-an-hour line, as far away from the fairpay line as it can get.  And even below the nothing-an-hour line, for some.  This graph is doing double service, for people's assets and for their hourly rate.  Triple service, rather.  For their assets - in which case the line can drop well below the nothing line;  for their total income;  and for their hourly rate.  But anyway, the graph has the same terrible general look in each of the three cases.   Justice is when the two lines are the same.  So the reality is almost infinite injustice.  The lines are as far apart as they can be.   One line is like a calm sea, the other is like a sea infinitely rougher than any real sea can be.  [Or you can think that the other line is like a tack in the foot of humanity till we understand.]  A wetting-the-moon rough ocean.  And this is the sea we are all forced, by our choosing of ignorance, to ride on every day.  And our children, and our grandparents.  Forever.  And this line, or, rather, the difference between the lines, is the injustice factor, and the disturbance factor, and that means the war, crime, violence, pain, unhappiness, disaster, lies, madness, propaganda, deception factors.  And this, as a subject, doesn't even exist yet!  The branches of the subject are subjects.  Plenty of books on madness, war, crime, etc, but none on the injustice that creates all the other subjects.  The branch subjects.  And as soon as you rip off a leaf or a twig off the branch of crime or war or madness or corruption, another one grows, because the tree is being so well fed!   By the extreme distance between the lines.  But there is this thing, that has the infinitely sad consequences, this thing that it is easier to see small things than big, that we are just not designed, built, to see big things.  We are made to puddle around in our little worlds, like all the other animals.  You are as big as what you can see.  How can you drive a car if you are a little spider, building your web in the gap between the windscreen wiper blade and the glass?  But we have to give a tiny bit of our attention to this big picture and the terrible thing that is in it.  To the really wonderful, wonderful thing that is in it.  Because it means that we can be much, much happier in this life than we thought we could, much happier than we all are now.  It's like there has been a tap dripping, and we've been living like ants in a flooded house, and now it turns out, we can turn the tap off and live dry!  Or, rather, we have been living like ants in a house that explodes all the time, every year killing one in fifty of us, and injuring maybe one in ten, and tying up many more in looking after the injured, and in paying for the people looking after the injured, and of course throwing every single one of us into a perpetual nervous state of mad panic, not good for learning, thinking, deciding or growing.  And now it turns out, we can stop these ceaseless explosions.  One difficulty about it is that it is just so hard to believe.   Things have been so bad, that there is a big, big industry in pie-in-the-sky, has been for millenia, and people are just about impervious to pie-in-the-sky these days, and think it stupid to take the slightest interest in anything that sounds pie-in-the-sky-ish.   Another difficulty is getting anyone intelligent to believe that they missed the biggy.  That they swallowed the biggest camel, and spent years thinking and writing about, and getting maybe honoured for thinking and writing about, one or other of the millions of types of gnats.  I don't think we should feel bad at all about not seeing a camel 10 metres in front of us if we have been in a huge cloud of biting gnats.  If you just carry this graph around in your mind, if you just engrave it on your heart, by repeated thinking on it, you may save the world from extinction, and you may greatly improve the quality of life of trillions of humans over millions of future years.'

















  'Here's a thought.  People are talking about life on other planets.  There is supposed to be billions of planets in our galaxy alone that are likely to be similar enough to earth to support life.  Imagine if there is a galactic community.  There is of course a good chance that some will be more intelligent than us, or had longer to get ahead, and be travelling around.  Maybe there is no other life in the whole universe except us.  Or maybe it is physically impossible to get across the enormous distances.  Or maybe it is just impossible for any of the most intelligent beings in the galaxy to work out how to do it.  We don't know.  There may be.  So, what if there is?   Are we going to be happy to be seen, by these other galactic races, to be running spaceship earth in such an fantastically, enormously masochistic way?  That we can't disenchant ourselves from the notion, in the case of money, that more of a good thing is always better?  If a glass of water in your belly is good, is a damful of water in your belly good?'














  'Let's get a little bit practical and realistic about this.  What is the situation?  It's like the film, The three amigos.  With Steve Martin.  A little village, and the peasants work away, and get things together, save a little money, and then the bandits come and take it away.  And that goes on, over and over.  So the money is there.  All the money that these people ever slaved for, is there, in coffers, in the robbers' caves.  That's the good news.  The bad news is that the robbers are still guarding it.  So it is there.  All the land you and your mothers and forebears and foresheep worked for is there, all the cities you built and own, all the ships and planes and mansions and houses and cattle and whathaveyou.  And the robbed are so many and the robbers are so few, only about one in a million are seriously overpaid.  About 500 billionaires, maybe something like 5000 centi-millionaires, 50,000 deci-millionaires.  Maybe like half a million millionaires.  And when it is shared out, every family a  millionaire.  And world peace.  Save maybe 30c in every dollar not going to war, not having to rebuild cities every 30 years, not having to fight crime, not risk getting shot in a bank holdup.  Etc, etc.  So what's your problem?  How do you get the financial oceans back in their seabeds from being halfway to the sun?  A few thousand people who own and control the armies and weapons that own and control you.  And keep you in misery.  Can one person keep one million people at bay?  Apparently, yes.  This planet is going up in atomic smoke, with you and yours and the overpaid, unless you can talk to the bandits and convince them they will be happier with having no more than their share.  Put on debates in Universities, so that the super-overpaid can see.  Put on dramas.  Paint them a picture.  Show them you are sincere.  And nonviolent.  And patient.  Paint, in every way, the downsides of overpay.  For everyone's understanding.  Because if the overpaid gave up their money tomorrow, or today, there would be plenty to step into their shoes, so you have to convince everyone.  If you can't convince them, keep trying, till the sky clouds over with dust and you freeze.  At least, then, you can die proud that you were sane, that you pursued your happiness.  If you are violent, it immediately shows you haven't got an argument, you don't believe what you say, you are just saying words to try and save yourself the trouble and danger of using force. If they swallow your words, it saves you on swords.  But then you are still thinking you'll be happier with the excruciating tension and trouble and trial of today and tomorrow, the fantastically rough financial sea getting rougher.   People will pay lipservice to anything that sounds nice, or meets with support from respected members of a society that is insane, but they won't do anything unless they see.  And people's belief in any other person's words is near zero.  They know people will almost certainly be acting from motives other than truth.  Most people have taken it a tiny bit further than the truth and believe that people will invariably be acting from motives other than truth.  If you say: Look out! A bucket is falling towards you! they will think: Some moneymaking scheme.  That's a silly example.  ...  It just struck me.  The idea that armies fight horizontally, with other countries, is eyewash.  They fight vertically, with the slaves.  Most army action is internal to the country.  The army is just the backup police.  And the police is the frontline army.  And the army and police are just slaves like you.  Don't hate anybody.  Love everybody.  Think win-win.  You can.  It's a win-win situation.  This is the biggest profitmaking scheme going.  And it pays you in real profits, real happiness, not just money and misery.  Making everyone else happy is a small price to pay for your own genuine real happiness.'  














  'I think what we need is to write to the superoverpaid and explain the situation as we see it.  All of us.  Once a week.  Eventually, in five years' time, they will be getting a billion bits of mail a day.  Then they will know the game is up, the con is seen through.'














  Christine came out the bathroom with her mouth full of toothpaste foam, tried to talk, choked, swallowed the foam, and, running back to the basin, vomited the foam.


  'I've never done that before', Christine murmured to herself.


  'What did you say?' said Margaret, as she passed in the hall with her just-ironed skirt for the day over her arm.


  'I just swallowed some foam', Christine said, talking as she brushed her teeth.  'I just thought of the answer to that question you asked last month about god.'


  'What did I ask?'


  'That question.  Whether god exists.  I've got the answer.'


  Margaret contemplated Christine's foamringed mouth and said 'Spit it out'.  Christine spat out the foam and said 'It's easy.  The less god exists, the more god exists.  God doesn't exist at all, therefore he exists quite a lot.'


  'Oh yes, well.   Now I know.  That's cleared that up nicely.  Why didn't I think of that.  It's obvious.  So simple.  A child could understand it.  Get me a child.'


  Christine laughed.  'You see?  God is everything and anything people cry out for that they want very much and can't get at all.  God is the answers to all the questions you haven't got answers for.  He [or she] is the justice and freedom that doesn't exist for the people praying.  God is the freedom from pain and grief and whatever.  God is the stern disciplinary father for people who need it and haven't got it.  God is the model of perfect behaviour because there is no model of perfect behaviour.  So it doesn't matter that the modeling of god's perfect behaviour - that people do on behalf of god, because god is having trouble with his existence - is far from perfect.  Wherever there isn't anyone to comfort you, or keep you from being terribly alone, god is there.  God is the beautiful home you have when you haven't got a beautiful home.  God is water when you're all out of water.  God is the sanity when there is none, etc.  God exists because he doesn't exist.  God is a Clayton's reality.  The drink you have when you're not having a drink.'


  'Brilliant', said Margaret without conviction, wondering a blank thought.


  'God!  I wonder if anyone else has thought of this.  God is the personification of wishing.  And wishing will exist till forever, or until people sort their big problems out.  But people don't want to see god as just wishing.  They pretend him into existence.  Because they need or want her so much.  So you pray to the goddess if you want a child and you can't get one.  When strange things happen, god is the explanation.  So god is getting smaller as we explain more things, like eclipses and whirlpools and diseases.  God is: playing pretend, for adults whose need makes them like children.  And then people come along who play up to this pretend, in order to eat without working.  And so it bowls along quite nicely, for as long as people think they can't live without the things they want and need.  God is just fear and weakness, impatience, and laziness, and selfpity.  Instead of going for your goal, patiently and happily, just sitting down in the middle of the way, and moaning for your goal to come to you.  When stressed, we revert to childish behaviour, shouting, for example.  I just thought, people who don't do that, who are still up to the challenge of life, make those other people look bad to themselves.    Religious people are people with lack of spirit.  Ha!  That's a good one!  Oh dear, that is dangerous.  Anger is usually cause by people seeing something they were hiding from.  Hm.  ... Trouble is', Christine went on, perking up again, 'the people who are sitting down in the middle of the way call out to the people who are walking on through the wind and rain, that they should believe in god and sit down and bawl for help too.  God is absence, so of course he exists.  But only for creatures who can imagine the lack.  'Body forth out of airy nothing'.  It's so simple.  God is imagination.  Imagination is self-contradictory, seeing the thing that is not.'

















  'Everything you ever wanted to know about sin.  It doesn't exist.  It's impossible.  It cannot happen.  Not the way they think about it.  Sin, temptation, being bad, it's all crap.  Going to hell for being bad, nonsense.  Unless god is insane. If god exists.  Which he doesn't.  When a person does something, they think it is going to be good for them, or they are insane.  How can you do anything bad?  No one is going to do something bad to themselves unless they are mad.  Not even then.  When did you ever hear of a mad person deliberately doing something they themselves believed was bad for them?  Everybody thinks what they are doing is good for them.  Of course, they can be wrong, but no one will ever know whether they are wrong or not, because it's just a matter of opinion.  Sure, a group can agree they are wrong.  The whole society can disagree with them.  But, really, there is only people's different opinions, and everyone doing the things they personally think are good for them.  They may change their minds, and come to agree with everyone else it was bad, and we, for convenience or shorthand, call this coming to truth.  But what do we know?  Ninetyeight of the 100 greatest scientific truths of 1900 have been blown in less than a century.  Look what people thought they knew a few centuries ago.  Of course we are going to look as silly in a few centuries.  People can be ignorant.  Must be ignorant.  A little brain in a great big world.  And we have so many hangups, so many crimps in our good sense.  So many loopinesses.  Homo neuroticus.  Man, the irrational animal.  Did you ever see an animal being stupid?  Except sheep.  Sheep have that look, if anything happens, of, ah, is this where I get caught out because I can't remember the instruction?   If we aren't on top of pursuing our happiness, I guess we are crazy.  If we haven't got the energy to try to distinguish what is best for us at each moment, then I guess we are just loose cannon.  But unless god is mad, things that he says are bad have to actually be bad, for a good reason, that it makes us unhappier.  So actually, when they put hell there, and prison, to discourage you from certain paths, they are saying:  we believe these paths are attractive, and we are going to add something bad to them to discourage you from them.  So they are saying, they are really good, and the only way to make them bad is to contaminate them with something very bad.  The worse they make prisons and hells, the more they reveal themselves to believe that the things that you get sent to prison and hell for, are good.  Murder, very very good, so we have to make a really bad hell to stop people doing it.  If they thought these things  were bad, they would do their best to explain your error to you.  Explain how you will hurt yourself even if you don't get caught.  Hell is so much easier to explain.  So they are advertising, recommending all these sins they threaten punishment for.  They don't know, at all, that they are really bad, all they know is that 'god' says they are bad.  And if 'god' isn't insane or wrong, they have to be truly, actually, bad for you.  Hurt you in some way.  And they can't explain, because they don't know.  They don't even think of trying to explain to you, they don't even know that such a thing as an explanation is relevant.  All they know is that 'the father when you have no father', which is really the good or bad advice of some prominent people from the past, says so.  All they know is childish obedience, they haven't even begun to think there may be a reality.  Just like little children.  There's a reality?  Duuh.  Obedience is a sin.  Obedience is the only sin.  And I don't mean that disobedience is good.  Disobedience is just obedience with a minus sign.  Because what is obedience?  It is selfcontradictory.  I use my judgement to decide that my judgement is good enough to decide that someone else's judgement is better than my own for the purpose of deciding what is good for me.  I use my intelligence to come to the decision that my intelligence is inferior for the pursuit of my happiness to the intelligence of someone else.  I am dumb and someone else is smart: how could I know unless I was smart?  The chances are very good that my intelligence is inferior to some persons' intelligences, but how can I possibly know whose?   And who is the one with the best information about me?  Me, of course.  Obedience is suicide.  A necessary, inevitable and useful form of suicide for little children, who don't even know they don't know anything, and are better off to follow their parents right or wrong.  If they can even be said to decide to do this.  They just do it, they haven't conceived an alternative.  Obedience is just lending your body to the next guy.  Whatever you think, I'll accept.  Starve people by not giving $100 a year?  Fine.  I'm a good person.  I obey the law.  Whichever law is the local law.  A sense of what will make me happier and unhappier?  What do I need that for?  I obey the law.  As for happiness, our masters can do that for us.  Obedience is sick.  Obedience is perfect perversion.  Complete psychosis.  Total selfdestruction.  I'm taking it that if you have no quarrel with the law then it is not obedience to obey it, since it doesn't disagree with your views.  You are still true to yourself.  But I was talking about sin.  Everyone wants to be happy.  And if they don't want to be happy, that's not worthy of punishment, is it, but pity and shaking of the head in bewilderment.  If it ever happens. If Jesus had been sane, he would have said:  gee, those poor Pharisees, I am sure they are making themselves unhappy, I'm sure they've got it terribly wrong.  But perhaps Jesus's anger was love-anger.  Like mother calling out:  Don't do that, you silly boys, you'll fall!  Perhaps it's been translated by unloving people who didn't get it.  Anyway.  What happens is that a group agrees that what someone is doing is bad, and they then conclude wrongly that people can deliberately, knowingly, believingly, do things bad, as being bad.  But that is just them thinking that what they think is bad, is certainly bad.  Judging others is megalomania.  People can of course knowingly do things that they know other people think are bad.  It is nothing short of mad to think any sane person knowingly wants to do real bad.  If it is bad, it is going to hurt them.  If it isn't going to hurt them, it can't be bad.  When I say hurt or happiness, those words are shorthand for a negative or positive consequence in the widest sense.  What I'm saying is that all 'sins' are errors of information or unclear thinking.  Punishment of errors is mad.  People ought to be interested in learning more about being happy.  The subject should interest them.  And we should deeply pity those who are not interested, if there are any such.  Because they are like people travelling down a road in a car, and too out-of-it to steer.  And we should get out of their way, if possible.'


  











  'One day I am going to hit on the simple way to say this.  Perhaps this is it.  The fact is that people simply do not know what causes war and crime.  It is something they do, and, to people, it is quite unconnected to war and crime.  Of course, nothing in this world is unconnected to anything else.  To people, it is good.  If I say it is causing war and crime, and that if they stop doing it, war and crime will 99% disappear, they are immediately going to react that it is good, and that it has nothing to do with war and crime.  They are doing only good things.   They are being good or very good.  And to suggest that this thing they are doing is so terribly bad, is just silly, or offensive, or both.  But let them ask themselves, do you think that, generally, a person will say something with the mere intention of being offensive or silly?   Is it usual for people to do that?  Have you ever had the personal experience of anyone doing that?  Or heard of it happening?  Or read of it in fiction?  And, in some sense, you must know this already, that, in real life, no one does that.  It is absolutely unheard-of.  So you know, in some sense, that I am not doing it.  Yet you attach yourselves to this interpretation.  It is a defensive posture.  When challenged, attack.  But are you protecting yourself, or are you protecting a head-in-sand-sticking that is harming you?  A head-in-sand-sticking - do ostriches actually do this?  I've never seen it on TV - that may mug you, rape you, kill you, kill everyone?   That is, in fact, raping, killing, terrifying, torturing, depressing, prostituting, addicting, maiming, blinding, ruining, enslaving, hurting, destroying - you.  Don't attack me.  I am a friend.  I have only good intentions towards you.  And you can believe that all the more, if you like, because I am doing it for entirely selfish reasons.  I am being nice to you, only to make my environment safer and very much more pleasant for me.  If you don't trust me to really care for you, I tell you, I care for you only for my own sake.  I don't want you mugged, only because it would distress me, frighten me:  it could happen to me next.  So.  This thing that you think is good, that you think is very good and virtuous, and which I think is destroying, has destroyed, 99% of our environment, of safety, peace, security, relaxedness, freedom from danger, terror, crisis, etc, etc.  This thing is ...  Well, let me say first.  Imagine you are hammering, hammering in a nail, in a wall in front of you.  You believe that this hammering will bring you everything good, and so you do it.   And you do it really hard, after a while, because it is somehow missing, in bringing you everything good.  In fact, you have a pain, right in the back of your head.  So you bang this nail harder, to get rid of the pain. Because somehow you have come to believe, without the slightest doubt ever being able to start up in your head, that this is the correct and good way to bring happiness.  And if it doesn't, it must therefore be the fault of all the people who are not doing what you are doing.  Because you know it is right.  You never doubt it, you never open it up to thoughtful consideration, to check that the reasoning for your certainty is sound.  It is sacred.  It is forbidden territory.  It is a given.  To doubt it, to check it, would be a blasphemy, an inconceivability.  A person who tries to pull it into question is a fool, or some sort of malicious unpleasantness.  So, the more you get the pain in the back of your head, the more you hammer that nail to make everything better.  You are working, working terribly hard.  You are getting more and more certain, through an absence of contradicting facts rather than any supporting facts, that you are doing work others should be doing.  They are sneakily, dishonourably easing off, you figure, and you are virtuously toiling on, suffering the injustice of doing more than your workload share, to keep the pains at bay, and you, personally, one of the better people, one of the more conscientious responsible ones, are getting a lot of pain.  And still you do not begin to think.  To doubt, to stop and check, is not in your nature.  You are afraid that it looks like weakness, and you are not strong enough to look weak.  Your whole life is making this clunking noise, and you don't want to put yourself in the hands of a mechanic, even when that mechanic is your own intelligence.  What sad victims our minds make of us!  What sad tricks it plays on us!  How easily we fall for its endless tricks!  And the simple truth is, this nail we hammer, that is the nail of goodness, of virtue, of decency, of fairness, to us, goes through a wall and hits onto the head of another nail in another wall, and that nail hits onto another nail in another wall, and so on, round in a circle, into the back of our heads.  [Christine pauses for ten seconds.]  There is a connection, between these things we never imagined had anything to do with each other.   One of the things we think are really good, which we do to make things better, is the cause of a lot of our pain, and is making things worse.  It is like turning, turning, the tap to stop the water that is overflowing onto the carpet and down the hall, and we are turning the wrong way, getting, by our desperate efforts, further from the relief, further from, the end of this disaster.  But this thing is sacred to us.  It has become enshrined as one of the verities, certainties, rocks in a sliding world.  It mustn't be that.  No one is allowed to say or suggest or argue or reason that it is that.  No, no, no.  Do you know what it is?  Is it in your head now?  No, you don't know.  And when I name it, you still won't know.  And when I explain it, maybe you will be able to start to piece together an understanding, a knowledge.  Many, many people don't know.  Many very sincere people, who have worked hard towards peace, do not know.  Many popes, many kings and queens, many bishops, pastors, priests, philosophers.  Have simply not known.  The knowledge of it is hardly in existence.  The tap to turn off war and crime.  Just turn it off.  Like a tap.  If 5 billion people suddenly know it tomorrow morning, most war and crime will have stopped by tomorrow nightfall.  If people have no understanding of the dangers of crossing the road without looking, and there are all these hideous deaths, and they suddenly understand, the deaths will stop, just like a light going out.  The deaths, the shocks, the griefs, the funerals, the hospitals.  Begin immediately to be a thing of the past.  Getting further away, like a train that has gone through and on, the light on the back of the last carriage fading into the distance.  So understanding is a valuable thing.  Worth a bit of effort.  The misery of the world.  The unnecessary suffering.  The waste.  You have to measure in megagigabytes, in googlies, in very large units.  In galaxies of pain.  In universes of hardship and misery and suffering. And an understanding could make this disappear in a day.  So don't give up on it quickly.  Don't assume your wits are so sharp that they can decide the matter in two seconds.   Don't assume your wits are so sharp that they can decide the issue in two hours.  In two days. Two years.  Gotta get that brain up and running.  Not just in easy grooves, pre-set programs.  Original thinking.  From scratch.  From the ground up.  Actually looking.  Till you can see that you can see.  No snap judgements.  No unchecked assumptions.  This is the pain and suffering of your descendents forever, if you get it wrong.  And you will have 10 billion descendents in just 1000 years.  Keep crossing the road without looking.  Or understand.  And so, finally, at last, what is the thing, I think is the cause.  And pray that someone knows what is the thing, and pray that you know that someone.  Accepting unearned income.  Accepting unearned income.  Three words.  Accepting unearned income. [Here Christine was silent for about a minute, just standing doing nothing, not frozen, just standing easy, not waiting, just standing easy.]  In that break.  Did anybody's brain turn over?  Did anyone run along any mental tracks at all?  Did anyone here get anywhere with it in that time?  Anyone?  [Christine paused again.  Let time pass.  Let people listen to their minds, see if they could hear anything.]  If you never earned over the, sorry, if you were never paid, over the world standard fair pay - about US$10 per gimlet, that is, per hour's work of world average hardness -  then you have never accepted unearned income.  But would you have?  Yes, you would have.  Because money is good and you didn't and don't yet know that Accepting Unearned Income - the AUI - the awful unspeakable ignorance - is the cause of the megakilotonnes of disturbance and misery that is this world's daily diet.  If you never made the distinction between earned-by-you, and not-earned-by-you, income, if you never knew it to be perfectly crucial to your happiness, never did a calculation of where earned ends and unearned begins ...   Because money is work.  You work, you get paid.  With the money you have, earned-by-you or not, you buy people's work, which is their time, their lives.  And the time you put in to work should bear a close relation to the work you take out, in the form of other people's labour, in the form of the goods and services they do for you.  Nothing in your culture told you that you should do this calculation if you want to be happy.  If I put up the sentence, on a billboard:  Calculate how much of your income you have earned, and give away any excess to the most underpaid, or continue in the common hell of human life as we know it,  this would be quite novel, unprecedented, unheard before, unfamiliar, not understood.  Either it is right or it is not.  If it is right, it is going to stop war and crime dead.  The apple of happiness is hanging within your grasp.  Think, think and think.  Get those rusty cogs turning.  Push those little grey cells.  You do some work.  The fair pay for that work is yours.  Belongs to you.  Is owned by you, truly.  Whether you get it or not.  Because you did the work, you created the work, the goods that that money stands for.  Anything else is not yours.  The work is what makes it yours.  The money that is not yours is someone else's, has been earned by someone else.  Because all the money is the representative of all the work.  If no one does any work, the money is worth zero.  There is nothing to buy.  If the total amount of money in the world stays the same from one year to the next, and people work twice as hard, the money is worth twice as much.  Because there is twice as much valuable stuff to buy with the same number of dollars.  The value of each dollar is the total work divided by the total number of dollars.  All the work is spread out evenly through all the dollars.  Like smooth peanut butter on the bread.  Every dollar is work.  Yours, or if not yours, someone else's.  You can only receive your work, or someone else's.  You can't receive magic dollars that come from the planet Zircon.  If the dollar belonging to another is in your possession, that's wrong.  As wrong as if the bank makes a mistake and gives you money.  Or if you find someone's money and keep it.  Or if you go into someone's house and take it.  You have some money in your account that belongs to someone else.  You are in debt.  All overpaid people are in debt.  They are in debt to the underpaid.  You have an idea how much work you have done.  You have a very rough idea of how much an average pay is.  That is, a fair pay, not over or under pay.  All those millions that billionaires have, no one in this world knows that those millions aren't theirs.  That they belong to others.  And yet, people know sufficiently that they are underpaid and others are overpaid, because they war and crime to try to get a bit of it.   It's far far far too extreme not to be obvious, and people resent it, and there is endless struggle to right the imbalance and you eat it for breakfast every day, every day, coming in at you on the news and in more physical form in many ways.  If getting someone else's apple would make you happy, I'd be the first to say, get it.  But other people make such a fuss when you take their apple, their food, their freedom, their work, their lives.  They never stop.  You shoot them.  They are on the doorstep the next morning.  Moaning, moaning, moaning.  Trying to steal their apple back.  And maybe getting very rough in their behaviour and their attitude.  Losing all sense of humour about it.  Gee.  Give them back the apple. What is the aggro worth?  You can get nothing out of their apple.  You are full up on your apple.  Wealth is bad?  Wealth is no good?  Wealth is an explosive?  Wealth is danger, incredibly dangerous?  Like nitroglycerine?  Wealth is the cause of most human suffering, of the wealthy and of the poor?  This is a new idea.  'Are you actually saying ... ?'   Yes.  I'm not a killjoy, trying to separate you from a good thing because I don't like you being happy.  You are actually wrong about the thing you are most sure of, that a lot of money is very good.  You've got a way to go before you see.  But what more sensible thing could you do than learn how to stop driving nails into the back of your head?  You're in the right place.  You're in the best place.  You can actually stop seeing you and your friends getting run over by drugs and war and financial crisis and work-boredom and stress and demoralisation and lack of fair freedom and injustice and hunger and disease and danger and insecurity and exploitation and rip-offs and overwork and underpay and and and and and.  Forever.  What a gift to give to your infinite descendents!  Happiness!  Knowledge of the cause of war and crime!  Justice, it turns out, is the small, small, almost-nothing, really nothing price to pay for all this whopping peace, freedom from all these ugly ugly uglies.  Present and past world, extreme injustice, extreme pain.  Future world, approximate justice, approximate heaven.   The price?  Just the labour, the hard, hard labour, if you like, of seeing that if you are with 100 friends, living happy, together, the tribe, the crowd, your people, and then you steal money from every one of them, and run away to the forest, and hide in a tree, you are an idiot.  You were happy, you had the greatest pleasure on earth, the tribe, just hanging out together, free, no problems, no enemies, swimming in the lake together, splashing each other, mucking about, fishing, a really cool life, and you stole it all from yourself.  You have no friends, they are all offended at you, they are after your blood, you haven't even got the earth.  You have to stay hidden up a tree.  Now, that makes a lot of sense.  That's easy to see, in the example.  But to see that I am talking about the rich and the superrich in this real world we know and live in every day.  The real world.  The queen of England.  Bill Gates.  The Sultan of Brunei.  The duke of Westminster.  The Hunt brothers of Texas.  The Rockafellers, with their electric fences and guard dogs.  Elizabeth Taylor, with her $2 million diamond, is hiding up a tree?   Nice Oprah Winfrey?  The President of Zaire?  We can't see that at all clearly.  It's very strange.  We see it and we don't see it.  We see it enough to create all the war and crime trying to get it back.  Or maybe we are trying to get it back, not from a sense of justice, or what is ours, but just to do what they did, to grab and grab.  Perhaps we don't see justice at all.  Perhaps we are just as rich, just as poor as the rich and superrich.  Maybe it's just two animals trying to scratch each other to death, and one is at the moment doing better than the other.  Ceaucescu before the bullet.  Wildcats rolling in the dust.   Okay.  So you've never been told to work out how much you have earned and pass on the excess.  No one has ever thought it necessary or worthwhile.  And yet, it is taking away from others, food, warmth, shelter, freedom, power, medicine, comfort, pleasure, leisure, spare time.  Everything good, everything vital.  Because money buys all these things.  And I say, so what?  Who cares?  It is nothing to do with me.  It gets handed to me on a plate.  If someone drops money in my letterbox, I'm not going to go to a lot of trouble to give it back.  If money floats down a river and I can get some, what do I care?  What harm is it going to do to me?  Well, do you want a tiger on the loose?  Because a person who's had money taken off them is a bit like that.  Of course, it makes more sense to you if you are underpaid too.  Grab what you can get to make up the shortfall.  But it's still making a tiger on the loose.  Except you're a tiger too.  So you're a lady with a big flash car, you're in real estate, say, and you are working long hours, you come home late, you're tired, and as you put the car in the garage, you lower the automatic door before you unlock the car door, but you're tired, and you don't see the gang slip under the lowering door, you get mugged, terrified, threatened, tied up, touched.  You think you are this great person who just works really hard and you are just a million miles from being able to believe that wonderful hardworking you do has hammered this nail into the back of your own head.  These muggers are lazy swine who would rather hurt someone than do an honest day's work.  You could have chosen to try and make money by hitting people over the head, but you didn't.  They did.  It's their fault, as far as you can see.  You can't see the nails going round in a big circle.  But of course, take people, all scratching to get as much out of the money pool as they can, without the slightest thought for how much is their fair share, there are going to be people who are scratching to make a buck.  They come later, or they are less aggressive, or slower.  Like the third world, that came later to the industrial revolution.  Or like America, that came later to microwave ovens.  What kid in a lolly scramble ever tried to find out how many was their fair share, tried to check that others got some?  That's not in the rules, is it.  And if a child who has got lots, sees a child with none, or few, did they just close off from that person, or share?  And if they shared, maybe they felt vaguely that it wasn't fair, because who knows whether others shared, and how much they shared.  Maybe we have destroyed the world by lolly scrambles.  Given the wrong message.  Life is fun!  Life is grabbing!  Nothing wrong with grabbing.  Freebies.  And we have grabbed other people's everything, and made them hopping mad, and so we live in fear, and behind armies.  Up a tree, hiding, with our arms full of lollies.  And the whole world climbing that tree to get their lollies back.  I am not saying, you are being bad, be good, and you will somehow be mystically rewarded.  That is a terrible nonsense, which has stood in the way of understanding for centuries.  For millenia.  The only excuse for people having taught it, is that they didn't know the correct answer.  They made a mystification because they were mystified.   They weren't even smart enough to know they were mystified.   You get these investment gurus.  They are rich, supposedly, and they supposedly teach you how to become rich.  Why, if they are rich, they would spend their time helping you, I don't know.  Unless it's for the money you pay over to hear them or read them, maybe.  Do you think it could be that?   Well, I'm a happiness guru, and that is much better.  Money is nothing without happiness.  Happiness is everything without money.  Because happiness is the point.  Money is just along the road to happiness, which is the only thing any living thing cares about.  Happiness includes food.   Okay.  Your investment guru tells you what to do.  You buy a  $75,000 house for $20,000 at the bankruptcy office, you sell it for $60,000, encouraging your buyer by offering no deposit terms.  You are left with $40,000.  You've borrowed the $20,000 using a $2,000 deposit you borrowed from a friend, for which favour you pay him $200.  As a nice extra touch, you ask a $2,500 fee for the deal, which covers your deposit and your friend's $200.  This takes you a few days.  $40,000 in a few days!  Wow!  What a great money guru!  What a great guy!  He's kind enough to tell us!  He's so happy with his lifestyle, he's happy to give away the secrets!  He's so generous!  What a really neat guy!  Everybody wins!  He makes money, I don't have to feel I'm robbing him, when he's so kind.  Gosh, I'm glad I came tonight!  Gee!  $40,000!  With that I could pay off my debts, buy a really nice car, leather seats, and give my friends a party at a restaurant.  [Christine paused here, just stopped without apology or embarrassment, and gave it 20 seconds.]  Embarrassing questions.  What about the guy or gal who paid $60,000 for a house he or she could have bought for $20,000 at the bankruptcy office, if they'd had the deposit, or had a friend who would lend them the $2,000?  Who is now lined up to spend many years earning $40,000 for you to spend?  How many people can you find who will pay $60,000 for a $75,000 house that they can buy for $20,000?  You made $40,000 - if the buyer keeps the promise to pay you - and you made one more highly pissed-off person.  How pissed-off they are depends on how ignorant they remain.  Are you going to give this person your address, phone number, invite them to your next party?  Perhaps better not.  I suspect this investment guru is a nice guy.  He has never thought, and probably could never think, of these aspects.  His mind just wouldn't let him.  It would protect him from reality.  It's modern philosophy:  avoid negative people.  If you have got one person working for you for free for 2 to 8 years, depending on their income, they may be negative.  Avoid them.  And this guru is reported positively in a major national magazine.  How many bankruptcy houses are there available?  Why is the bankruptcy court flicking off $75,000 houses for $20,000, when there are creditors to satisfy as well as possible?  And possibly something left over for the poor bankrupt who paid for the $75,000 house.  Second example.  You borrow some shares, with a promise to buy them later.  You hope they are falling.  You sell them now for $5,000 and buy them back when their price falls, for $4,000, and return them to the owner.  You've made $1,000.  That's the expression.  'You've made.'  You didn't make it.  We can tell untruths, just by using ordinary language.  Someone else made it with work.  You just hooked it.  Out of the flow.  All the work is spread evenly through all the money.  When you spend the $1,000, you obtain people's work.  They are your servants, in return for the money.  You receive $1,000 of work, and you gave no work, except the work hooking the $1,000.  Which you say took you one minute.  All money is work.  If not yours, someone else's.  All the millions of wheeler-dealers hooking $1,000s, are taking from the world workpool without putting in.  They are impoverishing people, people who still have to work.  It is theft, but few people know it is theft.  It is parasitic.  It is bludging.  It is slave-owning.  And it is not in your interests.  Because you are unhappy because of it.  I'm not saying, don't do it, because you are hurting others and that isn't nice.  I'm saying the pain in your life is because of that, stop if you want to stop hurting yourself, keep going if you want to hurt yourself.  This investment guru says that, to him, it's no risk.  Why is it no risk for him if it is risk for everyone else in the world?  You're betting on the market going up or down.  It has to be one of the other.  People come out of it better off and worse off.  Probably 50-50.  So the net effect of the game is transferring funds without transfer of work.  More or less at random.  A few are going to lose a lot of the time.  Many are going to lose more than half the time.  Many are going to gain more than half the time.  A few are going to gain a lot of the time.  These ones become investment gurus, and think they have found something.  Well, that's about it for tonight.  I hope you think that was worthwhile.  I hope you think I have not intended to harm you or hurt you or attack you.  I hope your bums and brains recover.  I am not saying, these good things don't belong to you, give them up.  I am saying, this thing that you think is a laundry hamper, is a bomb, timed to go off every day, many times a day, for your whole life.  In your brain, in your bedroom, wherever you go.  That pain that happens in your life all the time, it's this thing you think is innocent.  Do you want to look at it?  Thank you for coming!  Hope it was tolerable!  If not invaluable!  Pursue your happiness!'


  At this point, Christine spontaneously created a salute.  She raised her right arm at an angle of 50 degrees to her northeast [facing north] with fingers extended and spread, making a rough cone of her hand.  And jiggled it energetically. 














  The group put on a play, semi-improv, consisting of an informal debate between Christine and a superrich woman.


  'Good evening, Lady Doughborough [pronounced Dogbry]. Our thanks go to you for making yourself available for this evening.  In which we are going to try to show that you are very unhappy, and that wealth is no situation for anyone except a masochist.  This is the point on which our group stands or falls, so if we are wrong, I hope we can find out, so that we can stop wasting our time and other people's time.'


  'Good evening, Christine.  Yes.  I was always one for an argument, I always loved them and could never get enough of them, so I am eager for the fray.  I don't care about the outcome.  I'm not at all hidebound.  If you can convince me I am very unhappy, I shall be grateful, and will give up the cause without a murmur.  On the other hand, and to start the debate, I have to say that I have not noticed my extreme unhappiness, if it exists.  I had a wonderful father, who had a wonderful sense of humour, had no pomposity, who enjoyed my company, I believe, as much as I enjoyed his.  And a wonderful, if quieter, mother, who was always happy with my father, and with me and my sisters.'


  'Well, Lady Doughborough.  Actually I'm glad of that.  Because I wouldn't like it to be thought I might have proved your unhappiness without tying it to wealth as the cause.  If you were unhappy for other reasons, well, you see what I mean.  We want to show that wealth has made you wretched.  Now, you are worth, as they say, in the area of US$6 billion, is that right?'


  'Yes.'


  'I have to say, that at this moment, I have not a clue how this is going to go.  At this moment, I haven't got one idea in my head.  We may fall totally on our faces tonight, or I may think of something.  I know I've said things before that have struck me as significant points, but none of them happen to be in my mind at the moment, or on the way to my mind, as far as I can see, to give me any feeling of assurance.' 


  'Oh dear.  I hope I'm not going to win by default.'


  'Well.  Just one thing, to start with or from.  $6 billion.  The aspect of protecting yourself from the people who would like to get their hands on some of it, any of it.  And protecting the $6 billion.  And protecting yourself from the people who would like to punish you for what they consider a crime, although the wisdom or folly of 1000s of years of states has not made it one in law.'


  'Yes, Christine, that's true.  There are things that one has to do, care that has to be taken, precautions.'


  'Consultations with the police, security companies, care of alarms and so on, avoiding certain places.'


  'Yes.  All that.'


  'None of that can make you happy.'


  'No.  It's a chore.  But of course my staff handle most of it.'


  'I would like', said Christine, rising from her chair to address the 450 people in the hall, 'to rest our case there.  I think no more needs to be said to prove our case that wealth makes you very unhappy.  ...  Now that I've done my little bit of kidding around, I will sit down again.'


  This brought an unsupercilious smile from Lady Doughborough.  On the other hand, it didn't bring any complimentary remark.  Lady Doughborough was content to let such a slight joke live or die on its own merits.


  'You read of things that happen to people who are wealthy, kidnappings, assassinations, carbombs, cheating, betrayal, etc.  You must feel this constant presence of this permanent, and deep, animosity and lack of pity for you, a solar wind, so to speak, of unlove and uncaring, of will to your destruction'.


  'Well, yes, I suppose so.  I've never thought of it so clearly, but I suppose I have to say that that is obviously what it is.' 


  'Without being harsh, I am sure, Lady Doughborough, you are aware that you yourself have not earned this money.'


  'Absolutely.  It is the accumulation of centuries.'


  'How does it make you feel to be living without earning in a world where, in general, there is no living without earning, and most other people are earning everything they spend, and earning often much more than they get?'


  Lady Doughborough was searching for a form of reply when Christine went on.  'I mean, there must be a feeling of divorcement, of exile, of outsiderness?'


  'Yes.  I suppose there would have to be.'


  'I just see a difficulty in this discussion.  Anything unpleasant, anything unhappy, will be buried, and after centuries, well buried.  So we have to speculate on your reality, as it were.  Which is a major point in itself.  If the price of millions is a divorcement from reality, it is surely a total cost.  Without reality and realism, there is no possibility of real happiness, only an assumption of it, and an appearance of it.  The foundations of your psychic life are skeletons in closets, so to speak.  Some people will have come to this evening with the thought of the pleasure of having - 'at last' - one of the wealthy people under a microscope so they can test whether their feelings of dislike are justified, and possibly of giving vent to those feelings, either through me or directly, from the floor.  And we are now touching on a point where we might feel pity for what has been stolen from you, before you had a chance to be to blame at all.'


  'I'm not sure I see ...'


  'Let us go back over that.  It is as I said elsewhere.  Your ancestors were in the tribe, undistrusted members, unsingled-out.  Then your ancestors stole from the tribe and therefore had to isolate themselves from the tribe.  Stole the tribe from themselves.  Ever after, had to participate in a very slight manner, coming up to the celebrations and doings of the tribe cautiously, in the dark, and ready to flee back to the safety of your castle walls if anyone noticed you, so to speak.  And you inherited this, when it had become second nature to all.  You can hardly be aware of what you are missing.  It has just come into my mind the titbit of the Queen Mother of England watching Coronation Street on TV, the lives of humble commoners.  The tribe.  I am already touched by a sense of victimage, in thinking of the rich.  I mean, the rich as victims.  Oscar Wilde must have been aware of something like this when he said we must have socialism to save the rich.  He grew up among the rich, but somewhat as an outsider.  But I am running on ahead of myself.  And I want to say quickly that what we are suggesting is not socialism or communism, but capitalism with an equity adjustment.  Paying serious attention to the injunction that nonworkers should not eat.  This advice has never been applied to the overpaid.  We moan about paying one unemployment benefit to people who have had much stolen from them, but we have never moaned about people who receive thousands or millions of unemployment benefits, each, on top of their fairpay for their work.  That fact alone could provide the basis for a measure of human subsanity, which would be a very high, positive number.  But to return.  You must have had a sense that this wealth was a donation, a constant donation from the people working. After all, your staff were working for you and you were not working for them or anyone else.'


  'Yes.'  The actress playing Lady Doughborough put into her 'yes' a pinch of cornered snake.


  'It's funny, isn't it,' Christine said brightly.  'Even the people working, hardly think of it or understand it like that.  I wonder why not.  All I can think of is the desire to look up to someone higher, the desire to feel there is someone else higher up taking the heat.  The old desire for the parent.  But if that parent is living in divorcement from reality, as we speculated before ....  Mmm.  So you are not working, you have it handed on a plate, a gold plate, you are always aware that others are working for you.  Your share dividends are from profits, which are the beggary of company owners.  That is, they take $11 from you for the goods - or $11,000 or $11 million - and pay their bills, pay all the people working for them, including their own salaries, pay all the people contributing to the service to you of having the goods on the shelf for you, the accountants, advertisers, manufacturers, miners, shop assistants, and find they have $1 left over.  Everybody is paid for their contributions, and you find a little lump of gold still in your hand, so you shrug and put it in your pocket.  It is actually work of the customer, for which he gets no work in return.  It is a tax for being a buyer.  Instead of setting up a mechanism for the correction of this little inequity which grows to extreme inequities which made the bombs that blow the world up, oh, about' - Christine looked at her watch - '25 years from now, the world gives it to you, possibly ruining your happiness as well.  So this income on which you float, is from millions of little thefts, or beggaries, inserted automatically into every transaction.  Of course, sometimes the companies misjudge the costs, and the customer makes a profit.  But generally, companies try and maximise that inequity to protect themselves from errors in costing and to make profits.  Getting the customers to pay their insurance, so to speak.  Fascinating that no economist, Nobel Prize winning or otherwise, talks of it in these obvious terms.  Economics is just the propaganda ministry for wealth, someone said.  But to return again.  In this way, the rich continue to get richer and the poor to get poorer, and now the poor are sunk very deep in misery indeed.  The victims of a grand subtle endless theft.  The greatest robbery of all time.  And it is going on all the time.  And the human intellect still has not, on the whole, solved this crime.  So you must, in your mind's eye, see this terrible poverty and the desperation and violence it breeds, and know that it exists solely because you and others in your position hold on to money belonging to these overworkers.  Let me explain.  All the money equals all the work.  No work, no value to the money.  Work twice as hard, produce twice as much, the money is worth double.  The work, or value, is spread evenly through the dollars.  There isn't any difference among the dollars to say this dollar is worth more than that dollar.  So if you have dollars, and do no work, the dollars can only represent work of others.  The dollars can't be valuable from nothing.  If you have a lot of dollars, that can only be a lot of work of others.  If the government prints more dollars, the work is instantly spread evenly through all the dollars, pinching a little bit from all the old dollars to make the new dollars equally valuable.  So.  All the misery that would quickly be alleviated by your returning the dollars to their earners goes on, day after day, year after year, century after century, thanks to you.  That cannot make you happy.  It is too simple for you not to be aware, dimly perhaps, on some level.  It cannot be fun to know you have, in effect - or, rather, in actuality, actually - locked billions of people up in concentration camps with starvation rations and hard labour for thousands of years and brought the planet to the brink of perpetual winter.  Forgive me if I am speaking frankly.  We only have 25 years left, perhaps.'


  'No, no.  That's all right.  I have to admit you have got my mind in a whirl.  I have nothing to say just now.  I am trying to digest what you say and find a response.'


  'Perhaps your mind will be able to come up with your response while we continue on a different angle.  Your happiness.  It seems to me that your happiness is limited to about the same size as other people.  Your stomach, mind, etc, are of the same size.  And people satisfy all their desires on the world fair pay, of, as far as I can calculate, about US$10 an hour, which is US$25,000 a year. So it seems to me that the overpay you receive cannot increase your happiness.  So, if you are happy with one pay, what happiness can you get from the overpay?'


  'Well, Christine, you started a little slowly, but I can't say you haven't produced sturdy arguments.  At this point, I am as you were.  I have nothing to say.  Although I wonder if I am going to think of things to say in time.  I've been bowled in the surf.'


  'It is, I think, noble of you to be able to say so.  And I won't proclaim a victory until you've had time to collect your thoughts.  I don't want to win by default either.  Let's take a break.  And the members of our audience, who have braved this wild and windy night, will wish to talk among themselves and may come up with things to help us.  I'm out of thoughts, too.'


  After the break.


  'Let's try and recap.  Warm our brains back up to the subject.  The wealthy must on some level understand that the money they have is not theirs and belongs to others.  It is just too obvious that money represents work.  If we all lie around in the sun, it doesn't matter how much money is blowing around.  And if the rich can not possibly have done it, which is obvious, then it must be obvious that others have done the work.  Because the dollars are all the same.  They aren't marked, work dollars and nonwork dollars.  Somehow people are not absolutely clear about this, and moreover rich people don't know that the underpaid know, which would, I guess, make it impossible for the overpaid to hold on to the overpay.  If you knew that someone had your money and you knew they knew you knew, well, society couldn't stay like that for long, could it.  You can check that out by going next door and, in front of everyone, take some money or property, and bring it back to your house.  You will get a knock on the door.  You will hear:  What do you think is the bloody idea, etc?  I wouldn't be happy knowing that the whole world, the underpaid, the severely underpaid, and the less overpaid, are after me, or would be if they were quite clear about the obvious.  I wouldn't be happy being a thief and a fraud.  I don't see anyone could be happier being a thief than not being a thief.  Incidentally, how does it make overpaid people feel that the religion of their country believes that they haven't got a shitshow - excuse my language - of getting into heaven or of not going to eternal hell?  I mean, it shows the depth of absurdity, of craziness, of ludicrousness, doesn't it, that you can have the leaders of the countries solemnly acting in the highest religious ceremonies and systems, whom that religion believes must go to hell.  We choose the people who are most definitely the worst, according to our supposed religious belief, to head our church.  And practically no one even notices the super-oddness of it.  But clothes make the man.  A lot of fancy stitching with gold thread, and the absurdity becomes invisible.  I'm afraid that we have rather devastated Lady Doughborough.  I threw the whole package at her a bit, didn't I.  Ah, while we're waiting to see if she recovers, perhaps I can entertain you with some guesses about what an overpaid person might do if they accept our position.  She might slice her heirs back to the allowable maximum of one year's world average income.  And then spend some of the money - we won't call it hers - sending seed people out, evenly spread around the globe, so that everyone gets a chance to hear about it as soon as possible, and spends the rest buying plots of land for the superpoor, with sewage and clean water facilities and rubbish disposal.  Not out of charity, of course, or even to make reparation for the theft, because I don't believe in goodness without a good reason, but in order to stop the evil consequences of poverty, which will arrive on her doorstep in time if she doesn't do it.  Which are arriving on her doorstep all the time.  Poverty breeds toughness, desperation, ignorance, disease, criminal minds, danger, insecurity, defense costs, etc.  How much entrepreneurship, inventiveness, genius, intelligence, humour, talent, consumer buying power, we have thrown away by inpoverishing 90% of people!  How much extra work we have made for ourselves, rebuilding after war and crime destruction, nursing warwounded and amputees!  How many doctors tied up in war and crime who could have been researching disease cures!  Geez!  It hardly bears thinking about.  If you think about tariffs, for instance.  It has been understood clearly by economics for over a century - almost the only thing it is clear about - that tariffs make both countries poorer.   But the pushing of the business special interests goes on, against the interests of the country.  The people at the top are betraying their countries!'  


  














  Joel and Tim decided that what they would do is to play devil's advocate, and try to promote the other side.  No one would feel sure of the truth of what Christine was saying until they heard the other side, and could weigh the two in the balance.  And some people would refuse the new way just out of perversity, out of envy and hatred at not being themselves the first, unless they had an alternative which looked worse.  They need to be able to reject something if they 'have' to accept something, if they are not going to be unhappy about accepting.  














  'Listen to me!  Listen!  What hope have you got against someone a million times more powerful than you?  Do you think an ant can do anything against a giant?!  Forget it!  Face reality!  The time when you could have fought is long long long gone.  And if you had won when you could have won, you'd be the giant.  It wouldn't be any different.  So accept the inevitable.  Accept the fact that you are a slave from birth to death, and thank your lucky stars if you get any peace, any pleasure at all.  It's a pity.  But the world could not have been otherwise.  Whoever gets the advantage keeps it, and it grows and grow and grows.  Don't kick against the pricks.  You cannot win.  You can only get hurt.  Be subservient.  That way you can get to serve higher up in the chain of command, and rule to some extent, and be free.  There is no other way.  You have a choice between accepting the system, and trying to buck the system and making it worse for yourself.  You do not have a choice to have the system or to reject the system.  The system cannot be broken.  It is millions of times stronger than you.  All you can do is climb the pyramid, and get to do less work for more perks.  That is available to you.  That is the system.  You cannot afford to have pity for those who are below you.  It is either you or them.  It's a pitiless choice.  Become pitiless or be crushed and tormented and slavedriven worse than you are.  Every bit of pity will put you lower in the pyramid, crushed by greater weights.  Your obligations to your loved ones demand that you sacrifice others.  You cannot avoid standing on others if you are not to be overburdened with all the work and pain of life.  Your only choice is to suffer less, or more.  When you see that, when you accept that, you will see that you must, in logic, do everything in your power to get higher.  You must choose greater comfort, greater pleasure, greater leisure, greater power.  That is the aim of life.  Any sentimental attachment to 'being nice' is going to cost you and your offspring and descendents, in loss of clarity, loss of reality, loss of position and power.  You must train to be hard, train to be harder, strain and strain to be harder and harder, swifter, more cunning, more devious, more unscrupulous.  You must be lethal.  You must be better able to hide your real intentions.  Or suffer the torments of slavery, starvation, work from before dawn to after midnight, without the slightest relief, your whole life, and bequeath this condition to all your descendents, except the ones who defy the tradition you set, and they become hard, hard, harder.  You must become pitiless to your own mind, allowing yourself no company with any form of softness.  Or starve and slave.  Face the fact that there is no alternative.  If you really see that, you will have no difficulty deciding that you had better climb that mountain and get to where the living is easy.  Yes.  On people's backs.  Swimming in their blood sometimes.   Unless you want to be drowning in that blood.  That's the choice.  Face it.  And become hard.  Be soft and suffer.  Or be hard and enjoy.  You'll thank me that I stood up and made you face the facts of life.  Others suffer, or you.  Which is it to be?  There is no way out of that choice.  Sit down, for days if necessary, until you see that clear as a bell.  And then at least you'll be a fighter.  Swim in blood, or drown in it.  That's the choice in this world.  The people who are on top of this world know that, accept that.  They are never going to turn around and change their minds about that.  That is the way it is.  They are prepared to let you come up the pyramid of wealth and ease and power, if you know this lesson.  They need people working under them.  They couldn't be on top if there weren't grades of people on all levels below them.  So they are looking for people who can be hard.  Who have the realism.  They need people to kill for them, to lie for them.  And they will pay.  So be realistic.  And save yourself pain.  What has happened to those who stood up for being gentle and forgiving and loving?  The people with the power had them dead within days.  You only have a choice between being under the axe or wielding the axe.  It is totally foolish and extremely dangerous to hang around the idea of avoiding the to-the-death struggle of life.  You are made to struggle, to exert yourself to the limit.  It is the purpose of life.  It is the intensity of life. It is the passion and purpose and fulfillment of life.  It is the bliss of life.  The ecstasy. The satisfaction of life.  Anything else is soppy and sappy and insipid.  And very very painful.  When did you ever hear of an animal that survived by being weak?  Can you fight nature?  This talk of being soft and nice is a lie.  A terrible lie.  The person who teaches that, wants you to suffer torments of slavery and slog, a pitiless meaningless pointless extremely painful life.  The person who teaches that is a sadist, your biggest enemy.  At least if you struggle, you can hope, you can feel, you can be proud of yourself for trying.  You can feel the blood singing in your veins.  To give up the struggle at the beginning is contemptible.  Pointless.  Deadly.  Defeatist.  There is no virtue in it.  It is the only evil thing.  To take the life you have been given, and say, I don't want it, I don't care what happens to it.  To just drop it.  What an insult to life!  No.  To climb, to strive, to strain every muscle, use every trick, to get higher, to get closer to the sun, to get away from the terrible weight of others pressing down on you, using you, humiliating you, slavedriving you from birth to death, there is nothing better than that, nothing else  than that.  That is life.  Life has not given any other sort of rules.  Except Go, go go for gold!   You follow any other sort of rules, you are following rules that are not in life.  You are off the track, in lala land.  Unpitied, unadmired, and contemptible.  You are not alive.  You are not playing the only game that has been given.  You are a piker, a dropout, a spoilsport, a nothing.  Your life is meaningless, totally irrelevant.  The very animals will feel contempt for you.'














  'Gather round!  I have great news for you!  You are very happy!  Yes!  Just feel it!  You are already as happy as can be!  You've already done everything you need to do to be very happy, you have just neglected to feel it!  To live it!  To know it!  You are out of the habit.  That's all.  You've been so busy trying to get happy, you've forgot to notice that you've done everything you needed to do.  You are happy!  You just need to let yourself feel it.  It is embarrassing in our culture to look happy, and so we are convinced that we are not happy.  We are.  Very very happy.  We've forgotten how to dance in the streets.  We're just embarrassed.  Everybody's happy.  So don't be shy to be happy in front of others.  They are just as happy.  You have to destroy that embarrassment, which is the only thing that stands between you and feeling the happiness you have.  You can't waste it or use it up by feeling it.  Be a showoff.  Whatever you have to do, be it, so you can know your own happiness.'














  'Are all these things we say true?  They all seem true-ish, when we say them.'














  The group decided to have an explosion of prophets on the street, that this would get people alive, ticking over, functioning.  That people needed an atmosphere of public speaking so that they could speak.  And they couldn't think until they were speaking.  When they could speak, they could think, and when they could think, they would be alive, functioning for themselves.  


  No paper.  No handouts.  Wouldn't work.  Wouldn't do the trick.  Just talk.  Thoughts.  Radio was passive.  Didn't engage.  Too formal.  


  In order to have a democracy, you had to have people, and to have people, you had to have freedom to speak, and to have freedom to speak, you had to have a culture of speech.  It didn't matter what was said.  By the clash of opinions people would come to the best truth they could.  People would settle on the person they thought made the most sense.  They agreed it was hard to speak.  One felt very lazy about doing it.  One had to fight the wind of the present culture.  And it was a strong wind.  Subtle.


  And they wouldn't dress up in parody of prophets of old, but wear contemporary clothing, so that people would take it up as part of modern culture.  They weren't out to make a joke about prophets as silly.


  They were going to create the people!  Or re-create them.  What was the connection, if any, between ree-creation and recreation, they wondered.

















  'People, people!  The end of the world is coming, and it's going to be great!  Something to look forward to with eager anticipation.  Yes!  That's right!  We want the end of the world!  This is our true desire!  Don't be ashamed!  Who is going to judge you?  You are the only judge of what is right and wrong.  And believe me, apart from the shame you have been made to feel, you love destroying!  And the end of the world is the biggie!  This is your greatest dream!  And it's going to come true!  Enjoy it!  It is not bad to want to destroy!  The gods do it!  Don't the Hindus have Shiva the destroyer?  Be a god!  Be Shiva!  Your moment has come, is coming!  When you can be yourself!  When you can truely enjoy yourself to the bottom of your soul!  This is the greatest thing in the universe!  This is the purpose of life!  Grasp this opportunity!  Don't miss out!  Find out who you really are!  The destroyer!  Read all about it!  Vapourised bodies, charred bodies, animals and insects all go blind and wander round and starve, radiation sickness, no plants, no food, no trees, no medicine, corpses, freezing cold, terrific storms, no cities, no economy, no cars, no houses, lots of suffering and death, no news.  You might be the lucky last human who gets to enjoy it all.  Pity you can't fly all around the world and see all the lovely destruction.  I hope the news media put as much of it as they can on telly while they still have it, so people can get more enjoyment.  Believe me!  At the bottom of your heart you love this stuff!  Absolutely love it!  Bombs!  Explosions!  Beautiful!  Why do you think they put the atomic bomb explosions on TV so often for you to watch?  Because it's great!  Why do you watch every bit of the atomic explosion on TV?  Because it's great!  What are the most popular books?  War books!  All that suffering is great fun!  Why do you think they have comedies based on war situations?  Because everyone loves this stuff!  Why are action movies so popular?  Yes, because it's the best fun there is.  Good news!  Good news!  End of the world!  Good news!  Good news!  End of the world!  Darkness!  Freezing!  The death of day!  Yes!  We are going to destroy daylight!  At last!  Our big chance!   Warmth!  We are going to destroy warmth!  Great!  Pain and suffering and heaps of death!  It's coming soon!  All you ever hoped and dreamed!  Is coming!  Pray that it will be soon!  Stir up tension!  Order your governments to stop dillying around and start letting off more bombs!  Let's see some cities going up!  Blow up a nuclear plant and the radiation lasts for decades!  This is your truest dream!  Your dearest wish!  To have the courage to get off the stupid planet and back to infinity.  Yes!  It's coming!  Our happiness is on the way!  Our perfect happiness is on its way!  Our infinite, perfectly wonderful happiness is getting closer!  Embrace it!  Find out who you really are!   You're going to heaven!  You're going to be in heaven in a few years!  On earth, there can be heaven and hell.  There can be a choice, a dilemma, a doubt.  In infinity, no doubt, no fear, only unity.  Enjoy the end of the world!  How you hate life in your heart of hearts!  How you hate life with all its stupid bits and pieces!  You created it!  Now destroy it!  Prepare your heart for the changeover!  A baby builds a tower of blocks.  And then the baby demolishes the tower of blocks!  What a beautiful word!  Demolishes!  What a beautiful word!  Demolishes!  So yummy!  You created the world.  Now you want to demolish it.  And nothing can stop you.  You are the god of this universe!  Happy, happy baby!  Why are people looking so miserable, and flat, and dull these days?  Because they are sick of building up.  And they are just in the middle of changing over to destruction, to discovering the other side of their divinity.  Welcome!  Welcome!  Welcome!  To your other happiness!





dream of end of universe as told at taupo





arg immortality life and death together always a team dance chums not enemies not conquer





insert lists to galacticise





theatre group to go about making rich-poor comments she looks like one of the overpaid poor thing wouldnt it be terrible to be overpaid and know that everyone knew you were a thief





lists of stars, countries, authors, jewels, landtypes, insects, animals, races, languages, sciences, arts, names, cities, flowers, trees, continents, weapons, crime, colours, careers, fruits, vegetables, body organs, chemicals, elements, dances  etc     one of each in each list eg betelguese, namibia, joyce, onyx, desert, beetle, zebra, mongolians, danish, ecology, music, fitzgerald, tokyo, daisy, sequoia, asia, rifle, robbery,  





out of encyclopedia             aborigines photography massachusetts viper battle physician afghanistan engineering grapes snow adams museum gaelic river elk allergy kidney aliminium editor abortion trieste andrew scientist mountain potato fir whale lice rock chile tunnel muscle apple wall carbon greek kentucky  cable wood architecture submarine eskimo tango glass finger bird copper stanford magnolia pottery rome wave street cambodia





street theatre to stand on street corners and speak names of countries, names of birds, etc to globalise people's consciousness  mixed types and separate types





b   babel baboon baby week eye blood song milk  clothes brick garden organ bacon physics rebellion laboratory wine badger sunlight baghdad money jenkins rabbit freedom college dancer knee


