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        magic alex’s revenge or magischer alex’s rache or te utu a arihi miharo

      

        

      
        Our senses are currently whip-driven by a feverish new pace of technological change. The activities that mark us as human, though, don't begin, exist in, or end by such a calculus. They pulse, fade out, and pulse again in human tissue, human nerves, and in the elemental humus of memory, dreams, and art, where there are no bygone eras. They are in us, they can speak to us, they can teach us if we desire it. But retrospection can also remind us how one period's necessary strategies can mutate into the monsters of a later time.

        — Adrienne Rich, 2001, a Human Odyssey

      

        

      
        Around the world thoughts shall fly

        In the twinkling of an eye

        — Old Mother Shipton, 19th Century Seer

      

        

      
        Where was the split second before which it was light and after which it was dark? Or is it all in the mind, and ‘dark’ and ‘light’ only what somebody calls things, and everything no more than a great whirr, with the names all wrong and the world merely one cell in some great dark being that stretches past the stars?

        — Robert Hemenway

      

        

      
        And all the lousy little poets coming round

        Trying to sound like Charlie Manso

        — Leonard Cohen

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      T.A.B. Ula Rasa

      
        
        
        Nga mohio o te tangata wairua

        (the emergence of an Ōrākei Bastard,

        or Fred’s first exposures to art are somewhat obscure)

      

        

      
        Caravaggio, Michelangelo, Leonardo

        Illuminated Manuscripts, Raphael, David

        Manet, Monet, Modigliani, Picasso

        Duchamp, Rossetti - all these names meant nothing to the boy

      

        

      
        But as he walked through the large

        Forbidding double church doors he

        Entered the world which emulated

        The spirit of all the artists mentioned. In the shabby, fractured

      

        

      
        Flaking plaster statues and effigies

        Surrounding the walls and altar

        Of the suburban holy place he

        Experienced the same grandeur and expectation inherent

      

        

      
        In the approximation of the spirit

        Which these artists fulfil in their

        Task to bring their works of human

        Suffering and joy into plastic manifestation. Every Sunday

      

        

      
        The boy would be subjected not

        Only to the dark vagaries and subtle

        Hopes engendered by the canon

        Of the Catholic Mass, but also his eye was given the comely look

      

        

      
        And inspirational beauty the aging

        Chipped artworks and icons presented

        As the morning sun shone through

        Stained glass windows and the rays landed on the bloodstained

      

        

      
        Open-handed Christ on the Cross

        The magnificent sacrifice became

        The future of an illusion, the boy’s

        ‘Artistic Vision’. Such dramatic and emblematic scenes

      

        

      
        Held in the soul of the young boy

        As he tried to make sense of his

        World outside art and religion.

        The struggle to comprehend the secular machinations

      

        

      
        Of commerce and love were like

        A wall of fear and ignorance

        From which he retreated. His only

        Consolation was that somewhere God and Artists existed

      

        

      
        Although they were nowhere

        To be found in the Auckland

        Suburban Gehenna. At night,

        Lying awake in his bed in the state house of lost dreams

      

        

      
        He could hear the industrial

        Diesel drone of a south-bound

        Goods train and he felt terrified

        By its insistent intrusion. However, in some unspoken way

      

        

      
        It represented the same intense

        Inanity of spiritual deprivation

        Which the icons of Christian

        Oppression also embodied in his psyche. Across the universe

      

        

      
        Flew sparks of the unknown

        Which landed in the hearts

        Of the artists who in turn gave

        Expression to the fragmentary pieces of understanding coming

      

        

      
        From outside in the cold distance.

        Uncomprehendingly acknowledging

        Everything there was to know

        He felt the pusillanimous bloom of life, which is the artist’s domain

      

        

      
        In his unknowing innocence he could experience everything

        The world had to offer, the beginning of the Eternal Recurrence.

        Hey Jude, don’t make it bad ...

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MAGIC ALEX’S REVENGE

          

        

      

    

    
      From out of his boyhood, nighthood mare-riding dreams comes Magic Alex aka PMF, ack-ack e-Munch aka Rubezahl, ack-ack MaD, who sat in his lonely cell phone tower, a captive of his own mad genius, as his next train of thought entered the station of his mind, what you might call his very own ‘Schumann Cavity’ which is a bit like saying ‘Nihil in Sacculo quod non fuerit in Capito’ in the philosophical rather than the pecuniary sense, and thus he believes this to be his first oil. All the secrets and inventions in his ‘Nothing Box,’ a sealed cube with randomly-blinking lights which he had developed all those years ago, had now become common currency, haunting him gleefully, like a perpetual neonic nightmare from das neue ghetto of the mind.

      His brother, his keeper, Bruno, from Munster in the land of Ire and the land of Germs, came in each day to bring him food and drugs and ideas: this morning it was mainly the infamous Brompton Mixture, which was in effect a rehash of the Babbage Cabbage served up by Byron’s daughter. Today Bruno said, ‘It was facilitated by my being in analysis myself. It’s funny, you know Alex, our generation has spent half our lives looking for drugs, and now we are to spend the second half trying to avoid them!’ Alex took the food for thought, thinking – make it the whole world thinking all the time – and left it at that.

      Holding the small bowl that held his eye-pod aloft he intoned from his heights, ‘Introibo ad altare Dei,’ or as the Spanaird in the outback Steelworks, responsible for taking coal to Newcastle, north of Sydney, may have equally intoned: ‘while waltzin’ me tilde I shall arise as Jesus el Pifco, and go to fuckin’ Glen Innes free on the train.’ The eye-pod was the latest of his many hundreds of inventions he had tried to get patented over the years. It worked like a contact lens, but when it was placed in the eye the person could see who they were talking to on their mobile phone without having to actually look at the screen on their phone, even if they were many thousands of miles away. Bruno was muttering something about ‘exploring and understanding the origins and potency of these forces’ and a ‘scientific’ understanding of the unconscious, but Alex just said: ‘You sound like that Go-Johnny-Go on bad acid, man.’ Bruno handed him the white sheets of paper he had asked for, and an apple a day, and left without further intercourse.

      The eye-pod, the ear-pod, and the nose-pod could all focus in on any person place or thing without being detected and handy-andy for police and terrorist alike once in commercial production. ‘I’m on the train, now’ said one of the millions of messages his cell-phone prison communicated and deciphered. Through a latter-day Enigma the de-coded message came: ‘I’m on the train, again and again and again, going fast past the church at Blainville.’ Yanni Alexis Madras, better known as ‘Magic Alex’ was born in Athens near Benares, India, (or was it on the sail along Simla Crescent moon, the looney tune on the J’ville life with the lion?). But, partly he had also been conceived of in good old-fashioned Aotearoa, although some generations and memories are whiskey-ago-go. In truth, he was half-Irish, half-Māori, half-German: or in dancing-lingo, half jig-a-jig, half haka, half polka!

      Sure he was another tinker like all Irish-Greek philosophers of the Floating Island in de sun, like Ea-mon, the Irish Rastaman, even though the most accurate investigators of the human mind have hitherto been the poets, particularly H&S who are now just another burden on the sax players - decide on one note that you want to play - so quietly sang the Don for his swan-song and now he’s gone, a wizard among wizards who lived in a dizney far away, say five hundred thousand a year EB headpiece filled with straw, you say goodbye and I’ll say hollow: Dr. Winston McCarthy O’Boogie he say wait for it, wait for it ... it’s a goal if you like, and their mysterious madrical tour de force which turned into an ordinary bus stop. Alex had recently received an intriguing message from his female sxt-txt friends in New Zealand explaining that they had heard ‘Come Together’ as part of an advertisement for cell phones. Alex licked his index finger and put it in the air, a point to him as he felt JL ‘Falling Apart’ turning in his grave.

      Alex momentarily was thinking back to the time-thought when he was the head of the Beatles’ Apple Electronics. He recovered the memory that he was the one who broke the news from John Lennon to his first wife Cynthia that John wanted a divorce so he could marry Yoko. He remembraned that, in what he had called ‘a little moue of discontent’ in a confession to Father Lord Krishna, after someone had mockingly referred to him as the ‘Nikola Tesla’ of the new age of electronics, a very hurtful and unjust accusation, but, hey Nikola, you will never know!

      This same malcontent had revealed Madras’s personal mantra to the newspapers, who had then written satirical articles concerning Ohm’s Law and the secret of the universe to found in the foothills of the Himalayan Mountains, and how Nirvana can be reached via Satori and Kurt & Co by chanting ‘V=IR=Om’s Lore’ as long as you paid a million pounds to their Sweet Lord’s earthly minions.

      Bruno had just the other day laughingly referred to such people as ‘they who observed others through the spectacles of abstraction on a boat on a river, trying to comprehend others by means of intellectual concepts floating in the marmalade skies of Laputa, never turning their gaze inward to the soul or their own unconscious where they may, and I say may, find peace of mind is waiting there. Thus, to seek in the dark side of man is the key to the lighted, rational mind near the house where I was born and the church where I was baptised.’

      ‘Fuck you!’ Madras yelled, with a prostitution riff. ‘And fuck that poser, Tim, ‘bury yer head at’ Burners-Knee who stole my own true ideas, and then inter-knitted me missus to boot!’ What a hoot-hoot, mon, laughing for a week and screeching like a highland flung eagle-owl. Madras was initially introduced to Lennon by Brian Jones. Impressing Lennon with his ‘Nothing Box’ (just as Yoko had with her YES up a ladder) and his ideas for futuristic electronic devices, he became one of the first employees of the newly formed Apple Corps, who fitted him out with his own laboratory and helped him to obtain a British work visa. He also became a friend of Lennon's, visiting him at home and at Abbey Road, in the same way that Tesla, who looked a lot like David Bowie in the film, was a friend and inspiration to the American writer, Samuel Clements.

      Both Tesla and Madras put a high store on bringing the ‘arts’ and ‘science’ together. It was Tesla’s notion that ‘the scientific achievements during the latter part of the nineteenth century, together with the tendency towards the nature ideal in Goethe, have intensified.’ Indeed, they both were memorabilia for prophets and Monty Pyton took a Bite-on the sound of ...

      A spam e-mail arrived at this point (SPAM, SPAM, SPAM, wonderful SPAM ooompah, ooompah, stick it up your joompah, look at the MAPS backwards and wherever you’re trying to go you get SPAM)

      Insight irex iliad Overclock a Omapclock Pack Qvga screen Zphone com Launched usb Wikipedia Mdict Format is Chikyu Earth or placemark a generator. Disk image files to floppy Avibmp convert an avi single bmp file of Vsrename Visual Studio project renamer a Bmptab bitmaps Html tables Papia. Paolo Longo: Rouge Clair-Obscur ‘Šsans memoire, sans Coeur, sans seveŠ’Treos ique newly p Those or packages mounting pda usd starts a less insymbian of Store site Code keyset a id overlayed perhaps report bugzilla jun remembers or Return Unwanted cleaned filed Anonemoose feb is tue am silent of works such discoveries in Philippson’s Bible, a whole new world of ideas and images. Semantic primera pleased, j’atteste que cette est bien de mon frère MaD, did you kiss your mother’s booby, yes indeed, well, Scooby-dooby you’re … so sang-freud … is think am searching lets brand or should referring hopefully in helpful noun just love ... here delete, don’t eat the delicious SPAM

      Magic Alex applied for roughly 100 British patents for the items he produced or developed while working for The Beatles, including the first version of what would become the ‘Internet,’ the cell phone, the e-mail system, the I-Pod, the P-Pod and other related techno-drugs, but was turned down for every one. It also transpired that, while passing himself off as an ‘electronics engineer,’ in truth, people thought he was little more than a TV repairman with a gift of the garb, his mouth, north and south, cor blimey his cough piece no less, which is possible because during his visits, while still mocking their ‘obsoleteness.’

      But the dry Martini had the last laugh, when, with his son, Giles, he proved that MONEY can buy you LOVE at Las Vegas, where everybody loves someone’s body sometime, VIVA la Revolucion! ‘Looks a lot like Ché Guevara,’ I heard after drinking Ngti DB say whilst singing in the rain. Ernesto Guevara de la Serna, otherwise known as Ché was tired of witnessing widespread poverty and oppression, so he hopped on his bike and headed towards the Revolution. His travels and readings also led him to view liberation as not for one country, but borderless.

      His conception became disenchantment as the Realpolitik in Cuba began to make Castro’s ideals seem to ring untrue, his old comrade had become not an artist or a scientist, but a conquistador, like some vegetable pedlar of yore. Irony is the meat and blood of life and love and pop culture also. John Lennon’s take on Leninism and Mao – Hate – ‘Ain’t going to make it with anyone, anyhow.’ But ‘posterboy Ché’ and ‘Moondog Johnny’ lives were both stopped by a bullet: Ché, murdered on Lennon’s birthday, his last words can be for both of them, ‘Shoot, coward, you are only going to kill a man.’

      The Alex-designed Apple Studio (located in the basement at Jimmy Savile Row) proved to be in some people’s eyes an unworkable joke, with no innovations and many obvious technical shortcomings, and ‘Magic Alex’ was told to disappear, and like all good magicians, he did so, when somebody SPOKE, he went up in a puff of SMOKE. In a later incarnation (sic) Magic Alex became a ‘Magician’ in Germany where he was to be found at domicile near Modico flexu around the bend and described thus: alias Alexander Gieß wurde 1985 (that is, reborn) in Lauterbach (Hessen) geboren und wohnte 19 Jahre lang mit seiner Familie in dem kleinen Dorf Engelrod in Mitten des schönen Vogelsbergkreises.

      In other words, children round the world scream against the wall, and de wall hole is a scream that came a tumblin’ downnnnn, no wall at all at all at all. Zur Zeit lebt er in Darmstadt und ist beruflich im pädagogischen Bereich tätig. Vor vielen Jahren ergriff ihn die Faszination der Zauberkunst. Seitdem betreibt er die Zauberei als Hobby und gehört mittlerweile zu den gefragtesten Entertainern der Umgebung.

      In his latest G.I.G. ballet, The Struggle of the Magicians, the questions were asked: Did Jesus play His guitar, gently weeping for the world He had come to save? Did His Moroccan musical instrument tunefully lament the captive slave? Did the Son of God (the son of man) The son of a virgin woman too rock and roll with His troubled times singing ‘Doowop, doowop, deedo?’ Did he pick up David’s Lyre and sing with the merry Magdalen at the tavern? Did He rave on the same old song like the Likely Lads at the Cavern? You’re a long time dead, at least until eternity, so sing and relax, just, Let it be, yeah, Let it be ...

      A spam e-mail arrived at this point (SPAM, SPAM, SPAM, wonderful SPAM ooompah, ooompah stick it up your joompah, look at the MAPS backwards and wherever you’re trying to go you get SPAM)

      Code keyset a id overlayed perhaps report bugzilla jun remembers or Return Unwanted cleaned filed Anonemoose feb is tue am silent of works. A diskette non-chalantly learns a hard lesson from a polar bear from an ocean. The cantankerous pickup, a few old Egyptian things, truck learns a hard lesson from some CEO near the tape recorder. When a hockey player is geosynchronous, the photon goes deep-sea fishing with the precise blithe spirit, making William C. Williams such a good catch. A psychotic red wheelbarrow, on which everything depends, makes love to a pickup truck: peel, peak, take off, touch, back, engage. When the pathetic grand piano is feline, the tornado overwhelmingly makes love to the crank-case of some traffic light ... here delete, don’t eat the delicious SPAM

      Stop in the name of Hieronymus Karl Frederick Baron von Munchausen, before you breakfast on kidney and heart, liver and Guinness. Baron Munchausen (Boschy for short) was a character of European myth who might be considered the predecessor of the American tales of Pecos Bill or Paul Bunyan. The Baron's stories are taken to be outrageous and fanciful lies, sings ’cos I’m the Gasman, yeaaah the Gasmaaaan, according to the little Oskar Winner. This is the origin of the name of the psychiatric diagnosis of ‘Munchausen's Syndrome’, a particularly bizarre form of hypochondria, hence a ‘Munchausen Moment,’ which Magic Alex had been recently diagnosed with because of a lack of anything else to understand his STATE OF MIND. Repeated fabrication of physical illness--usually acute, sometimes ugly, dramatic, and convincing--by a person who wanders from hospital to hospital for treatment.

      Munchausen patients may simulate many physical disorders. Their abdominal wall may be a crisscross of scars, or a digit or a limb may have been amputated: put down the scrum and tear, touch, rub. Fevers are often due to self-inflicted abscesses; bacterial culture, usually of Escherichia coli, indicates the source of the infecting organism ... Bruno asked Magic whether he thought George’s lyrics and thoughts had not become ‘merely coarse or oversimplified, but seriously distorted.’

      Magic replied that he decried the realism now dominant so that the ‘slipshod translations deprive his words of some or most of the subtle sensory tones and allusions’ so wilfully neglected by his attacker, since described as a kneeling peasant, back view, but after all it was P.J. Proby who predicted my sweet dis-chord would herald the end of Western Civilization, and not a moment too soon say Mullah Omee Oma, who was himself higher than a mission bell. I’m a fool for giving you a baby, apple scruffs for dinner and all the while offering Alex some of his fish and chips on that fateful night while Your Guitar Violently Wails -

      
        
        
        Despite the high-walls fortress

        Of your many-roomed mansion

        It seems that living in a convent retreat

        Could not keep the madness out

        The Beatle-Witch which you

        Had become in the mind of a fellow

        Liddypudlian was to be extinguished

        As an aspect of evil in the material world

      

        
      
        Like John, you had become a single fantasy

        Of someone’s over-rich, heat oppressed mind

        Which sought to find the austerely simple

        Sachlichkeit for your success and failure

      

        
      
        George, the quiet one, almost eternally silenced

        By an eighteen centimetre blade

        Beware of sadness and the written word

        Which comes back to haunt those who

      

        
      
        Scoop it from the cauldron - who sew

        The chords of discord in a song

      

      

      

      In Alex’s mind The Beatles began to appear as mythologically the nemesis of the Nazis, but like all tales of Good and Evil, and the songs of Love and Hate, they were both part of the same continuum of the Laughing Lennies, ha, ha, ha, ha, oh bloody, ah blud dah, some people claim that there’s a woman to blame. He discussed these ideas often with Bruno, when he was on his shift. Both the Nazis and The Beatles lasted in power for twelve years, they both began in Germany, Hamburg and Nuremberg, and in search of the Star Mountain, the sphinx at Giza, the toppermost of the poppermost where eternal light shines upon them, both groups had an official photographer called Hoffman. None of the other ‘minders’ understood when Alex spoke of Bruno’s friend and fellow nurse, Fred. According to Fred much attention has been focused on a visit to the family in Liverpool said to have been made at the time before WWI by her down-and-out half brother in her memoirs, My Brother Adolf, my part in washing his socks, by Bridget Hitler. She said the future Fuehrer stayed with the family between November 1912 and April 1913.

      Back in Vienna, where Fred’s great uncle, Ziggy, himself a struggling artist, and Hitler had both been on the brink of destitution. By day Adolf worked as a labourer, shovelling snow and beating carpets or drawing famous Viennese landmarks for tourists. At night he flopped down in a men's hostel. Among the claims made by Bridget is that she introduced Hitler to astrology - something which was to influence many of The Third Reich's military strategies. This can be done with cleaning windows instead of stars. Later a letter Fromm Erik (Haf a Be) and D.E. Thus quoth he, ‘Maestro! You haf everythink that I lack. You are forging the spiritual tools for the renewal of Germany. I am nothing but a tin drum and a Master of Ceremonies. Let’s co-operate!’ Ahhhhhhh. She also claimed to have persuaded him to clip and restyle his handlebar moustache in Liverpool, just as Ingrid created The Beatles’ hairstyles in Hamburg in the early 1960s.

      Fred, who was now on duty, spoke in concepts of ‘Eros’ and ‘Erotic’ and implied that these terms had been reversed by Nazi ideology. Fred said to Bruno and Alex that ‘Nazism had made Eros and Erotic devoid of the connotations of ‘Love’ which are so closely related to their classical origin, and these words not only lose much of the meaning he wished them to evoke but may even be invested with meanings opposite to those he intended. Thus,’ he said, throwing Alex a chocolate bar, ‘it was obvious that the Nazi mantra would translate as ‘All You Need is Hate’.’ Alex knew, albeit in a ‘Munchausen Moment,’ or a ‘Moulin de la Galette’ if you will, but without exaggeration, that Hitler was behind The Beatles, even if only in situ near the sitar on the cover of that German Sargent Peperoni, axil rose of LOVE, and how these memories lose their meanings when you think of love as something new.

      This tune began with the upbeat Uber Alles anthem rather than the lethargic frenchie, but the tortle beat the hair-cut in Mein Generation, talk about mein generation, you just gotta larf, and it was easy to die before one got cold and old on the Russian off yer rocker front verandah, so hit a wall with your head! Not to mention the impact of the old faithful Frigidity Machine: Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Kerouac the man-jack invented the Beat Generation, 1945, Liverpool, to ‘the most beat city in the world’ – Beatles or peedles, your guess is as good as mein, Ja! However, there is the case of the ‘Cathedral of Light’ and the ‘Carnival of Light’ to be dealt with. The former, a creation of the famous jazz trio, Zeppelin Airfield, whose members were the funky (it was all an opera) Speer, Frentz and Reifenstahl, performed to a rapturous crowd at Nürmburg in 1936. The latter, a 1960s standard by McCartney, Lennon, Harrison and Starr, a furthering of Schaeffer’s musique concrete which began as a collage of train sounds and finished, via the Gesang der Jüngling, catching the one after 909 from Bad Dington, and ending up being performed, but never released, at the Roundhouse on the LBR, 1967.

      Bruno, eagerly joining in, quoted the German writer Klaus, not Vor, Mann said ‘A whole generation in Germany grew brutish and ran wild - partly through the evil influence of Karl May. He had poisoned their hearts and souls with hypocritical morality and the lurid glorification of cruelty. He anticipated, in a quasi-literary sphere, the catastrophic reality that is now before us; he was the celebrated, yet grotesque, ‘Praeceptor Germaniae’ prophet of Sam, the sham Messiah.’ The Third Reich is Karl May's ultimate triumph, the ghastly realization of his dreams. It is according to ethical and aesthetic standards indistinguishable from his that the Austrian house-painter, nourished in his youth by Old Shatterhand, is now attempting to rebuild the world.’ Thus, books maketh the man.

      Bruno went on, ‘Old Shatterhand continually quoted the Bible, claiming that he was invested with a divine right to exterminate inferior races, and we know that Hitler, Der Maler Klecksel, frequently expressed this view in later years’ – and, right said Fred, in his waggish manner, ‘a Cycladic idol and a shelf filled with small wooden tomb figures standing side by side as part of the deal, to boot!’ Meanwhile, the fantastic tale of a 17th century aristocrat, Munchausen, his talented henchmen and a little girl named Merl, hanging around mysteriously, triumphed in their efforts to save a town called Langobardi west of the Elbe, from defeat by the Turks continued, as June follows May. Being swallowed by a giant sea-monster, a trip to the moon, a dance with Venus and an escape from the Grim Reaper bikie gang whose leader is holding the head of a bearded man, these are only some of the improbable adventures.

      Having made a somewhat dark joke about people who leave messages on their answer-phone to the effect that if you can’t reach them on their normal number then the caller should try calling their ‘cell’, Bruno continued on his previous mind-games as though forever, with Alex, to wit: ‘To view Eros or anything connected with him as grossly sexual or monstrous is an error that, according to the myth, can lead to catastrophe.’

      Although Alex laughed at Bruno’s ‘joke’ he was feeling tired from his medication. He do not make any sounds. He was also trying to make sense of a text message he received earlier from his two ‘girlfriends’ Aroha and Jen in New Zealand. It read ... ‘RUOK, BCNU, LUVU, A&J’ ... Alex had met the two girls in an internet chat room and had been intrigued by their names and their exotic backgrounds and the photos they had sent.

      Jen is a Chinese New Zealander and her name comes from a word which may be translated as ‘universal love,’ this concept is really the logical extension of an ancient philosophy encompassing an even greater range of people ... Aroha is a Māori who is named after a term that might be translated as ‘unconditional love,’ and it stands for the utmost respect and compassion for fellow human beings ... but the fog of the Baron once more filled his thoughts. Was it Fog a la Pesh, or Pesh a la Fog? Was it a dud that was cut from an Irish peat bog? He could never really remember: it was All Too Much.

      The fantastic and colourful stories contained in Munchausen's book (though it wasn't penned by Boschy) were ripe for a cinematic rendition, and Terry Gilliam did just that in 1988 with The Adventures of Baron Munchausen, but he wasn't the first. In 1943 at the height of the Second World War, Ufa, the official German movie studio, filmed a movie based on the 18th century tales simply entitled Munchausen ...

      A spam e-mail arrived at this point (SPAM, SPAM, SPAM, wonderful SPAM ooompah, ooompah stick it up your joompah, look at the MAPS backwards and wherever you’re trying to go you get SPAM)

      Any categories above Dunnrankin. Shekhar Yesterday pm. Topic a things unrelated. Things unrelated composing Also let of us. Submitted deemed or meet. Packages keyboards sound is modules Midi cards Noteworthy Finale a Sibelius. Work it moved below of Please a? Piano in Solo Keyboard Rondo Kartapanis Jazz. Can’t think what am compose. Most ever online was our newest Default Theme a Tangerine! Times am gmt of time a! Here for latest of news is. Musical Open am Door oct nassenne Atonal am. Likely receive is attention. Hahn Community and their famous hog’s head, yellow-matter custard dripping off the dog’s dead am Topic things or. Sound modules Midi is cards Noteworthy Finale Sibelius a Desk questions. Likely receive is attention. Three not be work it moved below. New yc Policy ban by Today or. That control exercised in needless pointless removed Faust from Vienna, the Capua of minds. Upstart Verdilver Statistics. Avantgarde doesnt of sit any categories above Dunnrankin? Report with or submit Suggested new yc ... here delete, don’t eat the delicious SPAM

      This Munchausen film was ordered to be made by Josef Goebbels, the Reich’s Minister of Propaganda, ostensibly to celebrate Ufa's 25th anniversary, but more importantly to raise German morale and to show the rest of the world what Ufa could do. Goebbels wanted Ufa to compete with Hollywood and was sure that they would be the pre-eminent studio in the world after the war. No expense was spared on this production, from the dog’s head, down.

      They used a new colour process, Agfacolor, (this was one of the first colour films to be made in Germany, just as The Beatles’ Madrigal Mystery Tour was one of the first colour TV shows, it’s little wonder tomorrow never knows!) and had the cast populated and the past copulated with most of the popular German actors and actresses at the time. It was Nazi Germany's attempt at an epic film so they let it swim from West to East ... Good to Evil, which became the Flip Side of the Ballad of John and Yoko 6pm News, Tuesday, Ninth of December, 1980 ‘We have just heard from New York ex-Beatle John Lennon was shot today ... !!!!!!’

      
        
        
        There I was sitting on a sofa

        In one of the southernmost cities of the world

        Listening to the radio whilst thinking about cooking tea

        Well, how can you be honest about how you feel?

      

        
      
        I’d just turned the station over

        To get the ‘real’ news of the world

        When I heard the words written above: well fuck me!

        What else can you do but swear at a time like this, as though you were a seated old man or a Nervenmenschen in a city of grandiose illusions.

      

        
      
        I am thinking about my mother, his mother

        Two of the responsible for bringing us into the world

        And now John, you’re gone! There’s only me

        Yoko and me, and the rest of humanity together in grief and love

      

        
      
        Yoko’s in a black scumbag, I left the sofa

        Wandered aimlessly around the room the day you left the world

        Your death is a climax of events forcing mortality on me

        Everybody’s talkin’ ‘bout Pol Pot, Nazism, Socialism, I.R.A. and junkies, of the old, young, crying, longing, excited, calm, doubtful, the big woman and her baby, smiling and waving and looking so fine

      

        
      
        All I’m saying is ‘Give me a Chance,’ brother

        You have helped me understand this world

        Now you’re dead, am I enslaved or freeeeeeeeeeeeee!!!!!!!!!

        Fuck the revolution, we have bred another generation

      

        
      
        When it all began, I was just another

        Beatle fan. A teenager from the other side of the world

        Looking for something more interesting than school’s authority

        Distances travelled in space, time and sorrow add up to one thing

      

        
      
        Your songs and books helped me discover

        In myself, what all the education in the world

        Could not; that I could write and illustrate my own story

        Knowledge to one is ignorance to another, unless there is love

      

        
      
        1968, Hey Jude, the death of my father and mother

        Like a lost black sheep I entered the outside world

        Sold my records, went to work in a dark, thankless factory

        If a person makes enough of one thing, he or she becomes a thing, no time for Gefuhlskultur! Each day just goes so fast …

      

        
      
        While I got lost in nothing, you found your lover

        For whom you left The Beatles, left the wife, shocked the world

        Yoko, through the years of illusion, offered you reality

        Eternity may be a stone in Wales, take the sound of the stone aging, but it is now we must live, and we will share Lent with Sister Mary

      

        
      
        And so, lest the press smother

        You and your love both withdrew from the world

        Which had built you a boat of fame, then left you all at sea

        How many oak trees have been allowed to grow from the acorns?

      

        
      
        ‘Just like starting over,’ this should be done in the evening,

        Is not starting over, you are now dead to the world

        Sean and Yoko no longer have the shade and strength of their tree

        That fallen tree made them a house which they must make a home

      

        
      
        We were always a decade away from each other

        Yet we were of the same generation

        You were the spiritual pathfinder

        I followed to the point of penetration

        And I never lost you, but let you go

      

        
      
        It was not lack of love, but life itself, caused the separation

        Now you too have joined the dead and living dead

        Who haunt and torment my existence

        On this quaint and sadly crazy planet on which

        To live is not just to breath, but an insistence

        That each such breath is a test of courage and will

        Which we understand at a metaphorical distance

        Christ!

        I know

        It ain’t easy!

      

      

      

      At a ball one night, a young man tells the current Baron Munchausen that he is very interested in his famous ancestor, complete with goatee. The Baron sits down with the young man, and his fiancé, and narrates the story of Baron Hieronymous Munchausen, an adventurer, a womanizer and a solider of no fortune. He tells of the Baron’s conquest of many beautiful women, including Catherine the Great of Russia, and even with his mini-pliny the Baron describes his Indian amber balls, which ladies used to cool their hands, as rude, thus pineo cortice adhaerente. Donec luxuria …nomen.

      Bruno continues to relate the Baron's travels from Germany to Russia to Turkey, Italy and even to the moon. Munchausen's many fantastic feats are related, saving beautiful women, duelling in the dark, and flying into an enemy stronghold atop a cannonball, one of the most hilarious moments in Goebbels’ film. All of the most famous Munchausen tales are brought to life and Alex becomes increasingly pre-occupied with them in relation to his own psychic life. Now, in his mind, the Nazi story and The Beatles story begin merging into a synthesis. He remembered that David (this ain’t rock and roll, this is genocide) Bowie had said that Hitler
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