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My feet walk to the beat of ancient times
Beneath the cobbles still springs green
The sacred hare still runs the heath
By my ancient eyes it’s seen

I shall not be made to stand in line
To go forth upon the hills
And where barbed gates are builded here
I shall pass and walk in England still

I will still roam the ways of old
I will smash my way through the wire
I will refute what I am told
I will trespass gainst priest and squire

Common land is ours by right
Won by blood on which we stand
And we can choose our own Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land

JERUSALEM rebooted*
(*to the tune of ‘Jerusalem’)
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   She was strapped into the 
contraption at the Memory Recognition 
Institute. Her head was surrounded by 
hard white plastic, moulded to each  
individual’s shape. This was the famous 
‘Brain Pillow’, invented by  
researchers early in the twenty-first. 
Initially used to help people 
recover their memories after serious 
brain trauma, the team of Memmers were 
the only ones now allowed to enter the 
machines, in search of disobedience.  
   The device was turned on; to the 
Seers a faint blue glow around her head 
indicated all was working properly. 
For as long as she could remember this 
had been her life. 
   Enter the machine. Enter the 
collective consciousness. She knew 
everything about everybody. Only the 
other Memmers and the Seers knew 
anything about her. It was sometimes 
hard to look another Memmer in the eye, 
once you had been in their head.  
   At least, they knew the facts, 
but not the thoughts. Right now she 
thought, were it not for them and the 
white plastic she might as well not 
exist. The old man had really got to 
her. 
   She had no idea how old he had been 
– that’s the trouble they didn’t 
anticipate with the green. Nobody 
seemed to know exactly what it was made 
of, but on certain individuals it had 
an unexpected result of prolonging life 
indefinitely. 
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   They had asked her to go into his head, this 
ancient, frail being - what could he have done 
that was so wrong? Every memory of everything 
he’d ever done or ever seen stored in his brain, 
like on the hard drive of a computer, and it had 
all been still there, waiting to be accessed. 
But something was different this time. She had 
a vague memory of once doing something, nothing 
particularly memorable, but it started unrelated 
memories popping into her head. Cycling past a 
cornfield on a sunny day, Flo turning and 
laughing at something when she was young and 
beautiful, an evening I was out walking the dog 
with my dad and the moon was so close it looked 
like you could reach your arm out and touch 
it...
   In the Memory Recognition Institute, Seer 
#862Y looked up from his portable display, 
surprise on his face. 
   The gates of the park were shut when we got 
there. Our dog called Ben who was the first dog 
called Ben, though over the years there were two 
more, but he was the original and best, wanted 
to go for a run in the park, so my dad lifted 
him over the wall, which was only a couple of 
feet high. He lifted me over and climbed over 
himself. He let Ben off the lead.
   Seer #862-Y called for his supervisor, Seer 
#132-A+. They both stood transfixed, had never 
seen this before, did not know what to do, as 
Memmer Second Class Carmina Tatangelo, Mina, was 
surrounded by a mist of whirling colours, as she 
dreamed another man’s memories.  The machine was 
turned off, the alarms rang, but Mina did not 
awaken.
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Imagine a place with white and gold sand
tropical trees and plenty of land with
a group of people who pave their own way
No bosses, no rulers and no-one to say
what is right or say what is wrong
it’s a place we can share and all get along

My place has no money, my worth is on merits
for caring and giving, bringing
life to its limits.  Time doesn’t matter,
we do what we want and crime has no place
because we all get along
We dance and play music as our lives quickly 
enhance

No war, no prisons, no violence or hate
There’s nothing but peace in this land I create
No leaders, no kings or governors ‘in charge’
Everyone’s equal and all shine like stars 
which blanket the land with sparkles of love
So in the morning - Send my dove!

imagine...

Quinnell
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   OCCASIONALLY with the sea calm and 
the sun setting in the Western sky, its 
full orange ball allowing viewing 
without being blinded, I would sit 
cross legged, hold my arms out in the 
I Ching lotus position and lose myself 
in the magnificence of the surroundings. 
The further from the coast, the 
purer the ozone. Slowly breathing in 
its therapeutic vapours heightened the 
experience. 
   Often it became impossible to enact 
the meditation without something 
soporific and sense drenching. If my 
turn to select music, I would go for 
blissing out to the mesmerising sound 
of Quintessence. Their creations fused 
jazz and rock blended with Eastern 
mysticism; the ideal accompaniment for 
inner space travel. Some religions 
prescribe a repeated cycle of frenzy 
and calm to approach paradise, like in 
the Bhagavad-Gita, Quintessence perfect 
for this purpose, augmented and 
intensified the trance like state. The 
sublime music rose and fell in peaks 
and troughs, bringing the listener to 
approach the face of God. Release came 
having reached the summit, its Elysian 
plateau dauntless and everlasting; the 
place visited by Baudelaire and Hesse, 
the trick being to sustain the 
experience by control of the 
meditation. Sometimes others joined me.    
We wandered in the pale insignificance 
of obscurity, that place the mind 
becomes cleansed, free from colour, 
like in Blake’s famous utopian concept.   
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   In my particular micro-universe, a deep 
pulsating wave stared at me from across the 
horizon, completely still, frame frozen in the 
camera eye before it could crash down decimating 
beach life. My wave looked at me with an air of 
superiority dictating the games we would play. 
We talked of life, of death, claimed knowledge 
of cryptic things, pretended a solution to the 
eschatological riddle and got lost in the cosy 
world of soft symbols. Anything for escape, 
anything for release, anything for a momentary 
glimpse, a single slit through Blake’s doors.   
   Here, secular Fabian policies were cast away, 
Babylon calling, problematical? Yes, because in 
the release, the escape to soft symbols, there 
is fragility. If concentration is lost, so is my 
wave. At first the escape is a nascent 
revolution, fought with pride and passion. She 
is like a beautiful woman; altruistic, pure and 
virtuous. But soon, those high principles decay, 
collapse and whither. The revolution becomes a 
dystopia, the precepts of innocence ravaged by 
the nauseating mob. So as with revolution, 
escape to Blake’s world is at first calm, 
omniscient and infinite, displaying transcendence 
and acknowledging anything within its compass 
bounds. 
   But in trying to lay a tangible hold on this 
world, when I gazed at my wave, I thought it 
laughed at me and paralysed by notions of the 
ultimate revelation; the fear of the Boatman’s 
hand on my shoulder, the return to profane 
reality is inevitable. The hypnotic trance is 
broken; my wave is no longer frame froze in 
time. It always moved, only in my meditative 
state, I chose not to see it. Anyway, my wave 
was a stealth fighter in disguise. 
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