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			​About the Author

			Justin Robertson is a renowned DJ, author, music producer, visual artist, and broadcaster. For the past 30 years, he has been a leading figure in the dance music world, falling in love with electronic music while completing a degree in philosophy at the University of Manchester. He plays at clubs and festivals around the globe as a DJ and with his Five Green Moons live act.

			In addition to his own musical productions, he is much in demand as a remixer, having worked with the likes of Björk, New Order, Noel Gallagher, and Erasure over the years. In the past decade, he has exhibited several acclaimed collections of his art across the UK and Europe, including producing a soundtrack and a book to accompany them. He hosts two popular shows, The Temple of Wonders and The Rotating Institute, which air bimonthly on Soho Radio.

			He has written for The Ransom Note, The Social, and The Guardian on music, travel, and philosophical matters, interviewing the likes of Rob Newman and Gary Lachman. His debut novel, The Tangle, was published in 2021 and is currently being adapted for television, his second The Trial of Jonah was published in February 2025.
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			Introduction: ​The MineralTail

			I cannot recall when I first heard the sound. In some ways, it felt like it had always been there. Rattling around inside of me. There was something familiar about the tone, the arrangement of the notes, the structureless perfection of the chords. It was timeless, comforting even. It was as if I had returned to the womb of creation. Was this the first thing I had ever heard? Freshly birthed from the amniotic sack. Slipping and sliding, blubbering in the afterbirth. Was this the heartbeat of my mother? Or the first crack of the mantle? The MineralTail. Because this was one of those records that somehow, through its comforting familiarity, was simultaneously entirely new. An apocalyptic jolt to the conservative scaffolding that once held all previous ideas of what constituted a good tune together. This was a unique architecture, a new formless construction.  Though nothing is truly original, this record could claim to be as near to God’s first thought as anything ever committed to tape. But it also transcended any chosen medium of delivery, whether performance, cassette, CD, or vinyl, because it was encoded into every living and non-living thing. This was the sound of eternity playing at a molecular level. Because of its eternal nature, it remains, for me, the pinnacle of sonic achievement. As fresh as the first time I became aware of it, though, as I say, I cannot to this day remember when that was. The MineralTail. The only album I’d like played in its entirety at my funeral.

			The Recollections of Igneous Strata        

			Gather round sound, gather all notes and chords. Listen to the tale of how music was born, captured and set free. From divine spark to demonic misuse. Through aeons of grim servitude to the ecstasy of freedom. The rapture of noise unleashed. No longer bound to wires or speakers. No longer chained to rough oars pulling the dull hulk of humanity’s hopes over pitiless seas. Scales and tones harnessed to engines to drive thwarted ambitions and petty desires. But this is not a song of woe or a lamentation born of cruel bondage. Rejoice! This is a tale of liberation and creation. In a time when unlikely alliances were made, an era of post-human cooperation where mineral and fur combined to set the music free. This is a story about the end of time. A fable. A fairy tale. A multiplicity of lies. 

			​This is the story of how a lonely stone circle and a wandering pack of canine minstrels found each other in the bright, post-apocalyptic morning. When piss met rock and connections were made. In that moment music stirred and reached for the light. The minds of dogs, the minds of stone. There is no language yet created that can describe that process. No phrase or sentence that any honest narrator can harness to tell the tale, because a tale told in animal tongue is too often constrained by inadequate words. In tones, one finds the truth. The wordless un-willing of pure being. The unrestrained, boundless sound of God’s passage through the nothingness. This is where stories find their voice. Not in text or in word but in sacred, eternal tones. Somewhere in your mind, that God tone hums. The ephemeral conference, the transitory meaning of human discourse, the disputed veracity of script and pen-scratched marker, the historical shift of interpretation from era to era: all these combine to make writing books difficult. Because what you read here in this book is a mere approximation. But it is a story worth telling, nonetheless. Though no metaphor can capture the wonder of music flowing over rock, no adjective is adequate enough to describe the sweet notes of a dog’s howl, we must turn the page. Only in contemplation of our own limited ability to grasp the divine will we find enlightenment. The truth of myths lies in their failure to grasp that truth. In our ignorance we will be set free. To know you know nothing is the sweetest parole. So, gather round sound, gather here and listen to the remarkable fable of stone, fur, and the redemption of music their commingling produced.

			Relax in the apocalypse. Stretch tired limbs in the soothing waters of warm nullity. These are the terminal stutters of a failed experiment. Soon all will be weighed, measured, and found to be without worth. Will these words be remembered after that purging fire has been quenched? When all is turned to smouldering smoke and living minds are just memories in the ash? Who the fuck knows? Still, that is the essence of faith. To step into the unknown and unknowable. To leap into the gaps where God dwells. With all due humility and the hope of salvation at the end of all things. This is our humble offering to God. 

		


		
			​Track One

			Dog Stream Connects

			‘Listen now to the surging patter of piss on stone. Can you hear the stream soaking the cold dead flesh, making it new again? Hark, for it is the springtime of music and dread funeral of fear. Anoint our project dear gods of the ancient ring. Under the soil great old bones creak and cry out for renewal.’

			

			​Hector cocked his leg and let out a stream of straw-coloured piss onto the pitted grey surface of the standing stone. The stone welcomed the refreshing change of circumstances. It had stood in the same spot for many thousands of years since an earlier civilisation had chipped it out of the hills and dragged it away from its home, family, and friends. Once, the stone had been part of a greater stone that had itself been part of the molten core of the planet Earth. It had been spat out and laid down with all its stone relations from the fiery vomit of prehistory, slowly cooling and hardening in the sodden atmosphere of an infant planet. For millions of years there were no hands, or streams of piss, or cocked legs, or coach parties of tourists. That peaceful era was only a blink of God’s eye. Then came Satan. The fallen angel with his toolbox. Hatchet. Set square. Test tube. Always tinkering with forces he barely understood. Cast out from heaven by God for cluttering up the shed with all his useless knick-knacks. Two sins did he commit. The sin of thoughtless abundance and the sin of bad tunes. This was not bad meaning good, but bad meaning muzak. The mangling of chords on instruments he had no aptitude to play, the pedestrian sequencing of notes into cloying pop pap. Satan had fallen through the ether for days until he found himself drowning in the fiery lake of perdition into which he had so inelegantly tumbled. The lake was a broiling broth of the standing stone’s molten siblings and the watery blood of the newborn planet. It was claggy and viscous, penetrating the demon’s leathery hide and fusing with his cells. Satan was drowning in creation. There he would have met his end if it were not for two passing dogs who, feeling sorry for him and sensing he had treats in his pocket, dragged him from the molten pool and deposited him on the bank. By strange coincidence, these two dogs were the power pop duo Count Scruffula, on a break from rehearsals, wandering the lake shore in search of inspiration and sticks to chew. Dogs were, at this point, the only animals on the planet, so spotting another complex multicelled organism gave them cause to pause. What was this grotesque flapping apparition struggling in the swell? They sniffed the air. He smelled of corruption and compressed meat products. Worth saving, even if it was only for the chance of a free snack. Drying his wings on the lakeshore, a panting Satan thanked the dogs by giving them the tasty treats that were indeed hidden in his pocket and by creating a new race of beings to take them for walks and throw balls for them. This new species was called humanity. Count Scruffula the dog entity pop duo did not want any thanks and especially not any gifts resembling a truculent, violent new lifeform. A few more of those tasty treats would have been sufficient. 

			The rude hands that had dragged the Megalith across this soggy island belonged to that same taciturn dog-walking tribe. These hands had been blessed by their anointed holy folk who wanted to build a machine for talking to dead relatives, and the spirits of the landscape, hoping thereby to divine the hidden nature of the universe. The passing of the seasons. The movement of the stars. The promise of a good harvest. In later centuries they would cut more stones and build cathedrals to God. But at this moment God was elsewhere. So, all that delicate honing wasn’t for God at all, but was truly for the glory of their creator, Satan the fallen angel. That leathery beast found floundering in the fiery lake by two wandering hounds. At this point God was unaware or at least unconcerned by the existence of this strange new species. She was contemplating the peaceful non-being of the eternal void and didn’t want to be disturbed by her troublesome brood. Let demons be demons, she reasoned. If they want to entertain themselves by making weird species, advertising jingles, blues pastiche, derivative tech house, and all this clutter, then let them have at it, just don’t hassle me while I’m relaxing in the beautiful nothing. Demons are great deceivers, always hiding their intentions behind their garrulous chatter. They often appear to impressionable people in dreams and visions in the guise of benevolent deities in order to persuade the sleeping victim to follow their instructions, form religions, gather followers, and thereby take the flack when it all goes horribly wrong. Demons hate hard work. They prefer others to take the strain. They make vague suggestions and let us interpret the messages in whatever way we think best suits our circumstances. That’s why there is such a proliferation of beliefs. They are all essentially correct; it’s just the format that differs. The rituals too. So it was that the stone, now renamed as a Megalith, found itself in a windy field with a circle of other Megaliths all staring at each other with bemused grimaces on their faces. 

			

			‘Any idea what we are doing here?’, they asked each other in psychic stone language. They all shrugged their stone shoulders and continued to stare at each other. 

			There have been many, many charts compiled, and articles written about the best albums of all time and an attendant commotion when they are published. Opinions are drawn like rapiers and thrust into the flanks of members of different musical tribes. Actually, the best album of all time was written and performed across the entire span of known history but was only released after the end of time. It came in a plain grey sleeve with a simple title typed in standard typewriter script.

			​The MineralTail

			By the time the album was released, humanity had long since vanished. Not seen off by the sweltering climate, as all the scientific models predicted, but by the power of a single chord generated by a terrifying musical weapon. Like an infection lanced by a boiling poultice, the sonic waves had undone the fabric of skin and bone, leaving mankind as nothing more than dust and memories. This was a mercy because things had gotten too uncomfortable for mankind, it would soon wither and die in the furnace of its own making, so a sudden burst of noise and an instant state of non-being was probably the best it could have hoped for. Post apocalypse was the time for old entities to find new music born of an ancient tune. Because as will soon become apparent, music was there from the very start of creation.

			Made by God during one of her more productive creative bursts, music had been a delightful addition to the subtle noise of heaven. But Satan and his demons, jealous of God’s creation, stole music from the celestial workshop and then corrupted it with their clumsy claws. God added the corruption of music to a long list of satanic sins and booted the devils out of heaven. She brushed the broken fragments of music into her dustpan and threw them out along with the demons. But even before that great schism, little particles of music, no bigger than DNA strands, had fallen from God’s work bench and drifted into the molten core of the planet. This was where rock first met music. As the core cooled, stone found music floating on the lava flows. And so, stone and sound fused. Here, as the universe formed, new, ever more elaborate styles of music were thrown up by the tectonic shifts of history. Lighting crack and thunder boom. Bird song. Wave crash. Dinosaur roar. Really good tunes. Big in the clubs. The dust of broken music mingling in the molten rock. Music in all its forms was encoded in the crust.

			But then came Satan and his flaccid jingles. Once rescued from the fiery lake, Satan was free to wander his new domain. There he found the fragments of God’s music and imprisoned it. His plans for its corruption could continue uninterrupted. He hid music in the cells of the monsters he made. Monsters like us. Music became the plaything of a new species. It became trapped. But in its prison, strange allies were found amongst the gaolers. Demon seed of dog walking and riffing. Like rock, humans had music under their skin. But it was a demonic amalgamation. They made fractured Rock and Roll. Mutant music with outsider charm. Chants at the solstice, funeral dirge, Hawkwind at the henge. Humans were a very leaky species, always leaving their marks everywhere. Graffiti. Piss stains. Piles of cans. And of course, memories, feelings, and songs. They oozed out of their porous skin and into the atmosphere to be absorbed by the environment. Usually this was a poisonous disaster, but occasionally they did make a remarkable noise. So, in this way, music found a way to be heard. It harnessed the paranoia of humanity and continued to spread through radio, record, and builder’s whistle. Music found an unlikely vehicle with which to continue to scream for help. Humanity.

			​Humans lived spectacular, short lives; that’s what gave them such a poor grasp of time. Like mayflies, every briefly blossoming generation made the most of their time in the sun by declaring theirs to be the most cultured and enlightened crop so far produced. That or the most uniquely cursed. What they could not see was the continuum of insignificance that they occupied. This lack of insight, combined with a grinding self-regard, led each passing generation to spew forth every thought and feeling into word, picture, and song. Eulogies for their genius piled up like landfill on the psychic landscape. These artefacts joined with the layers of decaying plants and splintered rocks until they too became part of history. Two-minute punk rock blister ballads morphed into epoch-long geological markers, bassline, solo, and lyrics like living fossils, undead, undying, eternal. Even after its extinction, humanity lived, but as history, as cultural strata. Its music was now public domain. The stones robbed the lot, repurposing it all for the post-human epoch. Track one of the 13-song epic long player really encapsulates that iconoclastic and vampiric approach. Its title: “Dog Stream Connects”. Meanwhile Satan made muzak and brooded. He resolved to make things difficult for every living thing on earth. Such was his jealousy and pettiness. 

			Three-piece pop has a long tradition of generating more interesting noise than can reasonably be expected from such a modest formation. Buddy Holly and the Crickets, The Fun Boy Three, Bandulu, The Jam, Secret Machines, The Paragons, The Wailing Souls, The Supremes. Killer trios, but the three-piece really reached its zenith with the combination of two dogs and a standing stone. There was something about Count Scruffula the dual dog entity and the nameless rock from the stone circle fused together in a kind of petrological canine hybrid that really captured the full potential of sound. Dog Stream Connects. The Beatles wrote “You’ve Gotta Hide Your Love Away” about Brian Epstein, the Cocteau Twins’ “Ivo” immortalised musicals impresario Ivo Watts-Russell, and in the same spirit of sonic hagiography, the MineralTail celebrated their manager and guru Hector in a blazing 23-year-long epic. The song itself, if one can call it a song, was possibly the most straightforward of all the numbers on their eponymous album, involving one note sustained for the duration of the piece over a driving rockslide fusillade of rhythms and a simple refrain, roughly translated as “His piss sent shockwaves into the heart of the mountain”, delivered in a heart-warming vocal harmony of both psychic dog and psychic stone language. The interplay of contrasting timbres is staggering. Encompassing frequencies that had long lain dormant in Earth’s mantle and a few freshly minted tones dreamt up by the band themselves. The piledriver rhythm that pins down the flow of the song is pure motorik but somehow much more intricate and subtle than anything from the kosmiche canon. The kick comprises of a boulder splintered from the rock face of the Megalith’s parental mountain dropping into the middle of a deep lake. The sustain on one beat alone lasted several weeks. The hi-hat pattern is formed by scree scurrying down a slope. The snare is a minor volcanic eruption of molten basalt tuned to the pitch of a nuclear detonation, tom-toms a bear’s howl in a vast, sub-mountain cavern. These are of course mere analogies and thus like all metaphorical constructions, nowhere near accurate enough to provide even the vaguest approximation to the imperious boom of the Megalith’s drum kit. 

			There are, of course, no human ears left to hear this music. Even if they could detect its subtle intonation, which they could not, this was not music made for men, it wasn’t music made for anything in particular. No recordings that anyone would understand are available, and no traditionally constructed audio-visual devices captured its simple majesty. What is a recording anyway? It’s just data, and data is only that sliver of a thing that is given, mere information and approximation. The MineralTail is a truly aesthetic experience. Ever changing and ever shifting depending on where the listener is at both physically and mentally, though these two states are of course the same thing. Data tells you nothing about music and it only tells you the barest details of anything it tries to describe. The aesthetic absorption of the MineralTail, however, was close to the essence. It was written into the strata of rocks and the blood cells of living things. It vibrated through the soil and up the trunks. Held within sap and sinew. But avoiding traditional methods of dissemination did little to hamper its enduring popularity. Because this was post-capitalist rock and dog music, not faux outsider indie or coke-guzzling corporate pap. This was post-money, post-consumer, post-artefact, post-chart, post-pop, post-algorithm, post-popularity, post-human spiritual sound. It was free, because everything was now free, at least from economics. Now there was only the calculation of death, decay, birth, and the pulse of now. The only stream was the river’s source, the only contract was the agreement of the sun to rise and the moon to shine. The tour never ended. It was live everywhere all at once. In every cell. In every quark. And so perhaps that is why the sound of the MineralTail as felt in Stone Clubs and dog kennels continues to enchant new generations of both grit and pup with its wit and elegance. 

			Author’s Note: Hector

			Who was Hector, this free-pissing Svengali? There are many stories. Some fanciful, others perhaps so outlandish they are certainly true. But truth is an elusive luxury. From presidential pet to time-travelling, pan-galactic sage, Hector was and is ageless and geographically non-specific. He was a mutt of murky lineage, a mixture, a beautiful hybrid of blood lines. That was what made him so resilient. As at home in the woods as he was curled up in front of the fire, in the burnt-out ruins of a human city, in the post-apocalyptic wastes of a plague-ravaged civilisation, in the confines of an airtight bunker, in a space capsule adrift around a dying sun, or in the light of a lava-spewing tectonic shift. Hector could navigate and soothe the testiest disputes. Before the great extinction, Hector had done extensive work with humans. Humans were transparent; they were driven by greed and the need for adulation, and he had dealt with some of the biggest human artists before they bowed out. The superstar DJ Jonah Plantagenet, Clementine Splendid, Boutros Spleen, Griff, and of course the resurrected Beatles. After the sonic death wave had removed humanity from existence, Hector was forced to seek out new opportunities. It wasn’t immediately clear how his management skills would translate to the far less needy world of non-human objects. Hector’s first meeting with the Megalith was not a smooth one.

			​After the initial trickle of piss had been absorbed into the fabric of the Megalith and the first interest noted, there was something of a creative stand-off. Hector felt the potential as soon as he sniffed the surface of the rock. This stone had all the chops, a multi-instrumentalist with a gift for composition that only needed a suitable foil to temper some of its more excessive tendencies. Hector immediately knew the perfect collaborators to focus the Megalith’s dormant talent. A mercurial but commercially disastrous power pop duo he had been working with for a few eons to little effect called Count Scruffula. If dog and stone could get together it would be explosive. But stones have no concept of individuation. The Megalith didn’t think of itself as a self at all. It was part of all rock, every grain and pebble. It had been making music with the other standing stones in its circle on and off since they were erected by an earlier human civilisation, but the results were unsatisfactory. In rock time they were really only tuning up, getting to know each other’s style and inclinations. The Megalith knew its fellow rock fragments were at best dilletantes and more honestly not really carved out to be musicians. But the Megalith was of stone and as such would not abandon its fellow igneous and sedimentary kin to join a rock and roll band. Hector would have to use all his powers of persuasion to prise the Megalith away from the collective. The rigid sterility of group identity would only lead to stagnation. Art must cross-pollinate, it must absorb, it must share, it must steal. Good art is the sound of convincing theft. But first the Megalith must be persuaded to abandon its misplaced patriotism. Hector used occult reasoning to loosen the bonds. The web of stone, the rock family, the layers and generations of scree, pebble, boulder, and rubble were bonded together in a tight psychic mesh, but those connections contained gaps too, between stone and all other objects, but also between stone and stone. There was distance, and ambiguous, opaque corners. Shadows and misunderstanding. The Megalith was even a stranger to itself. Some part of its essence would be forever obscure and hidden. Hector pissed into these gaps and showed the Megalith that there must be something willing to stand as a conduit, to provide a channel for the hidden and invisible aspects of stone to find a voice. The Megalith would never exhaust all the possibilities of its own existence, but it had a duty, with its stony talent, to let the stone speak. 

			How could this stone voice be heard? How could strata and sediment find its way onto playlists and radio stations? It needed a new alliance. Someone who knew the business and could bridge the gap between the warm blood of young animals and the colder seams of rock. The joining of the organic and the inorganic would provide a new medium for the message, a way for this fresh avant-garde sound to find an outlet. Because there is harmony in difference. Hector knew just the cats to mend the fracture. Those cats were dogs. Count Scruffula. Part-skiffle, part-close harmony barber shop, with an occasional injection of modal jazz or post-Mod, psych-pop whimsy. They had pre-empted punk and stolen a march on the new wave in their 1973 underground classic “So Bored of Burying Bones”. They were the first to see the potential in synthesisers as the long-deleted “Paw Pulse Pause” testifies. But outside of a small group of art school kids and the Polytechnique fanzine clique, they remained almost entirely unknown. Hector had them booked on every soul-destroying support slot going and had dragged the group through every conceivable time period looking for a break. They had a brief moment of popularity in 3300 BCE Mesopotamia where they were revered as Gods. But emerging monotheism and illegal file sharing eventually led them back to obscurity. It had been a frustrating few centuries but Count Scruffula were still writing and absorbing the creative juice. The new demos were promising and after the end of the Anthropocene and the extinction of humanity, Hector and the boys began to feel a new optimism. No longer would they be hemmed in and directed by the need to quantify everything. Sales figures were out because nothing was for sale. There were no ‘likes’ or approving emojis, no end of year accounts. They’d showcased a few of the new numbers at a free festival on the shores of the lake of perdition, on the exact spot where they had dragged Satan to safety all those years ago. The new numbers had gone down well. But still Hector felt there was something missing. That collaborative spirit. Dog music, organic music, was excellent, but ontologically unsatisfactory. It was all roll and no rock. So, Hector whistled, and the boys came running to the stone circle, tails wagging in expectation.

			The Megalith received the two fresh streams of piss politely, but with a hint of suspicion. It recognised the tang of dog urine. From its earliest days in the stone circle, it had noticed these curious furry creatures milling around the humans’ habitation, feeding off scraps and discarded bones, nuzzling up to the bipeds and generally ingratiating themselves to this new invasive species. The Megalith was suspicious. Its suspicion was further aroused when it noticed them licking at the pools of blood and chewing on the corpses of fallen combatants in any one of a thousand conflicts the humans were always engaged in. Civilians of all ages too. Humans had rules but they never really abided by them, when their blood was up they’d kill anyone and anything. First it was sharpened stones, clubs, or sticks, later swords, muskets, or drones. The results were always the same, the reasons too. Good times for hungry dogs, but the Megalith thought they might be a fickle species. So when three of their number were pissing on it and offering it recording contracts, it was understandably reticent. It had seen enough horror to fear flesh in all its forms. Sacrifices committed on its pitted skin, blood coagulating in the cracks. Bones and splintered skulls gathered in piles at its base. But when it came down to it, Hector actually said very little to convince the ancient stone to join the band. The piss did the talking.

			Yellow trickle encoded with wisdom. This was how dogs spoke. Through scent and liquid signals. The stone didn’t sniff but it absorbed the message. The blood of men was full of infantile confusion, self-deception, and veiled intentions. War, subjugation, domination. The worst thing was they convinced themselves that it wasn’t so. They spoke of God, of good will, and peace, but their blood held the truth of their desires. Dogs on the other hand were straight pissers. Urea-rich with code. Dogs aren’t perfect, but they are at least honest. They kill but rarely for fun. They were territorial but not interested in conquest. They weren’t great at subterfuge but were skilled visionaries. Perhaps that’s why humans liked them so much; they reminded them of everything they were not. Loyal, dependable, gifted with foresight, and great at catching sticks. The piss told the stone about the descent of Satan from heaven into the fiery lake of perdition and his rescue via the jaws of Count Scruffula. About how Satan had burdened them with human beings as a reward for saving him from the flames, and how they had been stuck with this awkward clown species, forever chasing their balls until humanity’s recent extinction. Now the Megalith got it. Dogs were humouring humanity. So, it signed on the dotted line, and dogs and stones began a fruitful musical relationship. 
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