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It's sad that humanity still suffers greed. As my son once said to me, 

'Humans are the only species that pay to live on this planet.'

This isn't a biography about the importance of one's existence.

The are no facts or truth contained here and all content and beliefs are nothing   further than a fabrication. 

Ego to ascension perhaps?

If enough people believe a lie does it become a truth? 

A belief to realise a future for our species' evolution is all that resides here... 

––––––––
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Be entertained, be inspired.
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In a dream one must be allowed the liberty of imagining occasionally that which never existed in the world of sense perception. - Joseph Kepler

'I have a dream...' Martin Luther King once said to me. Well he's not the only one. The problem with dreams is they can get you killed. For mine is beyond a dream. It is my curse. I will save our species against the otherwise inevitable. As if within a Mayan premonition, I believe I am the chosen one. 

Ask not what your species can do for you, ask what you can do for your species.

And you may ask why do you need me? Well let me crudely divulge.

The Earth is 4.5 billion years old. It has taken us 5 million years to evolve to where we are today. And if nothing else happens, the sun might give us a billion more. However, I envisage we will be lucky to last a couple of hundred. Either due to our own fault as addicts to greed and ignorance or external influences to our planet and being subject to an accelerating expanding universe. Perhaps our ancestors thought the same?

But before we examine the cure then let me explain who I am and my epiphany.
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1.

My Epiphany.
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May I ask? Have you ever considered what was the defining moment in your existence? Can you remember when you drew your first breath? Opened your eyes? Took your first steps? Made your first creation and affected the world that surrounds you? When did you become self-aware? When did you have an understanding of your survival needs and when did you challenge its hurdles, threats and boundaries? Was there a defining point? An inciting incident? Was it one or all of your existing moments acting as cognitive and inspirational awareness? When did you consider yourself old and of no further aid to your species?

Some believe the future is just as defined as the present becoming the past. So are we really destined? If it already exists then there is only the inevitability of becoming that which has already happened. Perhaps time is someone else's concept?

So where is our moment defined I ask?

Imagine if it was 1969. The day of the Apollo Moon launch and me waking in Mexico City soaked in a puddle of piss with a 5 dollar harlot during the Day of the Dead. This would be apt for my defining moment. Where I thought about our ancestors and what we owed them and our future lineage. However this would simply be a lie but a dramatic start to my story none-the-less and the legends that maketh yours. 

It would also be cool to say my father was a mercenary and my mother a prostitute (Here's to you Galileo!), although this wasn't uncommon for the time. However this too would remain untrue. 

My defining moment, my equilibrium began elsewhere. 

The truth is I had an abnormally normal upbringing. I wasn't an orphan from a war torn country, neither a product of 2 cousins marrying or a genetic experiment escaped from the lab. My parents loved one another and never argued. They both worked 9-5 jobs and we lived in suburbia. Surrounded by 2.2 families living life as utopians. Birth, jobs, marriage, retirement and death. A lovely design of life. Simple and unassuming. Something trying to emanate 1950's American suburban utopia. Like David Lynch meets Dennis Potter. Absurdly normal with an underlying world kept locked away from prying eyes. 

One of my earliest memories I can recall was as a boy of schooling age. It was a clear winter's late afternoon with the dark drawing in like a high tide. A light breeze brought a chill to the air. School had ended and I was eager to get home so I took a short cut through the woods and the fields. Reaching a fast running stream, I crossed the stepping stones to get back before the start of my favourite TV programme. Half way across I felt an urge to stop and gaze up to the heavens. And it was here where they appeared before me. I felt as if time before and consequently thereafter was irrelevant. Three blue neutron stars burning in an inverse triangle set against the background of darkness as if from a Van Goth painting. 

Was this the cosmos calling? Is light life?

That night I dreamt of a highly distraught woman screaming as her baby was taken from her by the authorities.

Up to this point all was pretty much the same as many others that surrounded me. 

I would later spend many an evening staring up into the night's sky, attempting to ascertain whether I was the subject of a vision, a visit or simply part of a dream. 

I often visualized the planets ferociously swirling around distant stars without noise. And mixed with for some reason, the image of the 1980's Hollywood stunt man, Mad Mike Hughes as he climbed into his self made rocket launching himself on his fateful last journey.  

I asked myself thus:

'It has been discovered that for every star there is at least one planet orbiting it. It has also been proven that one person can build their own rocket and leave the Earth's crust. I do not consider myself a genius for I stand upon the shoulders of giants before me. To exist is an honour. To evolve is a duty.' So why does the majority of our species wish to remain wilfully blinkered?

I remember looking across to my father as I released a helium balloon, watching it drift away with the song in my mind, 'Who wants to live forever.' Performed operatically by Freddie Mercury & Queen. 

Can you imagine the floods, famine and wars all of which avoidable if we possessed the greater concept of cause and causality? All seemed somewhat distant through the eyes of the television and yet standing upon our door step banging to gain entry. Imagine outside of this an asteroid hurtling towards us with the concept of the unavoidable.  There are more of us now. That's 8 billion beautiful brains. Outside of necessity, imagine what our species has the potential to accomplish!

Can we avoid a car crash?

During an ancient Mayan ceremony, did a shaman look up upon the night's sky and witness the same sign as I? The three burning blue stars aligning to beam a single light upon him?

Like an apple falling upon Newton's head (which is apparently incorrect), many have claimed their eureka moment to be a coincidence of events. Mine however is the culmination of past events indicating no other option, perhaps funnelling to pursue my destiny. A singularity. For when I look back, fate has been my master.

But despite my calling, I am haunted with the vision of a hysterical drug addict teenager who's baby is placed into a basket and left upon the church door. Well this seems more poetic than a child being snatched out of her distraught arms from the authorities.

The sun was shining, the air was crisp and I was sporting my Sunday Best as I walked down the stairs and out to the car to join Mum and Dad for our weekly ritual oppression. The Church! And as we drove off, I swear Galileo and Copernicus were waving at me.

I paraphrase, 

'The Catholic Church is nothing like the Nazis, we don't dress in black and tell people what to do with their lives.' Thanks Father Ted Crilley.

The Church yes, where not only were you spoon feed concepts that were simply alien to me, it felt we were being press ganged into another man's philosophies through praise and song. Indoctrinated? Threatened? Oh yes...

However as I sat I noticed the light piecing the idyllic stain glass window depicting Moses on the Mount. Was he reaching out to me? It was at this point that despite my destain, my joy was to sing louder than the congregation to a point of distraction causing an unnecessary concern for my parents. 

'All things bright and beautiful!' 

Mum tried to shhh me! 

'Each flower that opens!' Isn't this the point of worship? 

'Each little bird that sings!' Or perhaps delusion? 

'...he made their glowing colours, he made their tiny wings!' 

'Jason! Your causing a scene!' Mum cursed. 

Maybe hope? I was never designed to fit in.

I took heed of mum. But as I looked up to witness the unimpressed faces of the old, who were maybe there searching for answers to their existences and for their future saviour beyond this world, there she was! A Goth girl in the choir smirking at me. Goth I ask? Was this a statement sporting or taunting the afterlife? Perhaps this Angel of Heaven has a sense of humour after all.

Following Sunday School we would often take a walk through the park to admire all that was bright and beautiful! The trees, the spring daffodils, the homeless tramp and the hooded gang of drug dealers. My parents normally shunned away from Speakers Corner however on this particular occasion they stopped on seeing a man who looked like the 11th Doctor, Matt Smith dressed rather dramatically in a monks robes preaching to the dwindling the lesser masses.

'Everything you think is important is irrelevant. Your wars, your protests, your petty beliefs, your very existences whilst you choose to be distracted. Your lives are not your own! Open your eyes and then you will see!' 

'Is he a Jehovah's Witness?' Asked my mum. My father looked somewhat elsewhere. And yet Matt Smith or his doppelgänger heard! 

'No dear lady, I'm a physicist!' 

My mum seemed unimpressed and we left him to his further rants at the heavens, being there was a lack of his followers.

However his words stuck with me in light of the world that surrounds us.

Are we living in delusion? Are we being kept in delusion? What is the real point of focus? And why don't we care? I ask myself.
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2.

I am the Chosen One!
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Is there a fine line between education and propaganda?

Sat in the front row of Sunday School the Vicar towered above us. 

'Does anyone know the story of Moses and the Exodus?' 

Breaking the silence a boy bravely extended his hand. 

'Didn't he build the Ark?'

'That's Noah. But the story of Moses is the story of how one man led the slaves from persecution to freedom.'

It was at this point I too held my hand aloft. 

'Yes Jason?' 

'I need the toilet.' 

And being waved off now desperate to avoid a trouser accident, I discovered the relief parlour was otherwise occupied. So using my sense of ingenuity the Fire Escape beckoned. Finding a secluded spot my relief was satisfied even though my conscience felt somewhat anarchistic by urinating upon the religious house of reflection and solitude. I can assure you, it was no disrespect only necessity. 

'I like your statement' A soft voice called out. 

With both shock and embarrassment I managed to secure my man chipolata back in its housing, turning to see her smoking a fag. 

'What, uh I'm sorry?' 

'Against our oppressors.' 

'I don't know what you mean.' I hastily replied. 

'Here, the government, the authority, you know.' She blows smoke into my face. Was she the Devil recruiting? 

'Uh, sorry. Someone was using the toilet. Why are you smoking?' I asked this rebellious femme fatal. 

'Because I can. Would you like to try?' 

Shaking my head with confusion, 'Who are you?' 

And with a fiendish smile that would melt a choir boy's innocents, 'Mary. The Vicar's daughter.' How could I deny her worldly charms? I took her cigarette and attempting to impress her with a drag however there can be nothing less cool than a boy coughing his guts up! With that the Fire Escape door flung open. Our tyrant had been summoned! 

'What in heavens are you doing boy! Wait until your parents hear about this! Get inside!' 

With one swift move the Vicar grabbed the cigarette from my hand stubbing it out on the floor and led me back inside by my ear (Very Old  Testament!). I remember glancing back at Mary thinking I too could be easily influenced as I was suffering a tingly feeling. I wondered whether this is love?

––––––––
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I believe everything is an influence that has led me to be your saviour. Even the smaller points such as the ritual Sunday Roast!

And there I was shovelling food down my chops whilst in quiet contemplation. Mum was slicing her beef like it had insulted her. 

'More peas Jason? Greens will make you big and strong. Like me.' Dad said with a generous smile. 

'Dad, why hasn't Mum been talking?' 

'Mum's just a little upset.' 

'It wasn't my fault. She made me do it' 

Mum slapped her knife and fork down onto the table. 

'Upset! I'm very disappointed. Have you any idea what I've been through to bring you into this world?! And you want to destroy yourself smoking those disgusting sticks of filth. How dare you! You are being judged!' 

I tried to respond without further upset to her, 'I thought we are all the Lord's,' 

'FXXk the Lord!'

I've never witnessed Mum like this before and even Dad was left speechless. 

'You are like my flesh and blood. Did the Lord put food on the table, clothe you, stay up all night when you were sick? No! I did! And you do this to me?!' 

Apart from the outburst something seemed odd, 'like?'  Dad was always the assigned peacemaker. 

'Martha! Please. He made a mistake and learned from it. Now lets all settle down.'

'And think about our reputation. Our son, the drug addict!' Up to this point Mum has always been a stranger to emotion. She stormed out crying, thundering up the stairs to her bedroom. And like a thunder clap her door slammed shut. 

'It's OK Jason, Mum's just a tad distracted at the moment.' 

'Why? I don't understand.' 

'Lets just say, you might not be a lonely child for long.' 

'Dad? Why do Mum's have babies?' I was asking with a greater philosophy in mind as he spooned more peas unto my plate.

What was the lesson here I ask. Lineage? The demanded survival of the gene? 'You are 'like my flesh and blood' Am I the boy in the basket? Was this part education?

––––––––
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Whilst the other kids played games such as Leap Frog and Trip Up British Bull Dogs I would often sit in a quieter area of the school playground indulging in my research. On this particular occasion, Darwin had the honour of my attention with 'The Origin of Species.' I only had to look up to understand his theories with the Neanderthal organisms that surrounded me. However this is probably not the way I should view my fellow students! After-all, was I beyond them and everything they ever hoped to be. My visions looked beyond the school fence and funny enough as I did so there she was. Mary with her entourage of male friends on their daily escapades. As she pasted, she glanced back with a smile and a cheeky wave. I could have melted if not saved by the break time bell. I didn't know it was possible to become distracted or  driven my emotional responses.

Although Biology was a deeply intriguing subject my teacher, Mr Moreau didn't wholly inspire interest. When you look back at your school years they say you only remember the teachers who had character. My imagination had to fill in the blanks as I envisaged he had escaped from an island where HG Wells had kept him prisoner for genetic experimentation. 

'Class, who can tell me the different ways an organism can reproduce?' He asked in a rather droll mannered voice. Surprisingly hands were raised! 

'Fish, reptiles and birds lays eggs', 

'Mammals give birth.' And quite unexpectedly a rather large figured girl in the back of the room replied, 

'The mushroom worm, through cloning sir.' Was there something hidden in the school dinners today? Why were they expressing both knowledge and interest when I was elsewhere for a change. 

'And you Jason?' He called. 

'What sir?' 

'Have you been paying any attention? The answer is not outside the window.' 

I wasn't trying to be arrogant when I answered, 'Mitosis or Meiosis.' I only wished to dismiss his focus from me as I was otherwise deep in thought without this distraction breaking my distant concentration. Mr Moreau seemed somewhat confused as I operated outside of the structured text books. 

'How can an organism reproduce, Jason? What? Where did you hear about that?' 

'All the answers are outside.' Perhaps I embarrassed his authority within the class.

'Jason, see me after class.' I hasten to ask, but perhaps I too was subject to distraction as unfortunately school was the last thing on my mind. I only wanted to see her again. For she is my kindred spirit, my guiding angel, my Mary Magdalene and destiny dictates such. 

Despite sports being a subject I was far intellectually removed from, looking back at it there was a lesson to be learned. Supporting always confused me. It seemed futile that you should follow a team who knew not of your existence even though worshipping them as your own or the fact of shouting at a telly in the vain hope a referee can heed your mighty words of wisdom. I felt football at school was no different. Which is why I was always picked last and pushed into goal. Even the fat kids were of more appeal than I. It did however provide an opportunity of deep contemplation. It wasn't uncommon for the opposing team to rejoice at how easy it became to shoot the ball past me! 
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