Inversion Ritual (against the Plague that is Capital)
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DESPISE your socalled life-styles), your FUCKING middle-
brau-latte-lowenbrau-stella-fuck-fuck-nokia-me-mate-t-mob-
shit-lager-lager-latte-lager. And, SUPRISE SUPRISE YOU
LITTLE SHITS, there is a price to pay... and this time you will
FUCKING pay it!

So, all you Beyonces and baby dolls, and lucy loos, you
independent ladies, wave your hands in the air like YOU JUST
DON'T CARE. And all you fellas, you last of the English Roses,
you likely lads and fucking stupid shambling babies, shut your
fucking traps AND KEEP THEM SHUT O YAY O YAY... this day,
and everyday-day leading up to this day, YOU will live again!
Over and over, each day the SAME as the last, each FUCKING
day the SAME as the next, and the next, and the next...for
eternity, for ever. FOR EVER.

What say YOU? NEVER have YOU heard anything more CURR-
SAID! You say, please demon, pleeeze Run-Still-Ner, please,
please, please lift this plague of repeats and re-runs? Well,
there is indeed a plague upon all of you independent ladies
and likely lads, you Beyonces and fellas; a PLAGUE OF
LOCUSTS that is called SOCIETY-FUCKING-SHOW-PPING-
GYM-ANY-MALLS-LEE-SURE-ACT-TIV-TITTEES-DIVER-SEE-
TEE-CULTURE! Again and again and again you will do the
same thing. And FUCK-YOU-DEMON YOU WILL CRY OUT!
BUT. In the depths of this insect’s belly of BAN-AL-IT-TEE, has
their been a moment when you might have CRI-ED
OTHERWISE? A moment of REE-VER-SHAL?! A moment of IN-
VER-SHUN?! WHEN you will say: DEMON! You are A GOD!!
AND NEVER HAVE | HEARD ANYTHING SO BRILLIANT!! And
you will REALISE, that there is not, and never has been,



ANYTHING to UNDERSTAND. You will SMILE and turn on the
SAME spot, OVER AND OVER. You will recognise YOUR LIFE
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