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1 ODE TO FATE 

Pallingenesis’ virtue is sufficient for happiness 

All things that happen have happened before. 

So I succumb to your primordial fire 

And rejoice in my essence, my core. 

Aether, move me 

Logos, seduce me 

Universal reason, amuse me 

Fate, reuse me. 

My sluggish, passive matter longs for a push 

Into our consuming, eternal fate. 

My body is yours to use through our soul, 

Until we yield to time’s eternal arrow. 

Eternal essence precedes sluggish substance 

My being cannot change, 

So I won’t let it stand in my way 

As I discover happiness and gain. 

Aether, move me 

Logos, seduce me 

Universal reason, amuse me 

Fate, reuse me. 

The natural law caresses me 

As Ekpyrosis looms overhead, 



I accept my essence and discover happiness. 

I’m content that in the end, I am reborn again, 

And again, 

And again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 REDISCOVERY 

From darkness to light we have transcended. 

Through pain, toil and plague we have pushed through. 

Our writings can be shared, suff’ring ended, 

The Church amended, old knowledge renewed. 

Man should be the centre of perspective, 

Events should be recorded as they are. 

The Church should be reformed and selective 

Of traditions that don’t the Bible parse. 

Curiosity and Exploration 

Are fundamental to humanity. 

So wake up and seize your education 

And let in this Age of Discovery! 

So now we rediscover the ancient 

To help us forge ahead from the present. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 SAPERE AUDE 

Through revolution knowledge will break through 

As thought brings down the lofty and the “wise”. 

Through science our knowledge is renewéd; 

Dare to see the world through enlightened eyes. 

Hark! We usher in a brand new era 

Of discovery, secession and tech 

Knowledge will project us in an aura, 

And reason shall in philosophy sit. 

Now that we’ve education and voices, 

Responsibility lies in us to 

Keep those in pow’r on specific courses 

And face consequences for what they do. 

So Dare to Know the secrets of the earth, 

From the New World to Scotland’s crystal Firths. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 I AM, THEREFORE I AM 

Action, reaction. Constant chaotic state. 

These false prophets sell false hopes to themselves and everyone; 

“Just submit to your fate!” 

Hope lies only in the knowledge that there is no hope… 

No god, no afterlife, no fame after death. 

For every society meets its demise, 

And our existence will fade from the memory of history; 

So what’s the point of moral lives? 

 

Nothing. 

 

There is no meaning in existence or essence, 

No ultimate truth in Altruism, 

No hope, no fate, no guilt, no innocence. 

Morality is an illusion created by those with power 

To use as they see fit. 

And we just give in to it, don’t bat an eye, 

At our enslaving fear. 

It takes real power and courage 

To stand up to society and win, 

But those who do, get to rewrite the rules, 

And the herd-created cycle continues again. 

So live your life as you see fit 

And make your own fate for yourself 

Because in this meaningless life we live and we die 

And follow our body’s desires and instincts. 

So roll your stone up the hill and give in to pleasure, 

Embrace the hopelessness, the harsh indifference of the cosmos 



As you bravely forge ahead, like Sisyphus, like Mersault. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 EXISTENCE PRECEDES ESSENCE 

A world on fire, the absurdity of it all. 

The pointless has become the point. 

What right does a doctrine of superstition have, 

To tell me of my shortfalls? 

I can decide my own path of life, 

For is there a clockwork that calls? 

There is no order to the cosmos, 

No grand scheme to fall back on. 

From that disorientation comes realisation, 

From that realisation comes freedom and summation, 

Of something that was nothing at all. 

So I choose to dwell in my authenticity 

These deistic chains cast aside 

And live life in my own self-made stride. 

Now I create myself in my own image 

And will not bend to “fate’s” whims 

And on my way to the Promised Land, 

I’ll be as myself as I can. 

Wide is the path that leads to salvation 

And different from man to man 

For my essence is defined by my actions in life 

That is what I really am. 

I am what I am, what you see is what you get. 

No ultimate good or evil, 

No demiurgical state.  

Existence precedes essence, 

The subject before the thought. 

So create yourself to your own standards 



As you continuously alter your essence 

To the grave from the cot. 

Be consoled in the fact that the universe doesn’t care 

What’s right or what’s wrong or what seems unfair. 

We give it meaning through artistic flair. 

So what can I do but rejoice in my sorrow? 

Like Zorba, all I can do is dance. 

 What can I do but laugh at my pain? 

Our will guides us so turn misfortune into gain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 PARADIGM SHIFT 

How technical can technical be? 

Where does reality lay anchored? 

Is it in fate, reason or self? 

Or is it encrypted in a cloud of linguistic loopholes? 

How can fate provide meaning, 

When the meaning of meaning gets obscured in the folds? 

How can the sciences provide truth, 

When knowledge, in the realm of abstraction abides? 

How can self be defined 

When the defining characteristics of self 

Themselves are open to interpretation? 

So we see our meta-narratives are in flux 

As they endlessly collide with the languages they exist in. 

Each time an epiphany occurs marks a shift in organisation 

 Of knowledge, no superior than the last. 

So what right does science have 

To claim superiority over “tribal wisdom” 

When the communication of knowledge remains the same 

As the communication of myth and religion? 

Keep this in mind, 

When in critique 

Of science, emotion or “primitive” mystique. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 THE DESERT OF THE REAL 

So where does this lead us? 

How does society reflect these ideas? 

The herds prefer to pick and choose, 

What fits their reality and lets not them lose. 

Blurring the lines between reality and syndicating 

Where need ends and desire begins. 

Don’t live life! Record it! 

In intricate detail we lead our existence 

And we only exist in the lens. 

What has substance? What constitutes reality? 

Is it detail, sensation, or pain? 

By those same lines I can create my identity 

And fortify my prison to protect me from those 

Who don’t understand me and never can. 

So in my reality, I make the rules, 

Don’t ever dare shatter my illusions. 

Tell me what I want to hear, 

And foster my foregone conclusions. 

Quick! Swipe and click! 

Capture the smallest detail! 

Everyone must know each step and each breath! 

Or I will fade from any meaningful existence. 

Polarise me, manipulate my prejudices 

Sensitise me, ready to lash out at disagreement. 

Choke down my simulacra and send friendly replies 

But don’t dare impose your illusions on me! 

“Liberal!”, “Alt-right!” buzzwords collide 

Piercing our islands like daggers to the mind. 



And so we wage wars on TV, in VR 

And we forget what societies do, who we are. 

And now we open ourselves to the things 

We say we hate and tried so hard to cleanse. 

Now we are used as puppets and slaves 

By those who retain real control 

Of the Desert of the Real 

 

 

 


