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Belief

‘’I cannot accept that the products of the

 mind are subject matter for belief.’’





Charles Hoy Fort

‘What really interests me is whether

God had any say in the creation of the world’





Einstein

There is one thing none of us can hide from, one thing we all have faith in, something in which we invest our hope. This is that there is something, or someone, above us all. We all have a deeply- buried conviction in a more powerful thing than ourselves that is master of all. Whether we see this as a god, a sense of cosmic justice or just fate, the ‘something’ that is out there, we all have our belief. We all have our deities.

We all have some form of belief, some principle of belief, some code of mystical superiority. We all have our deities, no matter of our atheism. Be it in the form of one of the many organised religions, or a sense of eventual justice; cosmic comeuppance. We may not acknowledge them, we may not admit to them, but we all have some faith in a higher order, a being above ourselves. 

No- one is free from our built- in desire for pre- eminence; we all want to believe that the cruel evil, wondrous goodness and inevitable justice we see around us all stem from some thing we cannot understand. The Devils Due. The satisfaction of eventual retribution. We all have some faith in fate, destiny and irony in the stream of life. 

This is the cynic’s function of religion; to blame for the appalling, explain the wondrous, and to turn to for divine retribution. The needs of the people have affected the form and face of these attitudes to life, but they remain what they are: masks, players in a masquerade of which there is only one entity. Our instinct for assurance in a higher force is as natural as our sense of self- preservation, and we look to our gods to aid us in this and in all we must do that we cannot do alone.

I believe in an Underlying Principle; a system that governs us, a cosmic law. It is the price we pay for life, the clause of Creation. The UP may be perceived by some as God, Allah, Buddha, or all the other omnipotents that we pray to, who bless us with children, save us from flood or give us our harvest. But UP is none of these. The UP is not a ‘he’, a ‘she’ or an ‘it’. It is invisible and inexplicable and we live blissfully unaware of it. 

The intricacies we call coincidence and fate are not random. Coincidences are the in- jokes of god, cross- references in the Book of Life. They are economy of action and of thought, and they serve to simplify the scale and convolution of this design. They are pawns in the game we live in. Our free will is an illusion, a dictation by that which has come before us. We make our decisions based on our experiences, and our experiences trace back to that primeval initiatory action that started all this off. 

The UP has set all our experiences, meetings and occurrences beforehand, in the most unimaginably complicated and unbelievably structured chain of events ever perceived. We cannot begin to understand it. Every man, beast, atom and every thing that ever is, was or will be has its destiny set. It is inescapable. We are fixed, locked onto a course to the future in a ship we call ourselves. UP is at the helm, and we are mere passengers in our own bodies. Free, yet tethered by what we call destiny. 

Ha! Destiny is nothing more than a mere plot development, a twist in the tale. A brushstroke in an ever more complicated picture, a picture we can never see. Can you see a picture whilst standing on the canvas? No. You must be above the picture, free of it, apart from it, separate. This is why our philosophical infuriations are futile endeavours. We will never see the masterpiece we live in unwind.

Consider an ant, trekking across the surface of the Mona Lisa. The ant, at canvas- level, can see a sea of green, a patch of white or an area of black. It cannot see an arm, or a smile, or a background. It cannot see the beauty and talent of the picture nor can it appreciate the reason for the painting of the picture, or the world and thoughts on which it was based. Could an ant appreciate Leonardo’s talent? Or the enigmatic smile of the woman? Could the ant imagine Italy? No, the ant cannot ever hope to comprehend these things. We are the ant. The universe is the paining, and Leonardo is the Creator forces. 

We will never see it grow and bloom to the cosmic plan it obeys meticulously. Everything has purpose. Nothing is without function, be it good or bad, obviously beneficial or impossibly evil. If you think to some celestial level, you can see the eddies of development, how our jigsaw fits. But you will never solve this puzzle. 

Who can even hope to begin to imagine the countless impossibility of trying to organize our world? We furrow our brows and fiddle with our pencils as we try to understand how our Universe operates, how everything is interlinked into infinity and how everything is preset and prearranged into perfection. 

Our existence is flawlessly perfect, all of our lives, fates, thoughts and actions seamlessly merged into one vast production. In this inconceivable scheme of things, nothing is thus random, chaos is unachievable and no one is capable of rebellion, renegades to fate are the most unfeasible of beings. The system is sound, its walls cannot be scaled, and its doors cannot be breached. We cannot cheat fate, we cannot hide from it as our movements are known, and we cannot plot and conspire to try to deceive destiny as our thoughts are not our own.

Now to the next factor of my ideal. Inspontaneity. Nothing we do is spontaneous. Nothing is random, nothing is without meaning. Every thought, feeling, decision and action is dictated by our experience; what we have seen, heard, felt and understood. It is these experiences that guide us in what we like to call ‘exercising free will’. But nothing we do is our own. Everything is pre- arranged, and preset. We can do nothing to stop this. 

We cannot take time out from life and try and try in futility to act out of line. We are mere drones, acting to the stage- directions that our experiences have locked us into. The system we call life is nothing more than an intricately developed and meticulously planned performance, with all the cast performing flawlessly, and with the stage set for the next act. 

But is our existence more a performance than a machine? If it is machine, it is the most amazingly engineered machination ever to grace invention. Through it, we live by a principle of perpetual wheels within wheels. Ever complex, increasingly intra- dependant and utterly impossible to construct. Every cog is linked to every other, every piston to every other. It is a machine of thought, of life, of existence. I would call it a miracle if such things existed. This machine has cogs of cause and effect and is powered by time. This machine is like nothing else. Perfection made real. Perpetual motion machines have long been postulated, but one has been here long since the first engineers thought of them. Ticking away, with trillions and trillions and trillions of variables interacting every nanosecond, for eternity without fault. Such a machination is beyond the wildest engineers wildest dreams. Automatic heaven.

In this system of consideration like this, nothing can be wrong, or right. Every event, every death, every birth, every kind world and every cruel jibe has been laid down, written into the script, and its effects noted. As a scriptwriter bases future plot turns on past words spoken, so out treatment by all affects us. Everything we are exposed to affects us. 

Every time we read of famine in Africa, bombings in Northern Ireland, whaling in Japan, we are affected. Every kind word, every birthday greeting, every compliment taken, we feel and note down in some corner of our mind. 

Every book, every obituary and every jotting we read is added to our mental list. These experiences and the countless others that we intake affect us. They affect our character, our intelligence, our wit and our humanity. They shape us, and we never fully understand how or why. Without experiences, we are nothing. It is these experiences that we draw on when we make the decisions we must. 

Everything we think is backed up by our knowledge. Be it the answer to a marriage proposal, whether to diet for Christmas or whether to buy that particular cereal, everything is based on what has come before, in a wisdom that far outreaches our lifetime. The thoughts of a thousand years ago are just as pertinent as those of yesterday.

What has come before affects directly and complexly that which will precede it. In this way, we are controlled. Our experiences, their time, their location and their affect on us has been thought out and meticulously evaluated. Because of this, we can be predicted; our judgement can be foretold, our reactions can be predicted and our words and actions can thus be assured. 

We can say what a friend would buy in a music store, we can say what he would choose to wear and what television program he would watch because we know him. But UP takes this many, many, many stages further. Every single thing is checked and noted, and so a pattern of our life can be built up, and we can then be controlled. 

A director the likes of which we cannot conceive controls us from behind the scenes. Our lines are exact; our delivery excellent, the plot perfect and then comes the next stage. Cross- control. It is not enough to control one. Existence is useless with just one element controlled. 

Everything is controlled. 

Once we are predictable, our reactions to others can be noted, and their reactions can be predicated. Soon, every person is controlled, along with every atom, every joule and every course of time. Total uniformity is achieved. Pure efficiency. 

An unrealised utopia.

In this system of pre-control and assured harmony, every thought, word and action are all decided upon and passed as law by underlying principle. If we trust to our Higher Beings the duty of the designation of ‘good’ and ‘evil’, or ‘right’ and ‘wrong’, then nothing is truly good or evil. A murdered fast-food retailer, a cat ran over, a broken greenhouse window. These things are some of the sometimes aggravating, sometimes heart- breaking occurrences that plague our lives. 

We drop a precious vase, helplessly watch it smash, and shake our fists at the Heavens in anger and bold defiance of the higher beings, and wonder why it is happening; who can benefit from this shattered ceramic? 

Similarly, we watch in woe as a sea of Africans, thin and wasted, gaze at the camera, with desperation in their eyes, and we wonder why this suffering can be. We can look at a war, a car crash or spilt milk and see it with varying degrees of pity and regret in our eyes. We don’t see the true problems accidents can cause. 

We cry over the spilt milk because we have wasted it.

We weep over the starving thousands because of the numbers. 

Because of our viewpoint, we cannot see the underlying necessity of the suffering that abounds. 

It is immensely true that nothing happens without a reason. We don’t miss the bus for no reason. We don’t misplace our shoes for no reason, and we don’t think our bad thoughts for no reason. 

Everything is laid out in an invisible path before us; one that we cannot see yet cannot deviate from. Our instincts, the programmed directions that we come with, guide us, as do our thoughts, words and actions.

There is no other path but the one laid out for us.  

We cannot deviate from it. Our sense of direction and our judgement is locked on one path. We can think we are rebelling against an unwanted fate, but we can only do what is expected of us.

Due to this perfect personal path, 

‘’I believe nothing of my own that I have ever written’







Charles Hoy Fort

#THINK!! ‘We will rock you’ the background is purely people stamping their feet and clapping. Not all are in harmony, some are out of key, but these irregularities are lost in the mass of sound. Inconsistencies are lost in the whole!!!!#

#THINK!! The house of science; little scraps and gems of novelty are lost thought he cracks I the floor!!!#

No Gods, no good no evil

No Heaven, no Hell, no sin…

#THINK!! Mass orchestration!!

