Disclaimer
To Lezzy Liz (or is she bi?)

I reserve the right to spell as I see fit, with contradictory spellings on consecutive pages, and to make up words as I go along. When we play scrabble, you may run to the dictionary screaming foul. 

I reserve the right to make up theories as I see fit, with contradictory ideas on consecutive pages. The world is full of contradictions, as are its best citizens. ‘The letter killeth, the spirit giveth life.’
 I command a mutinous lynch-mob of turn-coat concepts, words whirling like drunken dervishes, files of rogue text marching in circles, coming to butcher the letter, to break the chains of logic, and to liberate the spirit.

I reserve the right to recommend dangerous and anti-social practices. Secret societies have carefully protected empowering and liberating techniques through thousands of years of superstition and oppression. In these latter days, with the Inquisition disbanded and the nuke invented, I feel a shift in priorities is in order.

I reserve the right to use archaic pronouns of gender. A lesbian friend took issue with my use of ‘he’, ‘she’, ‘his’ and ‘her’. She has all kinds of gender issues, her metaphysical misadventures begin and end with the sign of the cross ‘in the name of The Mother, The Daughter and The Holy Cunt´,
 but she has a point. Western languages are a terrible bane, the grammar necessitates that something alive be either male or female, both reflecting and perpetuating the dualism wired into our neurological circuits. English is not the worst. My friend Roberto hates it when his English girlfriend says she’s off to see her friend – being a hot-blooded Spaniard, he wants to know if it is an amigo or an amiga! English speakers are spared these complications, and probably think less about it, but our pronouns and our chauvinism make for some very silly scripture, such as the sweet nothings King Solomon whispers to his beloved God. ‘His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers… his lips like lilies, dropping sweet smelling myrrh… yea, he is altogether lovely.’
 I somehow doubt this is what the patriarch had in mind.

I could use Timothy Leary’s ‘hir’ and ‘(s)he’, but don’t like them, and I don’t like ‘them’ either, as in ‘I’ll call them when I get home’, it sounds wrong, and frankly, it sounds as contrived as a batty King Solomon. Some of my best friends are issue-ridden lesbians, confuzed patriarchs, and dead psychedelic gurus, but ‘hir’ is not my friend, I can’t even pronounce hir name, so I will keep my archaic pronouns and look towards a future beyond the duality where every he is she, and where every lesbian goes bi.

� The C word once referred to a goddess, a wise woman or a queen. 


� We will be taking a fresh look at various Bible passages in this book. If, God forbid, you are without one, e.sword is an excellent freeware Bible available for download.





� 2 Corinthians, 3:6


� Song of Solomon, 5: 11-16





PAGE  
6
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/nemusend/

