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Vice Chancethe Very Rev. Quickly

1.
Searching for the source of the solecism

Deepin the Australian rainforest junigs that rise steeply from the &ific beyond the
Black Knob mountain somewhere between Mullumby and Nimbin NSW, there is an
obscure rockunnel, overgrownandtangledwith Lantana and savagelyorny vines
Only by this route mathe intrepid pilgrimgain acessto a curioudilapidateddwelling
knownas the Temple of the Holy Error.
Naturally there is no known map of its whereabouts since it can only be found by trial
and indeed error. There is nobody including those close to this institution who can
reliably find their way there by normal material means.
It is of course an admirable blundtr succeed in such a pilgrimage since it is verified
that no human remains unchanged by their experience.
Inevitably, the visitor becomes fully cognisant of the wisddmmaking mistakes and
goes forth to "errorize" with thespeed and subtle accuracy of a vituperative hedgehog

In this manner they unleash the need in themselves and all around them to succeed in
alwaysbeing right.

Which is of coursalwayswrong, for it is argued that being wrong indubitably brings
out the best in us.

Somesuggesthere is a connection between this remote and mysterious temple and
the Church of John Coltrane in San Francisco.
Musician and composer Coltrane along with Albert Einstethdsad that withoutrial
and error, they would have succeeded at nothing

/' ' NI Ddza il @ WdnfsBkeFdreYattatzillfthe fodndakidrdvtrutty, and if a
man does not know what a thing is, it is at least an increase in knowledge if he knows
whatitisnoE @G KAf S

John Luther advisedi_earn from the mistakes of othey@u can never live long enough
to make them all yourseH.

Henry Wadsworth Lgfellowfelt that we may learn more from a man's errors, than
from his virtues whilsEriedrich Nietzschepined "What then in the last resort are the
truths of mankind? Téy are the irrefutable errors of mankind."


http://thinkexist.com/quotation/mistakes_are-after_all-the_foundations_of_truth/260445.html
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WEYSa Wz2e0S @ghG eranR &dhisipdttaldiodiscovery.
Such are theroubled foundationsupon which the Universitea of Errors is confounded.
Our motto:
at 9w 9ww! ¢He!' 5 1 { ¢ w!

While | yodel on, mis&aosmik itty of kaIifornica'itempts errata dentata.
How horrible is my singing voice?
From within my headt sounds like a bolshie bandicbshouting hoarsely for oblivion
pills at the last banquet of vanities.
But even my worst enemies are kinder to me than this.

Perhaps they are reassured that in their own dotage photoshoot, they can still be
similarly oblivious to the deliberated embassments of ageing.

Oft times whilst performing on stage, to escape from my own intolerance, | leave my
body prancing about on Ginseng and visit the endlessly multiplying and forever
expanding vortex of the legendary Temple of the Holy Error.
Here one ca wander through the College of Lost Knowledge or amongst the more
popular attractions such as the Faculty of Applied Incompetesittang in for example
at lectures on Pointless Argument, Overlooking The Obvious and Applied Waiting.

Personally | ratheenjoy sitting on theotting and mildewedenches amid the thorn
gardens and poison ivy, stroking the warm heads of gigantic pythons whilst
contemplating the algebra afiscursivendigestion.

Welcome to oudungleGreen Room


http://thinkexist.com/quotation/a_man-s_errors_are_his_portals_of_discovery/256217.html

PRELAPSE.
by Rev. Quickly
of biceps
QED & deisel.

Frtorratay Apridd TOB% amal Sunay ey It

Ourprimarymisadventure began with a priminarypilgrimage to the legendary
NIMBIN MARDI GRAS®e witnessed the Championship Bong Throw and visited the
Hemp Embassy where we naturatypaledsome of the region's finest mandlavored
budsof May. Thus inspiredwe performed a misty mainstreet parade of dishonor at
lam in my trusty rusty musty & thrusty chariot of Japanese steel.



The feature of this rabble rousingimde was the transformation of a normally demure
podof female intelligentsianto squarking abusivblarridans
Hangingout the carwindows theyproceeded to terrifytraumatizeand/or mildly
bemuserandomhipsters, wanderingamongstthe multiples offammingstreet bands
and night market stalls and cafes.
"Woddanaareya!" Sirened Kavitreen a bracken baritone.
"Rerrrr! Blurrglorrr! Fark ararkiQrackled Lucifer Lucy;Whhoaaaar! CaaaCaaawiw!
Screeeched Emma Trumpet&eeeeeeeek Hoo Hoo Heeheeheeheeh&glluttered
MissMeow covering her eyes with her paws

| admitto a certain embarrassment unusual to my calling as seetdal Nimbin
illuminatilooked down their noses at massuming my complicity
Ironically,
| have myself been yowled at by carloads of yobs for many ded&addsrestingly va
the agencyof my carload of &otic kitties | had completed the karmic circle &
disappeared upny ownspiral.
It is always good fun to induce invisibility.
Fortunately my automobile has been carefully trained for my sudden disappearance
and by itselfapparentlydriverless, it calmly delivered that fecund feline crefv
rabbitingflibbetijabbitsback to theirpointy hobbit houseon the hill.
The following morning after a niglflame withrivmik raucus ruminaryruckusand
entirely free of sleep we all regrouped town for a poet's breakfart ilNimbin's
Freedom Park
Here webelted outour most cannabis redolent wordworks dedicated to the holy leaf &
budfor the dubious benefibf blearyaltered nativeddrinking coffee withtheir first bong
of the day.
Sadly | missethe spectacle of éordly horde of hippies in a "Tug of Peace" with a
lumpenrabbleof police constables who were unable to overcome dezycitizenry of
Nimbin not onlyonce but again at arerun of the competitiondue to poice
complaint®f ingeniouscheatingon the stoned side




Sadly, at this poinfRev. Quicklyvent missing and despite our fears that he had been
apprehended by theengefuldrug squadon wasaccidentallydiscovered two days later
some 30 kms distantsquatting nakeeh a burned oticarin a field quoting lengthy
tracts ofAllen Ginsberg's HOWL

He has nobeenquite the same since soProfessor ParadaoXhave takerover the
writing of this narrativan his stead.
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We will begin with the arrivalin Australiaof
Prof. Joshwitz Bllocaust
Accidental Guitarist
from the Dept. of Crystal MathsSan Francisco

His wholehearted i§lightly inaccurately aimedrrival at the Gold Coast airport caused

several partitions to collapse, a large double door to jam and abject panic anmtbegst
local seagulls who obligingly shat upon the Flight Captain's immaculate cap as he
boarded his Limo. "The great equaliser!" we murmered to each other agreeably.

"Welcome and cum well! | bellowed and hugged him with gusto. In reply his
customary greeng"ULLLLOOO DAYWAWVEBDD!"was accompanied by several
hefty thwacks on my back which felled raed leftme gaspingdike a landlocked troubn
a bitumen platter

Swiftly revived by the professors application to my snoz of a paiiftyfknickers worn
by our famed San Franciscan patrdfiss Kaosmik Kitty | can say thathe drive from
the Cold Ghost um Gold Coast is at first, industrially challenging but once the bridge into



NSW is crossed, moist green air fills the lungs and a fresh complexion o woridly
quickly ensues.

Brow creased as is his wottof Joshwitzpondereddeeplyon the relationship
between cultural destruction and personal redemption.

Thus followed a triumphant arrival at the Bananamoon Observatory where we were
greeted byMaxwell Volume esgwho gplied the rule of one specialtga before
everything, always.

i
The professor was then introduced Yasudha and Jemwith whom he retired to the
observatory balcony for certaipenign alterations to his redtide.
Later in the dayfeturned to collectProfessor Perplexed of the Faculty of
Naughtycultural Studies, Cultural Challenge and Misunderstandiwfo staggered me
by not losing his bass in transit.

Professor rplexed hymnself
"Almost against the rule$he chuckled shouldeing his axe while indulgenttyropping
several hundredvialaysian Ringgitat the feet of thescowlingairport security guardsis
a gesture obenevolence



Soonafter, we were all united witfProfessor Monday, Dept of Tuesday,(only open on
Wednesdy), Office Hours Thursday, Mud Wrestling Friday except this week when its
Saturday.Closed on Sundagsq.

R

Professor I\TdndayDept of Tuesday

5.
the bananamoon observatory of nsw

Professor Monday was greeted enthusiastically and warmly welcomed into the
Uncommon Room and the fac members were soon bent on electronic knitting &
implausible pluggery out of a numinous/musical urge to luminously upsurge.

Soon we were all functioning audibly and a spontaneous first splurge let rip.
Owls flew in from Goonengerrgea Levels rose 4cm. Fruit bats crammed the power
lines. A python raised its quizzical head.
Herefollowsa recent photograph of our hallowed HQ.




Back at theabovementionedBananamoon Observatory trouble brewed.
Lil Missy Missilavas in fact brewing potent pot-pourrie Tea of Traditional Australian
Tree leaves to help thesitingeminent professors realibrate theireardrumsto the
imperceptible psychic flux.
"Indeed the fastestvay to naturalizea newcomeiknown to man, woman or wombat
murmuredMonsier Volume

On the balconyQueen Quentin Quantumvassmoking her
long thin pipe andheorizing abouthe relationship between multi dimensional
department stores and Kafka's Castle witijeng on differentcoloredtutus that Prof
Joshwitzmight be persuaded to don.
What could possibly go wrong?

Butby nowMax Volume had cooked a magnificent meal and the Alien Tribes from far
and wide were gathering to honor the Universitea & its staff.
Amongst the assembled were our guesthohornamely Professrs Polaucaust,
Perplexed and Monday.
But also due to a surprise visit from Malebraive had the pleasure of welcoming
Taliesin eldest son of the Alien Trilveho arrived by parachute
By now, Professor Joshwitz had unwittingly demolished the garage dolte and
accidentally dropped a delicious bundle of six packs, scattarsgarkling cascade of
broken glass under thiat tyresof the imprudentlyparked cars.
As he entered the side door a large branch fell off a looming tree and crashed onto his
fresh footprints.
In attendance also wer8hakti Yoni, Turiya of Bruce, Ynys of the Tor, Jazmin of the
Dance, Beka of the Tree, Kaleha of the W@&ueen Quentin Quantunm virtual mode
and the dinkum bohosvasudha and Jem
Feasting, photography and vivicttaalizing soon erupted into a long night of ritual
drumming and jamming.
An excellent omen for what was before us.
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6.

advertisement
THE UNIVERSITY OF ERRORS UNVEILS
ITS LATEST NEW DIPLOMA COURSES FOR 2011

FACULTY OF UTTEREARDASH

at 9w 9ww! ¢d 1'5 1 {¢w!

Students shall fail to grasp the following course areas at the

' VAOGSNRERAGE QA

Department For Not Taking Part

Details remain sketchy, but students will attend the
Centre For Irrational Hope
aiming to
misunderstand
the following:
Circular Thought
Unwarranted Optimism
Ridiculous Oversights

ModularunitsW{ G dzReé 2F | 2t Sa 3 2Aa07Fc
I YRAWG2NE 2F GKS . dzwofé& [/ 2
are taken within theSchool of Daft Experimentsand require
additional insurance cover.
TheFaculty Of Utter Balderdasis lead by
the Chair of Showing Off
This is @andwich courseand can be eaten afterwards.
GO FORTH & ERRORIZE!

www.universityoferrors.com
for disinformation, deprogramming & unlearning

at your swervice & within earshot since 1991.
(the end)
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7.
lorde trout goes bak to sleep

AS DOES PROF JOSHWITZ POLLOCAUST
It was 1400 hrs in the uncommon room.
"What is Dada?murmuredManfred Mobius lifting two languorous lids ovesyes like
glazedtruffles.

"Great thundering Gorgonzolas, don't you knéwarpedLord Trout stiring from his

post pragmatiantemperate zone and lurching menacingly to his feet.
It is the art of the ridiculous of the arbitrary and of the absurd. The art of the fantastical

iconoclast!
If you dort know that, mayyour mortar boardspontaneously combtis

This potentially dodgy intercourse was calmed by the sudden appearar8amafJuan
de Salviawhose very presence soothes and smoothes with divine sagesse.
Juan's divinitea is constantly regenerate thru his willingness to help solve every problem
that arises
Lorde Troutrealising he had met hisafetymatch, decidedhll grumpiness was suddenly
redundant & returned to the cave paintings on the backs of his eyelids.

¥

"What is Dada? smiled Juan. (") your eyes and look aroyridend.. "
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8.
_REHEABALS.

Deep in thevaricosevalleys &slephantine folds of Ocean Shonearrow blue roads
flicker like lizards tongues and twas down amongst all this that we found Micos and his
rehearsal studio.
A smallish room with a largésh PA which turned out be pressure cooker of blistering
volume onceloshwitzturned on the pollocks. He was not knownTase Bombfor
nothing and | pocketed my Ear Trumpet for another time.

After the first session it was clear thRtof Mondaywas already on top of the material.
| looked up expectantly.

He passed down the folding ladder and | joined him to contemplate the view.
Over thetop of thenext three days weould see a fresh new show, deffiglished and
refined andso it was thaby day four we were ready faur firg gig inBrisbane capital

of the deep north

lewdies & gentlepong
let us presentiment
ze

GIG LIST:
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uoferr van deiman's land 2011
1.1 Need You
2. Save Yourself
3. Rich Man Eat My Voice.
4. Mystico Fanatico
5. 1 Shoulda Known
6. When You Don't Want Me.
7. She's Gone
8. Shootin at the Moon.
BREAK
9. Hope For Happiness
10. Wage Slave
11. Money Doesn't Make It
12. If You Are Changing
13. Mind How You Go
14. Sea Song
15. Pot Head Pixies
16. Feelin Reelin and Squealin
17. Stoned Innoent Frankenstein
18. Slowhat Digs Holes in Space
19. Clarence in Wonderland.

fin
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9.
gig # one
BEETLE BAR BRISBANE
FRIDAY 13TH MAY

48 Gong Globa! Family Prasents.i .

(%) e J s ‘-:@.’,

N Pakip )‘[,;L'_'A". . ror 3 [} y:‘;v‘*
e A ' 4 'L@"'"—""

Sincel was once arrested on Friday 13th for a minor misdemeahbave forever been
cautious about projects on this day. On this occasion however, where to "go forth and
errorize" is uppermost in my mind, the choice was deliberate.
Twas a glorious autumn morne when the bus driven by Juan arrived at the BMO having
alreadygathered up Orland Monday and his drum®&rof. Monday was in high spirits as
were we all as we set aiifi a westerlydirectiontowards thedeepnorth.
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Our support band: THIRD SKY was in essence a grouprobstextravagentlycreative
friends who hadnorphed into a tibal jam podespecially for the occasiofhey
musteredaround Maxwell Volume Esqg. and Lil Missy Missile aka Beka Tree, Princess of

Leaves anthappilythey were mostly travelling with us our luminous voluminous

charabanc
This meant that thelelayedborder crossing into the deep north aka Queensland was
mollified by merriment bemusementand the profoundly
sanguineoresence of our guardiaangel driverSt Juan de Salvia.

Once we were circulating in the slick city of Brisbane | was reminded of a pctbmise
phone interview with Brisbane4ZZZ radio to promote the gig. | am not fond of this
kind of thing having once been burned by a steam wireless made of melting bakelite.

In any case | was in no mood to be pragmatic.

4777 Agitate / Educate / Organise 4277
N\ o= - \ |

-

| believe that alk about things unworldly and extrgesticleis far superior tanerefact.
But the lure of fresh untainted braininess endemic witbhimdagrind yooth culcha
caused me to drop to my knees ahdw down deepl dialled the numbe(07) 322
1555and, not wanting to be blowing my own trumpepassed the phone to Vasudha
who sleepilymumbledsomethingsubconscious abowdctoplasms rising from sheep
dipin Gippsland.
Swiftlyrealizingthis was not the intro | needed | retrieved the receieed attempted to
make up ground.
"Are you taking the piss mate?" said the eptonist with a callowsuspicion that took
me back to beingullied in the boys dunnee at Horsham High.
"No | am a visiting suspicion with an anointment for a splinterview.
Putme thru to the executioner!"
"What is the name of your band?"
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"The University of Errors!"
"The University of WHAT?"
"ERRORS!"
Click!
Alas, the foolish young nincompoop had hung me up.
Was he even well hung one wonders.
| turned for solace to the Vice @icer.
"The last thing yomeed ispublicity!" he murmered convincingly.
"A quality mistake, that one."
Finally inside the club at 5pm we set up our tools of tirade.
The BEETLE BAR was a long room at the distant end of which was set h stag#is
deeper than it was wide with a lifted roof that caused soundligappeaupwards.
The dressing room was on a balcony above the stage and we were soon making it our
own by entirely covering everythingecognizablevith unidentifiableobjects of dulious
consequencand indistinct shape

Downstairs, St Juan was actopusof rubberlimbson wheelsas he ran back and forth
with weighty amps on his shoulder amdth serpentine mike leads snapping at his heels.
In record time we were sound cheokj diigentally and disguising the many excellent

faults in our sound systenand general technique

Professor Perplexed surveyed the victuals with a steady eye and stocked up for the
night, and oncélhird Skywere line checked, the doors opened and the nigagan.

A sudden flood of three people rushed through the door.
| stepped forward to greet them.
Good evening said.
The tallest in the middle, smiled astie replied
Erm.Are the Boys from Bowra playin here ternite?

I looked down and noticed a smalblk and white fox terrier with a wicked grin slip
neatly between our feet and into the club.

"Onwards and sideways!

cried Prof Perplexiglass expertly translating the pretty little
label of alocalboutique beer.

10.
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our sport band: third sky

Maxwell Volume esq Lil Missy MissileVasudha & Miss Meow.
Back at the frontThird Skywere in full swing and numbers were swelliiogdouble
figurines
| was drawn to this band to witness imsicalassortment of extreme talents focusing
the feathertipof momentary finesse.
Allow me to describe its participants.
At the backMeat Sty lost in a sea of batteridolingout laconic batswhile knitting
musicalknees withbassplaya/asudha Then thee woz ChrisCrosswordon synth/keys
inspiredhumpling snorkig & voombleboogieindpttering over JemBaba playing
scattergun acoustic gitbox and or everythiglgewithin reach
Up front, witnessthe mixmaster prescience daxwell Voluminoushymnselveprone
to sudden gusto andonductingthe guitar current withaninfraredeye.
Vasudhas bassply underpinnetier luscious torcksingn german cabaretinderwear
Here she wovétruscan rabbit flinggpatterns withLil Missy Missileon rapsKat and
guitar.

Missile gaveherself free reign to ride this stormith awildcat rapattack which razor
gongedthe bullshit lile afretsaw thru Camerbert. Looking around me, | saw thagt
scratchythroat-acheng singsonglearlyreverberateddeep ineverygalseer's
pussyactor.

At the climax of the gided by the discrete but irglible Max Volthe impro quality uplift
went cleanthrough the roof With Missy Missilecracklingvixenelectrickery Vasudha
torch-singincat criesclear into the indigo city skyvitchcrafthappenedin the flicker of a
shake eye
In front of the bandalurching dinosaupunkdid his solo war dancm full regalia.
Elegant spiming scales splindustrialeardrum infinity
<apollonianapplause>
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11.
poets of brisbane

Next thingour divineatrix hostess &istress of CeremoniedMiss Stefanie Petrikvas
due to carry a travelling mike out on to the flomhere she offered a taste difie
edgiestpoetson the Brisband.ive Poetryscene.
First up wasStef readingrom her book'The Artist Versus The Upstanding Citizen.

SecondThedistinguishedprofoundly arguableand deafeningly lou@rent Downes
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Third: Theindispensableockatoopunk, demonoid download dancek fully fractal
philosopher Gerald Keaney

Fourth: Tha madman stalks the angﬂlsuprisesin the midnightfrost. Robert Lort
performed: CRACK DOWN

Fifth: Oooo la la ihad tobe La Vasudada, (R) Boho Queen of the Smokey Saldghe
would write a poem on a cigarettskinand win a slam with it 10minater.

Out in the club there waan unreasonably friendly crowd.
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We'll soon fix thighought land n an attempt toscramblethe happy hour out of its
furry fraternitea, | shouwd:
"ASBESTOS CHICKEN! YOGURT WEAMERRBTROW ABOLISHHHE WORD
'WONDERFULY
Immediatelyl wasstoppedagapeto discover our old palfrom Gongthe Howlets.
Been H clasperhe to her classic bosomn extremely erttusiastic pal of theirs
crunchedmy hand.l smiled as though suckling a quince.
MonsieurHowlett beamedoptimistically Hewaskeen toappreciateboth the bassply of
Professor Perplexeand the dummery of Prof Monday.
Refusing the vile temptation to tell a jokleattempted a pataphysical paraplop.
"Sacroiliac insecticidé! croaked.
| detectedinsomnia of the nose.
He noddedknowingly. Himose.
Howlett lead with his best ear forward.

Howlett's best ear.

Now it was our turnn the g-spotlight. St had reset and tuned amps and guitars.
Restored the originatable knittingWe were(hah)ready.
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Prof Pollocaust wafeverishly angling for a smoking gimrasta bee praised
Prof Perplexedtared thoughtfullyat a small fox terrier half concealed under a seat
Prof Monday was$reathin himself upnto a energy crescendo.
Me? Iwuzready, fooolyhot to dance n trance.

12

the errors set one

Some bands start witehockn awe,some with aslowseduction some turn their backs
and turn up buttonight we were seducing.
After the first twoquietly intensechords from guitar & bass my first words are:
"l neeeed you"
and Ifoolishlylooked soulfully intdhe eyes of everyone | coultttuallysee inthe unlit
audience one by one.
Particularly in fact,thosewhose help probablyneededto not fall over
On this nighthelp such as thisvasunfortunatelystill unavailable
| picked myselfip out of a scrunch of coily cables and affected nonahedas |
sang orregardless
With a humblegrapefruitto the spirit ofonerous uptitude | couldsoonsensetwo siren
musesmullingmy creativebutterscotch & | was an elevator.




22

The second songSave Yourselfis aquantum launch upwardBy Prof Joshwz in
sheergtr powerwhichraucously sufferghe indignation of theslectrostaticegoat being
jailedby ajealouslover.

"By Gad,'muttered Colonel Catapult,

"T'isa flagrant flambeeof malignant manipulatiorand emotionalmenace
Call the police!"

He patted down his green beret jumpsuit excitedly.

"Don't make a slave of yourselfléxhortedhoarsly
Be that as it may, wdt do | thinkl am?

ERMMM...
When song three"Rich man eat my voiceSuddenly burst the balloon at a higher

intensity still,I fully realized that Prof Orlando Mongavas already making this music
his very own percussivienk-pack funpark.

Yeeeeaaa!
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By now | wa$reathing yoga bredis to keep oxygenated. Down below my chin, my
body weas off on its own St Vitus Dance governbd laws only it believes iMy torn up
voicekicked the wall of hardanger against the media machine and hurt its toe.
Behind my eyekconsciouslgcaled backny vocaloltageto apyramid ofinnuendo
swelling suggestivelhroughoutfive vaginalverses
Right then!
Now for an elliptic analysis of the verse as chapter.

RICH MAN EAT MY VOICE
Verso uno
Rupert MurdoctstyleFinancial Feudalisis bravely challenged show why it thinks it
shouldcontrol us.
Verso2
Gough Whitlam's astral bodyguaraints out that if we all were born equal from the
samesauce esource why should a tiny majority ahoneylender$ and sewerwaders*
seek to control/manipulate/destrogur planetandturn us into trespassers in our own
bodies "Damn right!" yelled a small gup of activists diggin in along my hairline.
(Yeek! Chinese blown lice?)
Verse3
Stoutly dleges political bribery to be at the centre of policy decisions in full view of a
cynical public who isn't fooled.
"CRIKEY" screamed Lincoln Patsy. "Wotta neo con!"
Vere 4
Hereby varns the corrupt elitist sycophantic uppgustaceansthat there can be no
hiding from their exact actionia their underwearwhen the moment of revelation
comes.
verse 5
Indignantly eminds them that their children and our children aillequally face the
poisonousafter-mothermaticsof their greedcreed and selfish steam together.
Also hat they could still use theooldgoldto give allsufferingkidsworldwidea happier
healthier lifetime now and in the future if they chose to.
End of lyrix diagnostix.
(Dinner Gong sounds for 23secs exact))
Thank you!

From here the bantranscencdinto a musicamalice, melting impro whee tones slid
awaysidewaysdnto atranslucent misin whichl completelydisappeared Meanwhde
Orlando bitdown hard ona slow sledgingance beat.
It was at moments such as these that the psychic portals kicked themselves open and |
was free to penetrate the secreainforestentrance of the University of Errors itself.
But then the beat changed and | was sethback on stage.
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To my surpriserbm out ofour impro jungle of unusual intentioremergeda strutting
rooster of a song about new age gurus, gay pride and emotional politics seethéhru
prism of the legendaryron Bay styl#dystico Fanatico.
| fell into irrepressiblepogobeat energetix!
| gave vertical praise td’rof Monday My bones filledwith bouncylaughter.

Wow how much fun wuthis tune!
(What am | doing here? thought uh...oh yes.)

A plausible applause was the result.
Fortunately here was a brief lull featuring
what we laughingly refer to as

reality

& atune-up (aka Lagrangian small string corrections
with a brief contemplation of Fock Space funambulism)
plusof course pbligatorymuffled witticisms tillwe headkd off again into
"l shoulda known it wouldnt last'".
And it didn't did it?Nothing ever does.
"Tis @sy to get your head behind that grtbese days,"
chortled Rev Quickly of the Faculty of False Hopes and Mistaken Identity.

But what more could | sayrhis handy lil numerstarts promisinglywith the phrase:
"You may laugh at me".
A purrfect opener for most occasiomsost would agree, for one whevekin the role
of ProfessionalFoole.
But this wa also ashape shiftirshowcase for Orlando to strut hs®lotechnique behia
an ambulantpater with absolute faithin the holy error.

Then a rejection song where | michehe brain spanner andlutinousgut wrench of a
break up with a lover much loved. Again not difficulidentify with as with the
subsequensingle father songShe's GongandKevin Ayers tun&hooting at the Moon

reappeared afriskyopen plan tittyerm ditty within whichProf.Joshwitz shared
drumsticksetc with Prof OrlandoMonday. Jostwitz then took a tippy tappy touof the
audienceplaying on anything peussive heouldfind. Handrils, tables. chairs, heads,
glasses, flogryour toesand assorted furniture.
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Climaxing in éunfare fanfare, the ed of thi'persp'irationall workoutlsoeventually
emptied usall off stage for what welsolaughingly refeto as ashortbreak.

In the interim stepping over a prostrate Prof J being langorously fanned by a bevy of
scantily clad local pensionersried unsuccessfully tepread my buttemwith the
journalist reviewer from Sate sorry Scendagazine who mighbave beenthere
somewhere but was met instead with fulsoraailateralpraiseat the bar
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we indulged in atiff spiff of Mullumbimby Madness and we weup and at it
once again.

U

13
the errors set two

Hope for Happinesspenedthe second set with soméreamyintroductoryragalike
glissando
Objectively] would desche this adgranscendental surgergeekingo haunt and hunt
out the ceremoniouslysensate.
On this occasiort probablydid.
Nominally | was playing it but numinously | was rumating.
Ah the absail absence!
Gotta love it. Gotta ignore it!

Whenthe candomburstinto its swirling 6:8 beait appeared thatall localizedears wee
sucked into thegreatergnashof spermatitismind as itbiggeditself upinto aneardrum
extempurawith all of us at maximunexistentialstretch.

Eventually we dreviback into avigorously positivehantwhichdaredusall to maintain
someHope for Happiness faur torturous times.

This swoopedvith deadly intentinto Wage Slavevhere Imanicallymimickedthe robot
worker enslaved bglosed mindset andchanufactureddebt. A slavevho nevertheless

remainsmysteriouslyalive to alternative possibilities despite
repetitive stress spindrome
We thenuni-morphedinto "Money Doesn't Make It"lendingpsychidbloodsport
supportto the antrCapitalistasg bitcoin futurists.
Now adeeepbreath was attemptedbefore the very slow 3:heartbeat of

"If you are Changingset in.

Survivingonlookers wee heartily encouraged tainziptheir egofussand"dive into the

music" beforeslowlywinding themselves up into a magnificegjaculation of oposition

to dreadlycorruption andentopicmyopiaincarnate inthe corporatecorpusclethru the

lovinlopsy tunery of"Mind How You Go!
Next camehe song where my spingwaystingles and a frog hangs out in my throat.
Robert Wyatt's'Sea Songarrangedby Prof Joshwitz
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It wasthere to be sung anduphemisticallyglissed to.

THE CLIRIOUS PRACTICE OF GLISSANDO GUITAR

A guest to my guesswork it offeredragile tightrope wire that becama balancing act
for hairsbreadth glisguitarploy.
It was greaed bythe warm milk of applause even though we becorpeogressively
unseatedand droppeda fewstitchesin the middle.
From this pool of stillness n#e a rapid count and well screaned:

| AM YOU ARE WE ARE CRAZEEEE!

Thoughtlessly waurled ourselvesnto a hairdrying speedpunk bash at tRet Head
Pixiessong.
| felt like aheadbangesucked into the wrong end of a hairdryer.
Now we were approachinthe lastemphaticstatement of misadventure and dubious
intent where the original Soft Machine-®8de Feeling Reeling & Squealingacuously
evaporated any last residue siiperficial happinessito allopathicnihilism
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Thenstraight intothe Planet Gong anthem to lysergic disrepair:
"Stoned Innocent Frankenstein
with its STD inducin§:4 time impro sction.

This seamlesshlipstreamed us aihto "Slowhat digs holes in Spacgthe perennial
superslow and weirdly glowinghowcase for glissando/space raakd vaginal resntry.

The encore"Clarence in Wonderlandby Kevin Ayeraiasplayedimmediatelyto avoid
the tediousshowbizencoreritual of triumphantly going off andoroudly coming back on.
Fortunately his is always pyful groove for everyone to jump t@nd pretend they are
not happythat it's the last song

Prof Joshwitz took up the ceremiah megaphone:

"Thank you for coming to ERRORIZE with us here at the BEETLE BAR in BRISBANE
tonight. Each of us will be paid the sum of AUD$13.78 for every error committed
(Pause for mild applause)nlis we arefeeling both delighted anddesperatelyguiltea
to tell you that we are considerablyealthier than at the start of the day.
We arevery sorry and will not do this ever again.
(We arenow ready to be punished)
As for you the remaining audiencghether embodied, extra terrestrial or recently
decea®d, our commiseations as we wish you goodnudeé
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On drums:
Professor Monday,
Dept of Tuesday,(only open on Wednesday), Office Hours Thursday,
Mud Wrestling Friday except this week when its Saturd&@josed on Sunday,
Esq.

On bass:
Professor Perplex& Dept of Abstract Ethics

Onaccidental speeduitar and megaphone:
Professor Joshwits Pollocaust, Dept of Crystal Maths.

On Glissando Guitar and Vocals:
Professor Paradox of th€he College Of Lost Knowledge.

On stage management:
St Juan de Salvidaculty of Quintessential Giggling.

A

505

Thank yu and Goodnight!!

Back out the froniMike Howlett had nothing butbutrageouspraise for thefinger bass

of Prof Perplexedandthe shamelessly ruthlessrum pummelingof Prof Orlando
Monday.

"Those drops thayou put in his drink seemeplite effective'whispeed Prof Perplexed.

"What werethey called again?"

The publideedback waslisconcertinglypositiveproving that we had obviously done

somethingright which was of course a massive blunder

Contentd thus with a successful stint efrorization we stoicallypacked up our toys
and took off in the bus towards Byrocarefully avoidinghe HUNGRY JACK burgents

where hapless puntersurn into werewolves after a singlate.



30

14.
GIG2: THE GOLAN HOTEEMORE.
SAT 14TH MAY

emma dilemma
Thefollowingday begaroptimisticallyin warm autumn sunshine and progressed to
clock15 hrs 37secat which pointwe were gathered up by St.Juan in ttlgarabanc and
en route forRado 2NCR in Lismore forda53PMinterview onTrypswyclEmma's show.
Emma was her usual progressively elegant elf with enigmatic smile & soothing voice and
deftly navigatedour Milliganesque rightangle turns & Daddst declensions.

Errorism jobdone, we progressed tthe Palace of the Rasycat where weollected ours
elvesaround a pot ofnterestingtea. Miss Miaow arrived dramaticallghortly afterour
tealeafelevationand we made off to the infamous
GolanHotel.
A traditional small town corner pub with a tiny stage, it was
not the sort of pub you would expect to hear punk or meet freeks but the local
agent/promoter: Daz was already in action, setting up the PA and seemed agreeable to
everything we proposedeven poetree heh heh.
Vasudha & Jem were oups'rt act with Stef and heredection of Lismore poets in
between.



31

XTS NEAT

Anp & ; %
WoR7. '

There was a dazzling array of dniyusepartiesin town that night andwithin arolling
stonesthrow but we elected to establish our very own Green Rqaartly party (partly
pass the parsleyih the band bus parkedithin cooee of the gig on the main street. In
spite of the irregular flow of uniformed insecurity men and small clusters of orificers of
the lore we managed to drink & smolk@d shout cooooooooeeeeeewlith impeccable
indiscretion & interact indelibly V\J‘itrgndompassers by

-

dinkum bohos

The Dinkum Bohos/Vajem set was a bit more hard edged than usual. Innakgsting

deviantthought we from the busThenit was time to get the poetry up. Miss Stefanie

impeccably attired in spectacular style led the pogteeeled in all wandering thoughts
& idle chat to nest in her tree.

To followshe had chosea rather bookisRlulian Green who seemed a little
overwhelmed byflu and thus read with his nose in h@me in an undaracteristically
introverted vice.
This dd not impress theockrocker cockieslthough the poets party crawlersvere
into it. Next came EmmRilemmawho for reasons incomprehensible, sat on the floor
and read a poem in tiny print on many bits of papeamimpish whisper.
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By now he fuckrockers were getting impatient. Agent Daz was decreasingly
impressedNow came Lucy Lucifer who lit up the moment withpectaculagutrush of
emotion. YAYBut this was followed by the Spooky Lady Ladies (Emma Burroughs, Edda

Lampisand Lizzie ree) who sithered about with a whip and sangrangydegradable
song.

By now the rockersvere sullenly muttering theiworst fears about poets made
manifest. There wasulled up splttering behind the bawhere Agent Daz wadeeply
unimpressed
Madame Miaow had oglLucy ucidto thank soshe wuznot a happy Kittyn her literary
litterbox. Clearlyt'was timeto make our way into this concentratd dreamarena to

take a bit of heat off the shape of the pear.
Soon, a interestinglookingaudience wagjathering steanin the squeezeboxapacity
room and weswiftly plunged into the holy error & neo erotic horror
of errorizing all irsundry.

Despite an enthusiastaudience throughoutatthe end of the gig Darren was told that
this venue would no longer entertain hgsiidance. This did not please him or us yet it
cannow be said that the Golan had been
convincinglyerrorized.

We could stand proud. Dazsoonhad abeautifulnew baby
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15
SUNDAY 15TH MAY

This was a day of sturdy reflection pon the deviant nature of peréorce in the world
of phenomena whicleulminatedin a splendid meal alazed ducks webs & fractured
beaksbasted withminted punters drippingn agold coinfingerprint syrupglazed with
high volume speedmetals and succulently deafened by a 5000watttremai
Kerouac's On The Road through the house P.A.
This was followed bgtonedfruit bat spongeanda honeyed frogcocaineconundrum
topped bycream of giant spidespermrendered unimaginable by a bottle or two of
maidenhair loincloth cabernet sauvignoand a handsome tipple a&nk girl tequila
sunset
Thoroughly nourishing for the indoctrinated errorist.

16
MONDAY 16TH MAY
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TUESDAY 17TH MAY

The next two days seemed to be indistinguishable in retrospect as we passed our time in
Prof Monday's Flamedaogtudioapparentlycomposing a radio advert for local radio
station BAY FM but in fact three lifetimes in Sudan were passed with a number of
unforgettable wives.
Tuning his crystal set tdeafening whisper, Prof Perplexed let out a triumphant yelp as
our advert surfaced thru the professionalism of DJ and disc.

it
e

UoEAdvert.wav

He then fell over and had a catnap. Gilli faintexhind her pinz nean the chaise
lounge | cooked geacocks egg and suddenhgalised that it wageltaneFull Moonat
9.10RV.
Those strapping youngomerset studsvill be givinghosepagan maidena spanking
good stonkingon the flanks of Glastonbury Tor tonight thought I.
Somewhere through thethers | felt two sleek feline creatures melt into each other
with a soft plop.

17
SOUTHERN CROSS UNI BAR
'‘BURNTHEMAN EVENT
WED 18TH MAY

photos: andrew speers,

We arrived in Lismore in time #xaminethe Live Poets venuat the Rous Hotel which
seemedcuriouslyempty.

Having dropped off some flyers just in case we proceededddibuthern Cross
University Bar which entailed getting magnificently lost in the grounds fewanmillenia
of goldfish years
map of southern cross univ



35

Having finally located the parkinigr our ageing teapqtMiss Stef appeared dressed in
a fetchirg leopard skin bedspead, her cogs spinning joyfully to lead us into the fray.
The support act werbammeringlustily and there wasraunusuallypopulous

assemblage.

MEYO?
In the rough and tumblage of eventitudsound merPhil and Duane aided and abexl

usand engineered our eamshile missiesStef and Lcyfaattempted a high speed full
frontal body burgemelta-merger.

{

...WITH FENCH FLIES.
We sound checkedmongst ourselvewhile thehappy punters and billy bunters
watched theeffigy of theman kurn outside under the misty full moon.
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SOUND CHECK OBSERVERS

Once we were changeshd freshly derangedith piping polished andtoked the first
few songsdrewthem in andpinned them back and we were cleady awickidsurge

The Rev Quickly wada bin proud uv usVhere had he gone?

A clutch ofvapid cuticles & kookgookie students gaped in shock and awe. A variety of
leglesscameras swung into action and Jax stormed the stadeer wheelchaispinning

and twirlingon her dancing wheels. As tlehowblundered gloriously into oblivign
more wildcat student women flung themselves into action and the dan@nd dogpiles

multiplied and fructified.
At the end of the first set, Jiof the Student's Oniotook us to his secret chamber
where the wild hings were.
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He seemed to have a protective army of semi visible gnomes that had the securitea
goonsbemused
We extrapolated as we coughed and fluffed up the five star philosophical botanica
tremens from his drawers.
An ambassador for medical m@aana his office at the Nimbin Hemp Embassy had
sloping floors& locked doors.
The gcond set unfoldednore slowly & spaciousinto its variable moonscapes and
great escapes until with consummate timirgjef dragge spectacularly inebriated
Jesde Y on stage to sing theAM YOU ARE WE ARE CRAGEE&Rer.

At somepoint Jesbe took a fancy to my belt and tried smmmarily remove it
| managed to shake her off but she was likeox Errier on Scotch and Perriemd
wouldn't give up.

MY BELT{?
| managed to continue despite heild and dangerouslinaccurate grabs titbtef
persuadedherto leave me be.

" HA BLOODY HA

At the end of the show she chased me around the entire building causing much joy for
the security guys.
Clearly, everyone wgsofoundly enlightened which was of course a huge mistahka
Stef was over the very full modar more reasons than one

JESSABE SECOND FROMWHRJIAX IN CENTRE
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We thenrepaired to her place wherd soon disabled myself sufficiently
to be forbidden to drive.
SoProf Perplexed took ovexrs Capt. Capricornio
and we sailedback to the coast thru the early morning mists

18
THURSDAY9th MAY

Unbeknown to we who actually sleeprofessors Monday and Perplexed rose at dawn
to join our beloved ciim and madcap Glitter Gioin her early morning radicchowon

B, |
6\

— . L .

glitter gal

They were awarded the GOLDEN BAP by the proprietors of the renowned LIZARD
LOUNGE famous for its Byron Bay clientele of ill repute & studious womanizing.
At the rear of he lounge which sits obtrusively in a side street near the main hub of
Byron town there is a small corridor marked toilets.
There are three doors marked men women and spiders. If you enter the third door
which is only sometimes unlocked, you descend aovastairway to find yourself in a
tiny rectangular cellar at the end of which is a thickly curtained bed.
In front of the bed is a small round table with five chairs.
On this occasion, they told me, as they entered there was a giant dreadlackkd
spectaailarly ancient surfiesitting at the table with his back to them.
They hovered somewhat tentatively until Pdidshowitzaidthoughtfully:
"Oestrogenis an unkind octopus!
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There was a brief pause and then a violent spinning surfie catapulted out dfdiis c
and hurled himself at our man stopping abruptly 3cms from his face.
He spoke slowly and clearly with an Oxford accent.
"The octopus is never unkind!"
He gave our man a piercing look.
"The octopus is the Shakespeare of the Bathysphere!"
Joshwa's browerinkled as his intellectual intensity increased.

He looked into the eyes of the ancient surfie Sufi.

"That's a GREAT name for a band!
(to be continued)

19
FRIDAY 20TH MAY
COORABELL GIG

To the venue!
En route, the Vice Chancer felt itthin his bref to instruct our @lifornicate visitors in
the herstory of tonights venerable venue.
"Built in the 1920's he droned luxuriously,Coorabell Hall ia history-wrecktomy of a
rural arts andcommunity hallhighon Coorabell Muntain ovetooking Byron Bagndits
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lighthouse orthe Acidic Potion ernfPacific Ocean. Since way backhia day....", his
lengthy coughing fit was an instructive body memory it'has been thevisionary
launching pad of many a trgwitchof home grown happinessndan easy gaig site for
deliriousfull-moon bushdancey."

PROF POLLOCAUST WASINIPRESSED

"Are you reading this off a brochure?"
muttered Prof Posh unusually anti delusional.
But the Vice Chancer ignored this crossfire over his monologue.
"There was lavaysa circle of dreamerand love's losersound thecampfire to the side
and plenty of space to hang odiscretelyon thesurrounding grasslands guarded by
huge old trees under a luminous South Pacifi¢.sky
"Fuck awéf! You most be chokin!" croaked Poslmin a temporal cockney overcum.
He stared obstreperously at the Vice Charfcem an angular muscular position.
The silence held.

We arrived around 5pm to findur old palTone still unloadinggom an enormousgruck
and the sound crew stieavingtheir electronic webof cables and spares
"Great Luminous Gadflies!" crumpeted Max Voluexperiencingsyncranial arrivage.

"Tis as if you were not The Errofiiis is a spectaculgrprofessionatig!"
He paused pregnantly.
"Is everything ok?
"An antierror indude!" | murmured in a serious vice.
"l see that Gilli is early as usual' Greetings Madame Smyth!"
Twas at this point that Gilli began floating slowly up into theSire was having an
existential helium attack.
| attempted to tie her toéip to a luggage rack but she was soon bumping about against
the ceiling.
"This is quite fun" she murmured demurely.
"But I'm not sure about doing my sound check from up here!”
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With ashiny silvetadder wecarefullybrought her down to ground level.
"I think | hadbetter not do this gig," shevhispered.
She beckoned me to her lips. "If | go out the window, who knows how high | could get!"
We steered her upwardly nubile form thru midheaven to her Yonimobile where we
afffixed her firmly behind the seatbelt.

"Quick ge the car started! It's starting to lift off its wheels!"
With a roar and ricocet of scattered parts, Gilli zoomed off homewards but it was

noticeable that the tyres were barely touching the ground.

After this the sound checkindulatedsmoothly.

After a quick joint er jaunt to the bay to dine & wine &adfly Gorbachov's Gorgonzola
Bar, where we Pollacaust consumed copius quantities of Bluegrass Juice which was a
worry. | chose a scallopina correcto composed of minted strawberries in a crispy croc
scrotumbasted with blended lizard's eyeballs in whipped cream gravy of electrocuted

bees. Prof Perplexed was entirely unable to choose betviieempsychotropical rainbow

trout and in a sibillant sauce of mixed metaphors and so he ordered one of each.
We rinsed outonsils with a fine bottle of Murgatroid Fruit Bat Deep Vat Merlot in
concert with coconut water through a straw. This was topped off with a Cafe Correcto
and a slice of beaver berry and plum flummery topped with cream of Queenie Houdini's
Tahini. "Let®pen a Scotch Mistake House!" murmered Prof Perplexed. " Handy little
earner on the side."
Thus fortified we again ascended the path to Coorabell to discover TH#iRD SKere
slowly levitating As if forever and entirely unconcerned, they hoveredri®drom the
ground.
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back down we come again
It was not exactlghoulder to shoulder inside the illustrious hathichnow resembled a
giant reflector lens, thick with multiplied lights. Quality over quantity for sure.
My eyes zoomed around googlingengsting eyeballs while my mouthbraghatted
with a journalisthamed Hannaland two photographerérom VICE magazine
We were introduced by our travelling MC agpontaneousntellectual and space/time
theorist Frank Einstein Hymnself.

FRANKIE GOES TOLCINGWOOD
When | arrived on the stagddnderly graspedhe microphone and as my first words
caressed its delicate membrane it stuttered and cut out.
| immediately knew this ratbait had been cleverly laid to entrapye¢he agents of
darkness and desjraaka news limited phone tappers
| deeply felt thattiwas ready to explode now!
| hurled it at the floor in front of the stage where it bounced spectacularly and was
caught by a cricket enthusiast of my acquaintance.
"Howzat!" he cried ecstatic.
The stange thing was that it didn't even explode a little bit.
Tone remained calmlhe microphone remained unaffected.
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"l neeeeeed you...." | crooned lugubriously.
But ust before the end of the first set the helium factor set in again.
Prof Perplexed rose abbhalf a metre above the stage without turning a hair.
As thefirst setflowed to its unnatural conclusiothe crowd thickenednd swayeds
we rollicked,riffed and roared and by half time we were surroundedaflfhe usual
suspects.

THE USUAL SUSFPEC

In the breakZombag Sporgese, Arndidlloon and Zeigfried Frankenstein were
tethered to a wild notion outside by the fire. They welcomed me likeide of lions
confronting a zebra'MISTA ALLEN! LET ME SHAKE YOUR HAND MAN!
My fragile fingers megrinderhand.
Squelch.
"We bought your cds. We own yovou have to sigh.
Urgent hands intervened grabbing my arm likel@mps.
"I am from Iran and | go to prison for having your records. | want to thank you for your

(er...butyou are THANKIBIme??p
"Your music is very important to me and my friends...
(Not bad for premodernist steam radio thinks i.)
He handedne a whole pile of vinyl. My name is Khan.
Acharyan Khat.
To compensate for increasing info overldgatacticel drawing with imprdable pens.
A young dark aired beauty at my elbow-sayed my scribblage
"I am from Mdr-xico,” shemurmuredwith the voice of a an ancient witch child.
Her velvet brown eyes engulfed me in a swincalfapsibleresolve
She was possessed by the smilehaf duskycopybook beauty redeemed by a lemon
twist of irony tweaking at the corners of her mutiny.
"l wish for you to sign my skin with this pen..."
I am very fond of Mexico but suddenlgmembering the spell of invisibility vanisked.
As | winged iadrally from braintree to braintreefrom art to private part,
| twanged on my ganglion guitanemory of gigainder this roof.



