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The secret life of your Brain and how to better your 

health, reduce poverty and possibly live forever. 
 

Imagination is more important than knowledge and what is important is, 

to keep questioning …..Albert Einstein. 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
        

                                                                                                                                  
 It was Michelangelo who painted the Sistine Chapel Ceiling between the years 1508 

– 1512. Here we see God passing down through his finger, his gift of life and knowledge.  

But Michelangelo also studied anatomy at the convent of Santa Maria Del Santa Spirito 

(Florence). Here he would do his dissections on the corpses coming from the convents 

hospital.   Whether or not it is a coincidence but below is a cross section of our brain, as seen 

by Michelangelo, which looks remarkable like the cloak surrounding God. Perhaps 

Michelangelo meant to convey nothing but then perhaps he meant us to realise that God was 

within our brain, for without doubt, our brain is the master of our life and our library of 

knowledge.                                              

 

The secret of life. 
                   As the song goes, John Brown’s body lies a mouldering in his grave but his 

soul goes marching on.  So, the body dies but your soul goes marching on and on. What is 

your soul?  Could it be the accumulated knowledge you hold in your head, or could it be the 
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knowledge your brain stores in your head? Knowledge that has been added to, since life 

began.  Some of us think we die and some of us do, but then some of us go on to live forever, 

whilst some of us do even better, for they have discovered that understanding your brain, will 

lead to greater prosperity, good health, longer life, a bonding of the family and prosperity to 

the nation, better still it will provide free of charge 10 million extra teachers, with a vested 

interest in their children to go forth and prosper.  If you don’t believe me, then read on.  
              Now it came to pass that I remembered the TV documentary, Genius of Britain 

where Sir David Attenborough commented on the finding of Oxbridge scholars, insofar they 

had found the secret of life, which he reports was DNA.  So, I wrote to Sir David to say, that 

the secret to life is not DNA, for DNA is only a copying machine, what creates life, is the 

stimulus to implant that DNA and that’s testosterone.  It’s testosterone that makes us get up 

and go, for as the song goes, ’Birds do it, bees do it, even educated fleas and politicians do it’, 

they all go to find a mate and from a mate comes an offspring and so via that offspring the 

game goes on and we live forever, for without testosterone, there’d be no Mr Stiffy, seeking 

out Miss Juicy Lucy, for without it, all life would just sit down and wonder what to do next. 

The mating game, is just as aggressive and disappointing, as with all of our fellow creatures, 

for one wrong move and you’re out of the game. We might think we’re civilized, but when 

the mating game begins my lads, civilization flies out of the window and nature flies in. 

                 So how does our Brain help us live forever?  Especially as logic suggests we don’t, 

as we lower some ancient loved one down into that 6ft deep hole. So, I beg you, my learned 

friends, think, are we, as logic suggest, one individual person, or could there be two, who 

resides within this lump of protein, we call ourselves.          

                 Let me put it this way. Is there the servant? There is, he’s the one with the legs, 

eyes, ears, mouth, arms and a digestive system, all irrigated by that great pump, the heart. 

These comrades all work and work they most certainly do, to the commands of he who must 

be obeyed, this other inhabitant, the Brain. The Brain, that has created an armoured shell 

about itself, called a skull.  This in itself should tell us that this other half of us, considers 

itself more important than the servant, as it has put about itself, more protection, than that 

about the heart. 

                This being, this Brain, goes happily along, letting the servant do what it likes, until 

hunger or thirst calls, or if there is a life-threatening situation, for believe me, the Brain has 

no wish to die. When for example, the servant receives a message, sent from this Brain, that 

hunger has arrived, you will find the servant rise up, go to the larder, collect some food and 

start cooking the food, whose taste I might add, is pleasing to the Brain.  Of course, this 

sounds obvious, so obvious we have forgotten what is actually taking place. If there’s a life- 

threatening situation, then the servant is instructed to quickly move itself, and to help the 

servant, the Brain gives it a quick shot of adrenaline, for Brain or no Brain, it is only the 

servant who can run.  

 

              It is the Brain that makes most animals, including man, to defecate, just before your 

predator springs upon them.  Hence the joke of, ‘Having to change one’s trousers’, when 

trying to explain the fear you felt.  Not only does this action create a diversion to the beastie 

licking its lips, but it also reduces your weight and a fraction of a second gained, may be the 

difference between life and death of that Brain.  Of course, there must come a time when you 

can’t escape your predator and here the Brain plays one last trick, it makes itself faint and as 

it faints, so does the servant faint.  Perhaps a body no longer running might detract the 

predator, if not, then at least both Brain and servant are out of it, as they are devoured.   

             Even with the servant having a terrible wound, the Brain will set forth to repair it. We 

should also remember it is the servant that is expendable, for if we lose a leg, or an arm, the 

Brain can still survive, but lose your head and that’s another matter.   
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          As doctors will tell you, they can fix a broken bone into position but it’s the messages 

sent by the Brain that will repair it and this healing ability of the Brain I will expand later. 

           Now I reminder when at boarding school, my chums in the dormitory decided to tickle 

me and so bad was it, I nearly died from suffocation, due to none stop laughing and how in a 

second, my Brain, removed my ticklish nervous system, so that laughter ceased and once 

more I could breathe. As for my tickles, sadly girls, they have never returned. 

          I remember those great days at school, where a thrashing, seemed a suitable and 

justifiable punishment for rule breakers. Why you ask?  Well dear reader it’s all down to 

testosterone, testosterone that makes boys fight boys and dares boys to do ultra-daring things 

to prove themselves, where death or injury is just around the corner.  Yes, dear hearts, your 

little boy can create great mischief, where the only control at that moment, is the teacher.  Do 

you want your little boy returned to you in a bin liner? Take away the teacher’s power and it 

will happen. Which of course we have done and in many schools, where the less educated are 

taught, it is the child that now has the power.  I’m sure you will say how cruel this is, for man 

to inflict pain upon a youth.  But what if I could demonstrate to you, where the wayward 

youth is happy to punish himself?  The answer to that is another story but it will be his 

testosterone that will do it for you.   

           Now the way I see it is, nothing that is living today, has ever died since life began, 

changed yes, but never died, for everything living, makes itself.  So, provided we have off 

springs, be they seeds, fish fry, lambs or children, we never die and of course that is the great 

plan of our Brain, it doesn’t want to die and as with all other living things, it will do a most 

cunning thing, it will start to transport itself into another.  It will, as with computers, down 

load all the knowledge it possesses, into a piece of living protein, we call a baby, its baby 

self. And all this starts when the previous baby, now a prospective Daddy, arrives at that 

magic age of 14, the age of pimples (mainly in boys), the sprouting of hair and the age of 

belligerence  

           Have you ever thought why the Brain cries on the death of the Brian who created it?  It 

is not the servant that cries, in some cases the servant will try to stop this emotion, this 

blubbing, as we cry away during the funeral service. You will also notice that the distance of 

the relationship between the departed and those present, will be shown by those who do cry 

and those that don’t.   

        How interesting it is, that the living Brain erects a monument to the Brain that has now 

departed, a monument with a name upon it, the date of birth and the date of departure.  But 

think on, it’s not the Brain that has departed, it’s that loyal servant of that Brain, which went 

down below, for the Brain has a cunning plan, a plan as old as life itself, it will transport itself 

into another.  This is the very concept of life when that first microbe sub divided. Think, I 

beg you, since the first living cell divided itself, since frogs made baby frogs, fish made fries, 

dinosaurs laid eggs and mankind babies, likewise, not one of our ancestors, which includes 

all those species above, as never failed to do their duty. This is the tree of life, each ancestor 

evolving and changing to the species we are today but not one of them failed.  To fail, is to go 

back to the earth childless and then indeed you, and all those came before you are now truly 

dead.   

                What is life? It’s not a rock, or a mineral, yet it is made up of minerals, burn us and 

reduce the water within us and we end up as ashes, and ashes are carbon, a mineral, with 

some calcium thrown in for good measure.  So, what’s left?  What’s left is the information 

we received from those ancestors, the mothers and fathers that made us, plus the information 

we have gathered in whilst in this body, which we now pass on to the next generation.  Is this 

the everlasting life which I strongly suspect we can call our soul?  

               Let me put it another way. You have a computer that’s 12 years old and it’s getting 

‘Flaky’, slow to start, with the odd crash down here and there and if it sounds like granddad 
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then you can see the similarity. So, it’s time to get a new one but think of all the knowledge 

you’ve put into it. You can’t just dump it. So, you buy a memory stick, plug it in, copy it and 

transfer this valuable information, this knowledge, into your brand new, computer. Isn’t this 

exactly what every living thing does?  Except we, Mankind, have evolved so well that our 

knowledge of this world and ourselves can now fill a thousand libraries, and apart from 

knowledge there will be memories of our parents, grandparents, ourselves and our children, 

even grandchildren, all locked away in that individual we know as the Brain and when we 

transfer it into those that come after us, we would not be wrong if we said, there goes our 

soul. 

             So how does the living organism, the Brain go about it? Let’s start when a new baby 

is born. That child is born a blank, it can do three things, it cries when hungry, suckles like 

there’s no tomorrow and will fill a nappy, as quick as you can take the last one off, whilst the 

aroma of this, is pure happiness to the proud owners of this eating and defecating machine.  

         So here we have this blank piece of paper, this babe and before the first day is out, we 

begin to teach him or her, all we know. We will coo to it, start talking to it, and once Dada  

and Momma has been heard, communications have been made and so learning begins in 

earnest. So much so, that mankind has, for the last 2000 years, a mere blink in the millions of 

years since life began, created schools, to increase this knowledge.  I trust you can see it is 

the old Brain that has done this, not the Brain of the child.   From my experience, most 

children can’t wait to absorb all there is, but look more closely and you’ll find it’s the parents 

who are stimulating them.  Without this, ever child would find learning to be a most arduous 

task.  In fact they’d only learn from the bumps and bruises of growing up. So without the 

parents the child would know nothing, not even how to go to school. So although the 

prosperous know this, it is the poor that don’t.  It is the poor who generally discourage 

education, as their parents did for them.  It is they that send little Johnny off to work before 

he can even write.   

            Now what is this child? It starts off as a blank, absorbing everything you know, your 

religion, your language, your loves, such as your football team or your hobbies, even your 

trade, for many children follow on in their father’s profession. It will absorb nothing if the 

aren’t knows nothing. But what if a 5-year-old child is adopted by someone else?  Let’s say a 

Muslim, then he will be brought up in that faith, bow down to Mecca five times a day and 

speak that tongue. This child is of your genes, but its Brain is being down loaded from 

another.   

            For better or for worse you’ll find the state and religion will do everything in their 

power to make this Brain, your Brain to be part of them.  It’s called Brain washing and 

propaganda, ideal for religion, religious wars, suicide bombers, the Hitler youth, advertising 

agents and the military, who you must agree, must work wonders on a gentle farmer’s boy, 

such as I, that can turn him, in seventeen weeks, from a country bumkin into to a killer of 

men.  

           At about 14 the Brain does a remarkable thing.  It begins to introduce testosterone into 

this new servant, not just in England but miraculously to every child of the world, though 

mainly boys, the very child it has created some 14 years ago.  We will see our child behaving 

strangely. Once when they said, ‘Yes Daddy, yes Mummy’. It now says, won’t, don’t and 

can’t’.  For the boys, the first facial hair appears whilst his testicles develop and drop, so does 

his sweet angelic voice, becoming gruff and growly.  Then horror upon horror the dreaded 

pimples appear. I suppose this is a sort of caterpillar to butterfly metamorphous taking place, 

but why the pimples?   

           To answer this, we must see the metamorphous taking place in the girls. From my 

observations, girls start to display at an early age. We see them at 6 wearing mother’s high 

heel shoes and waggling their bodies with girlish coy giggles. By 12 they are wandering the 
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streets with their friends, all displaying their bare navels and although breast less they may 

be, what nature has forgotten, they stuff with cotton, yes even in winter.  Subconsciously they 

are looking for a mate and by 14, will mate, if given the chance and with most males, which 

is why we have laws forbidding this mating game with underage children.  So, could these 

pimples in the 14-year-old male be, because the Brain is making him unattractive.   

         One thing about the mating game, is both males and females are looking for a healthy 

mate and a healthy mate can easily be seen, especially as each is doing their utmost to display 

themselves in the healthiest way possible, including lips stick, make up, low cut dresses and 

thrusting bosoms, whilst for the boys, it’s rippling muscles, body odour spray, a warrior like 

stance and some have even been known to put a length of hose pipe down their pants.  So, I 

put it to you, if a youth turns up to ask some pretty maid for a dance, festooned with pimples, 

in the exact position to her discerning eye.  I think she will disdainfully give him the big 

rejection, for the Brain doesn’t want a 14-year-old boy mating with a 14-year-old girl, simply 

because any mature male will try to steal her off him, as he is not yet strong enough to defend 

his territory or even to breed?   

             So, when can this 14-year-old male start defending his territory?  Now don’t laugh 

but the answer is, when he is old enough to have grown a full beard, a fine thick bushy beard 

and two thousand years ago, it was thick with dirt and burrs as to make it a shield, for that 

vulnerable throat.  It is the Brain who pumps testosterone into the servant to go forth to find 

and fight for a mate.  It is the Brain that grows hair around the male throat chest and back, to 

defend us during this fight for the right to breed.  It is tooth, horn and claw which is the law 

of the jungle and the mating game. No, my dear reader don’t think that is all in our past, for 

the fact is, our brain still produces that beard or main in the male of the species. It is modern  

 

 

 

fashion to shave it off, although it now appears to be back in fashion. Ahaa, teeth, one of our 

caring, loving, compassionate God’s, great mistakes. For teeth need flesh to bite and gnaw 

upon, teeth whether they be in man or beast, are the cause of why 99% of God’s creatures go 

forth and kill, resulting in terrible pain and suffering, especially when you’re being eaten 

alive.   Yes, even the meek little lamb of Jesus, must be slaughtered for Man’s Sunday roast. 

But it’s these very teeth that will be used in the mating game                

          It is the Brain that will deny itself food and drink when the mating begins, for the 

whole purpose is, for the Brain to make itself.  But you will say, we have progressed further 

than that, we are civilized.  Civilized my foot, go to any nightclub or bar on the weekend, 

Sundays excluded, and there is the mating game in full swing.  In comes Sid, with jutting 

jaw, gritted teeth and mean of eye, over to young George, with a growl that says, ‘Have you 

been seeing my Nora’, and before young George can reply, Sid has, ‘Nutted’ poor George, 

and the fight begins.  Probably not for long, for Sid was older and bigger than our young 

hopeful.  Yet throughout this scuffle all the girls present will stand by, like most females of 

other species, to see who will be the dominant male.  And in dominating everything is fair in 

love so they say and was so teeth will be used and although nature is happy for one to lose a 

leg or arm, the throat is out of bounds so hence the beard. 

         So I trust I have offered up an explanation of the importance of acne. It is a protector of 

those too young, to have protection, from the big boys. 

            I know we think we’ve become civilized but we still retain many of the subconscious 

thoughts and reactions as our ancestor, 8000 years ago and we do this because that system 

worked.  Didn’t Moses tell the Children, ’Thou shall not commit adultery ‘.  Why, because 

they were, for you don’t make a law, if it isn’t happening.  I could make a law, ‘Thou shall 
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not marry a Martian woman’, pointless because it’s never going to happen.  Moses made 

these laws because it was happening and causing a lot of strife. 

          Now it’s with sadness that I now divulge one of male Man’s secret. He is not designed 

for marriage. He was designed, to go forth and multiple, have as many children as possible, 

before being toppled off his perch. This was fine when Man was a nomad but with 

communities, as Moses discovered, this was most disruptive. So marriage became important 

but nevertheless this strong instinct is still with us, as history is still showing us, for not even 

Kings Princes or Presidents are not without blemish.  But these are the minority, what is the 

majority, is the poor. Due to their lack of knowledge the only joy they understand is sex. Sex 

that needs no exams to pass and with no knowledge of sex, the brain completes its function, a 

child is conceived. A child that is destined to be poor and so the cycle begins.  

          Another sadness is, that the female of Mankind are not much better , she marries or is 

partnered to her man, only to find that he doesn’t comes up to her expectations. The passion 

has gone and the creditors have come knocking.  I think we can say in general, the female of 

our species is just as protective of their young. as every other creature on this planet.  So now 

starts the search for a better mate, which will result in more trauma and poverty for that child. 

So, I say onto you, if you are thinking marriage, seek out a partner that fore fills the physicals 

but also a mate, where you are the best of companions, interested in each of your hopes and 

aspirations. Oh my dear reader, sex is great but it only takes up a part of your day and when 

your future self arrives, what was an undivided love to the man, is now divided by the 

number of children you have.  This is where the true man succeeds, for where passion and 

affection as dwindled, he must, as she must soldier on with no complaint, if  their future self 

is to thrive , for a house that is divided can never stand. 

       Mankind is just one of the twigs on this tree of life, albeit the top twig, but he’s been 

evolving for millions of years and a million years is just an eye blink as far as evolution is 

concerned. Three million years ago, he came down from the trees and walked upright.  Life 

or nature isn’t going to change this success story overnight.  

         But who is it who chooses one’s future mate? It’s the Brain, there you are, in a crowded 

room and in a flash, you have found her or him and believe you me, if you were the one, 

they’d have found you just as quickly. Whether it be a sly smile or hello my darling, if you’re 

acceptable, the game begins and it begins with all the subconscious moves that are the Brains 

alone and not that of the servant. For what the male Brain is looking for, is your state of 

health and plump bosoms, indicating you can store fat.  It is your ability to store energy, fat, 

whilst your future self is developing, that will be crucial during the winter months of the 

pregnancy ahead.  

             But here comes the tricky if not sticky bit. Males were designed by nature to go forth 

and multiply, they will be devious, cunning and double dealing in this, their pursuit of 

happiness.  Remember my tale of Sid and George, don’t for a moment think Sid was loyal to 

Nora, Nora was just one of Sid’s harem girls, he might not have been keen on her but he 

wasn’t going to let anyone else steal her away. So, this is the problem facing the females of 

our species. Can they hold their future mate both in body and soul?  

          Whilst for the lady, a male with a good physic denotes he’ll be a great hunter.  It is 

here, I hear you say but we don’t hunt anymore but of course we do, we hunt for a job and 

now it’s not the strong or fleet of foot that denotes the hunter but the knowledge he holds in 

his Brain.  So, it is, that ladies, up to about 25, still search for their muscled mighty hunter, 

after that, they seek the wiz kid of the stock market world, be he puny or not.  

        So here we have the male child starting to grow that beard.  Shampoos and razors and 

combs are a thing of the future.  This hair grows longer and is matted together with dirt, 

grease and burs.  Here is nature giving you, your suit of armour, amour that is around your 

skull, throat, chest and back and this can only come about with age.  Is this unique to 
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mankind alone? It is not, look at the male and females of the lion, bison, stag, dog and a host 

of animals, for all males have that thick mat of hair around the throat and it’s there to protect 

the throat. Nature is not necessarily happy if you lose an arm or a leg but she is very unhappy, 

if in this mating game, where two equal males fight it out, resulting in one of them having his 

throat bitten out.  As with all living things, nature only wants the best to breed. So over 

millions of years she has evolved this cunning plan that only the best will do so.  

         This mating game is rather like when you join the army. You do your training and each 

one of you is looking for the best man in your intake to team up with, when a true soldier you 

become. So, the best picks out the second best as his ‘Mucka’. The third best picks out the 

fourth, until the two worst, pick each other, as there is no one else to pick. Sadly, it is the 

latter two, who will probably not survive, because they hadn’t learned enough. 

         So, what’s all this testosterone, beard and fighting business about, is it’s do with your 

Brain living forever?  It is for without this, your DNA isn’t going to be implanted, by having 

a delightful session of horizontal press-ups with the female of your choice.  So, no implanting 

then no future self.  Now you see the importance of that fight that will put you into the 

breeding charts.  Once it was brute strength, the hunter bringing back the buffalo, then the 

knight in shining armour, then the businessman, then the wiz kid, who could make a billion  

on a computer?   Weak and puny he may be but his wealth has given him dominance and the 

right to breed, for the simple fact your future selves will never go hungry.  

            So here be the servant ready and willing to do its duty, except it can’t and this is 

where we see the two beings within us.  The servant cannot create an erection, it is the Brain 

that will do this and do it from what it sees. But in seeing, the Brain too can be foxed, for it is 

controlled by what it sees. If it sees a naked attractive young girl (in the man’s case) then his 

best friend will spring to attention.  So, I put it to you, if I hold up a blank sheet of paper and 

try to sell it for £5, there will be no takers, but if I scatter upon it, tiny coloured dots, which 

forms the picture of a naked lady, in all her sexual glory, it will sell like hot cakes.  It’s called 

a centre fold and the foxed Brain will slink off and try to mate with it. And on religious 

authority, I am told you don’t go blind, neither does hair grow in the palm of your hand.  Silly 

Brain say, but how many silly Brains do you know?  Yes, dear reader, we have invented that 

billion-pound industry, pornography. 

            I believe it was the actor Oliver Reed who during a TV chat show, was induced by a 

female panellist to expose his honourable member, his ‘Organ of intromission’, (so named in 

Hatfield’s Introduction to Biology) and it doing so she commented, ‘There was nothing 

remarkable about it’.   ‘Madame’ replied our once promiscuous actor, ‘If it had like you, it 

would have knocked your hat off’.  Precisely, and it was up to the Brain to like her, not the 

servant.   

            Many of us are addicted to something apart from drugs. How many of us like the 

crossword, chess or playing bridge?  Is it because the servant likes it or is it the Brain?  It’s 

our Brain and so we must ask why?   From my experience, it seems to be, because the Brain 

gets pleasure from doing the complicated reasoning involved. In short, the Brain likes 

puzzles, it doesn’t like boredom.  

           In general, the Brain will not commit suicide, will not self-destruct, except in the 

situation for example, when we see a raging torrent, which we know will be suicidal if we 

jump in. Yet if our child, our future self falls in, we will instantly plunge into the spume to 

save our future self.    

           The Servant sleeps but the Brain never sleeps, I remember my grandchildren staying 

one night and I, who can sleep like a log, for my Brain had already adjusted itself to the 

sounds of traffic, fox cries and the wind rattling the windows, yet I awoke instantly, ready to 

fight, when I heard this strange sound of the latch lifting on the bathroom door. Two seconds 
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later my Brain had deduced the cause,  my grandson Oliver going to the little room and in a 

trice, I was once more back to the land of Nod.   

          Now it came to pass on the 14th of August 2014, I was taking my Grandson to do a bit 

of ‘Down loading’ at the Ashmolean museum, Oxford. I was driving up the M40 just prior to 

the bridge at Stokenchurch, when my car received a violent thud at the rear, thanks to a lorry 

slamming into my rear near side. This creates the same response when traffic police 

endeavour to stop stolen vehicles making a run for it, it’s called the Pit Manoeuvre, which 

causes the vehicle to go sideways and the driver loses control.  So here I was, not expecting 

anything and the next thing, my vehicle is roaring off, being swung to the left side of the 

motorway into other traffic.  Now I can assure you that the reaction time on this was in half 

seconds and if you think this lump of protean, who is recording this event, was in contro,l he 

wasn’t, but my brain was. My brain via my eyes instantly took control, I hardly remember 

anything, except my hands wrestled with the steering wheel to bring it back out of the traffic, 

back onto the straight, but of course so fast was it done, it brought it back towards the centre 

barrier. Again, an instant reversal of that wheel, missing the barrier but once more into the 

traffic, which through the force of the collision I was now over taking cars, except going 

through them sideways. I think the car must have gone left then right at least 4 times before it 

was under control.  Yes, I’d missed the lot, except I hadn’t, I ended up hitting the near side 

barrier pointing backwards from whence I had come and my car was a right off. However, I 

tell you this, fast I am but the fellow that took over my car. was very fast and as my grandson 

wasn’t driving, this left it to be either my brain or my shadow, it certainly wasn’t the servant.  

Some people would say it was a miracle or God saved me but I’ll stick with my option. 

Thanks brain, you saved my day. Thanks Don, says my brain, I enjoyed that. As for Tom, he 

couldn’t stop laughing, or was it his brain?  

          What of dreams? We know the servant, the body, doesn’t create them, for he or she is 

asleep, so they must emanate from our Brain. What could the sleepless Brain be doing?  

Could it be enjoying itself?   Could it be reliving old memories?  Could it be making them 

up?  Whatever it’s doing, those faces and places are an exact replica of those people and 

places we once saw and knew.  

         I’ve also discovered the Brain can play jokes on its servant. Lately I’ve been having 

sleepless nights, just lying there waiting to nod off, which seems to take hours, so much so 

I’d make a cup of tea or go on my computer to write such as this, and this night was just the 

same. I’m wishing I could go to sleep when there’s a tap on my shoulder and my father says 

‘Shush, there is a burglar down stairs’, so I get up and put the light on, and only then  do I 

wake up, realizing that I was asleep, actually dreaming of wishing I could get to sleep.  I 

couldn’t help but laugh at the situation, for my dear old Dad had been a goner for the last 40 

years and as I started to laugh, I could hear my Brain laughing with me.  

           There’s another interesting point, as you grow older the servant, your body ages, yet 

your Brain stays at about 21, the Brain never seems to grow old, so much so, ‘Gentlemen in 

England now abed, will think themselves accursed and hold their manhood cheap’ if they 

thought they couldn’t have one last ‘Leg over’ on their death bed.   

            Yet as you age, you find as you look in the mirror, the image you receive is that of a 

mature man, an image the servant can accept.   Then out of the blue someone has taken a 

photo of you and now presents it to you.  You look at it and horror upon horrors, this ugly old 

guy is you. The Brain has been foxing you, by giving you an image of what it wants the 

servant to see.  So here is the situation of the Brain being caught out, by an image it’s not 

expecting.  So is there truth in the saying, ‘You see what you want to see, which in turn 

deserves a bit of poetry. 

                     

The Mirror 
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I look in the mirror 

and what do I see? 

A strange looking person 

that cannot be me.  

For I am much younger 

and not nearly so fat 

as that face in the mirror 

I am looking at. 

Oh, where are the mirrors 

that I used to know. 

Like the ones which were 

made thirty years ago?  

Now all things have changed 

and I`m sure you`ll agree 

Mirrors are not as good 

as they used to be. 

  

So never be concerned, 

If wrinkles appear 

For one thing I`ve learned 

Which is very clear, 

Should your complexion 

Be less than perfection, 

It is really the mirror 

That needs correction!! 

     

        So, does the Brain need the servant, besides to fetch and carry?  It does, it needs to be 

able to move and to see and in seeing, the Brain learns.  I want you to imagine you’re late for 

work as you walk to catch the bus. If you listen to yourself, you’ll hear the Brain say to 

yourself, ‘You’re late, you’d better start running’. As you think, so the message is passed, as 

your legs break out into a gallop. Notice that until you think, so will you continue walking.  

          But the servant can be lazy and can decline this running business, in fact you’ll even 

hear the argument going on inside your head of, ‘You must go for a run’, ‘but I don’t want to 

run’. I remember it was a dull day and a voice in my head said, ‘Go to the gym’. ‘I don’t want 

to go’, said my now getting old body. ’Go’, said my Brain.  ‘If you don’t go, my legs will get 

weak and we can’t go walking and if we can’t walk, we can’t see and discover things and 

then I’ll get bored even bored to death’. This went on for some time, until reluctantly I went 

for my two hours of grunting.  I admit this is a puzzle but if the servant is lazy and seldom 

moves, it creates a desert of ignorance, little realising that the Brain is always ready to take 

on new stimulus, and if it gets bored, it won’t bother to live.  So, to live long, feed the Brain 

with new experiences, other than the four walls, another  bottles of wine or that box we know 

as the television.  

       Then again, we know that people pray to their God but could their God be their Brain, for 

it could be said, are they not talking to themselves.  

          So perhaps I have convinced you somewhat but what of that medical help I previous 

suggested.  We have seen our Brain heal a wound, mend a broken limb but could it do more?  

What if you asked it to cure other ailments of this, its loyal servant? 

          Many years ago, the thought went through my mind and I wondered how I could 

communicate with this, the Boss, when I realised I was already talking to my Brain.  Yes, 

talking to myself, the first signs of insanity, so say the sane.  But think on, don’t we all talk to 
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ourselves, agreed it is in the silent and in the language your parents taught us but in the 

process, you are actually discussing this within yourself.  Imagine you’re in a shoe shop, as 

you pick up an shoe, listen carefully to yourself and you’ll find a voice within says, ‘No, I 

don’t think that shoe is so good, try this red ones. So, who is this mysterious voice?  Could it 

be your Brain assisting you in this mating game, where display is so vital?  

          Knowledge is what will keep you alive. Give your Brain something to think about, for I 

can assure you, my Brain enjoys the adventures this old servant takes him too and as I pull 

the sheets over my head at nodding off time, I will hear him say, ‘Thanks Don, I enjoyed 

that’.  

           So where has this servant and his Brain been?  We’ve been to Egypt to find and date 

Moses into Egyptian history. We have found the fabled Mountains of the Moon in Africa. We 

can establish that the legendary hero, Odysseus and the entrance to Hades did exist.   Find 

and date Moses and the seas , albeit one a lake, that parted twice daily. We followed Cortez 

in his conquest of the Aztec. Then onto Peru, to find Francisco Pissarro and the Incas, 

climbing to Machu Picchu to leave a time capsule for my grandchildren to find. We have 

found King John’s lost treasure.  We have found Noah’s flood, found the origins homeland of 

the Hebrews and at 80 I and my Brain went to find Drake’s buried silver, in the jungle of 

Nombres de Dios, Panama and found … not a lot, except for the tremendous satisfaction of 

trying.   Although I will state, part of that Spanish treasure it’s still there and is buried in 

Land Crab holes, the problem is which ones? 

        Give your Brain all the knowledge you can, for if danger threatens, you’ll find 

knowledge banishes panic.  It will be knowledge that the Brain has received, which will be 

directly proportional to the speed the Brain sees you safe.  It is this knowledge you will pass 

on to your children, that gives them the ability to survive, so that you can live forever.  

            Likewise, I’m sure you’ve heard the phrase, ‘I need to think about it’. What does that 

mean?  Does it mean the hands, feet, eye, ears and arms, need to think about it? Surely it 

means the greatest computer ever made, the Brain, your Brain. Even the servant knows what 

it’s doing, for the Brain talks to itself, as it scans every option available, until the only 

feasible one remains. Even more interesting is, if you’re English, it talks to itself in English, it 

doesn’t just pass electrical impulses, although I’m sure it must do, if it’s to get the servant to 

react.  

            Now I’m not a medical man but I’m a man that observes and you can see immediately 

those that are dull of wits or those with those bright open eyes. As the poem goes, 

 

 

        ‘There are those that know not and know not they know not, they are fools -- shun them.  

         There are those who know not but know they know not, they are simple – teach them. 

         There are those that know, but know not they know, they are asleep -- awaken them. 

         And there are those that know and know they know, they are wise --follow them. 

  

             In truth, the eyes and the mouth tell you everything you want to know of that person. 

See the dull eyed one and there you see sloth and ignorance. Don’t blame them, for their 

Brains have never been stimulated to seek knowledge and this is all down to their parents, 

who in turn got it from their parents and so forth.  Beware of this, for it’s a deadly dreary dish 

you serve up for your future selves. 

          Again, have you had an urge to eat something different and in quantity, like a friend of 

mine, who is not a chocoholic but had a sudden desire to eat three chocolate bars in one go.  

Pregnant women are more prone to this, so why?  I’m reminded during my farming days, of 

my sow and her twenty-four piglets, who suddenly took a fancy to eating coal by the bucket?   
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What was happening here?  The poor Mummy sow was producing so much milk that it was 

short of minerals that some of her brood had developed rickets.  Her Brain knew this and 

knew instinctively that this missing mineral could be found in coal.  But I wasn’t sure so I 

took my problem to the vet and he prescribed that I apply tar on a scapula, into the piglet’s 

mouths and low and behold they were cured. Now how interesting, for within coal is a lot of 

tar. Whether my sow had qualified in the medical profession I know not, but she knew the 

answer. Incidentally, I got the best price for her and her litter in Kidderminster’s once 

thriving cattle market c1953, for the princely sum of 100 guineas. Coal might not have been a 

dainty dish to set before my pig but it was her Brain that knew its goodness. 

           Whether the Brain can cure cancer is another matter but to ask it to try, can’t be so 

much trouble.  Of course, the servant gets old, so I doubt if you’re going to get your prostate 

cured by your Brain.  I am reminded that fighter pilots c 1940 in the Battle of Britain stated 

that their insides were in knots as they sallied forth to do battle, but once battle commenced 

they were as calm as calm could be. What could be happening here? Could it be the servant 

was the one in fear, but when push came to shove, the Brain took over and the Brain knew 

calm was to be the order of the day, if he and his trusty servant was to survive.  

         Then there is jealousy, a condition you can no more control, (especially men) than you 

could in not breathing.  Now if men can go astray in their sexual affairs, I can assure you, so 

can women. Except men, don’t get left carrying the baby.  So, the big question in everyman’s 

mind is, whose is the baby?  So, every male with his mate will hover over her, as a fly to a 

corpse.  This is not just human behaviour but that of every living species on this earth.   For 

the male does not want a cuckoo in her nest.  He does not want to die childless, for then he 

and all those before him are now  dead.  At the same time, many, but not all males, will still 

try to do unto others, that which they hope hasn’t been done to them and as the saying goes, 

‘Happiness is knowing, your own is your own’.  

            Now it was on the 25th of November, that a dear old lady was mugged by two youth, 

14 and 17, for the contents of her handbag. The blow to her head killed her but more 

importantly the family wanted back the handbag she had been carrying at the time, Why?   

Was it because that dear old lady had within that handbag, a smaller bag, containing the ashes 

of her dear departed husband.  No, she was not coming from the crematorium, because her 

husband had died 12 years ago.   This leaves us with one conclusion, that the Brain, the father 

of their genes, wants to be remembered. Not only that, it also showed that this old lady had, 

when her mating game had begun, had picked the right mate for herself.  It also brought forth 

the grim humour that those youths, now caught, must have seen their expected rewards, turn 

to ashes, in more ways than one. 

          Likewise, is it a co-incidence that many fathers named their first-born son after their 

father?  Who is doing this naming, is it your body, the servant, or your Brain?  Of course, it’s 

your Brain and could it be said that the Brain is continuing itself by bringing that name of its 

previous body forward into the future.        

        However, what the old Brain doesn’t have, is the knowledge of the future, for I can 

make a bow and arrows, yet I am a duffer with computers, so it is, as my grandchildren have 

shown me, that each generation adds a bit more to the Brain that sits upon your shoulder.  

 

         What of Déjà Vu, as someone once asked me?  Is it possible the new Brain has retained 

a memory of a place where the old Brain once was?  I’m reminded of an experiment carried 

out on Budgerigars, an experiment that was over a number of years. Now it came to pass that 

a number of separate pairs of these birds were induced to breed. As soon as the egg was laid 

it was taken to an incubator, thereby ensuring it never heard so much as a squeak or chirp 

from it parents. As it became mature, the process was done again and again over seven 

generations. On the seventh generation, nesting material was given to the birds and they made 
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perfect nests. So where did this construction ability come from?  I say construction, for this is 

not a genetic or a biological process, it’s like giving a Mecano set to a 5- year old-boy and he 

builds Tower Bridge.  Could it be we have retained something in the new Brain that comes 

from an old Brain of a long time ago?   

            We have another case of this Déjà Vu. Think of the size of your brain, now compare it 

to that of a caterpillar, a pin head brain you might say. Yet if we look at a caterpillar’s life, it 

starts off as an egg deposited by a Butterfly and from then on becomes an eating machine 

until something within it, call it a brain, triggers off something that causes this fat caterpillar 

to form a shell about itself and within that shell, the process continues, where 90% of the 

caterpillar is turned into a mushy soup. The process continues until the shell, the chrysalis 

bursts open and out comes one of nature’s most beautiful creations, a Butterfly.  I trust you 

can see the transitional powers this tiny brain of a caterpillar can do to its anatomy.  Surely if 

this lowly brain can do this, why can’t our Brain do likewise?  Better still regarding this Déjà 

Vu, scientist have discovered that if they introduce a distasteful leaf to the caterpillar, after a 

few bites it move on to something better. Then it turns itself into Butterfly which in turn lays 

eggs and as a caterpillar it munches on, but when this leaf, its parent once tasted and didn’t 

like, is presented to it, it ignores it completely. Could it be, as scientist suggest, that it can 

retain a memory from its parent, when no conversation had taken place? 

      Yet even this Brain, this computer of ours, can be hacked into and the hacker is known as, 

a hypnotist.  From the history I know, it was discovered that those poor creatures, our fellow 

man, once known as the insane, were not insane, but suffered from a malfunctioning Brain, 

generally caused by severe stress that our Brain, our computer couldn’t handle.  Somehow or 

other, a hypnotist, could, by his gentle voice, enter this unknown region and unravel the 

twisted nerves or whatever they’re called and bring forth reason. So, from this we can see that 

there are two of us, the servant and the Brain, for even if the Brain malfunctions, the servant 

continues, even if now erratic, to carry on as best it can, when there is no captain at the helm.    

It was from these discoveries that we now know the Brain has some trillion nerves that all 

interact to give us mobility and understanding, the age of Physiology was born.     

        I was at a book signing night on the 15th of November 2012 at Blackwell’s bookshop 

Oxford where Professor Peter Atkins was lecturing on his book entitled, ‘On being’, the 

scientific approach to the creation, rather than the theological one, as described in the Bible 

as being made by God on the 6th day.  He continued on with life and death.  Afterwards I put 

it to him my case that all that is living has never died but makes itself anew.  I think he 

thought I was arguing for the God version, because he asked the question as to what I thought 

the soul was or where it went.  I promptly replied that the state of one’s soul was directly 

proportional to the knowledge that the living entity had received.  If it was a music loving 

soul, then this would indicate a music loving parent had planted this seed into its future self, 

be it child, animal or plant.  And I think it may be agreed the soul of a potato won’t be that 

interesting, although the soul of a rabbit, will I expect be the knowledge that a furry red dog 

like creature, with gleaming eyes and sharp teeth, should be avoided at all times.  Whilst the 

soul of a Beethoven or a Napoleon, would take a life time to absorb. Which of course 

Napoleon did by reading up his history of those great generals of old.  So, could the greatness 

of your soul be the accumulation of the knowledge you’ve not only gathered in, but passed 

on.  There was no reply, suggesting his soul is still thinking about it  

           One can presume by now this babe, this self, is growing up, the family is complete. 

Now it is time for the law of the jungle. 

 

           Now this is the law of the jungle, as old and as true as the sky 

          And the wolf that shall keep it will prosper and the wolf who breaks it, must die 

          And the creeper that girdles the tree trunk, so the law runneth forward and back.  
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          For the strength of the pack, is the wolf and the strength of the wolf is the pack.  
 

          Now many have interpreted this as dog eats dog, the survival of the fittest, think only 

of yourselves.  To this I disagree.  For I see this as the wolf being your parents and the pack 

your family. The family will get strength from this wolf and the wolf will get strength from 

the behaviour of his pack to him. Honour your parents, for they will always be thinking of 

your survival and so all will prosper. Think not of your parents but yourself and you will die 

           With regards to divorce, which is the breakdown of the pack, here I am in the UK with 

my family living in New Zealand, who are not quite ignoring me but are certainly not taking 

on my thoughts or knowledge.  Whether my thoughts are good or bad, they are my Brain’s  

thoughts, thoughts that have allowed me, not only to survive but to thrive.  Now the beauty of 

old age is, in general you have acquired knowledge that one of younger years would be 

foolish to ignore and that is the problem of divorce.  The child does not get that benefit of one 

who truly loves them, be it their father, as in my case, or the mother in some cases.   

             So, beware those who divorce, for if the mother retains the children then in most 

cases she will remarry again and produce again, because her Brain will want to download 

itself into a child of her new mate, as well as secure her survival by bonding this new male to 

her.  From my observations, it is generally the lady who gets custody of the children.  So, 

should this new mate, this man who probably has children of his own by another lady, then it 

can be shown that every time he wished to communicate with his original children, will result 

in conflict within his new family, so that it becomes so fraught that slowly he loses contact 

with them, which subconsciously was the purpose of the new wife, for she wants the fruits, of 

his assets gained by this new union, to eventually go to her children. 

            I know we talk of love and romance but isn’t this during the mating game, does it 

continue after the first two children.  Certainly, love and affection for the children, but after 

the tender trap has been sprung, the parents, like every animal, it’s now all work and little 

play. Could I be right in saying, love might be found in the heart, but the Brain is as cold and 

calculating as a ‘Witch’s bosom’,   

           So, for the wise but divorced, let your ex-partner, have free and easy access to their 

progeny. Let them, provided they’re not  stupid, and even then, that definition is not down to 

you, but to how well he or she has survived. If they’ve survived well, let the Brain that 

produced the child, carry on teaching that child all it knows. Then there will be no need for 

that Brain to start breeding again, which will alleviate many problems to come, when he or 

she departs this worldly stage.                  

 Knowledge assists us in our survival and increases our chances to survive and mate 

and once mated, you now have to pass on that knowledge, except it’s difficult because the 

mighty hunter is out a hunting and mother is busy, doing motherly things.  So, this is where 

we meet Merlin. Remember Merlin, the one that time nearly forgotten. Merlin, you remember 

was old and in the legends of our land, he returned to give wisdom, knowledge and 

understanding, to one we know as mythical Arthur, King of the British.  Merlin, we are told, 

returns to his magical crystal cave, to the sod from whence he first sprang, to his grave. Yet, 

we are told if we need him we only have to call out and he will return to teach us all he 

knows.  What a beautiful story and how true it is. For if you think on, gentle reader, who 

could this ever-living Merlin be. Of course, it is the grandparents of the child, it is they who 

have acquired the knowledge of their years.  It is they who have the time to teach their 

grandchildren.  But how good is our Merlin? He or she is as good as what they have learned 

and better still have the ability to pass it on, not with sticks and shouts but with love, 

kindness, praise and the odd reward.  So, I say onto you, my fellow ancient, go forth and pass 

on all you know, before you too return to your crystal cave.  
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          Yet even in our departure, isn’t it interesting that we want to tell the future that we once 

lived.  Even our cave dwelling ancestors left their hand print on a cavern wall, whilst the 

great ones raised up pyramids and vast tombs to their remembrance. I was gazing at a photo 

of my mother, long since gone and there she was gazing back at me. Was she thinking, ‘Here 

I am my son, please don’t forget me.  

         Yet in saying this, are we already too late, for those that should be our mentors are 

already being abandoned.  Abandoned to iPods, computers and other technical gadgets. Our 

wise ancients cannot compete with the wealth of information and knowledge that can be 

gathered from these instruments, so why should we complain. I at least can complain for 

although these instruments can spew out everything, they cannot tell you what to gather in 

and the youth will gather in that which is the easiest, which is generally ‘Junk’, supplied by 

those wishing to advertise. There is one thing we should not forget and that is, these Merlins, 

these grandparents, can differentiate between ‘Junk’ and that which will aid your future self 

in survival and prosperity. 

          We in industrialized Europe seem to have lost this ability to remember our ancestors 

after our grandparents die. Yet in the land of the Han, which we call China, this remembrance 

of the ancestors is so strong they can go back centuries in remembering them.  Remembrance 

is all very well but what benefit does it have for those remembering.  Could it be, because 

they remember them from generation to generation, of the hardships, wars, famines and the 

plagues that this remembering gives them, thus giving them the strength to overcome 

difficulties that would swamp those who remember not.  I remember when I went through a 

very bad financial period, all was indeed in ruin, all seemed lost. So, I went to my father, my 

Merlin, who had returned to his crystal cave some 12 years before and I told him my tale.  

No, I wasn’t amazed when I heard a voice in my head say, ‘Son, stop moaning, pick yourself 

up and start all over again’, which I did and 46 years on, here I be. Now whether I be 

successful, depends on what this implies but am I  happy and content with my lot? I certainly 

am, not so much for wealth, although that came as a bonus but to content to say I survived 

and my family survived so therefore I succeeded.   

           We lesser beings might not consider this living forever scenario feasible, but would it 

surprise you that the great and noble of any land, are well aware of it. How important it was 

to marry, even the old men to the young or the young to the old, for one purpose only and that 

to produce an heir, one that will carry on after you.  

           Ever visited a stately home and walked up the grand staircase to the bedrooms above. 

Is it a coincidence, that hanging on these walls are the portraits of the ancestors of that 

ancient family, all looking down, to watch the young master, their descendant, marching 

upwards to his large wooden cot?  Do you think the children of this household do not ask, 

‘Mummy, mummy, who are these great people’?  So, it is, as he or she looks up at them, as 

they must, so will those ancestors look down on them.  And in doing so, are even then 

downloading their thought, memories and ideals into them.   

             Is it a coincidence there was a Gorge 1st, 2nd, 3rd, right up to George the 6th and 

probably a 7th?   What was this purpose, why the name? Why was my great grandfather 

James Henry, his son Henry James and my father James Henry? Do you think this was the 

reasoning of the servant or the Brain?  A friend of mine doubted my theory saying living 

forever was God’s domain, he didn’t believe in this down loading business. So, I asked him 

why he was a catholic.  Because his father was. Why did he support Sunderland football 

team? Because his father had.  What was his father’s name? It was Mark. What was your 

grandfather’s name? It was Peter. So, with a smile I asked him how come his name was Peter 

and rested my case. Was it a coincidence that Elizabeth was Henry VIII’s mother, that he 

named his daughter, Elizabeth?  
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           So, it is, that we lesser beings raise up modest tomb stones and so it will be a modest 

tomb stone for me, but if fate wills it, I shall leave a longer legacy, being my book of 

thoughts and deeds entitled, ‘In the Brave Days of old’.  For to write a book, as Homer did, 

2800 years ago, as did Caesar and Shakespeare, is it not true, they will, as long as mankind 

lives and reads, live on forever.               

             Now this is not necessarily living forever but it can help those of the future to 

remember you.  As a child, c 1935 I once had a cuddly cloth horse by the name of Faithful 

and it came to pass I had a cunning plan, I, being my Brain that I, now a grandfather, would 

purchase a horse, a rocking horse, made of gleaming cherry wood, strong enough for a 

Granddad to sit astride him.  So, he came, with bright eyes, flaring nostrils, flowing main, a 

saddle and saddle cloth fit for an emperor. There he came ready to gallop into the future, 

carrying all my love to my future selves. He was named by me as Faithful and inscribed upon 

a brass plate which also held my name, it read. ‘My name is Faithful and although I might 

sleep for many years, I shall be faithful from generation unto generation’. And so, as he 

gallops into time, each of my daughter’s children’s names were affixed to him, with a silver 

disc, with the date they first rode him.  Firstly, came Oliver 1996, then Thomas, Isabel, 

Oscar, Alexander and on the 1st January 2016, Nina.  So, there was my hope, that one day in 

the distant future, one of my descendants will mount this faithful steed and looking down say, 

‘Mummy who was Oliver this first rider’ and mother will reply, ‘Why that was your great, 

great, grandfather’, then perhaps, even when this, my servant is mouldering in his grave, I am 

living forever. 

          Once upon a time there was a good TV program called, ‘Who wants to be a 

millionaire’. How many times as the contestant got to £16000, been given a question to 

answer and takes the money, because he hasn’t a clue to the answer. Yet as he’s about to 

leave, the quiz master, Chris Tarrant, asks him what he thought the right answer is and low 

and behold the contestants says, ‘Well in the back of my head, I think it was C’ and it’s the 

right answer.  You see the servant didn’t know but his Brain did but as this was not a life- 

threatening situation, the Brain let it go.  If that had been life threatening, the contestant 

would have been wise to have listened to that seat of knowledge, his Brain.  

              So perhaps I have convinced you somewhat, but what of that medical help I previous 

suggested.   We have seen our Brain heal a wound, mend a broken limb, create white 

corpuscles to attack invading microbes but could it do more?  What if you asked it to cure 

other ailments of this, its loyal servant?    No dear hearts I’m not mad but I do communicate 

with ‘He who must be obeyed’, he who resides in that skull of mine.  So, it is that when 

feeling a bit queer, I say, ‘Brain I’ve got this pain’ and whether I’m barmy or not, the pain 

goes away.  Barmy or not, at 65, I jumped off a wall and thought I’d broken my big toe, only 

to find I’d got a bad dose of gout. The Doc gave me pills saying, ‘Gout was incurable’. Of 

course, I took the pain killers but I also had a quick chat to my master and low and behold 

and now at 83 I’ve never had it back, neither have I had a headache. Surely you can see the 

Brain is part of the team and it must be logical that the Brain plays a great part in our 

wellbeing. So, don’t take this idea as ridiculous, for if I make the 104 years, which my Brain 

has promised me, (helicopters dropping out of the blue, excluded) then science should rethink 

this.  Except they already have, for they now know that Placebo tablets work extremely well 

on unsuspecting patients, just as Holy relics once did for medieval doctors.  As they say it’s 

all in your mind, which sounds like Brain to me.  But then just recently in 2016, scientist 

have discovered that they can implant into you something that stimulates your nerve endings, 

thereby curing you of whatever it was.  But isn’t this the same as me asking my Brain to 

rectify some nerve ending.  

             Now it came about in August 2016 that American scientists were trying to find the 

reason of female orgasms and came to the conclusion it was a reaction in distant female 
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ancestors of some million years ago to induce ovation. To which R.J. Rowling, of Harry 

Potter fame rejected it as rubbish.  Again, a medical man I am not, but I can only say, if your 

Mr Stiffy, was inserted and involved with one of nature’s great experiences, you’d know 

exactly was a female orgasm was all about.  It’s a very pleasurable thing for the lady, to 

which, provided she’s in the right mood, her vagina muscles will suddenly contract violently, 

literally milking the said Mr Stiffy, so together with your thrusting ejaculation, your sperm is 

aided in the big squirt that takes your semen (not sailors) faster than norm to their port of call, 

known as the ovaries, via the famous fallopian tubes.   You see nature’s not ‘Daft’, it wants to 

make itself and so it gives great joy to those trying.  But as R.J Rowling said, ‘Pleasure and 

pleasure indeed, but will you think of this, when your tummy does swell and nine months 

later, a 10lb baby does come, to travel back the same way as a certain slim Mr Stiffy slipped 

in.  Aha say, or is it Ahaaaaa for agony.  

              Now it came to pass that a funny thing happened to me, promptly at 9-15pm on the 

22nd of May 2015.  For I had been resident in my new but unfamiliar home, 44 Britannia 

Gardens, for one day, so there I be, at 80, all ready to go out on the Razz. I switch the light 

out in my office and now the top landing was as dark as could be.  So, I stepped forth, in 

some haste, to go to my bedroom for my wallet, and so took the wrong side of the banister, 

stepping smartly off into space and the stairwell.  

               I think the words that came first to mind when I awoke was, ‘Sod this for a game of 

soldiers’, an old army expression of when something bad was about to happen.  

               So, it was I hit the bottom and all the lights of Blackpool Pier came on, then off. 

What a mess, I’d smacked my thick-skulled head on the bottom of the stairs and I suspected a 

bloody face. I lay there for about 15 minutes, as nothing would move, not even the pain.  It 

was obvious I wasn’t dead but my body refused to do anything. So, for 15 minutes you lie 

there and think, will my man Neil, find me here, in four days hence?  

              So, with no phone, there’s only you to get you out of it, and so I hear my Brain say, 

‘I’ll go and do a check list on this servant of ours’.  So, the Brain tried a twitch here and a 

twitch there but nothing and no it wasn’t the servant, the servant was as dead as a Dodo but 

the Brain wasn’t. You could imagine and even feel the Brain testing each circuit of the 

servant for a reaction. Then 15 minutes later there’s a twitch in my knee, then in t’other.  I 

had movement, all I have to do, was climb the Matterhorn of my stairs and crawl back into to 

my little wooden bed. As I lay in my bed, I  issued a request to my Brain. Cure me  and so it 

did, for on the next day Saturday, I was once more out into the night, on the Razz.  So much 

for a night on the Razzamatazz, although to be truthful, there’s not much Razz when you get 

to 80, but then we old soldiers will still try to be boys and hopefully find girls, who are still 

trying to be girls. 

             So, the point of this little story is, here was I, in a rough state, yet by the following 

day I’m all pepper and spice, ready to kick start a Jumbo Jet. But can you hear the Gods 

laughing, to see such fun, as this old man, who wouldn’t say his prayers, so they took him by 

his left leg and threw him down the stairs. Fun or no fun the Brain and Body are still here, the 

ferryman will have to wait, for another 24 years. 

              Now is the big question. Can you take the fruit of your labours with you?    The 

answer to that is, you can and you do, for if you’ve done your downloading right to your 

children and they have understood you, then what you have accumulated, goes to your future 

selves. If you have no children then you leave it to whomsoever, in some cases HMRC but 

not to your future self.  And this is the important point, that as parents grow older you will 

see them pay for their children’s pleasures, schooling, university, they might even help them 

getting a job, even help in a mortgage.  If the old Brain has taught them right they will see 

their parents getting older still and being careful with their assets, so much so, you may think 

them mean. But mean they are not, they are letting you struggle upwards, as they did, and 
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yes, they are living the good life but they are also accumulating for that big day.  They are, if 

the downloading has been successful, going to do what their parents did and what their 

grandparents did, as you will one day do. They are going to pass on that accumulation to you, 

you, who by now hopefully understand the trials and trivialities of life, the secret of life.  You 

see if they have passed onto you all that they know, then they have in reality downloaded 

themselves into you. This way they don’t die, they carry on through their children because 

the child is now them.  As you were successful in life so should they be and so on, generation 

after generation.  So when people say, you can’t take your money with you, logic suggests 

you can, for if the downloading was good they are giving their money to themselves                                        

            But why is it some children, from successful parents, ‘Fall by the wayside’ Is it their 

fault?  No, it is not, it’s the parents or even the grandparents. If it’s the former it’s because 

they’ve been so successful, so flush, that they have deemed it unnecessary to teach him or her 

and so failed to download their talents. If it’s their grandparents it’s because so exulted that 

they have succeeded and now drown the poor child in adulations of gifts beyond his means, 

for him to believe it grows on trees. Whilst there are some foolish ones that furnish him with 

a weapon called a very fast sports car or fast anything, that terminates any idea of them living 

for ever.  There’s never a truer saying ,’From Clogs to Clogs in three generations. As my 

father would say when I asked for a car, ‘Son you can have anything you want, all you have 

to do is earn it’. I did and it was most treasured possession of a Austin Ruby 1939, at the 

princely sum of £56. But what pleasure , what fun in getting the loot to buy it from auction 

and again I was learning for auctions aren’t what you think they are. 

             Likewise, we see teenagers in prison, on drugs, selling drugs, in the seamy side of 

life.  Is it their fault?  No, it isn’t, for the same reason as above, they have been subjected to a 

doctrine of hopelessness, followed by sloth. They have never had a guide to show them the 

wonders of the world.  Yet in saying this, could it be because they have already been 

downloaded to believe they can. For they can and it’s instant employment by the name of 

Crime.  Once on this it is difficult to give up because crime does pay but only for so long 

               So, what about the orphan child, with no parents, no future, no guide? Yet we read 

how successful they became and one of the reasons is, they didn’t have anything, they 

couldn’t fall lower. It was either fail or go upwards, they had nothing.  They couldn’t go any 

lower, so they can only go up.  So, it was with my father, an orphan, taken from the 

Kidderminster Workhouse at 14, to be adopted, not for love but for cheap labour. So much 

so, at 16 he ran away from this house and joined the Royal Flying Corps.  Yes, he made his 

fortune and although he was uneducated, he made sure I was.  

              Now there’s something the Brain doesn’t know but Sir David Attenborough does.  

He knows there are trillions of insects and there are billions of animals on our planet but all 

of them are kept in the balances of nature and those items called teeth. Man, now sitting on 

the top of this pile of live, has been so successful that he is no longer allergic to the biting 

teeth of others. So much so he is out breeding this planet. According to statistics the world’s 

human population in the year 1900, was 1.5 billion and even after the slaughter of millions in 

two world wars, we still manage to have increased Mankind to 6.1 billion by the year2000.  

But the Brain doesn’t know this, doesn’t know that at this rate it will self- destruct itself.  In 

our never-ending quest to produce ourselves, we have become the biggest man-made virus 

the world has ever seen, in one species. Whether we be red, yellow, brown, white or black, 

we are brothers. So, I prophesy unto you, one-day brother will be forced to fight brother, for 

we will never give up this right to breed. Those few that don’t want children will be 

rewarded, those who continue nature’s call, will not. To deny this right to any parent, will 

cause rebellion and wars. But the game will go on, as it’s always done. Population will grow 

to the extent that food is scarce and to maintain stability, neighbours will look to their next-

door neighbour, with a hungry eye. Yes, there will be wars but in this case, it will be a 
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heaven-sent remedy, if a billon or two are removed. Plagues will help but even a plague that 

causes three million deaths will be replaced within a year.  

            Oh, my honourable ancestors, what have we done, for there is only one plague that 

can remove a billion or two and that’s man himself. I am reminded of the battle of Cannae 

216 BC some 2000 years ago, when Hannibal’s army slew 40,000 Romans in an afternoon. 

More men than the USA lost in Europe in WWII.  Just think what the population of the world 

would be today if they hadn’t died.  The combination of males killed in their breeding prime 

during WWI & WWII was some 80, 000,000. So just how many more of us would there be, if 

Johnny had come marching home.  So, I say unto you, be thoughtful when you go forth to 

multiply and be prepared.  

            Of course, there is another remedy in this living forever game.  It’s called being made 

immortal.  For those of an inquisitive nature, you may have heard of Achilles and his heel, if 

boys do not, then girls would have remembered Brad Pitt, who played the part of Achilles, 

that famous legendary warrior of the Trojan war, as in the film, Troy.  Even if more 

inquisitive, to discover in mythology, that Achilles’ mother, Thetis, had dipped her baby son 

into the mythical river Styx, the river that separated the living from the dead and in doing so 

made him immortal. 

 
  

The Nile and I 

          Immortal, except she forgot to dip in his ankle, as she was holding onto this, during the 

dipping.  Wouldn’t it be fine if we could find the river Styx?   But I can, it is the river Nile 

that separates the living of ancient Egypt on the east bank, from those of the dead, now 

entombed, on the west bank. So, it was, at 62, I decided to plunge myself into this river, head 

and ankles included and do you know, I’m no uglier now at 83 than I was then.  But beware, 

don’t do this if you have sores or an open wound, for there are certain parasites who also 

swim in this sacred river and an open sore, is an invitation for the ferryman to come and 

claim those who do.    

        It then came to me, living forever, is what every ancient Egyptian hoped for, one factor 

was to insure your name was remember, whilst the other was to be embalmed in the hope of 

that resurrection. But in doing this, and unknown to them, they also preserved their DNA. 

Scientists we are told can now extracted it and cross referenced it, to find which other 

mummies were related to it. Think about it, this is a better scenario of that DNA found in an 
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insect embalmed in a Jurassic tree sap gum, the theme for that excellent thought inspiring 

film, Jurassic Park.    

       So, let me prophesy, do you think it possible that in the distant future, scientist might be 

able to clone that DNA as they did with Dolly the sheep and produce another Ramesses the 

Great, even a Napoleon. The answer is probably no, but not because they can’t do it, but 

because the church won’t let them.  For if this happens, here is a resurrection that far 

outweighs the resurrection of Jesus, here is proof positive that the dead can live forever.   So, 

could the answer be, go freeze your DNA and clone yourself.  

  

                     
                                                                           

                                                        Ramesses II 
 

How to reduce poverty 
          But the greatest message within this tale, is that of my Merlin, the bringer of wisdom, 

knowledge and understanding, in that, if we as parents and grandparents, educate ourselves, 

then in the guise of Merlin, we teach our children. Children don’t want to learn, they only 

want to learn when they see their parents learning. By all means have schools but a great 

emphasis should be in teaching the parents and more importantly the grandparents to take up 

this idea of education.  No, I’m not bothered with the ones that do, and well done to them that 

do, but we should all be bothered about the ones that don’t. Because all those that don’t, can’t 

help but be poor, wretched, and miserable and when they die, they won’t even be sure 

they’ve ever lived.   

             So here is a purpose for the grandparents in their autumn years, the ability to pass on 

their knowledge to those coming after us. Better still for the grandparents that are poor, giing 

them a purpose to encourage their descendants to prosper. They themselves may not have 

prospered but they should be told why. Yet even the poor have knowledge and even the poor 

are important, for I put it to you what is the best machine ever made? It’s Man, nothing works 

without a man or woman operating it.  I’m reminded of an amusement park. There was a 

space war amusement machine, On its screen were three cities with missile bunkers below 

each city. These cities were to be attacked by enemy missiles from above.  As the missiles 

came down onto these cities, the player of this came must position his sighting instrument 
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onto the oncoming missile and fire a missile from the city’s bunkers, with the intent to 

destroy it. To begin with the incoming missile is slow and individual, so you get pleasure out 

of your money you’ve paid but then it gets faster, as the machine wants you to lose and so 

enter another coin. So I watched this youth of lowly education and saw him reacting to this 

machine that’s now throwing missiles left right and centre. Yet is fingers were a blur as not 

one got through.  So you’re wondering where this s going. It’s going to President Regan’s 

billion dollar programme of Sky Wars. Where by computers the USA does exactly what this 

lowly lad is doing, knocking out incoming missiles. I trust you can see, this Kid could, for 

50p, do what Mr Regan’s billion dollars programme was suppose d to do. Did this lad have 

talent? Of course he had, the secret is to go and find it for the market place.   

            So grandparents go forth and pass on all you know and no, this doesn’t mean you’re 

just baby sitters or day care people but it does mean they can take out their progeny for 

walks, talks and adventures into the wonders of this, our world. Think how lucky the children 

are, to have mentors ignorant in the ways of computers. Perhaps then we will live forever, for 

knowledge is the greatest gift we have to give. Be slothful and your descendant will be 

slothful and fall by the wayside. For without doubt it is knowledge that has put man on the 

top of the hill we call life on earth.  For those that are poor, wishing they weren’t and more 

importantly to have a care for their children, their future selves, then do something about it, 

other than moan about their hardship. As they are poor now, so they will probably remain 

poor but if they have managed to light a light in the minds, the brains of their children, then 

one day that child may be able to say, my grandparents got me to where I am.  

            Got me to where I am, can be to prosperity or it could be to watching four walls and a 

TV screen during the day and dark alley’s by night. If you want to say, you have lived, then 

the latter is not living. 

                So, I say unto you, go forth, learn, prosper and light such a light, that your 

children’s children, will remember you with love and pride. Light that light and your soul 

will go marching on, until the ending of time.  

 

Don Cox  
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