A time is envisioned when the world was not, only a watery chaos (the dark, "indistinguishable sea") and a warm cosmic breath, which could give an impetus of life. Notice how thought gives rise to desire (when something is thought of, it can then be desired) and desire links non-being to being (we desire what is not but then try to bring it about that it is). Yet the whole process is shrouded in mystery. (From the Rig-Veda)
The gods of discord are easily aroused, The extent of their readiness to return to the scene of the mishap is only matched by the maniacal reach of their physical intensity and nervous confusion. 

Anyway - they are all around us, and not only that… but they are selling (and in other ways forcing) their discord and pain onto others, who soon find that such pains spread like a nasty virus, potentially amplifying itself into something so intense that it causes all life, and all species and varieties of life, at once to tremble. 

These unwelcome gods of discord, they are big, they are bad and they REALLY believe in the rightness of their pain.

And so to all those designated gods of discord, we say today, “Well, isn’t that something. But how about this?”

(IMAGE)

Here is a shape? Have you seen it before? Have you seen anything like it? 

(Girl with my t-shirt -Ernst Heckel)


Does it not roll like the SEA? 

Does it not appear to you warmed perhaps by the colored breath of DREAMS?

Do you want to see more? Do you need to be further convinced?. 

If you are in fact curious as to the shape of such dreams and of the various desires from which they issue, then deny yourself gratification no longer, but come… 

Come to Sea oF Dreams, and you will see for yourself the parade of dreams and desires as rendered by all the gods of beauty that live among us, whom it will come as no surprise to many, are also the gods of good company, fine talent and gentle love. 

We are the thought that gives rise to desire.

Join us in our Sea of Dreams for another New Years’s  Eve-o-lution 

A celebration of beauty as seen through the prism of artful community.
We will for a late night and an early morning sedate those groping gods of pain and hypocrisy with the distractive and seductive force of beauty.

In spite of world events and policies in our own government that boggle the mind and rachet down the poor but resilient heart, we believe that the most direct way to peace in our time, is in devotion to arresting beauty and redeeming harmonic pleasures.

If you are among those who with your body daily cast your votes for peace and pleasure (if not forever,  then at least for the time you are together among friends) –  then we invite you to join us for Sea of Dreams ’04 – Trident’s Tale
Beauty is that which originates in the soul and is capable of being shared with friends and lovers, and which grows into itself when it is shared with more friends and more lovers. 

For those whom we cannot touch and share with directly, we offer the totems of art so that new friends may share with old friends the purpose of that beauty, namely the party arty  fulfillment of the 5 senses.

Come with us into Trident’s Tale.

It is a specific moment upon which our story hangs, and that is the moment’s time when, captured by the beauty and the craft which is true art, the Trident held by one of the great gods of war falls from his grasp. 

Into the breach, to seize the trident of power and turn it to a neew purpose, leaps the party/SCIENTISTS of Anon Salon.

So, what happens to the trident (or tridents, as the case may be) when it falls from the hand of that god of war?

Well, glad you asked, because that my friend, is the subject of our party, the very fluid fabric of our Sea of Dreams. 

 And what are the powers we are distracting by our efforts?

They could be any of a number of powers, but in the and by Shiva, by Mephistopholes, and by Captain Ahab fall from their grasp

Take the Trident awqy from the God. 

And use it for peace 

