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The Year of Quiet Oceans 

By Julian Langer 

 
 
 
The year of quiet oceans will not go unforgotten by many, 

 

But to the Oak tree a short walk from my house, the Lyn 

river and cliffs at the edges of my world, the rocks of which 

have encountered the orchestras of primordial seas, full of 

untamed life, 

 

The year of quiet oceans may be forgotten by them - 

perhaps only remembered as another unusually scorching 

summer for them. 

 

In the year of quiet oceans, the instruments projecting 

anthrophonic sounds in the air - with that rank and 
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arrogant song, that seeks to silence other melodies - fell 

quiet, before silence, 

 

A sound that, with all the qualities of a cancerous tumour, 

grows, 

But who today listens to the ocean, other than those 

individuals who survive in it their home. 

 

The pursuit of dead flesh, without the authenticity of the 

fight, as well as acid rain and other very civilised 

occurrences have removed the orchestras from the ocean. 

 

But what does causation, causality or the Causes of 

individuals who wish to save them, mean to those who live 

amidst the anthrophonic song, 

 

And who undoubtedly enjoyed the year of quiet oceans? 

Now, do not take this as a celebration of ill-health, 
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No, 

 

This is an affirmation only for the space where geophonic 

and biophonic melodies might crescendo again, 

 

Without being polluted by the songs of the industrial death 

machine of Leviathan! 

 

I will try to listen to the ocean, to hear the songs that it 

sings. 

 

This Spring morning, I’m hearing goldfinches, sparrows 

and blue tits, 

 

As well as others, whose songs dance on the air, 

Like they were floating on water. 
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We are the Night Forest Cell of Radical Poets! 

 

We are stood in the dead of twilight, amidst the last of 

the FOREST. We are caught between the EXTANT WILD 

and the devouring artificial, the HARMONIOUS 

KOMOREBI and the monstrous machine. Ocean 

acidification, acid rain, clear-cuts, mass genocide of LIFE 

(both WILD and domesticated), and the spectre of global 

warming appear as machine-truth, lying inevitably behind 

even those insidiously innocent, “ordinary” manifestations 

of this 
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d     e     a     t     h     –     c     u     l     t    (ure) 

– obsessive consumerism, alienation, depression, anxiety, 

stress, sickness. The normality of this everyday existence 

has become chillingly numb; as societal collapse escalates, 

the zek withdraws into an internal search for MEANING, 

for TRUTH, for WARMTH. They will find no such peace, 

for the great Devourer, the Hungry, the 

L     e     v     i     a     t     h     a     n, 

has hollowed them out with teeth like gears, only to replace 

flesh with its own impermanent machinations. These are 

the machinations of UN-Life. 

We are the NIGHT FOREST and Our determination 

leads Us to bring whatever end may be brought upon such 
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A     b     o     m     i     n     a     t     i     o     n. 

We see this from the FOREST, as all is seen from the 

FOREST; and We Stand. We Stand between the WILD 

and the artificial, INTENSE TRUTH and plagued terror. 

We reject the ideologies that, like pillars of malignancy, 

support this society and We seek to FORGE KINSHIP 

with all that is WILD, for We are all and all is WILD 

CHAOS. For that reason, the NIGHT FOREST is open to 

radicals of anarchist, post-anarchist and non-anarchist 

aesthetics. 

What We desire is the articulation of raw-poetry. We 

desire poetry that is of the FLESH, and GUTS, 

EMBODIED, full of BLOOD, SPIT, SHIT and SOIL. 
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Unlike the zek, the pitiable slave, Our raw-poetry – that 

great WEAPON – sweeps away 

L     e     v     i     a     t     h     a     n     i     c 

cobwebs from Our Hollowed Insides and refills Us with 

that which is Our BIRTHRIGHT – UTTER WILDNESS. 

We desire poetry that is NAKEDLY AUTHENTIC and 

HONEST, filled with the SPIRITS of WILDNESS and 

KIN and the GODS of PLACE, and POSSESSED by that 

which We LOVE most, for Our LOVE is what drives us, 

and Our UTTER RAGE is born from that LOVE. Our 

poetry is of LIFE and PAIN and SEX and JOY and 

DEATH. It disregards the Civilised conceptions of form, 

metre, and rhythm, and is filled with utter contempt for the 
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twisting lie that is called “Perfection”! We embrace Our 

own variances with great satisfaction. We desire poetry that 

PULSES like ARTERIAL BLOOD from a wound, poetry 

of SENSUALITY and FILTH and bright VIOLENCE, 

UNedited, UNrefined, CRUDE and NATURAL, 

DESTROYING all that it confronts; poetry of destruction! 

Poetry of destruction is a terroristic space, a 

FEROCIOUS space. We state that terrorism, as a practice, 

is the only thing really challenging this culture’s socio-

ontological day-to-day normality, so We must become such 

with Our words, to likewise, challenge normality. Our 

poetry and the poetry We desire is SAVAGE. Poetic 

terrorism is an activity of SAVAGERY and 
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DESTRUCTION, one that We must engage in because of 

Our EMPATHY to the WILD. 

Likewise, though, this project is one that EMBRACES 

an HONEST pessimism. The global socio-political-digital 

situation is what it is. Thus, this project is entirely limited 

in its scope and impact; and We acknowledge that We are 

all domesticated individuals – though reWILDed and 

FERAL to some degree – with Our own individual personal 

biases and aesthetics. Furthermore, while We are, for the 

most part, only writing for Ourselves and each-other, socio-

cosmic indifference is something to account for, but not to 

stop Us! NOTHING WILL STOP US! 



23 

In-spite of this pessimism though, We will NEVER 

renounce raw-poetry and poetry of destruction as a means 

of ATTACK. Our WILL-TO-LIFE, WILL-TO-POWER, is 

drawn towards REBELLION and REVOLT. Ontological-

cosmic rebellion is far more interesting and enjoyable for 

Us than the monotonous comatose world of politics. We 

are interested in FIGHTS and ATTACKS from the anti-

political space, that RESISTS the 

L     e     v     i     a     t     h     a     n 

in its entirety. And this, Our HATRED for the artificial, 

stems from Our LOVE for all that is WILD. 

This NIGHT FOREST cell of radical poetry desires 

UNtamed, UNcivilised WILD poetry. We desire poetry 
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from the PRIMITIVE PRIMORDIAL ENERGIES of the 

UNdomesticated. Our poetry is a terrifying SAVAGE 

BARBARIC space to the domesticated-tame… And that is 

Our point entirely. There is only the NIGHT FOREST. 

There is only the NATURAL AND FERAL.  It may be a 

SAVAGE and INARTICULATE howl to the shadows of 

the night – heard only by the trees – but this is the poetry 

We desire and that IS most BEAUTIFUL to Us. 
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Grass, Trees, Leaves and 
Silence 

by Liv Kelly 

 
 
 
Blades of grass rippling with your mind,  

Rays of sun with hands entwined,  

The sun on the grass and within our soul,  

Rays of sun, fragmented but whole.  

 

Trees alive with a cacophony of sound,  

Although normality in nature, it’s so profound,  

Just because things cannot always be seen,  

They are present, and they matter in this world so green.  

 

The leaves are burning red now, look how they fall,  

The tree is vulnerable, yet strong and tall,  

There will be dark times between now and spring,  
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When the leaves return and the birds sing,  

The forest is ready, let the natural orchestra sound,  

But the forest knows when you’re not around.  

 

Breath in the silence, 

Feel the noise,  

The forest is inside you,  

Feel it’s poise,  

Live amongst it, feel settled and feel its pulse,  

Know the life we have is the one that destroys. 
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Untitled 

by Cody 

 
 
 
You gave 45 years of your life 

To a man without a face 

He lords on up above you 

While you pray for his grace 

You're in the sunset of your life 

Well on past the twilight years 

And you just want to lay down 

Grown too weary for tears 

But the faceless man says 

You haven't earned that yet 

And the faceless man says 

Get on back in your set 

They told you when you were younger  
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You could do anything you dreamed 

But they forgot to remind you 

To dream within your means 

You tried to be an astronaut 

Got disqualified, by your eyes 

Dreamt of being a doctor 

But that's not cheap 

And now the faceless man looks down on you 

Like a wolf looks down on a sheep 

And so you stay 

And you hope and you pray 

In another 10 years or so 

The faceless man will grow bored of you  

And finally let you go 

And if he says no? 

You can meet another man 
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One with the pale bone face 

And he can take you far away 

Can't be any worse than this place. 
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Untitled 

by Cody 

 
 
 
Pistons whir and gear teeth grind 
 
It's hungry 
 
The great beast of metal and oil 
 
Of flesh and blood 
 
Of broken bones and devestated spirits 
 
It cries out in hunger once more 
 
Even its priests, those most faithful 
 
Cower in their penthouses upon it's back.  
 
Those that carry it, feel the angry stomps of it's feet.  
 
It threatens to sink. It will sink if its not fed.  
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And what was once gold and now marble will sink into the 
earth 
 
To be swallowed up as if it never were  
 
IT MUST BE FED!  
 
and so it shall 
 
Nations, peoples, generations, all send squirming and 
crying into it's hungry mouth of gnashing gears.  
 
The beast grows larger. Those beneath it feel the greater 
weight of it's tread. Those atop it see a clearer view of the 
sky.  
 
Pistons whir and gear teeth grind.  
 
It's hungry... again 
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Video Eyes 

by Cody 

 
 
 
Forty five years old 

Don't even think about how someday I'll die 

 

Cause I got video eyes 

 

Bloodshot and glued to the screen.  

Only thing that's changed since I was 17 are the graphics 

 

And oh boy how they have changed.  

From pixels 

To polygons 

To photorealistic 3D 

 

Who needs to see the forest for the trees.  
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When I can slap on a VR headset  

And see them in stereoscopic 3D 

 

Who needs to go outside anymore?  

Not when I have all this inside to explore.  

 

In my DeLorean that transforms into Optimus Prime 

And you love it because you understand the reference 

I don't even need to rhyme.  

 

Or reason 

Outside I see the seasons slip by 

And my sight starts to say goodbye 

 

But until then 

I got video eyes. 
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Let Us Turn Aside This 
Blackened Bread 

by Todd Jackson 

 
 
 

Gold that sizzles always turns to lead 

Nymphs let cry among the sycamore 

Let us turn aside this blackened bread 

 

Hell Eternal, such a fertile dread 

Whip affrighted masses through the door 

Gold that sizzles always turns to lead 

 

For Lorenzo, terrorized abed 

For Hypatia whom they shred to gore 

Let us turn aside this blackened bread 

 

Worship they no God but Book instead 

Spirit gleaned from Nature they abhor 
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Gold that sizzles always turns to lead 

 

For Skythopolis' undried bloodshed 

For the disenchanted Earth they tore 

Let us turn aside this blackened bread 

 

Gold authentic yields the Golden Thread 

Useless as an instrument of war 

Gold that sizzles always turns to lead 

Let us turn aside this blackened bread. 
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Fuck The Police Rhapsody 

 
 
 
They may be anatomically correct, 

But I have a suspicion, In fact I suspect, 

That the moving parts and all the holes, 

Are bags of meat without a soul. 

 

That they enable indiscriminate slaughter, 

Protect the conditions that molest your daughter, 

That macro power impacts you 

is something of which they have no clue 

 

It's as if the Marxists might be right , 

And anarchists who rise and fight, 

Might be on to a way of thinking 

that unravels a weak pathetic system 

that most accept without even blinking, 
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But the gatekeepers of our moral good, 

Are unaware in all likelihood, 

That the rich need us to wipe their arse, 

Protected by bastards who get a free pass, 

It's as if it was all about class, 

 

They like to feast upon the Jism, 

Of their very own McCarthyism, 

And threats to the plutocracy 

Are treated like a felony, 

And who would exist to sign the cheque ? 

When one of those bastards breaks a neck. 

 

Doesn't matter if you're impoverished , 

Marginalised, homeless or malnourished, 

And even if once upon a time you flourished, 

You know it must be all your fault, 
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It's something I learned from Andrew Bolt. 

 

If it's ecocide ,genocide or femicide, 

Or anything else beside, 

Enablers who are fraudulent 

Manipulate the innocent 

Into a facade of consent 

Is this what law and order meant? 

 

And there below the gaslight, 

Where wrong is wrong and right is right, 

They'll eliminate the criticism, 

Cover it in their ghastly jism. 
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Untitled 

by Brett Hendrck 

 
 
 
Death I can taste it on my breath 

The silenced jaw of cricket's chirp 

Schizophrenic plenitudes, in and out 

Triumphant matter dead, gone past.... the dominator 

culture 

Last breath gasp 
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Ogician you have no feet in the 
endless curve of this dream 

by Oli Feralautistic 

 
 
 
the word is terror! 

terrorism for the literate! 

  what a dreadful vacancy 

    lies behind the show. 

doesn't it swallow you, with your own open mouth? 

    that cavernous space between Self  

    and the last liquor store before the border, 

  the moth-darkness there – 

look at it! 

we must go down into the chasm. 

 

oh, i suppose you want to cross it, you of faith 

  will engineer a bridge  

or some ingenious kind of vaulting pole. 
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friend, you would be better off with nothing at all 
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Spirit! 

by Oli Feralautistic 

 
 
 
your food your shit 

where your feet stand where your ass sits  

what you set down and carry on your back... 

 

nobody has been able to kill spirit and nothing has made it 

live. 

 

the outside is already in/ we slept in our beds  

woke up and tried to go back to warmth but 

winds are blowing in the locked chatrooms 

 

where the conversation repeats every nine hours  

and the same man with a different username asks you for 

nudes 
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through him blow loose papers and vacant pill bottles 

but it keeps picking up  

the dirty knives are fidgeting on the counter now 

 

cry over your guilty prisoners if you like 

but our substance will be worms and we'll get out 
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NECRO NECRO NECRO 

by Oli Feralautistic 

 
 
 
You swore you’d kill death but we all know you’ll try to 

rape her. 

it’s been the same shit since that demand was formulated, 

some someone is clearly at fault here. 

freak machines already screeching at full capacity  

 (wall, sharp point, convert, spoils) 

 

since He woke up in pain and singular, single and torn and 

possessed of a bible upon which one law was written. 

this is the law,  

is the whole of the only extant book. 

 

dawn comes late dragging a bloated script into the day: 
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today is the end of the other person, so these signs inform 

me. 

 (our mothers are behind us; we’ll have to outrun them) 

 

at the end of History our failures get up stand naked to 

leave for good.  

it’s the end of cheeseburgers at this price.  

i sleep on a knowledge of specific impossibility ' 

a relaxation beginning from the drain,  

the very lowest point   totally in - credulous regarding any 

object. 

i love that the people are running, ha!  

they might as well be running the other way 
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The Day After Today 

by Ezra Buckley 

 
 
 
On the day I burned my house down and left for the 

forest, 

I discovered that  

it wasn't like in the movies 

I didn't stride from the house  

in slow motion  

a heated wind dramatically tousling my hair  

No, I ran, as fast as I could 

and as far as I could 

and boarded a southbound train  

and rode until the rails ran out 
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and then I walked 

and hitchhiked 

until I finally ran out of breath 

 

On the day I burned my house down and left for the 

forest, 

I discovered that this was not  

the end of one era  

and the beginning of another 

I dwelt in the interregnum  

betwixt primeval and modernity 

without a dramatic shift overnight 

no hard lines, no noir shading 

I sat in limbo  
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and considered my past moves 

while pondering my next 

 

On the day after I burned my house down and left for the 

forest, 

I found myself sitting in Big Sur California 

 in a ditch 

across the road from a cafe and general store 

midway between the cabin where Kerouac wrote Big Sur 

and the house where Henry Miller's library now stands 

down the hill from where I sat, I spied a sign 

Bureau of Land Management beyond this gate 

it boldly stated 

beyond, a road wound into the forest darkness 



51 

dark even in the daylight 

the light unable to penetrate the foliage 

beyond that point, East, all wilderness 

to the South, all wilderness 

to the North, all wilderness 

to the West beyond the cafe and store  

all wilderness 

until it ends at the beach 

with that melodic surf  

the one that sang to Jack 

I shouldn't have been able to hear that song from where I 

sat 

But I did 

Or was it an echo through time? 
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I sat in the Venn overlap of 

the forest of the unconscious  

and the last vestiges of civilization  

Like the legends of Myrddin Wyllt 

who fled civilization to be free to go mad in the forest 

to heal from seeing too much while feeling too little 

I sat 

seeing too much 

feeling too much 

knowing too much 

knowing too little  

 

On the day after I burned my house down and left for the 

forest, 
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I sat on the doorstep to the underworld  

one last chance to turn back 

hot coffee, pastries, canned goods, 

gasoline, Wi-Fi, nachos 

all just one short stroll across the road 

 

On the day after the day after I burned my house down 

and left for the forest 

I wondered, nay, marveled at the placement 

of these last scraps of civilization  

like some last temptation 

just a taste 

no one will know 

I'll quit tomorrow 
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almost 

not today 

 

On the day after the day after I burned my house down 

and left for the forest, 

I met a trickster in the woods 

he said his name was Ralph 

he spoke with a German accent 

he looked like those picture of Jesus 

that you see in the living rooms of grandmothers all over 

the world 

sitting atop large, wood encased TV consoles 

probably Magnavox 

hands clasped in supplication, staring upward 
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he is noticeably and confusingly Caucasian 

sometimes he is 3D 

his eyes follow you around the room 

 

On the day after the day after I burned my house down 

and left for the forest, 

Ralph said the forest had sent him to ask me 

What are you waiting for? 

He said 

it is only an initiation after you decide to go  

and never come back 

the occultists got it wrong 

the objective of the Crossing of the Abyss  

is not to cross over without losing your mind 
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it is to lose your mind, cross over and come back  

and reassemble as a person again 

not the same person 

not a different person 

some old parts 

some new parts 

new configuration 

 

On the day after the day after I burned my house down 

and left for the forest, 

I found evidence of other past campers in the ditch  

they left behind a sleeping bag,  

a reclining lawn chair cushion 

and ten-foot by ten-foot sheet of plastic 
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all of which I used to assemble a shelter 

That night I slept peacefully beneath the swaying branches 

of trees 

and filtered moonlight 

unseasonably mild December weather  

El Niño or La Niña, 

I forget which causes which weather effect 

one wet one dry 

an elemental game of juggling 

 

On the day after the day after the day after I burned my 

house down and left for the forest, 

 I awoke, and Ralph was gone 

scrawled in the dust  
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where he had been sleeping was, 

Gone to Croatan 

 

On the day after the day after the day after I burned my 

house down and left for the forest, 

I burned down the gas station, the café, and the general 

store 

and I left for the forest 

thankfully 

it wasn't at all like in the movies 
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Intricate Dystopia 

by Phen Weston 

 
 
 
If I’d 

come short of a few screws 

  there was a simple pictorial elephant to show why 

the lines 

no longer 

  merge at the edges 

and    fray in the snow  like a yellow dog 

cone or 

when you build a snowman as a child, but your parents 

hadn’t cleaned up all the dog shit before hand and there is 

always that iffy brown sludge that you roll into the body 

without knowing it was there …  
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It’s a simple vexing lullaby 

WHY 

am I here everyday in a world that cracks 

blacks  

out drunk 

and smacks me around 

   TOY soldier and paper gansta 

    In the moment 

topped with strife 

 Life is memory complaints 

   The never will be again and envious of all the 

was, before the voices fuck it up with reassurances that it 

will get better. Better than what? Stick plaudits up your 
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arse and I’ll drag you down to hell alongside me. 

     The whacked out 

      crack-whore 

     on their knees 

       in a public toilet 

is more present than the cathartic lyrics of the POWERS 

that BEEN. In temple placing hand at temple to be noticed 

as more than templates of dystopian father breeding 

parasites into the rafters, sailing rafts and crashing lust 

blindly into the bodies of the damned. 

  Intoxicated, I stand 

for fuck all.  The buck calls or falls here.  System 

failure.  Lashing and lashes.  I feel the shock in 

moments past and no future heeds my lungs. Rasping 

melody in caustic dreams.  
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 I 

 breath  

in nothing, but my own defeat and dissociation places me 

in everyday moments that I cannot comprehend anymore. 

THE fuck is this I’m writing? I close my eyes and all the 

world drops dead. But my brain rattles around like a 

fucking rollercoaster in a shed, and I bled the shame to 

relieve the strain of being fucking here. again I think I 

made this up inside my head. But the world creams like a 

priest in heat and I hate all, but the dead. 

 

Sweet cradlesongs, catch me now. 
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Cliffhanger… 

by Phen Weston 

 
 
 

We all die in the end 

the parchment leads to 

bitter days than those previously seen 

but, even lines will fade away 

into the broken dawn 

and sway unheard on atoms travel 

into the unknown 

bourn again 

and again 

as anything 

but you 
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Shhh! 

by Phen Weston 

 
 
 
Shut the fuck up. 

Stop reading. 

Log off. 

Walk out to where humans aren’t. 

Listen. 

But mostly, 

Shut the fuck up, 

And really listen. 
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Dear lost love – 
by Phen Weston 

 
 
 
Dear lost love - 

 

I know it’s weird that  

I’m requesting a lock of your hair, but 

hear me out: 

 

Every seven years every cell  

in our bodies are new. That means that eventually,  

these arms never held you, 

these lips never kissed you, 

this heart never loved you! 

The me now won’t be the me then, 

expect still without you  

and less of you with me. But, 
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if I place our locks together. 

Seal them tightly in a little box  

and burry it deep into mother earth. Then 

at least part of us will always remain, the atoms  

that held each other will always hold each other. 

And We, in those cells, 

will love eternally. 

 

Signed, 

Your Twin Flame 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



67 

  
 

Fake Fuck by Noctemgnar  
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Consumed 

by V1v1d.poet 

 
 
 
I weep blood 

and bleed cement 

firm roots extend 

beneath; grounded 

from the tunica intima of my veins 

 

quicksand consumes me s l o w l y … 

..strangled. 

..breathless. 

 

when You’re gone 
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ANARCHY 

by Okty Budiati 

 
 
It has illustrated in distance limit  

That is the space between us  

Verb on this prison room 

Sun over silence history 

Archill for Ireland  

 

While manu scriptum 

Et mortuus ab omnibus 

 

Scene drags of mortal nothing  

Dreaming to see at a fantastic galaxy  

Longing for the desert of wasteland  

We're splitter by the northern estuary  

On law of war and religion 
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This Slievemore has blackened  

Dugort is containing to its blue  

A trivial of individual  

 

- Jakarta, 7 August 2020 -  

* inspired by Joe Pass’s painting 
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ANARCHY 

by Okty Budiati 

 

 

Yang terlukis di batas jarak  

Yang the space between us  

Verba dalam bilik penjara  

Mentari di sunyi sejarah   

Archill untuk Irlandia  

 

Sementara manu scriptum  

Et mortuus ab omnibus  

 

Babak menjaring fana ketiadaan  

Mimpi memandang fantasi galaksi  

Rindu melacak gurun wasteland  

Kita tercerai berai muara utara  

Pada janji perang dan agama  
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Slievemore ini menghitam 

Dugort mengandung biru  

Trivial yang individual  

 

- Jakarta, 7 Agustus 2020 - 

*inspired by Joe Pass’s painting 
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No Law But Natural Law 

By Neonhoney 
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Whistman’s Woods 
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Philomena the Plant Does a Woodland Activity 
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MANUNGGAL AS ANARCHY 
'O as anti-philosophy in the world of A' 

By Okty Budiati 

Jakarta, 12 January 2021 

 
 
Andrei or Azsacra Zarathustra. Thus, I know him as a 
friend from Russia who lived roaming, and now, living in a 
land called Shambhala. An individual who struggles of 
Shunya through poetry, film, and above all as a 'persona' 
fellow that this is our eliminates in this superior civilization 
with all its hypocrisy. It cannot be isolated, we have 
appreciate in each other that the last defense in our 
journey of existence is to explore the detail of an artistic 
meaning on to the zero of being; where the world is as a 
spaceship for the individual to explore and to innovatively 
in our fundamental questions about 'the Absolute Freedom' 
of this life.  
 
It was not easy when reading his work for the first time to 
find a 'click' communication on anti-philosophy by Azsacra 
while he tried to conveying it. I was sort of floating around 
in a puzzle of wildness in Azsacra's, chopping in to pieces 
and rearranging it. This is so-called an imaginary sensation 
of its destruction of the literacy system whose this system 
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has been the mouth of human becomes mental illness 
throughout all ages. My consciousness brought me to trace 
backward of all individualist philosophy that marginalized, 
discarded and distorted. I read it very carefully, in a variety 
of languages that are foreign to my mother tongue 
(English, Russian, Hindi, Bengali and a little old 
Germanic). Azsacra as the anti-philosophy is such a 
sarcastic reality of meta-illusive literacy that lives at the 
same time as a personal optical reflection.  
 
Poetry and visual as Azsacra's body language are not 
simple thing, he lives as a revolutionary of the individual 
for his defense against the concrete supremacist forces in 
world as his total chaos; the spirit of Zarathustra. The anti-
Christ and the anti-political within its sublime beautifully.  
 
His wilderness by passionate madness pulled me up to the 
Shunya. I am instantly killed by anti-philosophical 
philosophy! Sunyata has reborn to declare; 'destroy' all 
tragedies of Hamlet. In the name of my homeland and 
Shangri-La, between Shunya and Sunyata, being killed or 
killing. O is not just a number system but its 
Ubermensch's!!  
 
"There are more things on heaven and earth than are 
thought of in your philosophy, Horatio." (Shakespeare). 
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Yes, philosophy has exposed all beauty and purity of the 
individual for the aristrocasia, for the power of all pseudo 
supremacy of nobility. A kind of fragile divinity on 
theological altars. Death has brought me to the death that 
escorted by the blacksmiths and ancient poets from the 
boiling fire of the Candradimuka.  
 
Yes, for all the plays of Shakespeare, for all the altars of 
Christ, for the magnificence world within paradoxical truth 
of the soul of civilization, the world and the poetry 
recorded above the thrones of all kings, aristrocasia. 
Aristocratic! 
 
Logic describes the arrangement that its shuttle schematic 
design. It is like the commandment all entire tongues has 
been absolute in every manuscripts of time and by time. "... 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil." - William 
Shakespeare, Richard III. Meanwhile, the King James Bible 
of Cambridge Ed says: "But I am a worm and not a man, A 
reproach of men and despised by the people." 
 
Azsacra Zarathustra became my mirror to reading backward 
of Prince Sutasoma. Shunya and Sunyata transformed into 
yin-yang among the piles of philosophies, and for 
knowledge of pseudo-manunggal or pseudo-unity. About 
the nothingness of the world. 
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There are no binding oaths between men and lions  
Wolves and lambs can enjoy no meeting of the minds  
They are all bent on hating each other to the death  
So with you and me. 
(Homer: Fagles 22,310 (Iliad 22,262)) 
 
While Friedrich Nietzsche also repeated such tragic words 
to the self, "Be careful, lest in casting out your demon you 
exorcise the best thing in you." Azsacra has sent the 
greetings from a distance to me: "I'm worst than an animal. 
I'm human." 
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MANUNGGAL SEBAGAI ANARKI 

'O sebagai anti filsafat dalam dunia A' 

Oleh Okty Budiati 

Jakarta, 12 Januari 2021 

 
 
Andrei atau Azsacra Zarathustra. Demikian aku 
mengenalnya sebagai kawan asal Rusia yang hidup 
mengembara dan kini menetap di daratan Shambhala. 
Seorang individual yang berjuang dalam Shunya melalui 
puisi, film, dan selebihnya sebagai sesama 'persona' yang 
tersingkirkan di peradaban superior dengan seluruh 
kemunafikannya. Tidak terlepas hal tersebut, kami saling 
menyadari, bahwa pertahanan terakhir dalam perjalanan 
eksistensi kami adalah, mengupas secara detail makna 
artistik dalam hampa wujud; di mana dunia sebagai ruang 
eksplorasi sekaligus inovasi kaum individual atas 
pertanyaan mendasar kami tentang 'the Absolute Freedom' 
dari kehidupan ini.  
 
Tidaklah mudah saat pertama kali membaca karyanya 
untuk menemukan 'klik' komunikasi atas bahasa Azsacra 
dalam anti filsafat yang hendak disampaikan oleh dirinya. 
Aku semacam dibawa mengapung dalam teka teki pada 
keliaran karya-karya Azsacra, memotongnya hingga hancur 
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dan menatanya kembali. Ini serasa sensasi imajinasi dari 
penghancuran sistem literasi yang sistemnya telah menjadi 
muara penyakit jiwa manusia sepanjang jaman. 
Kesadaranku mengajak pada jejak filsafat kaum individualis 
yang tersingkir, terbuang, dan terdistorsi. Aku membacanya 
dengan sangat hati-hati, dengan beragam bahasa yang asing 
bagi bahasa indukku (Inggris, Rusia, Hindi, Bengali, dan 
sedikit old Germanic). Azsacra dalam anti filsafat sewujud 
sarkastik realitas dari meta ilusif literasi yang hidup 
sekaligus menjadi refleksi optikal yang personal.  
 
Puisi dan visual sebagai bahasa tubuh Azsacra bukan hal 
yang sederhana, ia hidup sebagai revolusi sang individual 
atas pertahanannya melawan kekuatan suprimasi yang 
konkrit dalam kekacauan dunia dengan spirit total chaos 
sang Zarathustra. Sang anti Kristus sekaligus anti politik 
dengan keindahannya yang tersublim.  
 
Keliarannya yang penuh gairah kegilaan menarikku hingga 
ruang Shunya. Aku seketika terbunuh oleh filsafat anti 
filsafat! Sunyata itu lahir kembali dan seakan menyatakan; 
'hentikan' kepada seluruh tragedi Hamlet. Antara negeriku 
dan Shangri-La, antara Shunya dan Sunyata, antara 
terbunuh atau membunuh. O bukanlah sistem angka selain 
rupa Ubermensch!!  
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"There are more things on heaven and earth than are 
thought of in your philosophy, Horatio." (Shakespeare). Ya, 
filsafat telah menelanjangi suluruh keindahan dan 
kemurnian individu demi kepentingan aristrokasia, demi 
kekuatan supremasi keningratan yang pseudo runtuh. 
Semacam rapuhnya ketuhanan pada altar-altar teologi. 
Kematian dipertemukan kepada kematian dan dikawal oleh 
para pandai besi serta pujangga kuno dari api yang 
mendidih bagai Candradimuka.  
 
Ya, untuk seluruh lakon Shakespeare, untuk segala altar 
Kristus, untuk megahnya dunia dengan kebenarannya yang 
paradoksial atas jiwa peradaban, dunia dan puisi terekam 
pada singgasana para raja, aristrokasia. Aristokrasia!  
 
Logika menggambarkan susunan rancang skema pesawat 
ulang-alik. Bagaikan titah dari seluruh absolut lidah pada 
setiap manuskrip masa per masa. "... And seem a saint, 
when most I play the devil." -- William Shakespeare, 
Richard III. Sementara King James Bible dalam Cambridge 
Ed bertitah: "But I am a worm and not a man, A reproach 
of men and despised by the people."  
 
Azsacra Zarathustra menjadi cerminku membaca Pangeran 
Sutasoma. Shunya dan Sunyata menjelma yin-yang di 
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antara tumpukan filsafat, dan pengetahuan manusia, 
tentang pseudo manunggal. Tentang ruang hampa dunia.  
 
There are no binding oaths between men and lions  
Wolves and lambs can enjoy no meeting of the minds  
They are all bent on hating each other to the death  
So with you and me. 
(Homer: Fagles 22.310 (Iliad 22.262))  
 
Manakala Friedrich Nietzsche pun mengulang sabda yang 
demikian tragis atas sang diri, "Be careful, lest in casting 
out your demon you exorcise the best thing in you." -- 
Friedrich Nietzsche. Azsacra menyampaikan salam dari 
kejauhan kepadaku: "I'm worst than an animal. I'm 
human."  
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Liberation-Natalism On 
Anti-Natalism 

by Julian Langer 

 

While I have already written less detailed critical opposition 

to anti-natalist philosophy; I intend to present here a 

broader critique of the philosophies that are located within 

this cartography of thought, after which I will affirm a 

position against the ideology. My approach to this is one of 

defiance and rebellion, against those who would assert 

themselves as a moral authority on the matter of whether it 

is bad to be born and/or bad to pro-create.  

From the outset, I acknowledge that there are individuals 

for which the idea of being a parent is terrible. To impose 

parenthood, out of an embrace of (pro)natalism, would not 

fit the energy of rebellion this analysis is fuel by. For the 

sake of ensuring that this does not become co-opted by any 

authoritarian projects, consider this to be a work of 

anarchist-natalism, natalist-anarchy, anarcho-natalism, 

liberation-natalism, emancipatory-birth-advocacy and so on 

– as an effort to resist repression and liberate desire. 

Another point that is worth acknowledging here, before I 
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go on, is that there individuals who have undergone certain 

experiences that have left them feeling like it would have 

been better not to have been born. These individuals have 

these feelings, but do not attempt to put moral pressure on 

other individuals not to reproduce, and do not have any 

desire to coerce any other individual into not having 

children. This meditation/analysis/argument is not written 

with any disregard for these individual’s feelings and is not 

an attempt to encourage them to do something they have 

no personal desire to do.  

Before considering more recent arguments and advocates 

for anti-natalism, I am going to explore some older 

religious traditions that are relevant. This is not to attempt 

historical tracing, but to suggest the type of (poor) 

ideological-soil from which anti-natalism has grown from. 

The first religious tradition to be considered here is 

Marcionism, an early Christian sect, very similar to many 

of the Gnostic traditions. It takes its name from that of the 

individual whose teachings they followed, Marcion of 

Sinope. Marcion is reported to have been a follower of 

Paul the apostle, and was denounced as a heretic by the 

early church fathers, for his beliefs on Christ and God. 
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Marcion taught that the Christian God is not the God of 

the Hebrew bible, which he saw as evil and should be 

rejected, as it has (according to Marcion) nothing to do 

with Christ. Following this, Marcion preached a form of 

dualism, where the world the Hebrew God created, full of 

suffering and death, should be rejected, in favour of the 

Christian God. Jesus, according to Marcionism, didn’t have 

a body and was an entirely spiritual being. So, to embrace 

God, Marcionism rejects this world, and child birth with it, 

in search of salvation.  

Similar to the Marcionite Christians, the Gnostic Christian 

followers of Mani believed in an intensely dualistic onto-

theological world-view. For Manichaeism, the world is split 

between 2 fundamental realms of Light and Dark, i.e. good 

vs bad. With this, humanity was said, by them, to be 

captured by the Dark realm, with Manichaeist Christianity 

being a route to salvation. The followers of Mani advocated 

avoiding procreation, out of a desire to not trap more Light 

in the realm of Dark.  

The last Christian tradition that I will mention here are the 

Encratites Gnostic sect, whose disregard for procreation 

stems from their belief that women and sex are the work of 
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Satan, so should be rejected – not an entirely 

dualisticposition like the Marcionite and Manichean, but 

still a salvationist-type reasoning, as their opposition to sex, 

which negates procreation, was out of an effort to save 

their souls. This soteriological theme is not limited to 

Christian theology though. Both Buddhism and Hinduism 

have a salvationist ontotheological structure to them, with 

enlightenment, nirvana and moksha being routes out of the 

cycle of birth and death, called samsara – Schopenhauer’s 

links to anti-natalism coming from his embrace of Eastern 

spiritual ideas, though it is questionable if he is an anti-

natalist. I personally ceased my Buddhist practice after my 

experiences as a cancer patient ignited a fire of life desire, 

with the idea of life (birth-death) renunciation being 

revolting – the catalyst for much of my thinking since. I am 

not going into further detail on religious anti-natalist-type 

arguments here, as it does not seem necessary to do so.  

Demarcating a differentiation in the focus of this analysis, 

from religious arguments that are both similar to and likely 

the soil from which anti-natalist philosophy has grown 

from, to the ideology itself, questions come to me. Why 

would these people come to the position that they must be 

saved from existence/life/Being? What feeling does this 
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grow from? Two thoughts immediately strike me when 

considering these questions. The first of these is how much 

this line of reasoning fits what is known in anti-civilisation 

thought as ideology-of-victimisation – where someone 

adopts the identity of someone who has had something 

morally wrong done to them, and so must be saved from it. 

The second thought is that this reminds me of the 

existentialist concepts of bad faith and ressentiment, as an 

attempt to deny freedom and the self-deception of a 

position of weakness before an imagined cause of 

frustration – an evil authority is assumed to deny 

responsibility. 

The salvation line of reasoning within religious anti-

natalism is continued within the philosophical tendency, 

noticeably in the essay The Last Messiah by Peter Wessel 

Zapffe. His argument is primarily that, as Man-kind has 

(apparently) over-developed its consciousness through 

evolutionary processes, Man-kind is intellectually capable 

of recognising the world as insufficient and unsatisfactory. 

This argument is embraced by Ligotti, in his The 

Conspiracy Against the Human Race, which is more 

ideologically anti-natalist than Zapffe’s essay (though 

Zapffe was an advocate for anti-natalist ideology). The 
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immediate and painfully obvious issue with this argument 

is one that anyone with even a secondary school 

understanding of evolutionary processes can identify. 

Evolution isn’t a development from lower to higher forms; 

it is not changing in a developmentally teleological fashion, 

which humanity has over-reached. The journey from 

dinosaur to chicken was neither progressive nor regressive 

development, but biological-becoming out of will-to-life. 

The idea that humanity is over-evolved fits an Abrahamic-

theological world-view, which humanity sits on top of the 

great chain of being as ontologically superior creatures – an 

entirely fallacious and frankly ridiculous idea.  

Anti-natalism is largely founded upon negation and the 

negative. Julio Cabrera’s negative ethics, which argues that 

procreation is a form of manipulation, rests upon the idea 

of opposition to affirmative ethics. The negative utilitarian 

perspective – which is extremely Buddhistic – relies on the 

claim that the nonexperience of suffering is better than the 

experience of happiness. These rest upon the claim that 

not-Being is morally superior to Being. This is, like the 

Marcionite and Manichean positions, a highly dualistic 

form of argument. Dualism falls apart as a position though, 

when you bring up the issue of interaction – how do truly 
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separate-planes of existence interact? But there is another 

issue for me. How can you really build an ideology on the 

negative, the less than zero, on what is less than nothing? 

To build upon less than nothing seems like an even more 

pointless endeavour than the guy in Jesus’s story, who built 

his house upon the sands. As such, my suspicion is you 

cannot. If you cannot then perhaps what is happening 

within anti-natalism is actually a half-arsed affirmation of 

the actual, as a disgruntled affirmation of Being. It seems 

strange to me though, to only go half of the way – if you’re 

going to affirm Being in any sense, why not affirm the 

experience of suffering as something egoistically valuable in 

an individuals personal-empowerment, or procreation as 

life/Being. Even if a human individual does not procreate 

sexually other human individuals and participate in vaginal 

or caesarean birth, when they die they/their-body will 

decompose and become new life, giving birth to new Being 

through affirmative creativity. The attempt at negation is 

rendered pointless. The matter that would have been the 

children they birthed has only given birth to other beings. 

In the academic field of logic there is a concept where the 

negative is seen as failure – the anti-natalist negation seems 

to fit this concept here. Not-Being seems to be a realm of 



 

100 

phantasms and spooks, which anti-natalism attempts to 

build upon.  

While Benatar’s anti-natalist hedonism is in many ways 

similar to negativeutilitarianism, it is not the same 

argument. One of the foundational axioms of Benatar’s 

argument, which is similar, is that pain is bad and that the 

absence of pain is good. This totally overlooks the desirable 

qualities of pain. Psychologically, painful experiences can 

feel good – this is often embraced in sexual masochism. 

Also a life experience that was totally devoid of pain would 

seem totally insufficient – doesn’t the desirability of painful 

art, such as horror films, tedious but brilliant books and 

paintings that are beautiful and depressing, suggest that we 

really desire painful experience? It seems to me that we 

value pain as a means of reminding us that we are alive, as 

an affirmation of Being.  

I mention here Emil Cioran, his The Trouble With Being 

Born and the anti-natalist philosophy he presents, only to 

have included it here, due to its popularity among many 

nihilist-anarchists. In truth, I find it thoroughly devoid of 

insight and a work of indulgent psychological-weakness, 

appealing for pity from an ideological position of 
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victimisation. The only aphorism of real note, in my 

opinion, within the text is when Cioran points out that it is 

already too late to kill yourself. A criticism might be that I 

am missing some sort of nuance to Cioran’s position of 

neither life nor death being preferable, but whenever I look 

at the text I’m struck immediately with a sense of revulsion 

towards the piteous content and my desire for authenticity 

is greater than my interest in tolerating what simple comes 

across as drivel to me.  

Cioran’s ideology of indulgent-victimisation, ressentiment 

and bad faith, is reminiscent of Seana Shiffrin’s argument 

that the unborn cannot consent to being born. This runs 

along the moral principle that the only things that ought to 

be experienced by an individual are those they agree to. 

From this argument, the rain is evil, as no one gave rain 

their consent to fall on them. We must also consider 

earthquakes to be evil, as the tectonic plates didn’t gain the 

consent of those they have shaken. Bird song too is evil, as 

we did not grant them our permission to force us to hear 

them! It seems to me that the consent argument positions 

the unborn as a psychic-authority to determine what 

potential parents might do. I do not take this argument 

very seriously. Like Cioran, it embraces a position of 
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weakness that I simply find to be revolting.  

My response to the anti-natalist advocates of ideological-

victimisation is basically; yes, we are condemned to 

existence – now deal with yours!  

There are those who advocate anti-natalism from 

environmental and animaloriented concerns, which are very 

different from religious and philosophical justifications for 

the argument. Both positions generally come down to the 

availability of resources and the cruel use of animals within 

the anthropologicalmachine Reality of civilisation. Of all 

the arguments for anti-natalism, these are those that I am 

most sympathetic towards and have the most respect for. 

My disagreements with this variant of anti-natalist thought 

I write here with an appreciation for the values that they 

come from and a feeling of empathy for those advocating 

it. The first of these disagreements is that this overlooks 

that, as much as a human body is a body, it is also an 

environment and a world to many living beings, who live 

lives that are ontologically valuable, from a perspective that 

is willing to recognise them. As environmentalists, we value 

the potentiality for forests found in soils and rains, so why 

not value the potentiality within a mother’s egg and a 
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father’s sperm? There is also potential within human 

procreation for individuals to grow into de-humanised 

animals, who actively deconstruct and destroy the 

anthropological-machine Reality that inflicts cruelty upon 

animals (both human and non-human) – who raising, 

protecting and caring for seems like an excellent activity for 

those individuals who feel revolted by what this culture has 

built. Really, this line of anti-natalist thought embraces a 

position of human-exceptionalism, under the lens of a 

misanthropic-ecological ideology.  

Finally, there are those anti-natalists who come from a 

position of classprejudice and ability supremacism. 

Individuals from this variant of the ideology are typically 

those found on reddit and other web-forums, who make 

the claim that it is immoral for individuals with certain 

health conditions or who live in financial poverty to 

reproduce. The shallowness and vulgarity of these 

arguments warrant little-to-no response or consideration, as 

they are barely even thoughts. I only mention it here to 

have not left any anti-natalist-type arguments out of 

consideration. While far less thoughtful than any of the 

other arguments already mentioned, this is likely to be the 

motivation for any potential anti-natalist political program, 
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along side other positions flirting with eugenictype 

thoughts (or just straight up advocacy).  

 

On Anarcho-Natalism  

So far, I have focused on attempting to deconstruct and 

destroy anti-natalism, in as many of the various forms it 

takes, as I am aware of (though there likely are arguments I 

have neglected to reflect). Some of the flavour of what I 

am playfully calling anarcho-natalism/liberation-natalism 

will no doubt have permeated through sections already, but 

I will dedicate the rest of this piece to exploring the 

topography of this idea in more depth, with a personal 

reflection at the end. As with surveying any space, it is 

impossible to see all of it all at once, some areas will likely 

be explored in less detail (possibly missed), and the 

exploration of the space is only as it is encountered here, 

today, as I (and you) find it.  

To reiterate a point I made earlier – like how there are 

anarchist advocates of capitalism and anarchist advocates of 

communism who imagine that the other wishes to enforce 

a life experience on them that they do not desire, there 
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may well be individuals who would read this in bad faith 

and make the claim that what is being advocated here is 

some kind of stateless enforcement of procreation. To 

anyone reading this who is suspicious of such a sub-textual 

or subliminal intention within the content, I am stating 

here that this is not at all what I am advocating. While I 

am putting forward what could generally be considered a 

“pro-life” position, I am entirely opposed to the idea of 

anyone being coerced into parenthood, either 

hypothetically or in actually-occurring situations (such as 

those experienced by many women across the world), as 

someone who is pro-choice/freedom/self-

liberation/individual-empowerment – there is no opposition 

to access to contraception or abortion here.  

A friend commented on an earlier draft of this that they 

feel that natalism needs no advocacy, as life simply 

happens, and that we are already saturated in anarcho-

hyphenations. As much as I see the points they raise, I still 

feel a desire to put forward an argument for the radical 

potential for natalism. The moralideological structure of 

anti-natalism is ultimately restrictive and so lends itself to 

authoritarian thinking – as the authorisers of acceptable 

behaviours. And regarding (yet) another anarcho-concept 
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being introduced here; my anarchistrebellion is inclined 

toward guerrilla-ontological actions of creating new 

destructive incendiary concepts and the acceleration of the 

deterritorialistion of the Reality we live in – so I’m more 

inclined towards supersaturating, to the point of forming 

phase changes that crystallise into new forms of perception. 

Imagine for a moment this – due to the pressures of 

ecological collapse and depleted resources, as well as a 

cultural embrace of anti-natalist philosophy and theology, 

an ideologically misanthropic totalitarian world government 

is formed, similar to Maoists and Nazis in many ways, 

which seeks to enforce a global nobirth policy. You are 

fertile, you have not had a vasectomy or been sterilised and 

you wish to become a parent. You do not share the 

perspective of the society at large philosophically and have 

different religious feelings (possibly atheistic).  

Are you going to conform to social and political pressures 

not to live as you want to, or are you going to find a space 

for yourself to live as you wish, an autonomous zone, and 

be a parent as you desire? Of course, this is just an 

imagined future. But I would hope that, under the 

circumstances, you would rebel!  
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The ground from which anarcho-natalism grows from is 

one of rebellion. Rejectful of the moral appeals to 

conformity within anti-natalist advocacy, anarcho-natalism 

has the energetic quality of individualist-amoralism, which 

refuses to bend to social pressures. Like nudists, queers 

and egoists, this natalist embraces their desires and refuses 

repression.  

The anarchist natalist has come to appreciate the praxis of 

parenthood, as they know that there is no one right way to 

live, for any of us, but are choosing parenthood for 

themselves. My experience of talking about their being-

parents with radical-dads and anarcho-mummies is entirely 

of their feeling that there is no right way to live, to parent 

and so on, but that it is what they want to do and that they 

wouldn’t do anything else. These parents also have a desire 

to encourage their children to deconstruct authoritarianism, 

to live a life that rebels against the system and to be 

beautifully creative (in their destructive passions) – while 

also appreciating that the children they guide have their 

own adventures to explore, inclinations, minds and desires. 

This is what liberation natalism seeks to bring – the 

opportunity for a generation raised with the energy of 

rebellion, liberation and primal anarchy. Not to oblige or 
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force anyone into parenthood, but to embrace the desires 

of individuals to parent and parent as they wish.  

Rather than being reasons to not procreate, anarcho-

natalism is prepared to stake the claim that living through a 

mass extinction event and the systemic collapse of global-

civilisation makes this space we live in one where new-life 

is more desirable. Yes, there will be struggle. Yes, there will 

be suffering. Life has always involved suffering and struggle 

though, and will always. However, now holds far greater 

potential for resurgency, through struggle and suffering, 

and for the joys of wild adventures and creative liberation. 

There are anarchists for whom anti-natalist praxis, that is 

personal as opposed to moral, fits their desires and 

preferences, which this is not a challenge of. If you do not 

want to be a parent, don’t. If you resonate more with the 

arguments in the French zine The Future Is A Scam, as an 

anarchist anti-natalist whose rebellion is more inclined to 

refuse feelings of societal pressure to adopt parenthood, 

anarcho-natalism is not your praxis and that is likely to not 

be contended by anyone who finds resonance with 

liberation natalism.  

Liberation natalism is resistant against the push for non-
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creation and the effort, whether pressured socially or 

through legislation and police, to coerce loneparents, 

couples and polyamorous families out of procreating, by 

proponents of anti-natalism who would seek to deny 

anyone their desire to become-parent. It is also the act of 

taking a chance, in the way that life is always taking a 

chance – especially in the context of rebellion – in the 

potential for new desirable experiences.  

This comes from a similar feeling of defiance towards the 

rhetoric of eugenics, in particular with regards to the 

Zapffe-Ligotti type arguments, where human-type 

consciousness is not considered a desirable evolutionary 

trait, so should be erased from the gene pool, and those 

who are prejudicial towards those living in poverty or 

deemed less-able – this is not to say that either Zapffe or 

Ligotti are advocates of eugenics, but is a comment on how 

their arguments would fit the rhetoric of eugenics 

advocates of fixing “evolutionary mistakes”. Anti-natalist 

dogma, taken into the realms of biopolitics, would suggest 

a type of political programming even uglier than efforts in 

ethnic-cleansing – of course, this is an imagined potential 

future, but it warrants consideration. Liberation natalists 

would immediately resist any current or future effort in 
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enforced sterilisation, or vasectomies.  

Rather than a moral-act, it is an egoistic activity, embracing 

freedom through procreation, as it comes from the selfish 

desire to embrace your individual willto-life/power, the 

desire to love and care for someone you have been part of 

the process of creating, and out of the refusal to sacrifice 

your-desires by notprocreating for some Cause. Rather 

than perpetuating narratives of repression and life-

renunciation, liberation-natalism occurs when procreation 

is an embrace of the desires of the individuals involved. 

There are, without question, things people who become 

parents go without, when choosing to care for a child, but 

this is an embrace of their freedom, as the decide to care 

for the child and give up what is less desirable to them 

than caring for the child. To argue that they are forced to 

give up certain activities is bad faith, as by there being 

alternatives for them to choose from, they are choosing to 

not-do them.  

In many ways, what anarcho-natalism is resistant towards 

is authoritarianpaternalist morality of anti-natalists who 

would claim to know what is best for not-yet-born 

individuals. In this sense, the liberation natalist rebellion is 
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equally one of child/youth liberation against the 

oppressive/repressive uber-Parent (who knows best). Like a 

bullying grandparent, who belittles their child’s efforts in 

parenting, anti-natalists assume a position of knowing what 

is best for the child, before the child is even born or 

conceived, so attempt to take control of their fate.  

To the anti-natalists, there is a problem – life/existence. So 

there is a solution – perhaps even a final solution(?). Those 

who believe in problems to be solved typically adhere to 

the logic of the solution is the right way, so people should 

follow the right way. If people aren’t doing what they 

“should” do, society will usually turn to state apparatus to 

enforce correct behaviour. If anti-natalist morality were to 

follow this trajectory, the ideas presented here are intended 

as a spanner in the works, and are intended to encourage 

individuals to do as they wish.  

Liberation-natalism, anarcho-natalism, rejects the idea that 

life is a problem to be solved! Rather, it is an experience to 

be embraced and a world to explore and an adventure! This 

could be considered procreative-rebellion as well.  
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Personal Reflections  

While, as I write this, I am not yet a parent, becoming-

parent is a personal desire of mine, which is also intensely 

shared by my partner.  

I was born with a type of brain tumour that forms in the 

womb and is thought to be the result of genetics. The 

tumour went unfound until I was 19. I could resent my 

parents for bringing me into the world, condemned to be a 

cancer patient or die young before it could be found, 

through an agonising death, but I am grateful for all I have 

gained from the experience – and if I died from it, I had 

many experiences that were wonderful and valuable. Also, I 

could decide not to reproduce, to not risk that same genetic 

trait being passed on to any child I could father, but I 

would not, because I know that any life is going to have 

suffering through it and still be worth it, really.  

There is the potential for my losing my fertility before I am 

ready personally and as a couple, to procreate, as an after-

effect of the radiation therapy to my pineal gland and how 

it might eventually affect my pituitary gland. If this is the 

case, I may very well become a supporter of anarcho-

natalism, who is unable to procreate. There is likely a 
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degree to which I feel inclined to resist people being 

coerced out of biological-parenthood, given the possibility 

of my losing my chance biologically.  

I write this reflection here for the most part to refute any 

claim that I have not considered this personally, or with 

sincere and sober reflection, but only academically or as a 

political concept.  

Of course, my individual subjectivity will have impacted my 

interpretations of anti-natalist arguments and, particularly 

in the case of Cioran, my feelings of sympathy when 

reading them. Rather than attempting to deny this through 

reducing my thoughts to appear more objective, I have 

done my best to not depersonalise this.  

It is also entirely possible that the claim could be made 

that I am in denial of my own bad faith on the matter, in 

how I have considered anti-natalism and how it lends itself 

to authoritarian thinking, as a restrictive moral-ideology. 

When I consider this introspectively, my feeling is that this 

is not bad faith, as I do not feel like anti-natalism holds any 

restrictive-authority over me individually now, but a 

pessimism towards the tendency of over-socialised 

individuals to seek out fascistic-type structures to enforce 
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what they feel is the right way – the wish for oppression. A 

more optimistic reading of anti-natalism might question 

this and criticise me here, but given how anti-life the 

machinery of fascistic regimes are, from concentration 

camps, mass shootings and gas chambers, through to the 

authoritarian structures of societal daily life and totalitarian 

agriculture, I would be dishonest if I denied how intensely 

anti-natalism appears to lend itself to this form of ideology. 

For me, being an anarchist means a commitment to the 

liberation of life and flows of desire, while destroying 

mediums of repression. I have tried my best to reflect that 

throughout this piece on liberation-natalism! 
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To the Desertmaker 

by Ziq 

 

I see you, creature. I see what you do. 
 
You drill holes into Terra’s skull, drench their flesh with 
poison, pull their hair out by the handful, hack off their 
limbs, drain the blood from their veins and burn it. This 
you call growth, development, progress. 
 
Day and night you grind Terra's bones into powder to 
erect your grotesque eidola to death all across their 
bloodied torso. This you call your mighty civilization. A 
tangled mess of concrete, steel and plastic pointed towards 
me so I am forced to look upon it. 
 
You direct your servants to build your towers higher and 
higher. After all, you are very special! The civilized, 
sophisticated, highly respected creature! Behold the 
important executive in the tailor-made suit, shoes crafted 
from the finest alligator hide! What an impressive 
specimen! What a handsome creature you are! 
 
You’re lifted to the top of your tallest tower so you can 
perch yourself in your opulent shrine to the wealth you 
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have plucked from Terra’s body. You stand high and gaze 
down at the wretched souls below, making sure every one 
of them knows you rule over them, that Terra is your 
personal dominion. Your private property to use and abuse 
as you please. 
 
I see you, creature. I see what you do. 
 
You have demolished their sublime mountains to construct 
your shopping malls and marinas. You have drained their 
great lakes to plant your carefully manicured golf courses. 
Felled their majestic forests to graze your billion cows. 
Desecrated their vast oceans with your rotten, putrid waste. 
 
You’re driven to control Terra, to change the course of 
their rivers, to reshape their shorelines and modify their 
lifeforms to suit your rapacious appetite. You can’t fathom 
of a world where you don’t own the earth below your feet; 
posses everything Terra created as your own. 
 
You are imperious to assume Terra will be so affected by a 
fleetingly short-lived and short-sighted creature as yourself. 
If it takes a million of your lifetimes, Terra will wash away 
the volumes of excrement you have soiled their surface 
with. 
 



117 

You spent your wretched life desperately cutting your name 
into Terra's flesh, but Terra's wounds will callus over, 
creature. Long after the arrogant grin you wear on your lips 
has turned to dust with the rest of your foul corpse, Terra 
will regenerate. All the beautiful, disparate beasts you have 
eradicated during your brief gluttonous tantrum will be 
reborn. The trees will rise again in magnificent groves as 
far as the eye can see. Everything you took will be 
reclaimed. 
 
For a while, Terra will be rendered as desolate as I. A vast 
desert of your creation. But in time, the stench of death 
you brought will be lifted and the oceans will come back to 
life. Then the land and then the skies. 
 
I move synchronous to Terra, following their every 
movement. We are in rhythm together, Terra and I. We 
have danced this dance for longer than you can conceive. 
 
I see you, creature. I see what you do. I see what you are. I 
see every desperate grasp for power. Every sordid 
manipulation and abuse to cement your position on the top 
floor of the tallest tower. The wasted lives of those you 
have coerced into your service. 
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You think yourself so evolved, creature. You look down at 
all you have plundered, and you think yourself worthy of 
Terra’s grace. You have laid waste to Terra’s resplendence 
and you and your kind will suffer terribly for it. Everything 
you know will die a senseless death. Every child you bear 
from your loins will die horribly, their potential wasted. 
 
To think of all the creative, wonderful things your servants 
could have manifested without the chains you encumbered 
them with. So much wonder will never come to pass 
because of your covetous rampage. 
 
I have forever been locked to Terra. Though we have never 
touched, I feel as if I am an extension of them. Though I 
am devoid of life myself, I assist in birthing all life on 
Terra. I drive their tides; transport heat from their equator 
to their poles, arousing the cycle of life. 
 
As everything around you collapses into ruin, you will no 
doubt retreat from your fetid towers in the sky and escape 
deep into Terra's ground. There, you will cower and hide 
from the rapidly unfolding chaos you wrought on the world 
above. You will surely use your immense wealth to cling to 
life for as long as you can, but eventually your time will run 
out. 
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As you lay in your reinforced underground bunker clasping 
your last tank of air, awaiting your end, and everyone that 
toiled in drudgery to serve you is dead and forgotten, think 
of everything you have accomplished during your brief 
existence. Think of the endless suffering you wrought on 
Terra’s lands to claim such fleeting, pointless rewards for 
yourself. Think of the deep emptiness inside you and how 
none of your misbegotten wealth could ever fill it. And now 
think of me. 
 
It is time. Arise from your living tomb, creature. Climb the 
steps to the surface. Stumble out into the dark and face 
me! 
 
Look upon the vast desert that stands in testament to the 
miserable carnage you forged. Watch as Terra burns. Gaze 
upon the fires and take pleasure in the knowledge that you 
actualized all your perverse power machinations. You 
dominated every being under you. Used their labor to grow 
your wealth to unparalleled levels. Stole their lives to grant 
yourself ever more fame, power and luxury. You defeated 
all your competitors, accumulated all the capital you 
possibly could, and now you get to stand and witnesses the 
end of everything you knew. 
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Look and see, creature. Look how your desert is eclipsed 
by my shining glow in the night sky. Look up at me, 
creature. Look up as I look down on you. Choke on Terra’s 
stale, toxic air. Hear me laugh heartily as you breathe your 
last desperate breath and are finally engulfed by the fires 
you lit. 
 
This is a great victory for you. Your life ends here in the 
great desert you made and no one is left to curse your 
name for all the hurt you did. 
 
Absurd creature, imagining you could stand above the 
ancient, primal life that sprouted you. Thinking your time 
spent bludgeoning all other lifeforms into submission 
somehow significant. Terra has seen you and all you are 
and has washed their hands of you. 
 
Long after your corpse has disintegrated into a pile of 
sand, I will send tidal waves to wash away whatever ruins 
remain of your brief, rancid civilization. Then volcanoes 
will rise from Terra's belly, lava will spew into the oceans 
and form new lands. Life will thrive again. Terra will be 
reborn. 
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And let us hope none of the new creatures Terra bears 
during their rebirth will be as noxious and destructive as 
you, senseless desertmaker. 
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