HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOOOOOOOOOOOO0OU

And you and you and you and us! To all of us! It's our bday. Sim, é 0 nosso aniversario, que
em Portugués nao funciona tdo bem porque ndo faz um ano desde nada, quero mais dizer
birthday, porque hoje, sim hoje, é o dia é a hora e 0 momento, the moment where we all get
to celebrate our entry into the wormhole so happy BIRTHDAY TO US!!I... Hoje dia 12 de
Outubro de 2018, 22H. O signo é balancga, ascendente gémeos e lua em Sagitario.

Um wormbhole, entramos num wormhole. E um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que
pode ser visualizada como um tanel com duas entradas (ou saidas dependendo da
perspectiva) e estamos aqui na Rua das Gaivotas 6 em Lisboa, mas também estamos a
bordo do avido n° FR 1142 que vai de Berlim para Lisboa.

This is a ryanair flight. At the back there is a child screaming for attention, probably her ears
got clogged and it hurts. She is tearing her lungs open from the pain and the need for
attention and care... It's tearing our hearts out, those screams, the fact that she can scream
for that much needed attention and care making us feel so eerie and helpless because we
would also like to scream, scream at being shoved into queues and airplanes like cattle,

scream for having given money to ryanair while its employees are striking and being



punished when they ask for better working conditions, scream at ourselves and at mommy
and daddy and life and the world, scream!

| once got the chance to scream, real loud. Once upon a time | was put into an airplane, and
| buckled up my seat belt at 2pm Berlin time. There was some rain and wind and the plane
couldn't take off straight away so at 5PM (3 hours later), we were told to get off the plane:
‘Ladies and gentleman Ryanair apologizes for the inconvenience, would you please
disembark orderly (...)” We were given food and drink vouchers and told we would go back in
the plain for take off later in the day. | used my vouchers to gulp down something like 1.5 or
2L of beer, can'’t really remember anymore. Then, at 10PM (8 hours later) we were sent back
into the airplane . | passed out, fell into a drunken sleep dreaming I'd wake up again when
we landed in Lisbon. You see | was deeply heartbroken at the time, all | wanted was to go
home and hug my friends. Then, at midnight, 10 hours after first having buckled up our seat
belts, | was startled by the overhead speakers with the message that the storm was too
intense and the plane would not take off “Ladies and gentlemen we apologize for the
inconvenience but would you please disembark orderly (...)” We were being sent back home,
ten hours after having entered that plane, at midnight, when no more subways would be
running in berlin. | was still drunk. | freaked out. | freaked out and started to cry and scream.
Il had a panic attack right there and then. The girl sitting next to me was quite upset by my
freak out and said in a very composed and standoffish manner: “Why are you making such a
fuss?? | also wanna go to Lisbon and I'm not behaving like that”. At this point | screamed
back: “WHY THE FUCK NOT? WHY ARE YOU NOT FREAKING OUT? WHY DON'T WE
ALL FREAK OUT? WHO ARE YOU TO BE ANGRY AT ME FOR DOING WHAT DEEP
DOWN INSIDE YOU WANT TO DO? SCREAM WITH ME BITCH LET'S EMBRACE THE
HELPLESSNESS, SCREAM FOR ATTENTION AND CARE, LET'S RESIGNIFY OUR
FRUSTRATION AND SUE THIS FUCKING ASSHOLE NEOLIBERAL COMPANY, AND
WHILE WE ARE AT IT MAY WE SCREAM NOT ONLY FOR OURSELVES AND OUR
PETTY LITTLE MISERIES BUT ALSO FOR THE FLIGHT ATTENDANTS AND THEIR
STRUGGLE FOR CARE AND ATTENTION TOO!

After this scene | stopped being able to breathe by myself and was put into an ambulance,
where two tall blond bulky nurses tried to communicate with me in german by asking me if i'd
taken any drugs, after which they sent me back home with an intravenous tranquilizer up my
bloodstream.

E um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que pode ser visualizada como um tinel com
duas entradas (ou saidas dependendo da perspectiva), cada uma delas em pontos
distintos do continuo espacio temporal



E quando estamos num wormhole & possivel que surjam algumas perguntas tais como:
Para onde estou a ir? Quem sou eu? O que faco aqui? Onde sera que vou parar? Onde é
que eu posso ir parar? Onde é que eu quero ir parar? ONDE E QUE EU QUERO IR
PARAR?!

Hoje viemos parar ao Conclave sim, ao conclave, viemos parar ao conclave. A nossa festa
de anos. HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU...

E Um conclave pode ser:

1) reunido do colégio dos cardeais, com o fim de procederem a eleicdo de um novo
papa.

2) Lugar, no Vaticano, onde se realiza essa reunido.

3) Sentido figurado reunido para se discutir algo, congresso, seminario. Um seminario.

Por isso Parabéns! Chegamos até aqui, down the rabbit hole, into the wormhole. Vamos la
outra vez: HAPPY BDAY TO US!




Um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que pode ser visualizada como um tinel com
duas entradas (ou saidas), em pontos distintos do continuo espacio temporal. Pode

ligar distancias extremamente longas como um bilido de anos luz

Um wormhole é portanto uma porta, um buraco por onde nos enfiamos quando ja nao da
mais. Pelo caminho pode ser que encontremos amigas, amantes, bichos e coisas, nao
temos sentido de direcgdo nem para cima nem para baixo como quando viras as costas ao
mar e ele te engole, cada uma na sua dimensdo mas juntinhas, a viajar por portais
diferentes mas ainda podemos enviar mensagens umas as outras. E sim é o nosso
aniversario! Entdo diz 14, o que é que tu queres de prenda de anos, diz |a!? Olha quero me
livrar deste peso, do medo, o medo medo de morrer triste e sozinha e com frio esse medo
essa coisa que nos faz estrebuchar e chorar rir de nervos mas que as vezes também nos
leva a confundir tudo, € uma confusdo, uma confusado! Eu ndo quero morrer sozinha mas
entdo e os meus amigos? Onde & que estdo os nossos amigos? Onde caralho € que estéao
0s meus amigos foda-se?! Eu ndo quero um contrato que me evite essa morte horrivel eu
nao quero ter filhos para me pouparem a essa morte horrivel, eu quero os meus amigos e
os filhos dos meus amigos, eu quero ser a tia (Ola Maria, estas ai?? A Maria € a minha
sobrinha, tem 6 anos e entrou agora na escola primario); Eu quero ser a tia que pode
queimar as histérias de embalar, a fada madrinha que te diz que o principe encantado foi

comprar cigarros € nunca mais voltou mas ainda bem que livraste-te de boa.

Estamos cada vez mais dentro do wormhole, e um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que
pode ser visualizada como um tinel com duas entradas (ou saidas dependendo da
perspectiva), em pontos distintos do continuo espago-tempo. Pode ligar distincias
extremamente longas como um bilido de anos mas também distancias curtas de
poucos metros

Sabes Maria, a Disney a Disney... Disney, it fucks with your brain. | used to watch those
movies on repeat. They were on VHS cassette at that time, in the 90’s. | lived in China and
my godmother would send them by post on my birthday and for Christmas. So brainwashed,
yes | have been brainwashed. And | ask: Can jumping into a wormhole perform reverse
brainwashing on the level of cellular memories and unconscious beliefs? Getting rid of
princesses and the happily ever after bullshit? | hope so, | really do hope so. Positive
escapism yes... Because in the midst of chaos | yearn for the resistance produced by diving
into the absurd, the wtf, the play, the joy. So please! GIVE ME SOME
LAUGHS//REMEDIATE MY TEARS//TELL ME IT'S GONNA BE OK EVEN IF THE
ICEBERGS ARE MELTING AND THE C.E.O."S ARE SMILING AND THE THERAPY ISN'T
FUCKING WORKING



ONE MORE TIME EVERYBODY: HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO UUUUUUUUUUS

L'ii’i’ll ||

E mais uma vez: Um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que pode ser visualizada como
um tanel com duas entradas (ou saidas dependendo da perspectiva), em pontos
distintos do continuo espaco-tempo. Pode ligar distiancias extremamente longas
como um bilido de anos, distancias curtas de poucos metros mas também universos

distintos

You see | feel as if we are nothing but a black box, it’s all there, tweaking and functioning we
just don't have the instruction manual in a language that we learn to speak but the map is
there. Por isso um conclave, uma reunido para se discutir, pensar, um congresso, seminario
para nos cruzarmos por entre os portais, um lugar para cairmos mortas ou vivas ou
zombies, tristes, cansadas ou no auge da festa. My friends my friends, its not the end... And
don’t be scared. The map, there is a map! It's a treasure hunt, we’re going on a treasure
hunt.... You see when you enter a wormhole you may not know how you’re gonna end up
round the other side, maybe you’ll end up being a worm in the gutter, or a squid, or a stone
or a flower or even stardust but! But we are in this together, we have started this together,
we are not alone, we are not alone so, whenever we feel ourselves dissolving we can let it
go, because we have started this together today tonight it is the moment the time when we
have jumped together, together into the wormhole...



SOO000 HAPPY BIRTHDAY TOOOOOO USSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

E um wormhole é uma fenda espacial que pode ser visualizada como um tinel com
duas entradas (ou saidas), em pontos distintos do continuo espacio temporal. Pode
ligar distancias extremamente longas como um bilido de anos, distancias muito
curtas de poucos metros, universos distintos ou diferentes pontos no tempo.

Em tempos e num outro universo eu fui uma minhoca. Yes | have been a worm and you
know worms are amazing creatures. They are hermaphrodites and self replicants,
procreating when they want and if they want, their shit turns into gold and fertilizing juices,
they are the philosophers stone, they are the accelerated version of your body because
worms are what we will become as we decay and are absorbed by the earth, food for
worms, plus they can be cryogenized as in frozen and unfrozen just like in Star Trek. Ain’t
that smtn?

So we are in this together, together with the worms into the wormhole so...

YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!

HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO UUUUUUUUUUUUUS




We are getting there we are reaching the other end of the wormhole it is coming it is
happening.... Estamos quase estamos quase.... So find your positions be it down down into
the underground or up up above into the stratosphere... The wormhole is going it is going it
is going it is ready to take us somewhere, we don't know where but that is not important the
where is not important the how is not important, it is not important becausethe wormhole will

take us wherever we have to go...

SO ONE LAST TIME EVERYBODY: HAPPY BDAY TO USSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS




