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THE VIOLET LENS is a monochromatic collage contemplation
document project that examines the block sinister of black
magic, terrorism, serial-killing and Deep State conspiracies.
It is made in Great Britain and has been purposefully des-
igned into a lo-fi freedom “silhouette” format in full praise
of  photocopiers and the innovative samizdat ethic, hence
also its distribution via the free PDF strategy.

The automata with no name reproduced above was made
after the image-pages were completed. It obviously fits, and
in an agreeable way, in that sometimes the levitations are
done by invisible beings lifting the target, and there is defin-
ite telepathic contact during human-human telephone calls.

The reason you can see or through THE VIOLET LENS is at
sweet sixteen some of  us are noticed, then marked out for
targeting, to gather intelligence on what we are and doing
and for possible recruitment. Forehead glow, crosses on the
palm, although spirit alcohol + tattoo guns don’t always go
according to plan (messed). Those who pass the triune test
are  lifted  by  the  holographic  helicopters,  aka  or  maybe
UFOs,  and  after  top-up  trickle  and  further  shock-and-awe
programming are thrust as a hunting youth into the front
rank of dark allure psychological dislocation in the crucible
of alienation/mutation.

After work “Arcadia” mentioned, raincoat melted. Scot-
free power-sex-drugs transgressive experiences offered and
demonstrated, TV chef chopped up. DRAC Radar illuminating
back-scatter/front-clutter via countrywide WIFI demonic hot-
spot portals. The streets were large fragments of  broken
glass travelling at 35mph or the setting fire to a cloud of
custard powder (that explodes like napalm) or a crowded
elevator when the braking system fails, the wells filling up

with filled up thought debris. No-one answers the
questions or asks the right ones. Born to die. The
world is cackling at you, a mixed bag of fools.

It is like a play game for the malicious master
manipulator trickery in smoke and mirror, quick-
sand and quicklime, chemical claws in. They rub
your engine, traffick people, glamorise degeneracy
and make money from it. Gore gross creepy stock
delivered, the same old new technology stuff, lying
to the liers, aka doom-mood swings and inverted-
cross roundabouts; higher realms barred because
of your reactions; shitting on a sausage. Red tape,
empty rooms, the cosmic horror of the secret ser-
vice society. Bad gas, effluent, plastic, condoms
destroying Planet E as crimson eyes stare through
the derelict grain hatch. No bees no u or mees.

Those who protest or try to escape are served
parental alienation, job/social ostracism: a living
death, or a real one. Facial recognition and mind
ignorance devices twisting the vine, an electronic
dog on your back. The psychic rebellion ones get
stomped by the punitive false psychiatry (billion-
dollar soft-cop mafia industry) with Ground Zero
eyes.  Paranoid  schizophrenia/freakout  psychosis
whatever is pinned to the door, the scary voices
and other symptoms just side-effects of the drugs
they force you to take, wanking over your relapses.
Lobotomy replaced by Thorazine and co., no moti-
vation just sleeping, staring at the wall all day or
walking weird through dock gloop with syrup-ear
hearing or head totally empty so no normal con-
versation, slurred and drooling, dragging your feet
behind until  suicidal  from the emptiness;  point-
less moments stretching life ahead and perverto
voyeuristic torture, killing yourself with your worst
enemy everyday.

But refuse to knuckle under as a stick in the
mud or  dancing bear  because  the Stars  War  is
necessary (due to its instigators) and so has to be
fought. Imperfect beings cannot exist in the realm
of perfect beings. Force of law truth drugs and lie
detector  tests  for  all  people  in  power  positions
when they say or do anything is the only way to
stop corruption by these suited sharks and bone-
less clockfuckers. Every single worker of treachery
or treason sacked and jailed immediately in the
waste places. That, or erase the whole system and
interaction, to be content with weird visuals.

THE VIOLET LENS: Version 4.0. Published by the Spook
Press on 28 June 2018. First published by the Spook
Press in 2017. All collages & texts are by Mark Reeve
except the collage on page 17 by Andy. The image on
page 2 is by Rael. Copyright © 2017/2018 Mark Reeve.
All other copyrights remain the property of  their resp-
ective owners. All Rights Reserved. If this here formula-
tion  is  printed  it  should  ideally  be  left  unbound.  A
single brass staple in the top-left corner is permissible
however.  Delete all previous formulations immediately.
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