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THREATENED WITH EXTINCTION?

An invitation for invocation, ...

We have chosen not to explain or elucidate our songs for there is nothing to explain or
elucidate. These songs are as they are: sometimes vague and sometimes clear.

We wanted to avoid rumination and tied to offer something else than preaching about our
usual battles against impersonal structures and rusted lives. We could go on making promises
and fix deadlines, but we didn’t want to wallow in illusions. Sure, there are demons out there
which should be fought and there are also people who try to fight with an honest and pure
mntent. It is not our intention to diminish their efforts and energy in any way. We simply want
to preserve ourselves from becoming extinct and inhabit the circusses and zoos.

As a band, we decided this to be our final studio release. It, therefore, seems now more
appropriate to make an inward reflection of the punk or leftist movement in general. All these
years we've been spitting out our bile on injustices and things we considered wrong. Five
years later, we still trample on the same spot and as a result a human body and mind can get
exhausted or at least demotivated.

Maybe it’s time to evaluate the inner proces of our actions instead of our actions and the
retaliation itself, in order to shun the alley of stagnation, isolated from fellow-fecling
outsiders. It is much more effective to solve at first our intern problems and then go marching
to the battleficld instead of immediately going to the slaughter.

Maybe it’s time for renewal and change... But we have created nothing more but a subculture
accompanied with a uniform of morals, values, codes of conduct and music which forms the
essence of our unity. In our world of black and white there is no such thing as grey, let alone
green. There is no space for vagueness. Where once punks sometimes wore swastikas or black
uniforms to shake the fundaments of this boring and monotonous existence we now also
organise our own witch-hunts against deserters, opponents, outsiders or even bald people.
Paradoxically, the dominant culture we so disgust and try to change and alternate, is merely
copied and converted into our own settings. Our prejudice and generalizations are fixed upon
our enemies be they cops or fascists. In the oustide-world the foreigner is the bogieman.

It seems that we are disgruntled and frustrated ourselves, and search for an exhaust-valve
which we find in scapegoats who are being prosecuted by our inquisition.

In reality, everything has its order. Our subculture is an ideal target to torpedo. The dominant
culture needs dissident subcultures to distinguish itself and accent its value. The
punkmovement comes in handy. And we,... we play our role perfectly.

Recorded at Michaél Link’s place in december 1999.

Sleeve drawings by Brian Lee, wood-cuts by Frans Masereel.

Layout and writings ,except where mentioned, by Counter-Attack.

Many thanks go out to Alain and Nabate, Michaél, Moldy and as always to Ronald en Ann.

The psychologists were: Groovy Jochen — vocals, groovebox
Yvan Hagar — drums
Wim Simsallabim — bass
Stef Irritant — guitars, vocals

Contact: Counter-Attack, c/o Stef Irritant, Aardbruggenstraat 74, 3570 Alken, Belgium

EXTINCT THROUGH THREATENING?



CENETISTAS

Another cry shrieks out to attract attention. Another useless
effort among those enjoying their pension. The leeches suck
you dry, exhaust you with their drivel. drowned in a pool of
saliva, you can’t escape with a fiddle. And so the matters
are left as how they stood before. The servant bows and
kneels and is firmly showed the door. Psychological warfare
to make sure that you behave. Sophisticated murder from
the cradle to the grave.

Valium for the masses, in any shape or form. Wether they
are pills or salvation, you’re addicted to the norm.
Subjective and infected, the cancers starts to sprcad. A
victory for the surgeon when the mind ends up dead. So
ascend from your stalemate, let’s conquer it all. Overthrow
the fundaments to make sure the pyramid falls. Ignorance
and indifference blunts social evolution. Thinking time has
come, the individual revolution.

Theories and theories... but have we something realized?
Our actions cost so much, but give us nothing in return.

All the vows and oaths we took, now only sound like
blather. While we sing our songs of protest, rightwing
fascists start to gather. The warriors of the Left, many seem
to be absconded. Those who had a narrow escape are
tracked down and hunted. The leaguer’s tonque is tied and
his fight takes place aside. We scrub with the tap opcn,
therefore our struggle gets enshrined. Don’t  be
disillusionised, remain sober in the head. The revolution of
the West, before the onset long since dead.

We regret to inform you.

And so a paradox we have created. We're keeping ourselves
on a string with promises which scem to echo endlessly.
Through shallow repetition, we drove into an alley, an
impasse where we no longer can be heard. We are full-
grown and have created our own adultworld. One in which
our actions demand too much energy and motivation and
therefore many fires are becoming extinguished. We need to
find other fields where we can work in. We can do so by
liberating our childish-self from the institutions which try to
put it down from birth. Renewal and change 1s found there,
and only there the path for the new revolution can be paved.
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DREAMS ARE MERE SHADOWS

The other day I had a wonderful dream,

I travelled to a far country where once a year the children had their say on all Iife’s aspects.
Just for one day the adults were obedient and endured the daily fate of the children. Mostly it
was some sort of carnival full of children’s fun. By nightfall, the exposure was stopped and
everything firmly wrinkled back to their monotonous existence. This year it was different,
very different. The children, with serious faces, were very busy preparing something very
important. Suddenly I heard roll of drums which reminded me to a mediaeval execution. Then
I saw a procession pass by, a very long cortege of fettered adults conducted on either side by
children who carried torches. They were on route towards an immense large market-square. [
saw, because of the reflection of the torches, in the eyes of the children that this was no game,
but deadly gravity. This seemed like a final settlement. On the market-square there was a
court of justice, patched together with old heavy oak beams. It remained a mystery to me
where the children drew the power to build such a master-piece. Because I was from a very
far country and the children were very hospitable and because in the meantime I got
acquainted with the president of the court -an eleven year old girl- , I was assigned to an
observationseat from where 1 could notice every detail of the happening. Then I surveyed the
procession. In front the Minister-President walked, heavily shackled with a personal guard.
Then, what they called the dignitaries; cardinals, princes, ministers, magistrates and army
officers followed. Next came a smaller group of people dressed in white-grey striped trousers,
stiff collars and tall hats. They seemed to be the money and other magnates, bankers, limited
liability companies, multinationals. Behind them different groups of friars followed; the
Order of Doctors, the Order of Lawyers, even the trade-unions’ bosses. Also the technocrats;
engineers, economists, sociologists, psychologists, Pedagogues,...and finally a very long train
of parents and others who are responsible for children; teachers, principals of orphanages or
houses of corrections,... After the dying of the last roll of drums a lecture was given about the
Act of accusation. This lecture, read by a twelve year old boy with the voice of a prosecutor,
began something like this:

Mister Minister-President, you are a murderer.

Because of economic concerns of your friends you have sown death and destruction in a God-
Jorsaken country in a remote corner of the world. The youth in this country are being taught
in training-camps that there are enemies who must be killed for their beloved fatherland.
Minister-President, you stand accused of murder. You and your government stand accused of
massmurder. Your political structures seize the weapon of war when internal affairs are in a
bad way. Even sacrilege isn’t alien to your nature, with your so-called holy principles, the
holy fatheriand, the holy ground, the sacred earth, the holy nation, ...

Nothing of that all, Minister-President, is holy ...

In the same way the requisition continued against all representatives of society’s structures:
the language was sharp, the logic crystal-clear, the accusation relentless. The difficulty during
the lawsuit was that the adults listened head-shaking and didn’t seem to understand the
wisdom and insight of the children. About the essence of the case, - everyone stood accused
of some variant of murder - , the defence was defenceless. She stroke a apologetical, ignorant
and a mutual accusatory attitude and argued for extenuating circumstances. Finally, the
responsability was thrown on the back of the structures, as if structures were invariable
greatnesses, detached from the people. The Court withdrew to prepare the verdict. ..

When I woke up, 1 had the taste of blood in my mouth.
- Steven De Batselier -

THIS DREAM IS SHADELESS



A WHIM OF MELANCHOLY

Can we stand our ground?
High above our heads, yet still below the clouds. Concoctions are prepared, so start to wear your
shrouds. Strange plans are enacted by influential ghosts. Shadows of the politicians to whom you
gave your vote. From dangerous lodges and secret organisations, to governments and multinational
corporations.
Gatherings to plot the course of the globe. The World’s Economic Forum steers the capitalist
machine. It’s ideology expands like an oil-stain at sea, No compromise, but to uphold the doctrine.

Twenty years ago, the usa performed nuclear The C.LLA. eliminates persons who send out a
tests in the Nevada desert near a town called threat. Prisoners and dissidents are placed devices
St-George. This was no coincidence. The in their heads. Alien encounters, experiments and
majority of St-George are conservative mysteries. Safely guarded, within the walls of
patriotic americans. Government propaganda their laboratories. So many gaps, we’re all kept
had to brainwash the inhabitants believing ignorant and dumb. If the truth was to be
there were no risks concerning these test. exposed, we would stand numb.

Today, many, many people of St-George And the government remains silent.

suffer the consequences of radiation.

And the government remains silent.

Can we really stand our ground?
Cumbersome machinery and alien speech. Forced to submit and imprint the preach. The world did
unfold before our bare hands. Even swiftly folded up, that shows exactly where we stand.
Meanwhile the surface gives way under our feet... Do we preach to deaf ears?

Absorbed in thought about how we’re going to change the world. So many dogma’s we’ve created,
through which our movement can’t unfurl. We trample on the spot, while so many comrades pass
on by. Disorganised, fragmentised, in the end the motivation dies. The architects pile the bricks and
the mortar is made. While we wallow in illusions, our paths are already paved. Yet despair only
nurtures passivity and moaning, and out the hope of a downfall comes a second dawning.



THERE IS A LAND...

Don’t hear the sirensounds no more, nor do the shackles and bars surround me as before. The
truncheons disappear and the guns are wrecked. so flees my fear and gives birth to joy instead.
The cuttle-fish disarms and it’s tentacles unclench. We vomit from his oil and his repulsive stench.
We swim in open waters, free to roam our way. A world which is allowed to rotate.

We did not yawn nor did we grumble. Neither the effect of small-
mindedness made us stumble, Aside lay all the books of our heroes
dead and gone. Confronted the real matters and bended the wrongs.

Educate, participate, organise and rearrange the state. The colours

of this world start to unfurl. Liberate, agitate your innerself and
demonstrate. Arise the individual, not similar to trivial
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Here lies a woman, here lies a man. Equally together, no hierarchy in our land. Biologically we sow
and the crops are palatable. All our shit is simply and solely vegetable. Conscious and responsible
we guide our waves. Our shoal is at the helm as we seize the days. As more join m, the cuttle-fish

smothers up our traces. But our way of living works contagious.



The alarm wakes up and pricks your land @ » THERE?
of a 1000 pretty dreams. Welcome to the -- W LLL' IS THERE:

world where we stand for crowded tin-
canned beans. Where the sirens assemble
and force the dissidents on the path.
Where the sand is full of heads and Big
Brother has the last laugh.

The cuttle-fish arms and it’s tentacles are
clenched. As it wades "through the
puddle, every fish starts to flinch. Let
alone a human being who helps building
this existence. It’s flooded with futilities
so it can give no resistance.

Instead we create our private little lands,
Imposed artificial homes according to
pre-set plans. A roadmap is encouraged
so you will not go astray. Stick to the
footpath and out the fucking way.

Truy

th 1y

Alternative routes are barricaded, the
pedestrians marginated. The public
opinion, therefore so prepossessed. To
denounce the machinery is so frustrated.

Here lies a woman and here stands a
man. Our gender-roles maintain hidden
hierarchy in this land. Ladders and
levels, degrees, rank and steps.
Impossible and dyfunctional to bridge
the gap. Cogs, toys and balls in the pin-
ball machine. Kept within range and
triggered by kings and queens. In
arrogance and ignorance do we conform,
What will it take to cast a storm?

A proces of awakening, is being ran
ashore. The land of the Free, kept behind
closed doors.

Chained to their clocks, in dreams we do
flee. A converting error arised between
our dreams and reality. So a conditioned
fatalism haunts in the corridors of our
minds. That always comes in handy for
the rulers of mankind.

A world of black and white, failure and
success, rich and poor, Our Storm and
Stress. Whilst new promises are being
made, our old deadlines get delayed.
Turtles and hedge-hogs crouch when in
danger, we mimic them and so the state
acts as our arrranger.

Dispose the slate, dream and create.
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REDUNDANCY

[gnorant ignorance and  ignorance.
Consider us barred and locked. We threw
away the keys, and now only these rusty
locks maintain. We cannot, alas, cannot
lighten the candle. There may be matches,
but there is no sulpher on their heads. In
these modern times and anaestethic
luxuries, the lights are deafened by the
dazzled. Darkness struck again.

Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries..
Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries. ..
Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries..

From the cradle to the grave, within this
darkness, we must forge. While this earth
offers all and everything, we boundedly
take something, rather nothing. This path
we are to follow is small and flat, and the
more you touch the borders, the steeper it
gets, but this light, it flickers ahead. They
watch you falling, naked and painful.
They push us, we fail naked and painful.
Fragile and painful. Our creativity is
vanished. Buried underneath,

. All are futilitics.
All are futilities.
. All are futilities.

Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries... All are futilities.

Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries..

. All are futilities.

Rules and regulations, limits and obligations, barriers and boundaries... All are futilities.



OUR HANDS ARE EMPTY

We keep on demurring, try to throw water on the fire.
Screaming against walls, adorned with barbed-wire.
They offer us dogma’s, fed with tubes down our throats.
Misconception is dismissed, when you refuse to cope.
The freedom you are told is converted and distorted.
Bread and games are needed for our brains to be aborted.
Our hands are filled, buried under capitalist culture.

Too apathic to crawl out, when will we begin to rupture?

You may accept the shit-filled tube.
Don’t fool yourself, for real freedom we have not.

Our hands are empty, for real freedom we have not.

Our hands are empty, a distorted one is all we’ve got.

Tn their hands there’s plenty, they erected barriers to divide.
Our hands are empty, freedom lies on the other side.

Some days still rest in future,
others buried in the past.
Unending chains of birth and death,
controlled traditions last.

Do you remember peace and freedom?
Like unknown soldiers they dissapeared.
Lives sold by ruling masters,
stolen away by Gods we feared.
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FEEL FREE TO SUFFOCATE

An intertude to the outermost,...

An essay about Anarchism is an impossible and above all a task which is much too abstract.
Abstract, because I can’t imagine Anarchism being something concrete, especially not as a
form of social organisation, a society. Terms like cooperations, federations, collaborations,
production-units, holistic or individualistic Anarchism,...are not accessible. I can comprehend
them but I cannot get at them. I’'m not able to pour these conceptions in a context because
they do not touch daily life.

These abstractions alienate from me, as they widen the gap between theory and practise.
Instead, | try to use my daily life as a source for anarchistic notions. Anarchism as an abstract
ideology becomes an Anarchism as a concrete basis for criticism. I do not wish to determine
or postulate. I only want to see and react! No dogmatic ideology means that ideas which were
proclaimed in the 19th century can no longer have the same meaning at birth of the 21st
century. If societies change, then their ideas and reactions much change as well. Too often,
ideologies are made rigid and become an absolute starting-point for their followers. To me,
Anarchism is no more an ideology but a concrete comment on concrete situations apart from
a coherent image of the future.

Is this the ultimate example of the all-criticising Man without proposing any alternative ?

I don’t think so because not postulating an ideology is in fact already an alternative, in that
sense that it can never lead to stagnation. Visions must evolve ; yesterday’s Anarchism can
never be the same as that from today. Nor can today’s Anarchism be an answer for tomorrow.
Therefore, all our promises and abstractions should be reduced to the Concrete. In this
concrete, everything becomes obvious, everything stands open for criticism. Even the dust-bin
which catches my eyes, becomes associated with culture, economy, science and technics and
is submitted to a devastating criticism. The most little and innocent looking objects can,
through reflection, be regarded as life-threatening. That is why it seems necessary to draw all
determining factors into the criticism of something. These factors be the aforementioned
culture, economy, science and technics. They are all connected to each other. Alas, every one
“of them is relative to the other ones what makes a summary difficult. Thus, science is
dependent on technics because certain technical insights enable science to discover new
inventions. Technics are dependent on science because they are often consequences of
scientific research. Science is dependent on economy because such research is expensive and
the economy in that way determines the researchground. But also economy is dependent,
especially through technics, on science because via new inventions and developments the
economy can provide new income. And last but not least, science is dependent on culture
where it is practised. In every culture there are different moral standards and views on life, to
which science should adhere. But new discoveries can also shift morals and values.

In that way you can work out a system for every of these four factors.

It becomes clear that society is only an interaction of circumstances which were grown
accidental instead of something that had to evolve that way, like it is often represented. To
bring about change is therefore no simple and one-sided process. The problem does not lay in
the changes itself but in the views represented. As I already mentioned that, to me, Anarchism
is no overall view of a society does not mean that if you criticize one part of socicty, you
can’t involve it in the whole. We should try to offer criticism in an analysing and supporting
way in order not to choke in something we don’t want ourselves.

FREE AND ALTERNATE



DO YOU STAND APART?

When you observe ‘everything’ in an analysing way in relation to culture, economy, science
and technics, you can come to much more serious and radical conclusions. Yet such an
analyse confronts you with the big problem that this society is so complicated and rusted up
through which the analyst can get vexed and frustrated.

How many times have I heard myself say ; « I’ve got the number, this is a pitfall ». How
many times have 1 felt the aggression, which is actually only an utterance of helplessness,
when I’m again confronted with a daily street-scene. I could now enumerate all sorts of
scenes, from billboards of sweet-smelling perfume to the car which tears by with alarming
speed, but the inclination fails me. So many things have already been said but so little has
been done and it seems to me that it’s getting more and more rusted up cvery day, in
opposition to what most people think. But, we do experience some progress concerning social
problems.

It is true, nowadays the shopping bags of the largest supermarket of the country are recycable
and some are even made out of paper. Nowadays, rubbish is being assorted and the
roundabouts are being adorned with flowers and trees.

There is progress, indeed. .. what hebetation, what infatuation, what a lic.

-Yvan Hagar-

ARE YOU A PART?









