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Mystery School volume 6.



NOTES FROM SEOFON...

The Ambient Temple of Imagination's 1997 album Planetary House Nation was
a very significant one for the collective, as it set events in motion that were to
resonate for years to come. In it, we expressed an explicit intent to join with
other artists in empowering a mutual vision to create other worlds, i.e. to explore
alternative and optimistic visions of the identity of electronic musicians and
their role in the larger culture. Naturally, we were deeply gratified when Steve
Roach and Vidna Obmana stepped forward in appreciation of the record, and
so began the dialogue that resulted in Zero Point.

Deeper significances were at work as well, as one of the underlying issues which
ATOIl was addressing at that time was the disturbing critical reaction against
notions of spirituality and idealistic transformation in the rave scene (of which
we had been a part), for the apparent reason that they simply had become
unfashionable. In the Ambient Temple of Imagination, we have never made a
secret of our esoteric focus and intentions; but we were also aware and
appreciative of the natural spiritual connection that Steve Roach and Vidna
Obmana express in their work. Thus, we felt very much in synch as Vidna
Obmana and | agreed to open the circle with an auteuristic re-exploration of
the themes of Planetary House Nation.

From that point, the project progressed with its own higher logic, and, in doing
so, planted itself firmly in one of the alternative worlds that we had been
imagining. | am grateful to all of the participants of Zero Point for acting on
faith that this unique world could become a reality.

Seofon, 7 August 2001, USA



NOTES FROM VIDNA OBMANA...

Recycling sources and complete pieces was already part of my modus operandi
for a few years, which initiated my collaborations with fellow musician Asmus
Tietchens. However, the exchange of sound and ideas has been part of the
ongoing search for that special moment in music for years, whether solo or in
collaboration with friends and colleagues.

That moment when | got introduced to the music of ATOI, | saw the circle of
kindred spirits expanding and that the recycling method was a common element.
The philosophy shifted to the background when we all expressed the same
longing — ATOI was becoming a larger identity.

Moderated by Seofon, | personally saw the project grow after a series of recycling
exercises between myself and Seofon when our close collaborators and friends
became naturally part of the group and its unique experience. More elements
were introduced and the contribution by this circle of musicians made the
project profound and challenging for everybody involved.

Years in production, moderator Seofon finally saw the end of the tunnel by
collecting the best recyclings and structures and blending the mutual spirits
together in a form of multi-channeled and dimensional works. The original
concept of ATOI expanded while | personally felt encouraged and excited by
this gathering of kindred soundexplorers.

Vidna Obmana, 11 June 2001, Belgium



NOTES FROM RICHARD SUN...

Zero Point...lost in space...inner space...This is the place where identity dissolves,
where the reality of the electronic musician's purpose of existence is compelled,
forged by evolutionary demands to reveal the true use and ultimate potentials
of the "toi"s that are played with — going into the ambient womb space temple
is the body pre-conception, stillness void, emptiness in, LIGHTNING flash will
solar powered Tesla phallic Christ, fire burning serpentine concept-ion cellular
replication growing into their destiny molds — what if anything manages these
intelligent angels to realize their potential not possible within the confines of
the entertainment in-dust-try. We know its not very entertaining, entertainers
entering enlightenment, but, in the circus, acts are performed for the definite
emotional needs of the consumer, who must, indeed, have these needs met.
But in the longing for the end of the masks, the clown makeup no longer needed,
they get down to sirius business, make use of the supreme ultimate FACILITIES,
set and settings, temples that stand dormant and waiting to be used, fulfilling
their purpose. But, unfortunately, very few of the "musicians" are able to get
the false identities dissolved enough to be able to create the next level of
consciousness experimentation, for now they deeply know it wasn't about
chemical cigarettes, alcoholic beverages, incessant talking, yak yak yak blah
blah blah, night clubs where the sound is there to help one become a better
consumer, a better trash heap pyre of mangled corpses rotting in a parasite-
host industry that consumed itself long ago and has been reanimating itself on
whatever scraps of waste material it can find to survive on. The senility factor
in the aging rock-stars who had to do what they had to do in their time allotted,
chosen ones, pagan warriors liberating the pleasure mind...They did their TRUE
WILL (good on you mate), she's a little happier, but still sad, for the world's
dying, she needs more, she mourns behind a veil, 6 billion of them, veils of



repressed will and desire. Religion's ultimate purpose: to empower the humanoid
spirit with the holy whole eye spirit, thus manifesting the imagination in this
3D reality, the eye that is thou, 3rd eye magi nation seeing clearly the vision
from the source of power, ZERO POINT, within the central sun-gateway — lo,
even down to the center of this earth, heartflame center in the humanoid body
temple as well, I AM THAT | AM pounding its fun in deepest psy trance grooves
in the dance of life, extreme bizarre, fetish for these rituals ov muzak, downloading
per-mission to enter, access, clearance granted, in tell i gen CIA, NU WRRRLD
ORDER, sanctimonious masters without slaves, yet enslaved to their machines,
without witch they cannot transmit her death. Clock keeps ticking,
1666/1999/2000 seconds, the destroyers destroyed time, the clocks have
vanished, and her true face is revealed...NOTHING, Lessons in BEING nothing,
yet she wants us to be SOMETHING for her fun, entertainment, amusement.
They thought they created control in her image and now they really know the
truth: they were insane with desire to please her, they learned how to control
it, she says 6 billion babies isn't enough, let's double it to 12, then maybe they
will have some fun trying to control it...no, come to think of it, maybe it will
take 23 billion, what the hell, Goddess...why not? mind control or birth control?
"TUNE THAT TEMPLE BOY," Yes mistress...mystery mists in thy frankincense,
in thy sadhu chillum fog, in thy steamy sauna sweatlodge ambience day dreaming
diamond mind Karmapa diamond minds, green Tara, little green men
hemperventilating — and of course, back in the ambient temple, Kali's healing
all the priests, saving the best for last, the musicians....Either you get it or you
don't, and if you get it, and would like to get some more ideas to ponder, emale
me at richardsun2013@hotmail.com / www.a-toi.com.

Richard Sun, 10 August 2001, The Ambient Temple



