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Introduction by the Editor.

Charles and I are in one way or another 
total opposites, that's why we learn so 
much from eachother. I never judge 
people for their lifestyle. I try to 
understand what lives in the minds and 
hearts of other people. I found my 
inspiration in bhakti yoga, as well as in 
the Bible, the Torah and the Holy Quran. 
May it inspire others as well.

The traditional bhakti has four regulatory 

precepts called vidhi (from the Sanskrit root 

vidha, to put in order), S.B. 1.17:24 and 

12.3:18: the ban on eating meat, fish and eggs; 

no sex outside of marriage (and within it 

reserved for procreation); no narcotics such as 

drugs and alcohol; the prohibition of gambling 

or speculating with money. These precepts are 

derived from the eternal values ​​of the religion 

(dharma), also called 'the four legs of the bull 

of dharma': śaucha, purity; satyam, 

truthfulness; tapas, austerity and asceticism; 

daya, compassion. 

In the present age of spiritual decay, the so-



called "dark age" (kali yuga) which we are 

currently living through according to Hindu 

tradition, which began with the passing of Sri 

Krishna thousands of years ago, these "taurus 

legs" have been severely weakened. Thus, by 

means of bhakti-yoga, the society of a 

righteous humanity is literally 'set up' again. 

The observance of said values ​​is considered by 

all Hindus as the basis for practicing their 

religion, which is officially called the Sanātana 

Dharma ("the eternal religion"). They represent 

to the Hindu the same value as the Ten 

Commandments to the Christians. We are 
within a small golden age within Kali Yuga 
in which devotees or bhakti yogis from all 
religions are still present, Gods are still 
worshipped and sacred literature is still 
available. Make this life a succes through 
devotion to God, so that you can return to 
Godhead, never to having to reincarnate 
again.

There Are Three Gates Leading to Hell – Lust, Anger and 

Greed. – Bhagavad Gita, 16.21

May even the most fallen become 
liberated and thus be saved.



Kristof Gabriel Carina van Hooymissen
30th of August, 2022



Some scribles and bibles. Too many lines 
not yet crossed in my musical history. 
“Ain't much fun”, Wings, McCartney band 
on the run. Hope keeps me breathing but 
at the (same) time I'm all but ready. Call 
the nearest doctor snuggles this hard way 
rehab from the most dangerous of all 
drugs in the (legal) world is definitely 
alcohol. Oh how I miss this little bit of 
Jack & coca cola, any brand will be fine 
when my budget lawyer has my most 
urgent things settled I'm done.

It's sure as hell, stay behind the point of 
no return. I've seen death creeping around 
in freezing winter time, but also in the 
heat (midst) of summer this gipsy curse of 
corona better stand away from me. Better 
is always never be wise nosed in the 
Brood / Lademacher never be clever way.  
Anyhow you wear me into the deepest 
whirlpool sucking me down into the 
tornado ways. Please say you want to see 
me touring one time. Be at one with 
family. Juulz & friend.



Why? My main man of the private all 
stars. I've got to contact him before he 
loses faith in my collaboration for his 
debute real pressed cd. Anyway, mark 
who works in computers has promised to 
bring a new computer so that I can type 
my own manuscript instead of having to 
rely on Kristo Gabriel van Hooymissen. I 
hope he's working on the biography of my 
artistic and musical history. It would bring 
me one step further on the ladder of 
success. And I need to now wait until 
Wednesday for my personal budget 
lawman.

I'm waiting impatiently for these 
configurations and writings of mine to 
reach the public eyes and ears. When the 
word of my soberness is out into the 
domain. Never in my entire life I have felt 
so close to global success. If one (point 
one) people are ready for me being on 
brave new books with another contract 
for two books a year. Singing and also 
proof that me, myself and I can get 



beautiful books and artists interested too. 
Make pretty (not vacant) pictures in the 
talent when we get on the same 
wavelength.

Planning to change. You're entire life 
struggle is a cookie to crumble. Into a 
world so full of temptation. Everytime 
you enter a supermarket you find alcohol. 
Even for little kids, it's far more a curse 
for toxicomaniacs like me it is. The trick 
then is to forget to remember. My life's 
wildwood (Paul Weller) has been 
mastered and recorded in the U.K. Then 
in Brussels at the electric city mastering 
studio from Allen Ward the album Ode to 
our children was mastered there but now 
that I'm being played in even Hollywood 
(California) it's my time now.



I see you peeping around Tom paparazzi 
trying to find out why nothing is being 
told. And in full secrecy: my next two 
books will shock and stun some of the 
fans of my early work I've taken a straight 
U-turn out a complete new order type of 
style. No more bad autobiography 
subjects too many friends have died, and 
many of many of many tears have 
dropped out of my eyes and into the 
gutter. Let us get things straight: I am not 
your property. I'm fighting for love. To 
conquer hateful nightmares whilst inside 
of a nuthouse. A bad-vibed quick doctor 
tricked me into (no excuses). Now that 
I've found the key to succes has always 
been a few inches away in handwriting 
quickly now. I hold on thight and never let 
no-one trick me(or you readers) to say 
that the fame is just in the vein. In a 
fucked up brain never ever landed so fast 
like a blast from the past. Do not let 
anyone fool you. Like love yourself 
instead of being a slave of society. They 
only want you to make work and in the 



end (witchcraft) creeping upon my 
person. Don't fear the sun always shines, 
even more in midnight the sun doesn't 
come up the world turns ugly.



And this handwritten corpus will include a 
cartoon and some photo's of paintings 
every ten pages … you keep steeling I 
keep dealing with the extreme pain of 
with his head so now that I played my last 
concert in 2020 and Covid has screwed 
mine and your lives up, pissing in a plastic 
cup. No-one trust an ex-junky and I find 
this discrimination a hard pill to swallow.

After all those good cause gigs I gave 
Belgium for free to feed the homeless and 
suckers with nowhere but the cold streets 
to comfort them – heart and soul, hart en 
ziel. I support the needy people so my 
fellows, Funky fellows, this was my first 
USA hit single. I wrote the lyrics and 
Sunny the song: Ring, Ring, an astralworks 
45 tpm, a maxi single. In Belgium and the 
rest of Europe the album is called Strictly 
Nervous. In the USA it was distributed by 
Caroline on samples, even played on the 
first Love Parade in Berlin, on the Antler 
Subway Records, Nude glittery, tits and 
asses. Not that is never say never but now 



that I'm sober you must stay on my choice 
of life. There is no turning back time. I 
shall use every second.

After thoughts of these first ten pages of 
a handwritten and to be published on 
recycled paper with exactly this writing 
any time no more and two: if you can't 
read these lines … Now is the time to 
marvel and glitter (not in the gary glitter 
way). But like the straight to the point 
artist I've become. You lovely boys and 
girls whom support my career by actually 
buying a maybe  the first book in 
handwritten words brought on the 
market.

All the way this time. Too many wasted 
years. How to get out of a lifelong toxical 
chemical alcoholic way of living (but as 
red zebra's song : I can't piss in the toilet, 
can't live in a living room. But if you're a 
fighter, streetwise and tortured soul, 
you'll find whatever you're searching. In 
this a landslide of the twenty first 



century. No need is a lie. Everyone is in 
need of a hugh or a slap on the ass or just 
plain emotional rescue. Love call on thee! 

Come inside, enjoy the ride. It's now may, 
A virtually close towards a Corona-free 
summer-day. In my heart I'm striking as 
does the storm. “The guide to the 
marble”, a song I wrote in 1997. Let's 
flash gin-tonic way. Sweppes or real 
Indonesian tonic and london strong. But 
beware never overjudge the too much 
signes. I now am aware of my limitations. 
Come and let's make love in the sky. Can't 
wait to see the full coloured ozon styly on 
top of this planet.

I have no problem with copy cats. I love 
pussies, miauw miauw. If you readers 
don't mind a short break now. I write back 
when my hand stops hurting. Love, yours 
sincerely, Jarvis.



I'm stopping. Too much time gets wasted 
on, not important things to do the right 
thing and never become a puppet of the 
system. We're going where no human has 
been decade upon decade without being 
decadent.

Forgive but never forget the good vibes. 
Love is the big painkilling medication. 
Remember this all the time you 
hyperventilate. Deeply breath in and out.



Don't fool me into thinking that after luck 
you're bound to fuck up. I'm not into 
doomscenario's anymore. Me is you and 
you is us. Too much wasted years, let's 
make a deal and leave useless bull 
behind. I'm waiting impatiently for the 
Gods to drop down their tears (Jarvis / 
Maene).

But not to turn back to wasted drugfilled 
motionless years. This is the new Charles 
Jarvis (https://charlesjajarvis.com). I've 
deceided to keep my website and record 
company running (like clockwork) in fact. 
Never forget my songs. Listen on social 
media, or buy my disks.



And the beat goes on. (…) This may 
become a low budget book yet on 
recycled paper for as I brought “Book 
Free” out as the most letter-writing 
freaks would after two of my biographic 
texts on virgin white paper so now it's 
time for a change, cheap non-white pages 
bound together like as if you feel my 
emotions & please if your eyes shed a few 
droplets of tears, remember me in my life 
and afterlife for my music (one) and 
books (two).



This is my advice for youngsters : don't let 
anyone fool you in life. If you're a 
talented cook / trashman / ice-
creamspecialist: never stop because of 
the biggest biblical sin : jealousy. It has 
put many of my friend to a short, sad, 
cruel death (Charly misses Dirk Hernard & 
Rita Bunker) and all the Kwakkelstraat 
house of talented minders to make art 
and help me with their strong points. If 
you're looking down upon me now: I will 
meet you in a whilst but give and take ten 
more years.



Let's catch some fish and breakfast and 
supper and make sure we all have a set of 
teeth. I'm in another world now but it 
seems all those whom in the beginning of 
puberty I idolised and think of me as an 
equel “real” sing-writer-painter of 
cartoon-like paintings  (R.I.P. Mister 
pirana). In the year 1985 I did a Guiness 
book of records book of records 
competition with Mr Pirana. And I'm not a 
political kind of person, so I don't give a 
damn, that P-Magazine at least recognizes 
me and on the wikipedia-pages. And I've 
been in Humo's Gouden Rockgids. If they 
would help a star from being killed by 
jealous collegues stand for those in their 
back catalogue concert recension of my 
two performances with the Irish Dublin-
based band The Frames. And if this gets 
downloaded and as far as this globe 
reaches I get by with a little help from my 
friends (Lennon / McCartney). Also I've no 
clue as if to doing this in passion (as I feel 
for my fans). Remember this I started as a 
musician in God and His New Empire (C.C. 



Warande / New Coke / Locatie).



And I don't know what I want (Alice 
Cooper).

As in the first gig of God and His New 
Empire, mission of dead asked me to 
rehearse on the 17th of febrary 1987. We 
had a professional cassette-album in 
three months and this was called “The 
Elephants Graveyard” by Lords Irrestible 
Passion. Now Mr Lydon (Johnny Rotten) 
we indeed got inspired especially by 
metal box (I still got metal 1) and first 
issue from Public Image Limited.



Classical music

My mother was and will always be a huge 
inspiration. I used to turn around on her 
music to keep the rhythm. I was a teen in 
the post-punk, new wave generation. 
P.I.L., Red Zebra, T.C. Matic (R.I.P. Arno 
Hintens) and I'm not kidding you as Flea 
from the Red Hot Chili Peppers. Echo and 
the bunnymen, Ian McCullock's band. I'm 
not going to go to far back in time but I 
just started to live in Belgium.



Now I'm going to be 53 on the third of july 
2022 and for this I need to release the 
properly only vinyl I'm planning to release 
on my own label Mc Nabb Records. L.T.D. 
Of the Tiago D'Hondt / Bambergen, song 
of the bassist of the last band album I'm 
willing to relentlessly do: El Syndicat but 
the credits of this album have to be on 
the reer (back album) and I have an 
original Stephen Jarvis painting on the 
front cover … If Arnt agrees it's my gift to 
him.



So now we're all together into the easy 
places without empty nonsense. As you 
may recognise I'm an anarchist and an 
extremely peacefull one. Sad, sad, sad, 
they had to bring a younster who cut her 
wrists, into a close observation I guess. I 
told this young chick : you'll get a dégoût 
of doing self-mutulation (wave of 
mutulation; Pixies, Frank Black). She'll 
see a tunnel as we'll all see one day. But 
in my opinion: knifing your arms will not 
give you a hugh (I checked her these last 
three days, it seems to be lack of love 
and embraces.) It's dark outside, as a 
nightbird howls (Can I fly? Jarvis).



So quiet, on a Tuesday eve, midst what 
seems to become world war 3. I'm 
deadset against, any form or shape and 
agression or killing. It's time to get Puta 
out of presidency. Love thy neighbour, 
not kill thy neighbours. These last pages 
of a new in the market of a book 
publication will flater, hopefully even 
heal wounds of the broken hearted. As I 
now after a cigarette or two will go to 
sleep. See you tomorrow.

Monday, May 23, 2022
Jarvis



Outside in – inside out.

So here we are, inside of the big Apple. 
Rotten style … we fear no-one. The Mac 
Nabb logo. The rest of the old Celtic 
badge writing is a mystery to me except 
that my graddad died two weeks before I 
came to this planet earth. That's why my 
second name is John. It's cold in this 
room, colder than outside, and I've only 
slept 3,5 hours. But this to the side, the 
outside in cannot be a fly caught in a 
spiderweb for Sunday lunch on Tuesday. I 
have deceided to finish the last pages of 
this unique book. I hope it gives you much 
inspiration too. I'm very glad I can share 
my inner emotions with you. Never fear 
because Charles John Alexander Jarvis is 
here.



To hell and back to monopoly. Begin at 
start and use your prison card. When in 
doubt, call the doctor to see what it's all 
about. Today's a special day. I must see 
my psychologist, ask for a pedicure and a 
dentist who can pacify my teeth gum to 
make me look good for singing on stage 
instead of looking like a street-scum.

Everlasting silence, I know it exists but for 
me to be here I'm slowly turning my fist 
into a week's handshake (as a strawberry 
milkshake). Something awoke me, the 
night nurse I guess.

But let it be a lesson to all who fall from 
grace with God and end up in a bloody 
hospital bed. Wednesday is D-Day for my 
accountant (lawyer). He's gonna help me 
get my art license back. Instead of this 
blooming mess.



These last pages of the first draft of the 
whole story of my compilation of thougths 
: right here, right now will be 4 poems to 
start again in the next 30 pages. Have fun 
reading them.

Elephant graveyard

Deep in the heart of the forest
In a bed of dark red roses
The sacred tomb of the elephants
Graveyard lies
Where silence sweeps
The air clean
Of all smells and noises
Of the outside world



You say I treated you unfair, but I don't 
care. And that I never was there when 
you needed me there. Well, I'm not in 
love with you, so I don't care. I would not 
fuck you even if you payed. Keep on 
singing those love songs all day and in the 
heat of this night we'll slip away.

To be continued in sunburst when the 
kitchen is open. With a cup of share 
(coffee) too I need both my eyes to keep 
writing so patience. My dear readers, we 
have all the time of the world and this is 
just the startshot to get fanfare on the 
bumper cars. Thanks and respect to the 
OPZ Sano Clinic Geel. So this paperback is 
going to have a colour in yellow and also 
thanks to family and friends, collegues, 
musicians, artists all over the globe. 
Never let these frightening years in a 
world war 3 situation. Let's have goodwill 
reign over hate and aggression. Thanks to 
both mys sons and the loving ladies who 
said they would chop walls down for me 
but special thanks all my fans. Always and 



infinitely yours.

Charly
May 2022



PART 2

All these scribling, are to be taken lightly. 
Sex and especially making love and 
putting next generations onto this earth. 
It's the most logical, natural thing to do. 
We live and die and fall in and out of 
love. Like the way you slip into coma's. 
I've had my fair share of all of this and 
now I might make you pissed, yet I know: 
anger, it just comes from envie & jalousy. 
Not to worry, you don't have to get 
completely undressed, we already are 
toughing eachother like Ian Curtis (from 
Joy Division) citated touching from a 
distance, further all the time. Forgive 
me, if you're my editor, who has to put all 
these pages in order. (But thanks 
anyhow).



I was lost before you came into my erotic 
zone. It's not a problem, giving my seeds 
of love and opening your legs, whilst I 
open my heart. No more suicide attempts. 
I've seen the light in the mids of the 
night. You all would love me to drop 
dead.  I refuse to go away. So stop mixing 
your own life up. And I'm now speaking to 
the person who tricked me into this. I 
refuse to go (?). People who having 
studio-tapes from unreleased recordings 
and songs that I kept for a rainy season. 
You may be making war with your love for 
your so-called first song. Leave me to get 
my own stories without hurting me. 
Excuse me, but I will never forgive you.



Black and blue, you throw stones at me, 
I'm innocent, I've never stolen in life. I 
have proof that virgin and E.M.I. ripped 
my art and music off. I'm now sick and 
tired so leave me alone. I find it hard not 
to be enraged. The fact that my mother 
still treats me as a little kindergarten 
kiddy. Stop this nonsense mother dear. 
I've paid my whole life to get my own 
record label. And now you're sickly 
jealous. I never interfered with your 
opera-career. So don't tell me that what 
happened now is fair (no fair trade for 
me). I'm not your property, stop, stop, 
stop. Dash, stripe, dash, stripe. 3 times 
S.O.S..



Why don't you come inside of me, and 
make me feel allright.
(If music be the food of love).

These are times of holding onto the now. 
No needs to question the holy cow. I 
never got sex-education so I had to learn 
it from the streets and I've got the honour 
to tell you: I'm a free spirit. No sadist and 
certainly no racist-rapist. I am one with 
all the friends, lady or male, who always 
come back to my performances every 
time. A small beginning but my star is 
rising in this much (?) paranoid asocial 
distancing world. Stop this nonsense now. 
We're in a huge pharma-scandal.



Take a whirlwind that lasts a second. To 
blow all your hardworking days away. Sex 
is logical and the best cure for a broken, 
broken heart. Just keep on pushing your 
way (my way) to the top! For all my past, 
present and future wives: I must stress: I 
don't fall for starfuckers (I give them a 
one evening only time). For time is a 
costly, precious thing. You can't screw 
with the hands of the clock. It rings and 
bells (?) forever on.

And now a time-out, next page will stun 
you.



We think we know everything. We know 
nothing. Don't throw your dirty underwear 
into my x-spot. You might get a big load 
of semen back instead. Stand up for your 
right of sexual love-making.

Tongue-twisting French kisses in the heat 
of the night. 

My brother Steve (Stephen Jarvis) he's 
creating magic. And I (wanted & have) 
asked him to paint the front artwork for 
“El Syndicat”. As we say in Flemish “De 
Vakbond”. So now you are my little pussy, 
so say miauw, miauw.

Love, Charly



Well, well, well, this is my gift to all the 
fans who followed my career over the 
years. I'm a nymphomaniac, but no way 
I'm a schizophrenic (or neurotic). Exotic, 
yes, yes. But we (you & I) do not just (?) 
our emotional rescue. For the whole 
world to pluck us like an ordinary chicken. 
No, I'm the one and only  … explicit 
Jarvisory funky chicken music (it's now 
about time all the businesses of young 
talents I helped to get to a higher level 
with a big repeat big : warning, do not 
take it for granted: you may be famous 
for one second. And after your cover-
song, if no own written song, fired.



I will wrap this small booklet up with a 
small recycled paper & cardboard book. 
Three more pages towards our orgasm, 
and then buy my bands album (El 
Syndicat). I will buy my own reproduction 
rights, like I always have, but press in 
Austria or the Tsjech Republic. On the 
album I will state “Made in Belgium”. Now 
I have enough for a waste, so I'm stopping 
here.



Dirty old men and their smelly sex whore. 
Have all those good days gone. Shivering 
down like a balloon into the atmosphere. 
Crying on televesion for the whole world 
to see. Team me for bonzo. Bedtime. If 
you want my body. I'm too sexy. Eat jazz. 
Let's get back into the world of 
Neverland. I'm drifting away from the 
orgasm steamboat. Let's all jump on 
shore. And at the (?) funkadelic show in 
the redlight district not far from we came 
sailing with our boss.

Charly,
26th of may, 2022



One more page to waste. Thinking as got 
me into enough trouble as we speak. So 
“How are you doing, you sexmaniac?”, she 
asked me. Well, a little up, a little down. 
Down, up, down, shake it all around (old 
school R & B Song).



The X-factor the sextalk inside a Big 
Brother type nut house. Dig the funky 

chick.

Now comes the time to put the past 
behind. It's no good, drifting over thin ice. 
Your sexuality is your own device. Get 
stoned and high naturally. Just an 
eargasm. By our next step to a good 
record. To make your aunties bloomers 
soiled and wet inside. Never fear, when 
your mentor is here. Charlyboy gives you 
painting, books and musical good looks. 
Just keep on believing we're on our way 
to the top now. So, I'm gonna save for 500 
vinyl albums pressed in the Tsjech 
Republic.



Well some birds give me pretty songs & 
flirting with their bedroom (?). I have lady 
friends all over the globe. One darling 
stayed one week longer and took a (?) 
after telling me after my (what normally 
would be my farewell Belgium concert). 
She told me “I'm madly in love with you. 
In fact, if you come to L.A., I want to 
marry you”. Other chicks claimed (until 
they tasted my sex) never to get pleased 
and needed more than a macho man, that 
only thinks of spilling the beans (his 
seeds). I was completely the opposite, I 
will not penetrate until I licked an orgasm 
by the woman I love. Is that understood?



You would find it most insulting. After you 
slaved your ass of in keeping a record 
label from having to full stop it's wearing 
me out. And I have counted: four solo-
albums (one vinyl, three cd's) and five 
official cd's with band! But most albums I 
wrote all the demo's for. I now have to 
release a record with people who don't 
treat music as work. I will release one of 
the two choices and remain the owner of 
the master of my label. 

1) A vinyl made in Belgium and pressed 
in the Tsjech Republic.

2) A cd pressed and send to my address. 
Last cd costed 1500 EUR and 
included a four page publication of 
lyrics.

Now if Arnt is going to do the right thing 
and at least find a distribution P.R. I'll do 
both.



I never want to work with Arnt after a 
small six to eight towns in Holland and 
Belgium. He has already leaked the album 
on the net (unprofessional). I have to 
leave on a week vacation after this album 
tour is done, and will surround myself 
with extremely sexy ladies who play 
virtuosic instrumented, bear breasted and 
me too. (I would even shave my chesthair 
(?)) Not even tasted the professional he's 
one person I will not see this small 50 to 
100 copies for real friends who don't 
misuse the explicit content of this 
goodvibed book to try to play chess and 
checkmate me. I must warn you men 
outthere I am extremely jealous if I date 
a lady. Keep your drippin' cock from her 
because my religion is two is one and not 
cheating eachother.



Women have always interested me. I 
know they use men to the point of 
scratching eachothers eyes out. Believe 
me, when I was debuting my 1st solo-work 
I sat on the pavement (finding it hard to 
take it seriously & laughing). Because two 
ladies were fighting over “he's mine, he 
wrote that for me”. Ridiculous stuff like 
this were only at my hight of being played 
on the A-list of national BRT. (Now, since 
V.T.M. having for commercial competition 
changing to V.R.T., but it's a big farce and 
a rotten smelly joke to me. I try to warn 
young starting begin days by telling them 
not to take the music business too 
seriously, you may win idols have one 
single out as a prize and find out they 
don't like covers of famous artists and tell 
them to ask me to help, but I didn't give 
Sony Benelux the permission to make a 
joke out of a serious love ballad for Ann 
Verberk now married happily with Alides 
Hidding (Time Bandits) “You're the One”. 
I wrote to try to seduce her, we both 
were recorded in seperate days … but I 



fell in love with her perfect harmonies 
and excellent voice, but when Weyns 
showed me her picture I freaked out, she 
was a hot babe. Like a lady in the 
Catwalk. I fell for her like a ton of bricks. 
But when I met Alides I realized I had to 
stop kissing her, he was life nearly 
together, they have 3 kids now, one the 
oldest was from his 1st wife, but after 
Mikki Mae was born, Ann's dream came 
true.



When my sister and I were just snotty 
nose kids we got all the playing doctor 
games, but she once deared me to drink 
her piss and I did cause I was a boy and 
she a girl and my thought was it had to be 
something special cause she had a second 
mouth horizontal down there … in our 
troubled lives we had many screaming 
arguments and I thought (in fact I'm 
pretty sure I was paranoid and she invited 
me to cuddle up naked body to her nude, 
oh so desirable young 20+ age me just 
turned 20 or 21 but we both became 
horny and I keep this secret). In other 
words the small 100 people must sign an 
agree paper to get this book half prized. 
If I was wrong how come she's always 
turning up in my life and maybe to pest 
or/ and plague me open bloused and 
perfect shaped tits and nipples. She's 
driving me to unrespectfull things cause I 
love her so much I wished she and I could 
get married and if I die before you dear 
loving sister you always came spying on 
me that I was not called for.



Just tell her the truth and ask her to cure 
me from my lust for ladies like her who 
show their naked body (?) needing to take 
clothes of. I want to lick you all over 
you're the only fullygrown and understand 
me and I love you me as I'm falling more 
into emotions and sometimes I must hold 
back not to hug you and as you to let me 
suckle out both your nipples to see if you 
feel the same thing about me.

Love,
Charly

This is not allowed to be publicly 
reprinted in any form. Interviews about 
this manuscript are allowed. I want to ask 
Radio Centraal for an interview.



Now I want you, now I need you to like 
the sex-scene of many Hollywood films: 
put your naked assin my sink and for me 
to multi-orgasm you so I can bottle and 
sell your pussyjuice as the summers tend 
to get colder year in, year out. I have to 
porn you above something what I don't 
exactly know yet but in the middle of this 
little you and I book we might have an 
engagement with eachother. Love is two 
or multisided, but don't or try not to hurt 
on purpose, you with choke in your own 
waterfall of tears then, every second in 
life is a gift (try to use it wisely) now I 
must wait; untill mu oversexed mind is 
back in town for the next page. Hold onto 
your lover and duck for cover.

Love,

Charly
xxx



Give to get. No way. My philosophy is not 
there. It's more Cogito ergo sum. As long 
as I breath I live. I give my love for free 
and don't expect more than a thanks in 
return. Lately I've lost interest in finding a 
partner, cause I prophesize, when my first 
gold disc and L.P. Gets  1) released on my 
own label and send it to Red Bullet and 
E.M.I. and all the majors too to try to sell 
my complete backcatalog only this gives 
the entire world a huge eargasm but I 
refuse to lose, they should set me free, 
otherwise they sabotage a lifelong work 
from compete stylefulll fading out with a 
8-track mini L.P..



The half-way to freedom

Sometimes better like toxic piss but now 
I'm in need of a helping hand so don't push 
me away so stay please I'm begging you to 
stay.
It's weak and needs and soft S.M. if 
oversexed nurses or two or three fully 
clothed police ladies and when the blue 
trousers are pulled down hot steaming( 
hard fucking me with their guns still fully 
loaded … right at her orgasm). The gun 
goes off and I get my orgasm when my 
cock gets literary blown off. Being hit 
with a real whip and no mercy if  I get a 
soft penis, put Viagra in my mouth and 
coke for brain body and feeling like the 
musical whore I've become please fuck me 
tonight. Let my phantasy come true for a 
punishment I will deserve and fully enjoy.



So now you must know I still have a job 
not done yet because my non-official (in 
fact screws all the good relationships, 
with married but in a way both parties he 
or her are allowed to have sexual 
smalltimes with men like me). Wendy (?) 
of La vie en rose (lingerie-shop) in the 
Flemish small city Hoogstraten. She's got 
her birthday the same day as me and 
when singing with mum and dad, dad 
looked out of the frontwindow 3 july and 
a Ferrari stopped in front of our house 
and I said “Yes, father it's Wendy”.



(?) Teaching my close friend Vital to never 
mix business with pleasure because if in 
my hopefully ten more next years from 
this moment of writing this to my friends 
and fans who I must keep out of secrets of 
the musical trade I've taken the long and 
winding road. (Thanks for letting me use 
this citation Mr Paul McCartney). Never 
mix sexual pleasures with other blackbook 
because the two never stand together 
unless in the present, future get special 
saves for me on of the sweetest juicy 
pussy one that turns me inside out and 
delivers me and gets me to believe in 
living without pain … for heavy addicts I 
advice love-making is the most natural 
painkiller to cure a life-long thorn in your 
side. Come and let us sober up tonight. 
I'm feeling your G-spot and where your 
juices flow drip drip dripping in a sexual 
loving wholesome heavenly way. Never let 
me play the boss you must (I insist) be the 
master and me your obeying servant. A 
mystery is much better than a misery. 
Fuck me uptill the edge of your cup.



It starts with you and I (?) the erection I 
want a small Willy, Willy. These days of 
the fake pharmaceutical nonsense called 
Corona. A good advertising of Mexican 
Tequila beer or the worm at the bottom 
of the Mescal eating cactus worm. 
Swallow and get ready for a sexy hump 
the bump inside your secret loving girls 
little Citroën red sex car at the break of 
the sundown changing into the night and 
stepping into your next nightmare killing 
whilst the crowd calls out for 1, 2, 3 we 
want more 3X you want more haven't you 
had enough for free at all my semi-
professional years, and now I'm ready for 
professional work in the job I always were 
perfectionist you have the nerve to lock 
me up!



You will see that to become a woman of 
Charlyboy you must sexually try him (the 
good cop, bad cop way) this between 
backets way. I've seen your face before, is 
the worst opening line to use for a pick 
up, to seduce a chick. I have experience 
of first fuck eachother brains out till both 
are completely satisfied. Then talk 
relaxed about hours of a sexual minimum 
quarter of an hour if you're not scared of 
sticking your hands in my pants when I 
least expect. You can forever rely on my 
stuff.



This piece of a man-made never actually 
proven to be carved or written in my 
thoughts humans censured the holy book 
to their advantage. There were two 
Maria's but Jesus' Maria Magdalena was his 
female company and wrote a part of her 
memories together with this wise and 
spiritual strong man of flesh and blood 
like other prophets as such mister Bob 
Marley. Jesus just as His spiritual comrade 
Mohammed some historians say even were 
both two hands on one belly blessed be 
the fact that he arose from the cave a 
Eastern King layed his not yet dead body 
with a (?) over His body and special herbs 
and healing stuff to make an imprint of 
the thirst in those days camera's like we 
have now have did in this way exist.



My name is John Alexander Jarvis but you 
readers may call me Charlyboy. That's my 
official x-hamster porn webcamsex. I've 
really made a name by paying the ladies 
with playing an erotic-sexual-stimulating 
little show before most times I got 
thanked by the woman only cybersexing 
with me when I can do you on screens just 
you wait in a lines of pretty ladybirds 
wanting to have my big mushroom (XL-
size) cockhead in their panty wet from 
anticipation to fuck a legend and live long 
and well undone. Courtesy of Mac Nabb 
films L.T.D. A small private part of the 
now near to 20 years recordlabel Mac 
Nabb Records.



Jesus was holy but forgive us everyone of 
a normal human sense of sins we everyday 
sin a few seven times. (?)

I'm not going to boost or brag but at the 
same time my watch is ticking and I 
asume every second of my day as a gift to 
(never force me) give my complete body, 
heart and soul towards you all my dear 
fellow sex-crazy fans if you listen to my 
historical albums you'll be shocked, 
because you'll feel like it's a mirror image 
inside of inside I sing forbidden songlines 
and owe more points to stress and add. 
My records are a upward rising trip to 
never work with (hit-producers who are 
scared) no, I will never work with jerks 
who spread lies making my life miserable.



I never in my wildest dreams could have 
guessed that my deep, deeper and 
deepest horny dreamworld I wished for 
the lady I marry on my middle age life, 
would ride horses in Spain or Portugal 
(she does already really exists). Teach me 
how to ride a horse back and on a hot 
steamy mutual time we ride when the sun 
comes up turn naked (the two of us on 
one full block Indian native horse inside of 
eachother having multiple orgasms. 
Liesje, you invited me to stay on your 
huge horseriding ranch in Spain or was it 
Portugal. You said I had to pay you with 
playing each evening for your paying 
guess but I was allowed to sleep next to 
you in your headquarters but not to throw 
my guitar in the ocean like in 1990.



I sing about just not true stories and I only 
write about and with fucking drugs (this is 
not true) all my songs are about situations 
and/ or lovers male and female 
exceptions are when I wrote a song like 
Sunglasses I wrote in the way of a second 
persona putting me in the shoes of an evil 
rotten man (take this song with a pinch of 
salt) in fact a whole saltbox I am not evil 
but can get publics that come with high 
hopes of me singing the entire Street Soul 
album will not in a million years get this 
done unless a multimillionaire college 
artist designs the stage art and decoration 
and the tour brings me to Rita (former 
coke slut) little bitch I know I'll deserve 
every cent.



It's sometimes terrible in INXS too much 
fear of touching a social distance it's this 
corona that fooled the foolable but not 
me it's just but if anyone over the age of 
40 dies nowadays they stick a label of 
covid on the corps. It sickens me if the 
whole planet would make love instead of 
war we might not have the corona-blues. 
Vitalski called me back yesterday. He's 
always standing up for my musical and 
graffical art. He's the one who convinced 
me to start making and writing books 
thanks Mr. Baeken. His brother Serge also 
has a great deal of respect for me. Work 
myself to worldwide fame (message in a 
nutcase like me!! Ha Ha)



“No matter what religion, no matter what 
sex or colour. You're my sister, you're my 
brother. (Still my friend, Jarvis / Maene / 
Ode to our children).

It seems like I've run out of words more 
than good wishes for all whom support my 
music and books and visual art. You know 
who you are dear friends and fans so 
relax. All involved people in this phase of 
my career will always remain. The main 
source of my job on earth. You all know 
who you are, a special thanks to all cats 
and to ladies and gentlemen who 
supported me along the way (like music 
maestro who sponsored me since mid 
eighties. Last century 1980's).



It's time to tango and jumbo.

Minutes and even most of all seconds are 
precious. The man with the least in time 
shall become the man with the most. I've 
wasted L'amour so many years. It ended 
up with the waterfall of tears. Please 
don't tell me where I should go for my 
deepest of beating heart. I already know. 
Love has turned its back on me. Telling 
moi 'Je ne sais quoi'. I will meet you 
where you least expect me to be. I've 
seen plenty of good expensive studio's in 
Holland and Belgium. Even performed 
over the sea at long last I found out what 
my work in this crazy life has been: 
recording albums on vinyl or CD from any 
way back in 1987 untill a couple of years 
ago. The work will Arnt and Me recording 
last year will be a product this year. Exact 
date I don't know.



Well, well, well. It seems like I've run out 
of black inkt. So this chapter closes the 
book. The next pages are to be cut up 
images of press comments I kept of my 
colleques who worked together with me. 
My advice : have fun reading this, or 
these words to fade out like a 
hummingbird's song. When dawn has gone 
and into the morning we've become. 
Famous last words.

Enjoy the Jarvis Charles (John Alexander) 
experience.

Paperback, first big book.

Love, Charly
xxx



Priory Celtic Cross
























