
 

‘The Journey’ 
-by Rich Butnotfamous  

 
Embercombe,  

A womb,  
Gives room, 

And safe space, 
To embrace, 

The self and face, 
The night, 
Inside you.  

 
Wherever you are hurt,  

Whoever you are,  
Come stay in a yurt,  

Whether from near or far.  
 

Five guiding principles, 
Connect in morning circles, 

The wanderers from all walks of life,  
The children's fire the first, let no action, 

Taken, 
Make, 

Kids seven generations away endure strife. 
 

Secondly,  
Dualistically,  

Twin trails blaze, 
Through the maze, 

Of your gifts and your passions,  
Responsibility taken for your inner world, 

Reflects in the outer, unfurled, 
Is the path of positive actions.  

 
Thirdly, connection, to nature, you, me and strangers, a network of spirit incarnate.  

 
Fourth, sustainability, something we desperately need, bringing balance to consumerist mandate. 

 
Fifth is community,  

Supporting each other's needs,  
Pitching in where there's work to be done,  

Without it we're done for,  
A legacy to abhor, 

Would be one, 
Divided from, 

Every, 
Other, 
One.  

 
Embercombe welcomes all people alive,  

From toddlers to teens,  
CEOs and refugees,  

To work the gardens, woodlands and kitchen and find a self worth taking back, 
To a world that once may have seemed bleak and black.  

 



Tim 'Mac' McCartney, the founder and sage,  
Roars quietly with Warrior spirit,  

Inviting new pages  
In the book of your life be writ.  

 
He teaches to look now, 
To nature to see how, 

She governs,  
Not to make laws that suit just us humans but all forms of life here on Earth.  

 
He summons,  

Inspires,  
Never tires  

Of his endless mission,  
Reviving the ways of our ancestors through traditions, 

Of indigenous native Americans.  
 

He's a bigger Mac than Maccy D's, 
Will ever be,  

This fire he boldly, 
Takes to the dark of those making inept corporate strategies.  

 
There's work to be done here, for everyone,  

Inner and outer, my journey a mission.  
 

Descent into celebration, 
Of what it means to be human,  

You are for now an ember,  
But with breath becomes a flame, 

On a fire, 
Amongst others who desire, 

To lead us from tired, 
Old cycles of greed and corruption,  

New stories to now be spun, 
Of a world fit for all of us now to prosper sustainably beneath the sun.  

 
These words are a, 

Pledge, 
And a,  

Thanks, 
To all who came before me, 

As well as invitation to everyone to just themselves be.  
 

The soil is my soul,  
The trees are my feet,  

The birdsong my silence,  
My heart the root beat,  
Beetroot is my harvest,  

Digging for spirit,  
Weeding out beliefs, 

That once were a limit.  
 

Embercombe,  
Embercombe,  

Lit an inferno in me,  
It can for you too,  

Just risk a visit and see.  


