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Holy Nonsense

is a collection of works released under individual
Creative Commons Licenses. Except where otherwise
noted, each page or page block is released CC:
Attribution, No Derivs, Non Commercial. This means
you can use them inclividuaug in any non commercial
context, so long as you don't edit the text, and do not
leave out pages from multiple page works. If you need
help figuring out where items end and begin, see

ggpennyworth.com for a full list of each released item.

Exceptions:
The Strange Times is released Kopyleft (CC0)

Baby Steps (excerpt from The Raw Nerve) is released
CC: Attribution, Non~-Commercial, Share Alike

Most of the marginalia on pages is available as
individual files at ggpennyworth.com under a CC:0 or
Kopyleft license. Please check there before chopping

things up, or simply ask! It will look nicer done right.

Text content for many pages has been released
previously under CC:0 or Kopyleft. Check in with

ggpenny worth@gmail.com if you have guestions.

This overall document is released CC: Attribution, Non
Commercial, Share Alike. You are welcome to remix,
add to, and release your own 11011) book for whatever

strange times you find yourself in.

2020 Online Edition

Released July 2021, because that's the kind

of times we re living in. This edition of Holy
Nonsense is formatted for online viewing and
includes screen reader friendly formatting. It is

not authorized for any commercial distribution.
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Welcome to 2020

There is a bizarre misconception that
at the stroke of midnight 2620 is
going to end, that January lst will
mark an important change, a shift back
to normalcy, an end to our global
nightmare. And yes, it is true that
the clock will tick and the numbers
will roll over and you will have to
start signing things with 2821, in a
more real and relevant sense it's all
2020 from here out.

This pandemic will come to an end, but
the end will be longer coming than it
should be and epidemiologists have
been warning us for decades that we
have more of these fuckers to look
forward to. (California and Australia
and India are going to keep catching
fire in worse and worse ways. Water
will continue to be commodified by
souless cretins, as islands one by one
sink beneath the rising seas. Unrest
will continue, whether there are
literal neonazis in the halls of power
or not. Nothing has been resolved.

Chaos is Where We Live Now

2020 demands answers to some of the
hardest questions humanity can face:

What the fuck is happening out there?

How do you fabricate an identity in
the middle of all this chaos?

How do you change your external
environment to suck less for everyone?

Can you do that without imploding?

In this collection, 96+ popes share
their thoughts on these questions in
our Current Strange Times. You can't

just crib their notes, though, this is
The Work and nobody can do it for you.

It is the hope of the editor and
Queen Bitch of Layouts that you find
ideas here to build on, that you find
comfort in your moments of doubt and
panic, and maybe even the strength to
do what needs doing and to become the
person that you need to be right now.

You might just find
fart jokes, tho.



Iook around
Iock around
at how lucky
we are
to be alive
right now

/—\ . A\
How_nice it would-be_to have-ONE-THING to fight.
W

Can you imagine it? Just one battle front to worry about,
everything else settled and safe and sane and functional
Time to step back and return fresh to continue chipping
away at a single issue that needs fixing, and the belief
that when the fight is done there will be a genuine peace.

But no. We have nazis in the streets and Covid in the air and
liars and thieves from the corner office to the Oval Office,
we have genocide in detention centers and apocalypse skies
over the west coast, a quarter of the country on fire and five
tropical storms in the works, Black blood on the pavement and
no justice no peace, sports with no spectators and athletes
being booed for loving their community, scientists being
silenced and rents being raised, corporate landlord takeovers
and people out of work and in danger of homelessness,
starvation wages and nesting-yacht-rich, crumbling bridges
and no plan for power plants still burning our future for our
phones, mosques and synagogues under attack and stand up
fight back, gay wrath month and trans lives matter, teachers
lives matter, police unions crying like bullies in the principal’'s
office, and that's not even all because the Arctic keeps
popping methane out of the permafrost melt lke a bad case
of acne and they lied when they said that plastic would be
recycled and a whole extinction event with our names on it
and the aquifers being drained by Nestle and the temperature
keeps getting hotter and remember when we worried that
surveillance and censorship were the most dangerous threats,
because they would stifle necessary speech? But the kids are
out here screaming anyway and the feds are black bagging
protesters and gassing statues and the anarchists are trying to
juggle feeding people with drawing aggro and the opportunists
are writing antifa romance and nothing NOTHING is stable.

| o TTT ] 77 o, | ok, = ,/—\.,
D& not-look-away. Do not-throw-up your hands-in-defeat.
Eat-food, drink_water, sleep_when you—can;-and_fight like_hell.
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Having given this matter some thought:

WE LIVE IN THE AGE OF
HORRORMIRTH.

YOUR IpEAS ABOUT pISCORDIA ANp THE
WORLD AT LARGE ARE NOW USELESS.

Oh, I am sorry, you thought some moldy old jokes
written by a dude who died in a shack by the
edge of the woods after years of Government LSD
dosing was going to HELP YOU.

I take it back, I am NOT sorry. If you assumed
Discordia was going to laugh at your electronic-
whoopie-cushions and pat you on the back for
thinking with your Pineal Gland you were
deliciously DOING IT WRONG.

Your life as a thinking meatbag is over. Done.
Finished. What you have left is FEELINGS so you
better god damn well leverage them as best you
can. Your Pineal Gland isn't the only useless
lump of squishy, moist meat inside your skull.

This Age will require a strong stomach and a
total lack of gag reflex. It will require all
the shit those idiot preppers are hoarding. It
will require The Ultimate Blood Sacrifice every
Thursday afternoon.

0f course, none of that is true.

THE PROPHET SALTY SAYS SO

You will absolutely need your brain for the
coming Dark Times. Eris don't suffer no fools,
which is incredibly unfortunate for the likes
of us. There will be no room for error in the
Lge of Horrormirth. Or, more accurately, there
will only be room for error. Error is now the
default, and that's the perfect enviromnment for
your stupid meat-body.

You may be stupidly wondering: "How 4id we get
here?”

My stupid answer is: We always WERE here. It's
always been this way. We who are fortunate
enough to stave off the natural Horrormirth
found in all small corners of the world using
the old currency, blood and toil of those not
us, are coming to the natural end of this same,
tired cycle,

My advice: learn how to stop yelling, it only
attracts vultures. Also, get a good hat.




O//O DR

@d it super interesting that the world already ended once-
civilization collapsed during the Bronze #ge. The world was
very organized and interconnected, then - rulers controlled the
distribution of seeds and food, everyone had jobs assigned by
the government (kinda). Every region produced a few things
that you couldn’t get anywhere else, so everyone depended on
trade.

This interconnectivity is part of what killed the world. One
system’s failure resulted in a cascade of other failures.
Supply chains slowed down and failed. Trade slowed to a halt.
Bureaucracy stopped working. Al of the sudden, minor issues
like sea raiders became serious national threats.

Just to be clear, I'm not drawing an analogy to present. t/mes.
I’'m not saying that the corona virus, or political v
upheaval, or anything else we’re facing right now,

will end civilization. But if we all work together,
maybe we’ll get lucky. If we cooperate, - -
and get over our differences, maybe “ L
civilization will collapse. £
Dare to dream big, ..« %X
people!

[ dea for a reality show: every season we take a

bunch of jackasses on Facebook who think they
fve easy answers to how complex or difficult
oblems should be solved and just let them
clo it with absolutely no training or experience.

hy don'thomeless people just get jobs?" Alright,
sshole, you're homeless now. None of your friends
family are allowed to help you. You have what
ouhaveonyourightthissecond.Aaaaaaand...go!

i\f black people just did what cops said-" Alright,
just gonna stop you there. Just this one ti
e're gonna make an exception for blackface a
jo you up like C. Thomas Howell in Soul Man, a
put you behind the wheel of a very expensive BM

Birmingham. At night. Driving home throug

hite neighborhood. Gonna raise your hands, d
you? Gonnado everything right"? Hahahaha, yea

'] don'tmind people who come to America aslon
astheydoitlegally!"Alright,cabron,we're swappi
your passport for a Guatemalan one and dropp|
you off south of the border. But this season’s twist
we're sending your spouse and kids with you and
you don't make it across 100% legally, you get sho
or we starve you to death. And not just you eithe

T his sounds like a really fun game, especially if the
person doesn't know they're going to be playing.
until someone shows up at their door. | like tk
show. I wont to see this show.| would absolutely o

474 3 \‘ Y m
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;i. So no, we can't yust i?mre it and go

'/, for "herd tmmunilty. That's not

/) howherd immunity works. Smallpox

] had its way with vs For no less than

M 15,000 years, and we never developed |

A herd immunity until we had a vaccine. §
0n1$ now we have a vaccine and you '

Y don't want it. Just like yov don't wvant | \ \

any of the OTHER. ways of mitigating \\\‘\\ N

the virus, AND youv don't want 3K \\

lockdowns (uhich is what yov get A\

when uov don't do all that other ghit) +* \

(X In any case, we're moving Forward.

You don't have to move Sorward for us,

but we will not slow doum to let you

catch uvp if¥ you change your mind,

and we're not looking Pback.
| Tov willbe 2 curiosity, some dvde we /)
Pl osed to know that died in 2 stopid way 74

# At best, nabody will want o think ;

about you. At worst, you'llbe 2 ; /

/

o

NI jcke told at parties...once we can
29 have paties again, shortly aSter
(Y the plague rats all die ofk.
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For lo, the next world,
though it is still just a dream,
is coming.

And it may be great, or it may be terrible,
but it is up to each of us.

And we tiny neurons in the sleeping mind of a giant,
I dream
you dream
and our dreamiis its dreams

And the giant was afraid of itself, so it divided itself up
into tiny little parts, and the parts hated each other,
and now it has self loathing and chronic pain.

And the giant was in love with itself, so pushed its ugliness
under the surface, where it grew uglier and uglier
and its beauty grew terrible.

And the giant didn't think about how it was going to die
some day, soit trodded on and on, and it grinded
itself down until it was sick and desperate and it
forgot about what matters.

and the giant wants to change

and resisting that desire is all of its habits and patterng

and it's begging us n
a quiet prayer,
in a dark room:
Light a candle.
Prepare for Aftermath.

" Cramulus

? The Future is Bad For You

| have some bad news for you folks. The Future isn't coming, it's already here.

And youlre not ha”‘way ready For it.
f ﬂue Future has a” the Wrong \/alues, and doesnlt regret anyt]wing. ﬂue

Future thinks ! roFit” and ”nationa!it ! mal<e aloout as muck sense as hats
P ity

with bucues on. ﬂwe Future doesn t Lwave any Fucldng time For your business

model, Ioecause it already chewed up and spat out Five other companies |il<e

you last week and it's SO BORED with that now.

The Future doesn't need Hying cars, because it has phone watches and 3D
printers and never needs to be alone or ignorant again unless it chooses
to be. -Hwe Future already %as an improvement on the improvement to your
greatest achievements, and it was released last weel< open source.

The Future is a hypocrite, and it's going to make sure that you know youlre
one, too. ﬂue Future is Fu” oF Causes anA the ones that resonate with
Freedom and Civil Rights and Equality wi” survive and the ones that come
From clusty old books wi” die with the last generation that lmows what a
dia|-up modem sounded like. The Future is going to come down on you

|il<e aton o“)ricks. » W W
Vet et et
But maybe it's not all bad. AR/ AR TS %g%%
|F ou can listen to ﬂwe Future, it wi” sing you a son oFthin s to come.
y gy g g
OFart and culture and |ent ; |deas bouncin OF]C one another, interacting,
plenty g g
giving birth to strange new abominations and games tkat lool< |il<e rea|ity and

a reality that's made of nothing but games. The Future wants to have fun,
and it has the means to make it happen. The Future writes itself.

|Fyou Iearn to swim with The Future, you wi” see yourse”changing. Old
identities -- and even the concept oFi&entity --are slougheA offand replace(i

° with costumes that are easily worn and removed as appropriate (or amusing).
Core convictions that once Fi”ed whole mountainsides in engraveci text now
Fit inside a |ocl<et, and are worn close to the heart. The Future doesnlt be|ieve
in money, and yould be amazed Lwow much that wi” save you.

So, consider us your ambassadors From The Future, the terrible wor|d thatls

™Y right outside your door. It's gonna be an interesting century.




Nobody expected 2020.

Even Trume got caught flat-footed, and he had more warnhing
than any of us did. He has managed to be a ohe-person
disinformation feedback loop. [f he had been capable of seeing
past the very hext headline, he could have painted himself as
the next FDR. Seriously, if he had proclaimed the pandemic as
a difficult challenge, but one that we were up to, he would have
buried Biden alive at the polls. But he couldn't seem to see the
world - and the political potential - as anything other than what
he wanted it to be.

[t seems easy to [augh at him for that. And you and [ DO laugh
at him, but not for that. We didn't see any of this crap coming,
either. Hell, we didn't see TRUMP coming, did we? 50 months
ago, Trump was the next Sarah Palin, a clown show that was
there for us to chuckle about and hurl rotten fruit at.

How'd that work out?

Now, [ remember what you were saving back then, you
accelerationist son of a bitch. You were telling me how

4 years of Trump would "teach us a lesson" and that four
vears of this arse biscuit was better than four more vears
of corporatism. You didn't seem to think it would ever
actually harpen, and that if it DID happen, it wouldn't really
be real. And then once he got in and it WAS really that bad,
vou doubled down. You stuck vourself in a bad signal loop,
and spent all your time bitching at the moderates ih an orgy
of false comparisons that existed only in your head and the
heads of your fellow travelers. Which leads me to think the
horseshoe theory really might have something going for it.

LR R L L R L R LR L LR L L L L LR L L L R LR L L L L R L LR L LT LI
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Because, and this is the very soul of 2020, you were
mad that peorle wanted their model and not yours.
You are not very far different from 70 million asshats who
still refuse to believe that Trume lost. Not because they
really think there was fraud, but because they want THEIR
way, and they were told that they could have it ho matter
what, and even [F they didn't get it, they could just burn
evervthing down to TELL US WHAT.

So [ have angry populists to the right of me and angry populists
to the left of me. [t is hard to explain how this makes me feel
without actually violating the law. God KNOWS [ hate dumbass
hominids, and he put me here ANYWAY.

So Louie, when you next decide to come around here spouting
vour shit about how the two parties are the same and why
doesn't anyone ever listen to the "rational left," expect the same
reception the MAGA freaks would get. Which would be me and
the family with baseball bats, you asshole.

More sincerely than may be strictly necessary,
Hamish

I.......................uu...........m....-n.................‘.u..unu--.uuuuuu-.nunu-uwunun.nuu.uumuun.unuunmu-u--.umm-uu.uun.uuu.m‘
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T WE ARE
s NOT ALONE

"
e -

IN THIS®

When we get out of here
I am making you waffles.

When we get out I will hug you so hard
you struggle to breathe.

When we get out I will take the T
and touch every filthy surface with abandon

We will sit in restaurants too long talking

We will go to bars and steal from each other’s
plates and drinks

We will go to the museum, the park, the beach

When we get out we will catch a cold and not
worry its more

When we get out I will babysit your kids and wipe
their runny noses

We will eat ice cream in the sunlight

We will hold hands walking down the street
We will sing at church and yell at city council
When we get out there will be tears and smiles

And funerals

But we will get out of here someday




% IT@QEY' in the

=% he public events of the last four years are of the
class which will go into the nation's permanent
history. We have been living in an atmosphere of history
which will be immortally preserved. Even the brief
series of important dates to be collated for the use of
school children centuries hence will contain the dates we
groggily stumble through in our “daily grind”

of > 0 us who have been the witnesses, so to speak,
L, of the tragic incidents of the times, it seems
entirely probable that future generations will eagerly
scan every feature of our misery.

ow accurately will our descendants know the

JACA., immense volume of sorrow which has rolled over
the land? Will those who come after us ever be able to
understand the extent of our distress? Is there anything
at all in our history that might be used as a parallel?

erhaps a careful reading of the daily news of the
present may give some future antiquarian a fine
idea of the feelings of the nation at this time. But these
records are so large, so full of detail, that the coming
American will never find time to read even a relevant
fraction of it, let alone the personal writings we bequeath
them. They will depend on a brief statement, meagerly
compiled by an anonymous and exhausted historian.

DKM TS, with edits
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B I'm not gonna put my name on this one, because| have spenta

L little time working in the field of finance and | might mayhe want
to maintain some of those relationships, but I think it's really
important to understand the actual social significance of this
whole “Reddit bankrupting the Hedge Funds” thing before it gets
too badly mythologized by Interested Parties.

To start with, this isn't an existential threat to finance. There will ~ femme =
M he winners and losers, buta lot of the losers will end up being '
everyday people. Robinhood itself parasitizes its "customers"
by encouraging incredibly risky trades at the same time that it
'| front-runs trades to HFT for a kickback. Some people will get rich
but many, many more will lose their $600 or whatever. That itselfis
| something we should push back on as leftists, we should he about
solidarity and not lottery tickets. "Only invest what you can afford
=] tolose"is fundamentally still a capitalist framing of investment.

d Infactthe other folks in finance I've talked to mostly find this
| asfunnyas everyone else. Those hedge funds were behaving
= irresponsibly even by the logic of hedge funds, so everyone's glad
‘1 tosee this except for the people who lost their shirts.

Thereis a risk that this triggers a wider crisis, because it's a

huge movement and there's a liquidity crunch involved that can
lead to unexpected financial contagion. But t's not actually an
unprecedented financial event if you look purely at trading metrics.
Ifit causes a crash, it's because the market conditions have

B become fragile enough thatanything could be a trigger.

[— _f=- ” |

This does very publicly expose a lot of the outrageously over-
complicated and unaccountable behaviors of finance. But a lot of
those behaviors are not actually new! Funds try to gut companies,
trading is frequently halted, stocks are frequently delisted. What's
different here s thatit's out in the open for non-professionals to
see. | do hope the focus moves away from being anti-short, because
shorting is a pretty arbitrary thing to be upset about. It would be
way better if we could bring the focus to more obscure details like
dark pools and HFT trade flow purchases and collusion between
funds instead - or better yet, to capital gains and other taxation and
regulatory structures that make speculation so profitable (and feed
the over-complexity of the rest of the system).

There's the angle that this is an outpouring of rage against the -
system and therefore inherently good. We have to he carefulinour |4
analysis: who is expressing that rage, why, and how? WSB hasan
undercurrent of antisemitic sentiment, for example.

‘: Ine worry here is that it might not actually be a truly organic

» outpouring. There's reasonable speculation that a lot of insiders
are trying to manipulate WSB, because they're with fu nas
positioned on the other side of some of these trades. As these
spontaneous social uprisings move onling, it becomes even harder
to detect had actors, false flags, and other interlopers. The leftis

at risk of this happening to our own online spaces, the way it has
happened to our in-person protests and events.

1 don't want to take the wind out of anyone's sails, either! It's
pretty goddess-damned hilarious watching hillionaires and the
billionaire-enabling class running around like idiots and CNBC
anchors trying to parse meme culture without getting fined by the
FCC. Just keep your eyes open as you're munching your popcorn,
because you can bet your entire stock portfolio that The System™
is hard at work figuring out how to co-opt, corrupt, and neuter it.
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There is a part of you that must be held

Must be touched

Must know the heartbeat of another

Must breathe their air
Must feel their softness
And their strength

There is a part of you that must be heard

Must be acknowledged

Must scream out into the darkness
Must hear a response

Must laugh

And cry

There is a part of you that must be seen

Must be loved

Must be beautiful in another’s eyes
Must see their beauty

Must create

And act

[ see you. I miss you. I am listening.

/7~ O\

all of this
could have been

/7 N\

avoided

%

ENOUGH ALREADY
WITH THE TIMELY
DOOM AND GLOOM,
WHAT ABOUT THIS
DISCORDIA SHIT?

RIGHT, SORRY, THIS IS SUPPOSED TO BE A
DISCORDIAN HOLY TEXT, MY BAD.

DISCORDIANISM WAS BORN OF SOME SAN
FRANCISCO STONERS IN THE LATE 19508

(THE CENTURY OF FUCKING AROUND).IT IS,
OSTENSIBLY, THE WORSHIP OF THE EMBODIMENT
OF DISCORD, A REIMAGINING OF THE ANCIENT
GRECIAN GODDESS ERIS, WHO WAS NOT
PARTICULARLY REVERED IN HER DAY. THAT'S

OK, THOUGH, BECAUSE MOST DISCORDIANS
DON’T REVERE HER TOO MUCH. AT LEAST, NOT

IF THEY STILL HAVE A FUNCTIONAL SENSE OF
SELF PRESERVATION. THE GODDESS WILL FUCK
YOU RIGHT UP AND THAT’S NO JOKE. AS WE
ENTER THE CENTURY OF FINDING OUT, THERE
ARE THOSE WHO FIND SOMETHING WORTHWHILE
IN THE IDEA OF DIVINE CHAOS, AND THE EDICT
FROM ON HIGH TO “THINK FOR YOURSELF!”

LET'S GET INTO THAT NONSENSE.
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The question is not “Is someone lying to me?"

Someone is probably lying to you. A lot of people are probably lying to you.
Heard an advertisement? There are probably lies, either explicit or implicit. The
gadget advertised with yellow, sans-serif Arial Black on dead digital blue might
not work at all. The beauty cream will not make you more sexually desirable.

So the question is not “Is someone lying to me?"

The questions you need to ask are "What am | being told? Why is it being told to
me? What does the speaker hope to achieve by telling me this?"

Check the facts when you can. Understanding the facts helps you understand the
reasons behind the lies, and behind the truths too. Understanding the reasons
behind the lies you are told allows you to apply another grid to the chaotic reality
you perceive, revealing to you new relationships between your data points.

Some lies are more useful than others. Some pointless lies can be enlightening,
if you're clever.

In short, bullshit helps the flowers grow, and that's beautiful.

Cheers,

Suint ‘lmir letutlmstru, I'leretin:

LIKE fi STREAKER 1N THE REPTILE HOUSE, THEY KNOW W
WANTED, BUT HAVE O WROMG.




Let me tell you a little somet/u’ng
about my hope[esslg specific

sp[r[ma[

Are you

famz’[[ar with o%ler
Coaster Tgcoon? It’s kinda
critical to this so I'm gonna d[g in a
lictle bit here You're running an amusement part,

see! And your job is to build out oéW’omlg the titular

roller coasters but also the entire par/a [agom‘, and when gou’re
reac/g to open you hit the button and peop[e com[ng up to the
entrance, ;mg[ng or t/;e[r, adm[ss[on, and Wander[ng around this
whole t/;[ng you uilt. You've gotm put pmf/;s connect[ng all your
c/ﬂ'[ferent attractions, because Visitors can onlg travel on /mt/;s, you
have to put in trash cans or t/;eg’[l [[tter, Yyou have to put in
bathrooms or t/zeg’[[ Whine that theg’re onna p[ss themselves or
worse. T/ze W/;[m’nda, It’s a somewhat us_ef{f[ﬁfeatwe gf the game?
Bmf it can get annogl’ng Theg Whine va the roller coaster is too
much (sometimes they puke on the path), they whine if they get
lost, they whine If they can’t find an amenity they need Yo get
these little alerts that pop up When someone’s in c/[stress, and Yyou
can click the t/)[ng to center on Whoever's cwrentlg in crisis.

[ sometimes like to think gf the universe as a \)[deogame, mnn[ng
on some l'mpossiélg comp[ex hardware somewhere [ can’t point to
or imagine. [ he simulation hypothesis is popular among a subset
of nen?s, and it’s a fun t/;oug/)t experiment if not/;[ng else. Don't
get too married to it, e\)ergth[ng s memp/;or in the end

ERRRETR TR N

When folks talk about their spiritual aspirations, there are few
camps” most fall into. Some people wanna kil God, some people
wanna BE God, some people wanna meet God and have a nice
chat over tea And gea/z, some c/ags [ c/gﬂn[te[g want to find
Whoever it is that's runn[naa, this place and Show Them What

But t/mt’s not my real aspz’mt[on.

Jee, sometimes, once in a Very rare W/z[[e, gou’c/ be p[ag[ng /Qoﬂer
Coaster Tgcoon, rl'g/nf? And gow’c/ et the alert that someone was
in distress and click the t/z[ng to ﬁqnc/ whoever the sorry bastard
was this time. And it would take you WAAAY the fuck to some
farﬂung corner of the map you hgm)en t c/e\)elopec/ AT ALL with
no path’leading to it and no possible way anyone could be there
On/g thats where your Visitor was, screaming in the wilderness
amﬁ unable to fma’# their Way back to where they belong

You cou[a/n ’t be maa/ at zf/z,em. E\)en [ Yyou normmllg get annoged
at the Visitors, even .’[ Yyou re normally a sadist who wants
a

them to suffer and laughs when they throw up, even ir you

had a m[ﬂgn other t/u’%gs on your %m'm/ t/mtp/ma/ n(ingyng to

do with them or the game at all /\/o, Yyou would Just Sit there,
duméfounded, trying to figure out how in the {‘[g[ng fuc/& this one
guy a/g([ec/ all the laws of this t[ng little bottle universe t/;eg [[\Ze
in to Wind up somewhere theg aésolutelg could not be. And gouc/
p[c/a them up 6g the scru 70[ their little Virtual neck and p[op
them back on the pmf/; of their intended reaz[[zfgw

[ want to be that guy. [ want to 6/;64/& rea/[tg
and coﬁuse the fuc/a outta Whoever s \A)mfc/z[t/;gw
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This is {or au o{ you out there Who have shit going orny,
= in your li[e/ ancl canjt cleal. (/an,t vent. Lanjt Ae[en({

yourse f from.

TI’lere are times WI’ICH you must L)e seeny I’learcl/ {e[t. /A\ncl even the /

most apat}wt{: or the most cynica[ o{ us clo it. There are times When s

you must st{:L your heac{ over the trench Wau ancl see otI'lers toi[ing ‘

away, ancl taI<e com{ort grom tI’w £a:t that you are not a[onz \

So I am here. I am listening.

= Some o{ us taloz up the pen, tl’le sworcL t}le megapl’lonz/ and turn
negativity into a positive. Some o{ us Create temporary monuments ’f»«’g
© out of the s}‘lrapnel that rains on us. | his is wlﬂyz if we do not =
Sl’lit our hate/ we wdl die.

>/our tasLS are your owry What you do/ you must Ao a[one/

L)ut what is clone/ wd[ L)e, seen.

The L)est Wiu be rememt)ere.cl and e.mu[atecl an(i reh’neé/ it is )]

true, Lmt the L)e,st wiu ﬂacle as Last as the worst. \

There is not}ling permanent. In the space o{ a Me time, we bui[cl

.= many monuments and we tear many down.

There is respite, thoug}l T}\ere is a moment og }\mlms in a s}leu //
crater as you run across no—mans—[an ; s}larmg a I<nowm3 S[anke =

with another W{US“/ l@a"mS your mark, before you jump up again,
ancl run to the next L)lt o£ scant cover. =,

There is tllat assurance that what we clo wiu have meaning/ o

% £or a Heetmg time perhaps/ L)ut not an empty gesture.

//"‘4"‘7
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~On Gods and Saints~ St Tesla, Neeper of the Holy Qpark

A God is a fictional character that people pray to for guidance, /

strength, or boredom. They come in many forms: power Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,
totems, spirit guides, fairies, bearded men who live in the Greatest of the Men of Science;
clouds and selectively grant wishes, human-animal hybrids,
anthropomorphisms of celestial objects, fish. They have Tou saved il kness
different powers, and are called upon in different ways. Some And brought us into the light.
of them are bigger dicks than others. They are, however, 7 ) 7

universally fictional in nature, although sometimes their Oh, Bl

followers forget this. How holy was your vision.

A Saint is a God that used to be a real person.* Your dreams of the future

Have become our realities.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

They stole your papers,

They tore down your power,

And hid your greatest secrets.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Let us build the world you dreamed.
Let us create from metal and wood,
The apparatus of Salvation.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Save ug from Petroleum.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Save us from Direct Current.

Oh, Blegsed St. Tesla,

* (It is not recommended to use a living person as a Saint, as they tend
to get upset if you attempt to invoke them for inspiration on your term

paper while they're trying to get some sleep. Sorry about that.)

Hear our prayer.
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Oh Blessed St Ea-Nasir
Father of the snake-oil salesmen

Whose hate mail survived the centuries
Yours is the immortality of assholes

Of Blessed St Ea-Nasir
Champion of the dickholes

You sold the wrong grade of copper

And cheated others in real estate deals
You saved the clay complaints

In your little Babylonian home

Their survival is how we know your name

Oh Blessed St Ea-Nasir
Let us always remember

There is more than one way to skin a cat
That in a time of kings and conquest

Even the common folk can be immortalized
Through unconventional dickery

Let us always remember
That life is short, and always has been
That we will die as certainly as our foes
And the memory of our souls

Is not tied to our virtue

Oh Blessed St Ea-Nasir
You never met a turnstile in your life
Let us gum them up in your name
Let us cherish our haters

Let us bathe in their wrath

Let us stockpile the complaints
Against our shortcomings

And our malice

Let us do something worth remembering
ven if we are not remembered well
Oh Blessed St Ea-Nasir

Hear our prayer
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Oh Blessed St. Petrov

Patron of Keeping Your Cool

Who did not push the Shiny Red Button
No matter what protocol said

We beseech you, help us to breathe

You did not falter when the lights were blinking
And the soldiers were panicking

And the sirens blared

The end of the world was at your fingertips

And you left it there

Oh Blessed St Petrov

Let us follow in your footsteps

Let us refrain from burning the house down
At the whim of petty drama

Or malfunctioning technology

Oh Blessed St Petrov

Let us remain bipedal

In moments of crisis and desperation
Let us consider what is likely

Rather than what is frightening

Let us choose the path of uncertainty and reprimands

Over certain catastrophe

Oh Blessed St Petrov

Averter of Apocalypse

Let us not romanticize the collapse of civilization
Let us value the world

You preserved for our sakes

Oh Blessed St Petrov
Hear our prayer
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My name is Jake... and I'm a Discordian.

| dont really know how I got wrapped up in all of this. There was a time
when | was just another bored kid, a bored Army brat to be precise, who
would read anything for an intellectual kick. Fiction, occult literature,
pseudo-occult literature thats dumbed down for typical teenagers and
other soft-headed types. and eventually the nigh infinite supply of jokes
and weird crap known as the Internet.

When all your friends are "new friends’ and you know they’ll be gone
in a few years at most, you start to get desperate, you know? Without
the craziness of hanging out with buddies to satisfy your need for
novelty and excitement, you look to other sources... and I found them.
Internet humor sites, mainly, but somewhere deep in the underbelly of
the Weird, I found something different. Something called Discordianism.

"A joke disguised as a religion. or a religion disguised as a joke"
was the soundbite description | got. "Perfect!” I thought. 'm not religious.
and the guys who wrote this silly holy book, the Principia Discordia,
seem to have a sense of humor that parallels mine, SO why not mess
around by pretending to be a Discordian?

Heres the thing, though: pretending to be a Discordian and
actually being a Discordian are not all that different.
Some would probably tell you that thereS no difference there at all.
Thats how it draws you in, see. First you think that you're just part of a
ridiculous joke, and then you get so into the joke it seems real, but then
itS a joke again, and then Reality is the joke and you forget where the
hell you were going with this nonsense in the first place.

Once I found that there were active Discordian communities online,
[ started hanging out with them. Swapped a few jokes and ideas, listened
more than I spoke (or rather, read more than I wrote),

and the rest, as they say, is the future.
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By Reverend ocTor Heeré ScupeL )
(Being a Missive on the Dynamic Between the Principles
of Chaos and Order, and the Necessity of Both)

& ,»Kos’r people seem to look at the relationship between
chaos and order as that of negatively charged
particles (chaos) and positively charged particles
(order). The average person’s paradigm holds that
by adding more and more order, we will eventually
cancel out chaos. This kind of fuzzy wrongheaded
thinking has gotten us where we are today. We
collectively think that we can solve all of our problems
by making more rules. Then we wonder why nothing
works. One of the primary axioms of Discordianism is

&ig‘%?minimol amount of observation will show this to be
true, but unfortunately the average person is unwilling
to take the effort to make this observation. Rather than
viewing chaos/order as simple negative/positive, let us
look at another analogy that comes closer to showing
the relationship as it really exists. First, let us look at our
system as a closed box which is in a state of balance.
Now, let us apply Order to the system in the form of
pressure. What happens nexte The pressure applied to
a closed system will generate heat (Chaos). Take away
pressure and the heat level drops.

“{f course it's easy to pick an illustration like this out of
the air, but how does it apply to the dynamic between
Order and Chaos in a real world situation?¢ Let’'s look
at the closed system of the workplace, starting at a
fairly even level of rules and freedoms. In an aftempt to
raise productivity and cut costs, management insfitutes
more rules: all workers must punch in and out for break,
forms must be filled out to account for all damaged or
wasted materials, et cetera.

@Eﬁ the beginning, these measures will probably do
as intfended, productivity may rise; attention of any
sort will do the same, but as more stringent rules are
infroduced, we find that two problems arise. First, a
bureaucracy must be put in place to implement the
new rules and make sure that they are adhered to. This
takes energy away from the creation of the product
and directs it foward the end of making sure the rules
are being followed (in physical terms, this is energy that
escapes the system as useless heat). The rules become
more important than the original reason for them.

.\ \,
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@%cond (and | believe more important in the long run)
the directives begin to create dissatisfaction among
the workers. More time must be spent watching them
to make sure that they are in place when they are
supposed to be, making sure that fime spent at thier
workstation is productive. As the stress from the situation
increases, we see more lost fime in the form of sick
days, early departures, late arrivals and the fact the
people quit caring. Creative behavior is applied to
finding new ways to goof off. Of course the opposite
is also tfrue. Without sufficient rules in place and the
will to enforce them, little will get done. This surplus of
chaos will require order to reach a level of balance or
the company will be forced out of business. Much like
the stereotypical lawless old western tfown, a tough
lawman must be brought in to clean things up before
the town goes up in smoke.

@i%%ho’rher prevailing assumption is that Order is Good
and Chaos is Evil. In fact chaos and order exist outside
of good and evil, but contain elements of both.
Chaos is the force that tears down old forms as well
as the force that envisions new ones. Order allows us
to carry out the plans that will build the new forms,
but it also wishes to preserve forms that have outlived
their usefulness (the status quo). This brings up Hexar's
corollary to the law of Imposition of Order: Too much
chaos, nothing gets finished. Too much order, nothing
gets started.

“{rder is what tells us that we should do whatever we
can to prevent forest and brush fires. On the surface,
this is a good idea because letting fire run loose is
hazardous to our own lives as well as that of other living
creatures. However, the fires also liberate nutrients and
send them back to the earth to feed the next cycle.

We have finally started to get it through our thick
skulls that keeping things from burning at any cost only
increases the amount of fuel lying around for the fire
that will come when we cannot stop it. All of the small
fires that we prevent come back to us as one large,
devastating fire.

dscordicmism isn't about preaching chaos af the

expense of order. It is the realization that one cannot
exist without the other. It is the acceptance of the need
for balance between the two principles. Order cannot
destroy chaos, it can only change its form. Chaos can
either be directed in creative forms, or when stifled
turned into destructive (or at least useless) forms.

& L:nergy spent clamping down

can be used for nothing else.




AN IMPORTANT WARNING

BEWARE THE GODDESS, FOR SHE IS A
REAL BITCH AND WILL RUIN YOUR LIFE
IN HER MYSTERIOUS WAYS. FOR THAT
IS WHAT SHE DOES, BABYCAKES. THE
GODDESS FUCKS WITH YOU NOT SO
YOU GAIN ENLIGHTENMENT, OR SO YOU
BECOME A BETTER PERSON, OR SO YOU
COME TO YOUR SENSES.

NO, THE GODDESS FUCKS WITH YOU
BECAUSE I'T’S FUN FOR HER TO DO SO.

o OlLLY [TISCONCEPTIONS

ABOUT DISCOPDIANISM
By Trisk

)

eLL

Chaos and Order are two sides of the same coin -Wrong!!!!

It is Order and DISORDER that are two sides of the same coin,
the coin being Chaos. To manifest herself into this multiverse,
Eris uses Order and Disorder, negentropy and entropy.

Discordians are against any type of rules and leaders -I get
this one a lot from Discordians themselves. It is not that we
are against rules, we just are not bound by them should we
choose not to be. We understand that there is a need for rules,
but they shouldn’ stifle the creative spirit or our freedom.
Just because Erisians are very independent does not mean that
we can’t be team players. We Erisians have nothing against
leaders, it is that we are enlightened enough that we ourselves
don’t need them. We will acknowledge experts in their fields
(I damn sure want a really-real surgeon to be in charge of
my operation ), but we do not fall in worship of them.

Discordians like to create Chaos -This is another one that a
lot of Erisians believe. No one can create Chaos, for that is
the realm of Goddess Herself. At best we manipulate the flow
of Eristic vibes in order to combat Greyfaceian vibes. Many
Discordians think that they are creating Chaos, when in fact
all they are doing is being drama queens.

Discordianism is paganism (or Wiccan) -In actuality
paganism and Wicca are in fact Discordian sects (they just
won't admit it). While I will not attempt to say what was
going on in the minds of Mal-2 and Lord Omar when they
wrote the Principia Discordia, evidence suggests the envisioned
Discordianism to be more like Taoism than paganism.

The goal of Discordianism is to spread chaos -If we Erisians
have any type of goal, it is to be emancipated. Eris told the
world that we are free, and that is the most beautiful thing
any deity has ever done. If we have a goal, it is to help our
brothers and sisters free themselves.

[ RV aaela |



A Conclusion:

Discordia allows a person to behave they way they
personally feel is proper.

{LMNO}

Do people have "Inner Natures'? Is it a product of
their nurturing? Do people become self aware of their
behavior? Is it gifted by the stars? Is it Thetans?

Discordia doesn't care, and Discordia doesn't give an
answer. Discordia tells you you're free to do what you
want to do, and to use Eris as your Appeal to Authority,
as it were.

Do you self-analyze constantly? Discordia gives you
OmniPerspective™ so you can see yourself from any
angle you like.

Do you enjoy stupid jokes? Discordia give you

Nonsense as Salvation, so you can be as silly as you like.

Are you a dick that likes schadenfreude? Discordia
has Strife and Destruction.

Are you cynical and jaded? Discordia gives you
Nothing is True.

Do you just get high all the time and not care?
Discordia tells you to Plant Your Seeds and Bliss Out.

Are you generally a nice person?
Discordia gives you Oh, Then Stop,
allowing you to unsubscribe from
destructive habits.

please insert epiniens here:

WHAT WE KNOW ABOUT ERIS

(NOT MucCH)

N

The Romans left a likeness of Her for posterity — She was shown
as a grotesque woman with a pale and ghastly
look, Her eyes afire, Her garment ripped
and torn, and as concealing a dagger
in Her Bosom. Actually, most women
look pale and ghastly when concealing
a chilly dagger in their bosoms.

from the Greeks and is
Either She was the twin

Her geneology is
utterly confused.

of Ares and the daughter of Zeus and
Hera; or She was the daughter of Nyx,
goddess of night (who was either the daughter

or wife of Chaos,
Erebus, and whose
Death, Doom,
And that She
Quarrels, Lies,
goddesses like that.

or both), and Nyx’s brother,
brothers and sisters include
Mockery, and Friendship.
begat Forgetfullness,
and a bunch of gods and

sulted his Pineal Gland
She really created all of
She told him that

the Old Greeks, but
trusted with historic
She added, “victims
you know.”

One day Mal-2 con-
and asked Eris if
those terrible things.
She had always liked
that they cannot be
matters. “They were,”
of indigestion,

Suffice it to say that Eris is not hateful or malicious. But
She is mischievous, and does get a little bitchy at times. DR
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ANCIENT WORLD

IT WAS A CUSTOM IN ANCIENT BABYLONIA
TO CHOOSE A “KING FOR THE DAY”
ONE DAY OUT OF EACH YEAR, TAKEN FROM
THE COMMON STOCK. THIS KING WOULD
RULE BABYLON UNTIL HIS FIRST SUNSET ON
THE THRONE, AFTER WHICH HE WOULD BE
SACRIFICIALLY PUT TO DEATH.

THERE IS ONE INCIDENT IN WHICH THE
REAL KING, ERA~IMITTI, CHOSE HiS GARDENER,
EnLiL BANI, TO BE THIS DOOMED KING.
ERA-IMITTI, IRONICALLY, WAS EVEN MORE
DOOMED, AND DIED OF NATURAL CAUSES
WHILE THE CEREMONIAL PARTY RAGED ON.
THeE Mock KING RULED FOR TWO DECADES,
AND DID IT WELL.

THUS MAY THE SACRIFICIAL LAMB
WIELD THE DAGGER FOR HIMSELF. SOMERODY,
SOMEWHERE, HAS TO WIN THE LOTTERY.

Tue UNINITIATED MAN

THE CURTAINS DRAWN, THE CANDLES LIT
IN THE CIRCLE HERE [ SIT

BELIEVING IN THINGS As BEST I cAN

I AM THE UNINITIATED MAN.

THE SIGILS SCRAWLED, THE WORDS INTONED
I WAIT FOR SPIRITS YET UNKNOWN

BuT NeITHER ZEUs Nor PeTER PaAN

WILL GREET THE UNINITIATED MaN.

I HAVE NOT LEARNED GREAT MYSTERIES
No coDs or DEMONS SPEAK TO ME
AND STILL THERE IS NO DIVINE PLAN
To save THE UNINITIATED MAN.

OH, LET ME FALL, OH LET ME BREAK

LET SkIEs RAIN FIRE AND MOUNTAINS QUAKE
OH, TAKE MY EYE, MY VOICE, MY HAND

AND MAKE ME AN INITIATED MaN.

THIS SILENT NIGHT, THIS SILENT ROOM
I SIT AND CHANT IN PRIVATE GLOOM
STILL IN THE PLACE WHERE | BEGAN

I AM THE UNINITIATED MAN.




HERE FOLLOWS SOME PSYCHO- METAPHYSICS.

(IF YOU APE NOT HOT FOP PHILOSOPHY. BEST JUST T0 SKIP IT)

*® * *

The Aneristic Principle is that of APPARENT ORDER; the Eristic
Principle is that of APPARENT DISORDER. Both order and disorder
are man made concepts and are artificial divisions of PURE CHAOS,
which is a level deeper that s the level of distinction making.

With our concept making apparatus called 'mind” we look at

reality through the ideas-about-reality which our cultures give

us. The ideas-about- reality are mistakenly labeled reality” and
unenlightened people are forever perplexed by the fact that other
people, especially other cultures see reality” differently. Itis only
the ideas-about-reality which differ. Real (capital-T True) reality is a
level deeper that s the level of concept.

We look at the world through windows on which have been drawn
arids (concepts). Different philosophies use different grids.

A cultureis agroup of people with rather similar grids. Through
awindow we view chaos,and relate it to the points on our grid,
and thereby understand it. The ORDER is in the GRID. That is the
Aneristic Principle.

Western philosophy is traditionally concerned with contrasting
one grid with another grid, and amending grids in hopes of finding
a perfect one that will account for all reality and will, hence, (say
unenlightened westerners) be True. This is illusory; it is what we
Erisians call the ANERISTIC ILLUSION. Some grids can be more useful

than others, some more beautiful than others, some more pleasant
than others, etc., but none can be more True than any other.

DISORDER is simply unrelated information viewed through

some particular grid. But, like relation’ no-relation is a concept.
Male, like female, is an idea about sex. To say that male-ness is
‘absence of female-ness’, or vice versa, is a matter of definition and
metaphysically arbitrary. The artificial concept of no-relation is the
ERISTIC PRINCIPLE.

The belief that orderis true’ and disorder is false or somehow
wrong, is the Aneristic Illusion. To say the same of disorder, is the
ERISTIC ILLUSION.

The pointis that (little-t) truth is a matter of definition relative
to the grid one is using at the moment, and that (capital-T) Truth,
metaphysical reality, is irrelevant to grids entirely. Pick a grid,
and through it some chaos appears ordered and some appears
disordered. Pick another grid, and the same chaos w1ll appear
differently ordered and dlsordered o -

Reality = adcls -
o <3 e /
b & i ) 5%, i * 1

is the ongmal
Rorschach.



THE cURSE OF GREYFACE

~AND THE -
INTR ODcTION OF NEGATIVISM

To choose order over disorder, or disorder over order, is to
accept a trip composed of both the creative and the destructive.
But to choose the creative over the destructive is an all-creative
trip composed of both order and disorder. To accomplish this,
one need only accept creative disorder along with, and equal to,
creative order, and also be willing to reject destructive order as
an undesirable equal to destructive disorder.

ON OBJECTIVI

- STEPHEN H [FISHER

% GUY KEEPS MAKING
THREADS ABOUT
OBJECTIVE REALITY
BEING REALLY REAL.

The Curse of Greyface included the division of life into order/
disorder as the essential positive/negative polarity, instead

of building a game foundation with creative/destructive as

the essential positive/negative. He has thereby caused man to
endure the destructive aspects of order and has prevented man
from effectively participating in the creative uses of disorder.
Civilization reflects this unfortunate division.

& 1 TELL FACEBOOK TO
STOP SHOWING ME HIS
POSTS.

POEE proclaims that the other division is preferable, and we
work toward the proposition that creative disorder, like creative
order, is possible and desirable; and that destructive order, like
destructive disorder, is unnecessary and undesirable.

Seek the Sacred Chao - therein you will find the
foolishness of all ORDER/DPISORDER. They are the same!

%+ SUBJECTIVE REALITY
WINS AGAIN.




Vil |
‘This morning | looked out my window and | saw an unsettling
and surreal painting sprawling out to the edge of the sunrise.

di and zombies, vampires and ninjas, cat suits and kings,
robots and chameleons, prophets and the profane, and
everybody’s together, eyes match forward, getting on the
train. M

~

Wecall%the RanNde H\@ﬁk\

.@L is the state%f modern living.
& \"

“ e ——®
J
tzﬁe live in a world way weirder than any realm any explorer
could ever hope to map. This is a world where your nervous

system, tangled with fractals that are creeping like vines,
extends its tendrils into the modern jungle. 5

iSuIe 34:. if it exists, there is pornography involving it. There
are lollipops with bugs in them. People get surgery to look
exactly like Barbie Dolls. There are humans that have become
lizards and tigers. The guys in suits have all become cyborgs.
Children don’t play Cowboys and Indians anymore, now they
play Self Awave Adtificizal Intelligence
versus the BENEVOLENT PLUTOCRACY.

B N S
ﬁ’s thelg—m%'\%% mn\@é and every human being -

even the boring ofies -- is unspeakably, unknowably Weird.
Everybody used to be into the same stuff, you know?

Fgerybody was at cocktail hour, everybody was into the

eatles, everybody was bathing together in the mainstream.
But something happened as the stream got quicker, it forked
out into a million little tributaries. The mainstream isn’t a
river anymore, it’s an aqueduct and a sewer all at the same
time. It’s underneath us, always moving, carrying along all
these images and symbols and the familiar sound of the
ocean. Ildeas bump into each other, and sometimes they
STICK, and that’s how we get things like a music gadget you
can masturbate with, or Japanese game shows dubbed with
slapstick comedy banter. It’s not because these things are
good ideas in of themselves, it's because the mainstream
keeps juxtaposing these bits of shrapnel in new ways. It’s all
being churned up, and the whirlpool keeps getting faster.

Nothinq has pr ared us for the B ;%ﬁ:
g el

you think you can study history and make some educated
guess at what’s going to happen next, you're dead wrong.
Yeah humans are still humans: irrational poop-flinging apes.
When you zoom out, they’re not individual drops of water,
they’re the swell and pulse of a wild ocean. That hasn’t
changed in six thousand years. But these times are different.
There is wholesome sex in bathrooms and righteous violence
in the high schools. Kingdoms make war upon each other not
by sacking cities, but by cutting deep sea internet cables.
Super-memes collide and bounce off each other like sumo
wrestlers, every single cell in their bloated bodies contains a
lonely and confused human being. Our language is not evolving
quick enough to keep pace. Words like “Good”, “Evil”, “Know”,
“Learn”, and “To Be” are woefully inadequate to describe the
modern world. These are the Dangers of Modern Living.



tzﬁe spent thousands of years living in caves, working the fire ﬁobody’s prepared us for th?gt{{a e mn@;}, and

and the rock. Then we caught the CITY VIRLIS. and there are literally billions of humans thait can't cope with it.
the city spirit used us to build hundreds of temples. We spent They could deal with being serfs, they could deal with being
generations in the sun, tilling the fields for the Nobles. Then soldiers, those are simple lives with simple choices. Now it’s
we fled into darkness of the factories, the air choked with come time to make a new story for themselves by assembling
the din of industry. In hindsight, it seemed to happen in a all these weird symbols into a lifestyle, a personality, a set
predictable way. Thesis, antithesis, synthesis. Build, destroy. of values. And they just don’t know how to do it. They look to
Sunrise, sunset. Now we’re in the world that doesn’t sleep. If culture to get clues for how to swim and be happy and break
it’s light here, it’s dark somewhere else, like a snake biting its even in this weird world, and all they see are porn models and
tail. People on the other side of the world are your neighbors, ninja turtles and humane terrorism and the extreme left and
but there is an interminable distance between you and the the extreme right and nothing is centered.

guy next door (who you’ve never actually met). You see them .

every day, but the people on the train will remain strangers, g‘fit was as simple as dealing with the sun and the crops,

and stranger still. however hard that might be, people would pull through and

% maintain. But there are a million choices and complexities and
gcajd juxtapositions are the sign of theﬁt{{a d i im@é nuances and shrapnel flying at you like throwing knives and
Comedians are doing impressions of the King. Phe Catholic pillow fighs and semen and banana cream pies.

Pope looks just like Emperor Palpatine from STAR NARS,
and then retires and is replaced by an Argentinian who thinks
maybe atheists and gays aren’t so bad after all. We sit in the
dark around a flickering campfire and listen to the news man
tell us stories about the Dangers of Modern Living. The news
man knows that when you juxtapose an image with the story,
it creates a new meaning which is somewhere in between the
ear and the eye. And if we zoom out a tiny bit, the story is
juxtaposed with the house that the TV is in. And if we zoom
out, that house is inside your head, next to all these other
symbols and squiggles and values.

izﬁe think it’s best to laugh.

‘ rofes;oric;a_mulus,
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%d then at some point,
someone thinks
it's sexy
to dress up like a
cartoon
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What if a bunch of us got
together and convinced
950 § some people that there weren't
nearly as many rules as they thought?
What if we told people that they
—~~ could choose? That the drinking
fountain you walk by every day was secretly
beautiful, so why don’'t you just give it a really
good look for once - go on, it’s ok. That the
little melody you've had in your head really
wants to become a song, even if it’s a crappy
song, because music just wants to be made?
That if something horrible happened, and you
didn’t end up making more money than
everyone you can see from where you're sitting,
that you still might be ok? That the world is a
crazy, chaotic place that we can't fully control
or predict no matter how much science we buy,

and that’s perfectly all right?

YOU MIGHT NOT
BEAT THEM,

D ) T &
NN ,}

YOU MICHT BE ABLE
TO MAKE THEM TAKE

ULCER MEDICATION.
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-(- here was once a young Discordian called Golden Rod. Early
in his illumination, he wondered what season his country was in.

Perhaps it was in the season of Discord, on the cusp of
Bureaucracy. Surely, Order was rising to noxious levels.

Or perhaps it was already Bureaucracy, on the cusp of Aftermath.

Surely, Disorder was rising to obnoxious levels.

So in his quest for An Answer, Golden Rod sought out the
Discordian monk Nopants. Nopants dwelled in a basement
because it would be obscene for him to go outside. Golden Rod
freed himself from his leggings and descended the stairs. Below,
Nopants sat on a cushion in a gross lotus position.

“My wise friend Nopants, I have come to ask you a question,”’
said Golden Rod, “What is Bureaucracy?”’

“In India,” said Nopants, “they tie elephants to trees using thin
cords. An elephant could easily snap the cord, yet they remain
tethered in place. Why do you think this is?”’

Golden Rod itched himself and shrugged.

““When the elephant is young,”” intoned Nopants, *‘she is too
weak to break the cord. She tries, but eventually she gives up.
‘When the elephant grows up, she does not try to escape her puny
bonds because she believes she will fail.”

“So the cord isn’t the thing keeping the elephant in place,”’ said
Golden Rod. He squinted at Nopants, “That’s very interesting,
but what does that have to do with Bureaucracy?”’

‘“‘Bureaucracy,’” said Nopants, “is waiting for a red traffic light
in the middle of the night when no one is coming.”

Across space and time, a gong sounded.

Golden Rod left the basement and returned to the real world,
thoroughly confused. As he drove home, he ran five red lights.
His mirth rose with each light. By the end of the voyage he was
giggling like a ninny at his newfound freedom.

Years went by and Golden Rod continued drive towards

Aftermath. He ignored stop signs, blew through red lights, and
opened his moon roof despite danger of falling rocks.

“Sweet Merciful Ass!” cried out Bung-Fu the Fool as he clawed
at the dashboard. *“You’re gonna get us both killed!”

“Nonsense! I am self -emancipated from these mundane traffic
laws,”” cackled Golden Rod. “I am a harbinger of Aftermath!”

“Do you always drive like this?”” said Bung-Fu as he buckled his
seat belt.

Golden Rod nodded. “Always.”

Meanwhile, the monk Nopants was wheeling his gong across the
street towards his basement. He patiently waited for the light to
turn red, then pushed the ponderous percussive instrument upon
the pavement.

The collision made the exact sound of enlightenment.
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What is a God(dess)?

iis it a Real, True thing that has independent consciousness? Does it need

us, or do we need it? Who is empowered by prayer?

‘it seems, to me, that a G®d is a particularly persistent thought that’s
shared with other peopie. That taiking to a thought of some stature heips
us sad-sack meat people sort out our own ideas by giving us another lens

to look through. It empowers us by giving us a mask to act through.

Exorcisms are a dramatic form of roie—play, that help us purge our
unheipfui parts by giving them names and caﬂing on our friends, our
spirituai authorities to assist us in driving them out. Is it reaiiy any sillier

than primal screaming?

We are each of us a multitude of voices. We recognize this as children
through our imaginary friends and honest mood swings. As we mature,
the fiction of identity becomes stronger and we are obiigated to identify
“us” and “not us” in more concrete terms, and to reject “not us” as
abberant, unwanted thoughts and behaviors. Nevermind that the “not us”
thoughts arise from the same neural impulses as the “us” ones, the ego

scaffolding requires this distinction to be made.

So, perhaps the W@i@iﬁ @]ﬂ @@@ is the stuff we left outside of the box
labeled “Me” when we put together our sense of self. When our little bag
of tricks fails to see us through, we can turn to the things outside our

identity and see if anything useful pops up.

At the same time the notion of a shared unconsciousness, some sort of
neutral space we all have the ability and right to inhabit, contribute to,
and draw from, is very apeaiiing and is probabiy worth expioring. ]ung
may have been a bit of a fruit bat, but so is everyone who puts too much
time into thinking about how we think. Oh, fuck it.

Maybe a God is a Gé@@é@@

The law of Fives

The Law of Fives is one of the oldest Erisian Mysterees.
3@ It was first revealed to Good Lord Omar and is @
/ one of the great contributions to come from
The Hidden Temple of The Happy Jesus.
{ POEE subscribes to the Law of Fives of q),
Omar's sect. And POEE also recognizes the holy 23 \

~ ]

[/

) D (2+3=5) that is incorporated by Episkopos Dr.
Mordecai Malignatus, KNS, into his Discordian sect,
The Ancient Illuminated Seers of Bavaria.

The Law of Fives states simply that:
ALL THINGS HAPPEN IN FIVES, OR ARE DIVISIBLE BY OR
ARE MULTIPLES OF FIVE, OR ARE SOMEHOW DIRECTLY
OR INDIRECTLY APPROPRIATE TO 5.

The Law of Fives is never wrong

S

N )



= ON OCCULTIM =

Magicioms, especia”y since the Ginostic and the
Quabala imﬂuemces, have souglf\Jr lf\iglf\er consciousness
Hf\v‘ouglf\ assimilation and control of universal
opposites—- gooc!/evil, posi’rive/megaﬁve, W\ale/female,
etc. But due to the s’reac!fas’r pomposity of ritualism
inherited ]CV*OW\ the ancient methods of the shaman,
occultists have been blinded to what is pev‘lf\aps the

two most impov‘+am’r paiv‘s of apparent or earH«—plame

opposites: (RMRZNSORDER andl SERIOUSZHUMOROUS.

Magicioms, and their progeny the scientists, have
always taken themselves and their subjecf in an
ov*c!erly and sober mannen, H/\ev‘eby c]isregow‘c!img an
essential me+ap|/\ysica| balance. When magicians learn
to QPPV‘OOACI/\ plf\ilosoplf\y as a malleable art instead
of an immutable Truth, and learn to appreciate the
absuw‘c!i’ry of man’s endeavors, then Hf\ey will be able to
pursue their ant with a ligl/\+ev‘ heart, and PGV"/\O\IOS gain
a clearer U\V\c]ev‘sfamc]img of it, and ’rlf\ev‘efov‘e gain more

eﬁecﬁve magic.

(A0S 1S INEREY.

To choose order over disorder, or disorder ovenr
ordewr is to accept a trip composec! of both the creative
and the destructive. But to choose the creative over
the destructive is an all-creative trip composec! of both
order and disordenr. To accomplislf\ this, one need only
accept creative disordenr alomg with, and equal to,
creative order, and also wi”img to reject destructive

order as an undesirable equal to destructive disorder.

One day Mal-2 asked the messenger spirit Saint Gulik
to approach the Goddess and request Her presence for
some desperate advice. Shortly afterwards the radio
came on by itself, and an ethereal female Voice said

YES?

“Ol Eris! Blessed Mother of Man! Queen of Chaos!
Daughter of Discord! Concubine of Confusion! Ol
Exquisite Lady, | beseech You to lift a heavy burden from
my heart!”

WHAT BOTHERS YOU, MAL? YOU DON'T
SOUND WELL.

“I am filled with fear and tormented with terrible visions
of pain. Everywhere people are hurting one another, the
planet is rampant with injustices, whole societies plunder
groups of their own people, mothers imprison sons,
children perish while brothers war. O, woe.”

WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH THAT, IFIT IS
WHAT YOU WANT TO DQ?

“But nobody wants it! Everybody hates it.”

OH. WELL, THEN STOP.

At which moment She turned herself into an aspirin
commercial and left The Polyfather stranded alone with
his species.

@ THERE ARE NO

RULES ANYWHERE!
THE GODDESS PREVAILS!




The Paralple of Skeve

By Nigel

T here was an afternoon one summer when a young man we will call “Steve” happened
upon a book like no other he had read. It was on the shelf in his local alternative
bookstore, and it was called the “Principia Discordia”.

Steve had always thought himself to be quite the rebellious young man, always
speaking out about the Man and the System, but with a sense of HUMOR, goddamnit,
asense of ABSURDITY unlike everyone else he knew; this book, he said to himself, is
Important. It finally tells me what | am. . .| am a Discordian. I must find the others!

[t took Steve some time to find other Discordians, time during which he renamed
himself Pope Buttercup XXIII. He felt that quite a fitting name for a Discordian. He prided
himself in his sense of Absurdity, and especially his skills in Randomness, which he
practiced by memorizing passages from the Principia.

He learned on the Internet that the Discordian Society near him met monthly in a

café downtown, and after his months of searching he determined the date and the
time, and arranged to present himself to them. When he arrived, he found the place
nearly deserted except for a group of ten or twelve people clustered in a back corner,
arguing. They were of all descriptions, these people; no two seemed to have anything in
common, even their styles of dress; they ranged from the glowering pierced goth chick
at one corner, who was seated beside a neatly-groomed silver-haired man in a rather
nice suit, to the plump middle-aged matron in a V-necked rayon sweater, to the lively
trenchcoat geek thumping his opinion about something-or-other loudly in the middle
of the table.

Stteve said to himself, “These are my people?”

“\W hat a motley crew... well, they're Discordians,
[ know how to show them I'm One Of Them.”

He stepped up to the table.

“BPHONLnordY hesaidboldly, " 3w POPE Bullordup
¥%200 2 W rIndo, W MY rIndon(y Mdurd
Hinqd, E053ud0 § A ) 1FH0rdtNn (ke You!’

T he group fell silent and looked at him curiously fora moment,
and then resumed arguing.

Steve was puzzled. This wasn't the reception he'd expected. He spoke again;

‘Exaseme, but @ Y08 know Whore (o monkoeYd £(Y
M {97 ™eJorn PO(LINSS Eored moe, Wnd
t A AWY((oW DY own nodoell

Now a few of the others seemed to be paying attention to him, although to his dismay
they seemed less than impressed by his perfect grasp of outlandishness.

Two or three of them, he noticed. .. why, they were making fun of him! They were
whispering to each other, and looking at him, and laughing! He flushed red in anger.
“Listen, you people! | am a Discordian, and | know what Discordia

is, and | came here to find Answers and Truth and Nonsense and
Absurdity... what do | find you doing? Just... NOTHING! Nothing at

all! Why aren’t you Saying Important Nonsense? Why, you're just
ARGUING... ARGUING like any schmucks | might find on the street! | am
obviously more enlightened and Discordian than you fools. You people
are all just alike. You should be different! You should PAY ATTENTION to
ME, and LISTEN to ME, and | will show YOU How to Be Discordian!”

W ith this, he started dancing and squawking around the table like a big, Steve shaped
chicken, periodically uttering Absurdities suchas“§ 26> Fh@ PAB(rH" and

"f0904h0r WO [urnfAB(0 RO 9roon OFEOrY The people
at the table attempted to carry on with their arguing, but it was getting harder and
harder to hear each other over the squawking. Soon, all their arguing was about Steve,
and whether they should ask him to leave. About a third of the group started shouting
at Steve, telling him to get out of the café and leave them alone; another third started
shouting at the first third to shut up and leave Steve alone, and the other third tried to
have an interesting conversation, but it was impossible to follow with all the hubbub so
they eventually fell silent.

Finally, the barista stormed over and said, “WHAT IN THE HELL IS GOING ON OVER HERE?”
One of the quieter members of the group replied, ‘Discord”.

W e would like, at this point, to say that Steve, hearing this, was enlightened, but it
doesn't usually work that way outside of Zen koans.



AN ENDORSEMENT:

T]ne. lot of you dre some of the mo;l' Vicious, name

cduing, vile e.xdmple.s of L\umani}y ['ve had the
mi;fo{ tune of cd"l'e.mp'l'ing to communicalte with.
Even d'l"l'e.mP}ing to mimic the ge.ne.{cll mood of the
Plclce. toward Pe,ople. who think cli{:{'e.{e.nl'ly le.cl\)e,s a
51imy feel on my 51<in.

Re.P'l'ilicm, even. A

The Barstool Experiment
(as explained by LMNO)

* X %

Clumsily put, Let’s say we were in a bar, having a
few pints, and talking about the nature of Universe.

You point out that most of what we consider “matter”
is made up of empty space; the distance between
a nucleus, it’s electrons, and the nearest adjacent
atom is comparatively large; why, that barstool
over there shouldn’t even be considered a solid!

| respond by saying that as far as we can actually prove
that barstool might simply be a hallucination, for we're
not actually seeing the barstool, we’re processing
electric signals in our heads generated by our optic
nerves that claim certain wavelengths of light have
bounced off an object, but none of that says anything
about whether or not the barstool actually exists.

D

Then someone comes along,
picks up the barstool, and
proceeds to beat the shit
out of us with it for being
such pretentious assholes.

* k%

HE WAD THE-MORAL FORTTTUDE-
OF A HAM &ANDWICH.
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@ We kuow that there is oy i The heart of Lris, for @y
ters is the Gurden of the Weird and Beastifud, Hor
eyes twikte with misehief at the thoght of a good
troll] and She smites when ter apple seeds take root,
Bitterness does 1ot grow i Her Gurden, nor does
cabbage, Ik fer joy there is strenpth, and that which
nakes for smite camnot be wrong, lthouph it can

somelimes come at Uhe expense af others,

7% ée/‘efa/oe bt it be resolved that /f lhere 1s /'ay
ix your heart, it shoull be allowed to thrive. #hd ff

Lhere be no Joy i your heart: //ea&e mfm/}( fmw
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~ Prof. Cramufus ~
«

Freedom of religion means you can believe anything you
wanf and people have to treat it seriously. Buf there’ a
limif to that, right? At a cerfain point somebody’s going to
say, “No, that HAS to be bullshit.” Discordians gleefully hop
that fence and run naked info the wild. It’s a blast,

you should fry if.

Seriously, if religious freedom protect someone’ right
fo, say, oppress homosexuals, it can probably be used
for some awesome things foo. Awesome fhings nobody’s
fhought of yef. Gef fo work!



As Enrico stepped off a tuna boat onto fine soil of this country he was
immediately molested by a strange man in a rumpled suit with crazed eyes.
Normally this would not bother Enrico at all, on the contrary, he
advertises for it ... but this man wasn't interested in Enrico’s crotch

at all, he was only interested in talking religion and philosophy.

He asked Enrico, “Do you believe there is such thing as a true
religion?”

Enrico snorted and replied “Isn’t pornography
the religion in this country?”

He told Enrico that it was not, which saddened
Enrico for a few moments, 1t was after all why
Enrico had come to this country in the first
place. Inmediately his visions of becoming
a pope of porn melted away .. . he would k
have to find other ways to get people to
accept his ‘host’, he relized. He was
only sad for a2 moment, of course,
because Enrico rarely has to do
much persuading, being the
virile testicle squid he is.

The man pulled a medallion from
under his shirt and waved it before Enrico’s
eyes. Enrico, in turn pulled seventeen medallions
from under his shirt and waved them around too,
thinking “what strange customs these beautiful
spags have’, but was distracted from his inner
monologue by the man saying “This is called the

Sacred Cow.”

“Sacred Cow?” Enrico asked, then added: “In Enrico’s homeland that 1s
Beatrice Arthur.”

“No no.” the man said. “Cow! See Ayche Aye Oh. Cow. It is the singular

version of Chaos.”

“Chaos.” repeated Enrico.

“Yes,” the man said. “Chaos is the natural state of the universe. Aspects of
chaos are order and disorder. Both are natural, so do not shun the disorder.”

fb\u%uﬂmﬁ \Q%’wﬁﬁ

o lake of | QFwico C Sbegar

“You speak bullshit,” Enrico laughed. “Enrico likes that.”
“This is not bullshit. This is truth that will set you free.”
“No.” said Enrico. “Is bullshit. But, bullshit is important.”

The man’s eyes widened in amazement. "Bullshit? Important?

N \ Enrico was surprised that the concept of Bull hadn’t been
taught to this man. What else was going to be different
\\\ in this country? “Bullshit 1s very important.” Enrico
told the man. “Bullshit should be spread far and
wide. Always spread bullshit wherever you go.”
“Why?" asked the man.
| “Is simple. If you speak to someone and
- - tell them truth you have made them
x . N think nothing, is true?”
N
o X “No, they think about
‘\) )N % 1\ \\\ what you said.”
" ‘) 14 \\ \ “How many peoples do you
‘) 5 know?” Enrico asked. “Most

peoples, they are not completely right

in the head. Most peoples accept your

AUl information like a baby goat accepts
your root. If you give them bullshit, though,

the person will later find out about it, become angry,

but then they will need to go look up the information

themsclves. They will need to use their own head gravy, instead

of relying on other peoples to do their thinking for them.. .. in this way
bullshit is very, very important. So spread bullshit everywhere, my fine friendly
spag.”

Enrico was about to leave when the man called out to him “"But what if they
never find out that the information is bullshit?”

Enrico turned back to the man. He shrugged. “Fucks em.
If they are that stupid they deserve to stay that way.”

And that 1s how Enrico taught the silly Discordian about the Sacred Bull.



274 [0 , .
o Crowley's experience

< where mysterious beings 7
7 came to him and told him that he was N
a prophet, and transmitted a sacred text

to found a new religion is far far more
common than people realize.

1t's actually a test.

Many magicians experience this.
Including some 1 know fairly well.
1 think it's probably a natural part of
the maturation of most magicians.

The correct response is “always*
to tell them to FUCK OFF.

The world doesn’t need another
religion. Being a prophet is actually
an impediment to being a
competmt magician.

Some entities like to tlatter magicians
in order to make them their puppet.
Usually those who succumb to this deceit
are destroyed in the end. Don't be them.

And if they're the real deal,
telling them to fuck oft repeatedly
*definitely* won't matter.

Read sacred texts

for context.

N Q) 7%
N Clifford Hartleigh Low 7

1z




@@e @amﬂe of the @iﬁw@@a

by Rev. Dr. Hypocrates Magoun, P.P.
POEE PRIEST, Okinawa Cabal

When Hypoc was through meditating with St. Gulik, he

went there into the kitchen where he busied himself with
preparing the feast and in his endeavor, he found that there
was some old tea in a pan left standing from the night before,
when he had in his weakness forgot about its making and
had let it sit steeping for 24 hours. It was dark and murky
and it was Hypoc’s intention to use this old tea by diluting

it with water. And again in his weakness, chose without
further consideration and plunged into the physical labor of
the preparations. It was then when deeply immersed in the
pleasure of that trip, he had a sudden loud clear voice in his
head saying “it is bitter tea that involves you so.” Hypoc heard
the voice, but the struggle inside intensified, and the pattern,
previously established with the physical laboring and the
muscle messages coordinated and unified or perhaps coded,
continued to exert their influence and Hypoc succumbed to
the pressure and he denied the voice.

And again he plunged into the physical
orgy and completed the task, and
Lo as the voice had predicted,
the tea was bitter.

AAAAAAAAAAA
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Excerpts from the ©Caos te Ching

(Crarulus and LMNO)
o

R
% you put value W‘\Y\&k\“\{ \“\“ \\(\ H\\m M\\b
in subjective Bullshit I Uk W“\%\\
iesser;spags vyith trre-a,t it \\ W\Y\ “\\,\\,\\x (W\

lilke obhjective Truth. WM\X M\(\,\

Therefore the wise spags iead

by knowing their Prison

and staying pragraatic,

Lilce hitting sormeone with a Barstool
to prove that it actually exists,

call peopie on their Bulishit

so there will be no narcissisr (o expioit.
By understanding yvour Cell, you willi understand others .

2.

When the peopie of the world all know Order as Order,
there arises the recognition of Disorder.

When they kinow there is such a thing as Miusion,
there arises the idea of Reality.

Therefore Order and Disorder produce each other,
Reality and Jiiusion trick each other,

Authority and Freedora define each other,

Love and Hate fuck each other.

8o the wise spags iook for balance,
and stick their wrench ints the Machine™,

They organize, but they do not Order.

They break apart, but they do not Disorder.

They act, but they Keep Their Fucking Mouths Shut.
And so are abie o act again.



ﬁutng Fu the Fool stood buck naked before the monk Nopants.
Eventually, Nopants looked up over his moming newspaper.
Surprised to see a peen at eye level before him, he spit coffee
everywhere.

“Somehow,” said the monk, who himself was naked from the
waist down, ] was not prepared for that.”

“Good moming Wise Master Nopants!” said Bung Fu
cheerfully. “I did what you advised: | Let Go of everything so
| could fearn to swim on my own.”

“That's bullshit,” said Nopants, pointing at Bung-Fu with a
spoon. “You're just parading around naked because you think
it’ll somehow enlighten you.”

f//

”LB ut master, that’s what you do!” cried Bung Fu, embarassed.

”jfé/’ said Nopants. “l do it for me. You're doing like me. You
haven’t let go of anything. You just grabbed my shrapnel and
made it your own.”

=B ung Fu thought about this. “Mise Waster Nopants, what am
| supposed to do after | Jet go! | can’t just let go of everything

pp £ J S Y Y
that’s not a good survival strategy.”

”you"re, right,” said Nopants. “But it’s not really about [etting
go. It’s about being able to let go. It’s about realizing that all
that stuff you’re carrying around is mostly dead weight. So
[eam to [ive without that dross.”

//c/bnd then what?”

jﬁ)pants [eaned forward as if he was about to whisper a [esson
or a great secret. Bung Fu leaned in, eager for instruction.
Nopants reached out and slapped him right in his goddamn

monkey face. / /7M g(wc‘/ ag} M ///
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Ol Boy Floats, KSC :

how dare I try to pass this X
off as art or anything like /&’
self expression
when it’s plain as
fucking day that
I'm just farting into
a microphone
and laughing



Another Zen Stor}/

as plagarized from The Devia

Discordia

On their travels, two young monks came to learn of a village
where an ageing Master lived. The Master, it was said, could
catch a sword in his bare hand without cutting himself.

Eager to learn, the two monks approached the Master and
asked him if these rumors where really true. The Master
smiled, and admitted that he could indeed do this thing.

He refused, however, to teach the two monks.

"l have only this to say," he spoke
"you will find your answer
by mastering doubt."
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The young monks left to camp nearby, and thought
upon the Masters words. Soon they concluded, that the
trick must be to control their doubt, and know with all
their heart that the blade would not hurt them. As the
monks were not entirely stupid, they decided to test
their theory.

The first monk cleared his mind, and held his hand over
the campfire, certain the fire would not burn him. After
a few seconds, however, he had to withdraw his hand
from the heat. The second monk, being somewhat more
careful in nature, asked his friend to empty a bucket of
water over him once he cleared his mind of all doubt.
Fully expecting the water to bounce off him, the monk
was greatly embarrassed when the water soaked him to
the bone.

When the two monks returned to the Master to tell of
their misfortune, the Master laughed. "This is not what

[ meant by mastering doubt," laughed he, "what use is

it to tell yourself that the arrow will not hit you, when

it is the arrow you need to convince of this? You must
make the fire doubt itself rather than simply deny the
obvious. You must make the soldier doubt his aim, if you
want the blow to miss. Master doubt, not certainty. Sow
it in your own mind, so you may later reap and share
the fruit of Confusion. For enlightenment lies not in
increasing certainty, but in increasing doubt."

The two monks left, greatly confused, and uncertain
whether they had just been enlightened.



Who is this"Demon?

-Cramulus

b”(laemons are everywhere now. Little invisible trickster spirits. All
you have to do is hear about one of them and they copy themselves
into your head.

iﬁverybody’s head is full of demons. Thousands of them. Most of
them sit there quietly until they’re activated. You might be on the
phone, catching up with an old friend, and she references a time you
two went out to see a movie. All of the sudden the demon comes out.
It says, “Did you hear they’re making another Batman movie?”

%‘ahat wasn’t me talking. A demon said that sentence. I remember
when it first possessed me. I was in the living room, my friend was
playing the new Batman video game and he said “Did you hear they’re
making another Batman movie?”

%‘ahis demon was able to work my brain’s control panel so easily
because his buddy already has a superuser password. That one entered
me while I was reading reading Batman comics as a kid, visualizing
what it’d be like to be Batman — rich, mysterious, smart as a whip,
empowered... It really spoke to me, to the me I wanted to be. And now
that demon is holding the door open for other Batman demons. When
the movie comes out, Batman will have access to my bank account.

Fétarted wondering how I can get rid of these demons posessing
me. And I started to wonder how Batman would do it. Maybe he’d go
into the batcave and use his computer to collect information on them.
Maybe he’d make a list of all his demons and knock them out one by
one, committing each one to Arkham Asylum.

%’ahen Batman goes back to the cave and Alfred says, “You are
meeting so-and-so for dinner tonight.” And Batman realizes that Alfred
is a demon too.

‘And Batman realizes that Bruce Wayne is a demon too.

rf%ABatman realized that HE was a demon, would he check himself
into Arkham Asylum? And then he stops and I wonder:

Who is this demon trying to lock up Batman?

NS

NEVER TELL A
DISCORDIAN ANYTHING.
DON'T TELL THEM YOU'RE IN A HURRY

WHILE ON AN ELEVATOR. THEY'LL. PUSH

ALL THE BUTTONS. NEVER TELL. THEM
YOU HATE/ LIKE ANYTHING ‘CAUSE
THEY HATE/ LIKE EVERYTHING AND
YOU ALWAYS WILL HAVE A REASON TO
BE WRONG. AND MOST IMPORTANTLY.
NEVER TELL THEM WHICH THREADS YOU
HAVE SET TO NOTIFY.

THEY'LL GIVE YOU THE BEEPS.




The Book of the Chao

As told to Prince Mu-Chao
From the Principia Discordia Version 17

00001 - | was tying my left shoe when the goddess appeared out
of thin air with a smirk on her face and gold in her hair. Amazed, |
turned my ear to her as she began to speak.

00002 - And the Lady saideth unto me, “Behold, for | am newly
dyed and doest thou likest me much as a blonde?”

00003 -l told the Lady the truth, that she looked like a five dollar
whore, and the Lady waxed sorely pissed and turned me into a
newt.

00004 - Yet in her kindness and wisdom, she turned me back
after a few moments and this is what she shared with me:

00005 - “As | stand before you, framed by the light behind me

in this certain way, | shall uncover to thouest the Secret of the
Chao”

00006 - “Oh goody,’| said and rejoiced loudly as | straddled the
chair.

00007 - “But behold,” she then said unto me, “be not so rejoiceful
for when | am finished you are to go out and disseminate these
words.”

00008 - “Oh shit," | said.

00009 - “Verily so, but still,” Eris said, “You must tell the others for
there is a grave and dangerous myth surrounding, of all things,
the Sacred Chao”

00010 - And this is how the Book of the Chao came to pass.
00011 -“Thou knowest of the Marshmallow already, | expect?”
Eris asked.

00012 - | said yes, for the honorable Rev. Fluff had filled me in on
that situation and we were working to remedy it.

00013 -“Good. That has nothing to do with this, so forget it.
00014 -"Instead what | have to tell you may sound strange, even
disheartening. And | need you to stand tall, Prince Mu-Chao, and
carry upon you the load of knowledge.”

00015 - And this is what she said unto me:
00016 -“Whereas, the disciples of discordia do not understand
that which they whoreship, and upon that | brewed for several
days.
00017 -“The Sacred Chao, that which represents all, is not a
depiction of dualism as many of you think but rather of pentism.
00018 - “For, take heed, there are five parts to the Chao - The
yinnish type thing, the yangish type thing, the Pentagon, the
Golden Apple and finally the whole.
00019 -“Dualism is relatively unimportant, much more
unimportant than humans give it credit for. Choice is not
involved when there are less than five options.
00020 -"But with five, there are even more choices and yeah,
worse odds of picking the correct one.”
00021 -“So what this whole speech boils down to is‘Look at the
Chao in a new way, right,” said I.
00022 -Eris looked at me for a moment and nodded, for | had
stated myself correctly.
00023 - Then Eris said, “I shall now change my hair color back,
for thou hast hurt this blondes feelings with thou's thoughtless
remarks.”
00024 -“Yeah, verily,"| said,“And | shall
go and pass this, thy word, amoungst
all my brethren!”

00025 - So it was written, so shall

it be done.

Awomen.
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tverything | touch turns to shit.
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1’ Discordians always tell you all about their evil plans.
Then they rarely actually DO anything. What this
means is that we've cried "wolf!" so many times
that we can say and do as we please without any
possibility of anyone believing us.

Another way to say this is that there are no

secrets in the Church of Discordia, and | will not be
endangering myself or my family in any way, despite
rumors fo the contrary..Because you, dea
will probably not believe a word of it. )
This is all just more quaint fiction.

2’ Discordians pretend that they disagree on
everything, even what "Discordianism" MEANS.
This is to convince you that they have nothing

nefarious in the works, because they can't stop
bickering. It worked on YOU, so it will probably
work on the FBI.

) Discordians hate the American
way of life... And so should YOU.

4 Discordians don't stand out in a crowd.
That's what anarchists are for. While the dumbfuck
with the day-glo hairdo and the Anarchy Now™
shirt is being watched by the security guards, the
Discordian is fucking up all the toilets.
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Discordians aren't trying to change the world.
They're trying to keep it just as weird as it already is.

Discordians aren't here to help you become
enlightened. Enlightenment is for Buddhists, which
is a totally different religion entirely, no matter
what the Facebook tards tell you. Any Discordian
parable that involves Buddhists or monks is a put
on, designed deliberately to WASTE YOUR TIME
while the Discordians sneak info the bathrooms gz
again. Sucker. =TT B2

Discordians know all about Tucson and
Providence and Portland, and you don't.

That's why Discordians laugh so much while
everyone else is staring at the news in shock.

Discordians know who was REALLY behind 9/11,
but we aren't telling, because the RIDICULOUS
conspiracy theories out there are endlessly
amusing. Likewise, we aren't saying SHIT about
the Kennedy assassination, so shut up.

A hornet in your shorts is worth 10 in the nest.
Discordians can't be bothered with your political

or religious views. Because they're BORING and
you're BORING when you try to explain them.

~THigGoo [XeeranD [oesr,
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“oNE DAY, RICHTER WAS WALKING THRoVGH
THE (TY oF HILLS, WHEN HE (AME UPoN A
MoNK. THE MoNK A((o§Tep RI(HTER, SAYING (L
UNTo HIM “ALL of REALITY I§ ILLUSIoN". S0 [ 0805
RICITER HIT HIM WITH A BAR STool. [IRC
THE NEXT DAY, RICHTER WAS AGAIN WALKING, |
AND WAS A((oSTED BY AN ANARCHIST, SAYING
UNTo RICHTER, “ALL PROPERTY IS THEFT" .
RIGHTER THEN SToLE HIS WALLET.

IF RICHTER MEETS A MAN WITH No SHoES, HE
SHALL TAKE THEM FROM HIM. IF HE MEETS A
MAN WHo HAS SHOES, HE SHALL GIVE THEM

| FELT BAD BECAUSE | HAD No SHoES, So
RICHTER (UT MY FEET ofF. | FELT BAD
BECAVSE | HAD No FeeT, So RI(HTER RAN ME
oVER WITH HIS (AR.
T (AN ALWAYS 4ET wWoRSE.”

ARS RICHTERIA 2:19-21
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To HIM.

PS: You’re Popel @

pid gou Jenow Hou’fe a POPG? Tt’s truel

Every majn, woman, child, gender-non-conforming
and/or non-lmman PteSon i POPe ofDiscofJia. TLLS
comey wiﬂ,] Some fantasti(: I’ights, and Some fanta,s{;ic
fe,SPonSﬂ)ﬂit;ies, alﬁoug‘h mang POPGS don’t know it.

Yor one, gou and gou alone Glla)ﬁe how to be a
piscordian! No]oo% can tell a Pope how to interpret
Scﬁptufe. Holcl gouf own Council of Nicea whenevef
gou want, and pick and choge e Lolg bosks gow[l
adhefe toand w ich ou’(l ignofe. Mag]ae ﬂ,]fow a
PefSonal Vatican [] i gou tike. No]oodg can Stop
gou, you’re POPe!

Yor anoﬂ;)ef, ou Cah give People POPe cards. If you
like. A 1ot ofgpeople don’t, Seom to fnow ﬂ,]eg’fe Popes,
soif gou don’t tell them Q)eg migllt wander around
&ﬁn]cing Somelaodg else i§ in chafge.

You can also make up whatever names fof goufself
gou want. (Rﬁmeml)ef ﬂ,]at piscordia doesn’t
recognize the State, so you mayg have to watch where
gou use gour Holg Name.)

Lastl , it meqns gou can’t ])31&1119
angbod dse for gour beliefs.
Aftef all, Hou’fe Pope.
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ON PRAYER

Mal-2 was once asked by one of his Disciples
if he often prayed to Eris. He replied with these words:

No, we Erisians seldom pray, it is much too dangerous.
Charles Fort has listed many factual incidences of
ignorant people confronted with,
say, a drought, and then praying
fervently -- and then getting

the entire village wiped out

in a torrential flood.

Have you heard of the Retar/ Cabal? (¢}
every interesting person that works a
boring retail Job and made it into 4 living
shrine to Our Lady Discord, Whes { workeod
for Lotd Tayloron, [ dedicate) myself to
writing FNORD on every single bill ( could
getmy kands on. (FNORD YOUR ONE SY)
f{t a critical moment in an unreluted fz‘or.
(0 get a FNORDe) five-dolar byl -,
change. The éahéwm'ﬁny was foreign, and
there was no moustache o Washington
g0 t't clearly wasi't mine, lf you (ove yoa/"
werroness, (et i g0- (¢l come back five folo.
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"SOMETHING AND NOTHING:
TRUTH AND LIES

Before the beginning, there was a 50% chance that nothing
would exist and a 50% chance that something would exist. In
order to determine whether something or nothing would exist,
they decided to flip a coin. However, in order for there to be
a coin to flip, the coin had to exist, so something had already

won. Therefore, we exist because something
is a lying, cheating bastard.

Many religions have a strong sense of dichotomy between
truth and lie. In Zoroastrianism, there are two gods, one of
truth, one of lies. In Norse polytheism, the chief god is Odin,
who represents wisdom and truth; his main adversary is Loki,
god of lies and trickery. In Christianity, Jesus is “The Truth, The
Way, and The Life,” while Satan is often described as a trickster
and liar.

However, in each of these cases, existence is NOT BASED ON
THE TRUTH. According to Zoroastrianism, when the god of
truth defeats the god of lies, existence will end. According to
Norse polytheism, Ragnarok (the end of the world) will be the
final battle between Odin and Loki, and the world will end
when the god of truth defeats the god of lies. According to
Christian prophecy in Revelations, at some point all the true
believers will be swept up, leaving the world to the lie.

The more closely you look at existence, especially at life and
at the psychology of most "higher” organisms, the more
apparent this becomes. Take dating: the more obvious it is
that you want a relationship, the more likely the other person
is to run from you. Teasing them, pretending not to like them,
and generally playing “hard to get” makes the other person
try harder to get you.

Take economics: The more you demand, the more you have
to pay for what you receive; the more you supply, the less you
receive for what you give. Take physics: every action causes an
equal but OPPOSITE reaction. Take politics: attempts to stamp
out drug use, alcohol use, gambling, prostitution, poverty, and
hunger have a history of worsening the problem.

The closer we get to discovering what things are made of, the
less they seem to be made of. We've discovered that everything
in our world is made up of molecules, and the majority of any
object is empty space in between those molecules.

Within those molecules, 90%+ is empty space, while less than
10% is taken up by atoms. 90%+ of every atom is empty space,
less than 10% of that space is taken up by protons, neutrons
and electrons. These subatomic particles are made up of
quarks with even more empty space between them. Even the
rare bits of space that are taken up by stars and planets are
99.9%+ nothing. The closer we get to discovering what we're
made of, the more we find out that we're made of nothing.

However, there are tiny pockets of defiance against this
nothing which maintain their existence by lying to each other
about it; whether this lying comes in the form of gravity,
electromagnetism, chemical magnetism, physiological
attraction and repulsion, political influence, magic, or some
other force, it is a dishonesty that has to perpetrate itself on
its surroundings in order to maintain its existence.

If you accept this as truth, I wonder what you will believe when
you are eventually convinced that it is a lie.
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% Questions and Answers

SIS SIS IS I//II/II/II//II///I
Roaring Biscuit

Do you love God?

(9/n?e. an old man told me he had
learned the %‘Mﬂg of Tk

Of course not, how can | love something
| don't even believe in?

Do you love the Sea?
Uhh... yes.
Then you love God.

g told him I dign't want to know.

It shauld really haint me this
day that I never heard his solu tion,

@ut he was kinda 3 doofus.

Oh... are you sure?

yup.
Um... How?

If there is a meaning
of life, it seems to
me that it should

be a very personal
thing, and not
universal. Therefore
anyone promising
you this knowledge
either is in posession
of a lesser truth,
having not come to
their true answer
yet, or is the kind

of person who does
not understand that
their experience is
not in fact all the
universe has to offer.

I

|
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Well. Even if you don't believe in God he's stil)
there. God is what makes a moment amazing,
He's what fills you with awe and wonder.

God isn't a thing He's a feeling.

Right. But... can't | just you know... like the sea?
That's the same as liking Gaod.

Do | have to call it God?
Hmm... no not really.
Okay.

Also, God is a Giant Squid.




M Gl mGnY Uears ago there liveoo wman nomed "Knows No%hmg."

Knows-No%hmg lived in @ lorge but sheltered village, whose nawe has long been
forgotten. Whet is known, accordmg to he foles, is that he pecple of fhis village
practiced a very peculicr set of customs. Gl their daljs were spent chasmg green
buHevj”Hes,

K Vlows-No%hmg was named such simply because the other villagers felt it described

him so pevZecHlj. To some recjards that description moy have had a decjree of
+ru#;ju!ness, uf one thing was certain: he knew nething of chasing green bufterflies.
But fhen agin, what else is there, right?

One Summer affemoon, while K@ows-NoMmcj walked the nearblj wood, he came
ccress o Hogeible Ttk H wos said thef whot Knows-Nefhing saw wes,
indeed, so horrible that it caused him 1o lose consciousness for three daljs and fwo
Vu‘gh%s.

Knows-No%hmg awoke in a daze. Thinking it all a dream, he was maddened once
040N upon seemﬁ the Hog1 ible 3‘1“ hjmg there beside him. The
Hottible Teuth wosredl "The villoge wusf be warneal” he soid fo himself, as
he gotheredl his sanity and ran back 4o fown.
Knows-No%hiﬁng arrived in a blaze, hollering as leud as he could, *l have seen the
Hottible Teuth!” Running and yelling, he mode his way through the
village. “The Hogtible Teutde is ouf therel” He bellowed of the top of his
lungs. However, no one payec! him any aftertion, and they ol wend on blissfully chasing
green butferflies. Perceivmcj hi & ool no one could be bothered fo listen.

H aving seen the peoples reaction, Knows-No%hmg gt a grip on himsey, "No one
uing o listen 1o a raving luncfic,” he said, “maljbe ['can explain 1o thew the
Hetfible Truth calml?. Il use some graphs and charts and a bullet point isf

of facts. No one would dleny actual evidence.”

Knows-No%hm set up a bosth in the village square, and asked pecple s they
passed: “Hel?o, sir. Gre you oware of fhe Hoggible Truth

ma'cm! Hove you seen the recent stuclies about the Hogeible Teutt
ifljou reviewed the mformahon, ou would find..." anm, he wes gr Gﬂlj icjnored, Thet
is, until he was fold 1o wove aloncj blj one v/ the elders. He was makmcj i diﬁieuH for
others 1o chase green buHerfh‘es,

No orte would! fisten 1o anything Kinows-Nothing said, despite the foct that he had
seen the Hogtible Teuth which wos for were horrible than he could even
understond. Knows-!\‘l.‘dhm? knew one thing, if the people weren't prepared for the
ottible Teuth, if would surely desfroy thew cll. "l need o keep felling thew!
Thelj must listen, whether Maj want 1o or not!” Gndl he stormed into town once wore.

n (1(»4 listen here, you butterfly-chasing werons! | have seen the Hettible
ok

oy

T f i he %Hed, "Gnd nj you stupial assholes don't o somdhmj abaut if, the
Hogtible Teuth is going 1o kill us olll Now, you beffer listen up!

he people (g the village looked up of Knows-No%hmg in shock of the suddlen

aufburst. "Excuse we.” Gt nearby elder apprached, "Gl this falk about the
Hottible Teuth got we thinking..” he paused. “Gnl | think we're going fo
have 1o ask you fo leave, you're bemg on auwful downer.”

efeated, Knows-Nothing walked away, head hung. He knew about the
D ottible Teuth uef his won?s were ignered or wisunderstood. He looked
over his shoulder fowards his old village, and he could hear the cries of devastation as
they pealed through the frees cs the Hottible Truth consumed thew all.

ko

s he looked on, an oldl sage named “Knows-Q-Thmg-Or-Two" happened fo pass.

Gs Knows-No%hmg cast his eye upon hiwm, he felt the need to warn the ol wan to
avoid that village of ol cests, o there lies the Hotgible Teuth bul, blj the
look in the old sa?e's foce, Knows-No%hmg knew thot he was well aware. He stopped
his words of the houcjh%.

Thelj looked af each other in silence and nodded.
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THE MAGICIARS

PART I

There's magic everywhere, you know, but it blends into the New
Normal and you don't notice it most of the time. Wake up, put on
clothes, eat food, get the kids on the bus, get to work... the routine lulls
you into mental drowsiness, like highway hypnosis. But every day
you get up and you put on clothing you did not make, made of piants
you did not grow and synthetic fibers constructed in labs by peopie
who get just as bored at work as you. You live in a house you didn't
build and brush your teeth with water that traveled miles and endured
all manner of filters and chemical treatments to render it inoffensive
to your delicate tastes. The kids get on a bus assembled by strangers
and designed by a team of anonymous engineers in Minnesota, and

tiny expiosions of fermented dinosaurs carry them away.

Almost everything in our lives is magic: conveniences created through
the work of others by the sweat of their brows and the power of their
imaginations and our collective Wiiiingness to say "yes, I will accept

this potentiai reaiity."

It's funny because the people who are most into MAJHI@MEK

are always off Wandering through the woods, rarnbiing sornething
borderline racist about Native Americans and pretending that the
rocks talk to them, when the most rnagicai thing in their lives is the
device in their pocket that can put them in contact with almost any
other human being in the world. Instantly. But that can't be magic,
because if that was magic everyone would be magicians and they

Wouidn't be speciai snowﬂakes.

EVERYORE IS MAGICIARS
You ARE ROT A SPECIAEL SROWMFLAKE

At a power piant there is a magician who oversees the grid, and the
ieyiines he guards are high tension wires and if he fails in his task
we are all plunged into darkness. At the town clerk's office there is a
magician who files the paperwork, and her carelessness or diiigence
is the difference between your marriage being real or imaginary. And

the bankers are all magicians, too.

Civilization is a speii we are all casting, and like any situation with
too many cooks in the kitchen, things are a little messy. And some
folks on the sidelines, who are stuck chopping broccoli when they'd
rather be griiiing steak and they hate the smell of broccoli anyway,
some of them think about what it would be like to have their own
kitchen, or to abolish kitchens aitogether, burn the piace to the
ground. And there are magicians who keep an eye on that shit so we

can all keep the illusion alive.
But what if I like shiny rocks?

Babycakes, if you like shiny rocks you can have your shiny rocks all
day. Hell, you can pay too much for them and give them all names
and party hats for all I care. See, even though I just spent a while
shitting on that, tricking yourself into believing in rocks is a type
of magic, too.

It's not what I'd call the most useful magic, and it definitely makes

you look like a silly wanker, but it's magic all the same.

Those rocks aren't talking back to you, that's the 10006 Really Real
Reality, the kind that stays put when you stop beiieving in it. Your

brain knows this (unless you've got some serious darnage going on)

and your ability to tell your brain FUCK OFF THIS IS WHAT
WE'RE DOING NOW is a vital skill for any Magician. The actor's
brain knows he isn't Lincoln, but he can tell it to FUCK OFF and

be Lincoln for a while. The poiitician knows that giobai warming is
real, but she can tell her brain to FUCK OFF so she can make some
motherfucking money, and in the end we're all fucked anyway so
what's the harm in getting rich along the way? And the lobbyist is

teiiing herself the same lies, too.




T Don't BeLieve 1n CHAINSAW MUPDERERS

ou can make me watch the news

You can take me o a crime scene

But it won't be any use 5{‘?
&

No matter how fhe corpse is cut up

You can say I'm in denial

You can tell me that I'm wrong

You can choose to sit and argue with me
All day and all night long

But I hope that you wont mind
That after wasting all fhat time
I still don't believe in Chainsaw Murderers.

Don't bother with your movies
Or your television shows

Even you know all fhat's fiction
And most of it just blows

Pecause my suspense of disbelief
In these fictions that you preach
Breaks down around Chainsaw Murderers.

I'm not interested in logic
Or your evidence or facts
T'm happy in my prison
BPecause of what it lacks

There's a reason I won't give in
We all chose the worlds we live in
(I live in the one without Chainsaw Murderers,).

you can cite me your statistics %%
&

I've already made my mind up
I don't believe in Chdinsaw Murderers. ‘&




EV R.OGER SERMENED:
GTHERE ARFE NO
BARS OR CAGES.

Brothers and Sisters, sinners and mutants, freaks and
walking glitches, [ bid you a good evening. This evening,
we are gonna talk about prisons.

Now, there are a few different kinds of prisons...there

] is The Big House, The Prison of Toil, and The Prison of

Your Frickin' Head.

GIhe Big House, as we all know, is the prison they send
you to when you get caught breaking one of their rules
(Which, as Kafka noted, you can't help doing. The rules
are so complex, you WILL break them, every day). We
aren't gonna talk too much about this type of prison,
because you can see that on any network, though not so
much now as the last couple of years..save for this: All of
those prison TV shows, "Inside reports", "OZ", "The Big

] House", ad infinitum, ad nauseum, are there for a reason.

The lesson they impart, my friends, is this: If you get out

- | of line, well put you in a cell with people like THESE!

GI he Prison of Toil, however, is a prison they put you
into starting at age 5. You are placed in an unnatural state
for a juvenile primate; you are forced to wear clothes,

sit in an uncomfortable position, and stay still for HOURS
| while they teach ya the proper art of the Fnords. You are
told that you must excel, so you can go to college, where
presumably, the Fnords can't get you.

Once you get to college, however, you are told that you
must continue to toil, so that you can get a good job...
you STILL aren't safe from the Fnords. Then, one day,
you graduate to the supposed "real world", where you
are told that you must now work hard for your parole at
65... because if you don't the Fnords will make you eat
dog-food in your retirement... WHAT A SUPRISE! The
Fnords don't eat children, they eat senior citizens. They
lied AGAIN! The problem is, even if you DO follow their
advice, you are still screwed. By the time you are paroled,
you are too old to enjoy it, and just like real prison, most
inmates don't LIVE long enough to GET parole. What

can you do about this? How can you escape THIS prison,
which has no bars (though many inmates DO have cells,
or cubes as we call them)? Well first, you have to escape
the REAL prison, The Prison of Your Frickin' Head.

G he Prison of Your Frickin' Head is the worst jail of all...
As G.G. Gordon once said, "Where can you run, where
can you hide, when the man in blue is on the INSIDE?"
This is the prison from which very few people get out
alive. There is NO parole, and you will spend all the days
of your life inside it, should you not escape. This is the
prison built for you by those around you, wih your willing
help. It is done in the following fashion:

1) You are convinced by society that you are not good
enough, and that all of your accomplishments so far have
been GOOD LUCK. You will be found out for (as RAW
said) the "no good shit" you are. The only escape from
this is ego-training, or stupidity. Most talented people
think, deep down inside, that they are frauds. Most utter
fools consider themselves gawdlike. Go figure.




2) You are told by society that they are watching.

Just who they are is never made clear; but it IS made
clear that they had better not catch you in any funny-
business, or you are screwed. (Of course, they are the

FNORDS)

3) You are taught to "fit in", one way or the other.
Either you fit in to the mold the establishment sets up
for you, or you rebel..and most rebels tend to fit into one
group or another (Goth, Punker, New-age bliss zombie,
Discordian, Subgenius, etc)..and if you aren't careful you
fall into the conformity of non-conformists. If you don't

™

iy

2) There is no they. You've been lied to, all these years.
THERE ARE NO FNORDS! There never have been. The
cage is only in your head, there is no warden, and we are
all free, should we realize it. It's all a collosal LIE. Now,
most people are afraid of freedom. They might make

a mistake...for that, see #1. As far as getting caught

and going to The Big House, well, if you can't outwit the
morons who run the system, then you aren't much of a
Yeti after all, are you? LIE to them, SMILE in their face,
and KEEP YOUR BOBDAMNED MOUTH SHUT AFTER
PRANKS! He who kicks society in the crotch and shuts
his mouth, usually lives to kick it again tomorrow.
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dress a certain way, or mouth the correct ritual sayings,
you are obviously a "normal" or a “greyface"... Despite
the fact that the weirdest freaks, the truest Yeti, usually
BLEND RIGHT IN!

W

3) Don't worry about fitting in. Just because you LIKE
to dress like a Goth, for example, doesn't make you a
conformist...provided that's REALLY why you do it (as
opposed to seeking acceptance from Goths). If you

say to yourself, "Is my image perfect today", you are
probably screwing up. If you say, "Cool" when you look in
the mirror, you're probably ok..the best rule is, if you are
BEING YOURSELF, don't sweat it.

offo what do we do about it? How do we escape? We
escape SYSTEMATICALLY. You don't saw each bar a little
at a time, you whack each bar out, methodically...thus:

1) For the ingrained failure complex, use ego-training. | e

Not that "I'm good enough, I'm smart enough” affirmation |

shyt, either. No, you are superior. This is proven by the et ¥
fact that you even noticed the cage in your head at all! i f
When you look in the mirror, don't THINK there are no

flaws, KNOW there are no flaws. When you screw up,

screw up catastophically! ROLL IN YOUR MISTAKES!

WALLOW IN THEM, AND LEARN FROM THEM. Most

"normals" will start wars to avoid admitting they made a

mistake. Don't fall into that trap. When you are no longer

afraid of mistakes, you will make less of them, and you

WON'T CARE about the ones you still DO make.

T

> : A ™ Dr kill me.
' . e,

Over the last year over 50,000 deaths
were attributable directly to suarprise.




DOOM - UWiLl. PARKE

We were always doomed. The
signs were always there and
we choose to ignore them.

This is the culture that made
Mick Jagger a sex symbol.
Like, boomer women saw that
twitchy nerd flailing around
on stage, bit their lips, and
thought, "That's the stuff. That's
what momma likes: a chicken-
legged junky doing the pee-
pee dance. Mmmhmm."

We deserve whatever we get.

Vl:[& UiasmA creeps w M
Zf ing Uhe vufft;&:-? r
Frow s foruless bulk, effluvial sounds
belch, foith; lies and half-lies.
Dhscenity. leech ruftw o Fuils face.

Oh the Fu,hg‘us So ih Japan it's cal]e,d
Kirinomitake wshile in Texas it's

That I‘S FOu.hd called either Texas Star (because
Only In Texag After releasing spores it's unfolded

into a star shape) or the Devil's
anhd J apah, Cigar because it starts out as a

anhd Nowhere Else lonhg oblohg mushroom but

then it unfolds with an
Ih The Wor'ld omihous hissing noise
MK

and releages a big
U Smoky black cloud

.- Z
\ ) v ﬁ of gpores.

It only grows in these tuwo places, and
people did genetic testing and a bunch of math
L to determine that the two populations started

diverging from each other nineteen million
0 goddamn years ado, so it's not possible for
= humanity to have moved it from one place
4 to the other. Theyre at the same latitude,
Z‘!‘ TS but 11,000 fucking kilometers apart not to

4

\
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mention the goddamn ocean in the way.

“this is only another illustration of the

‘}K \ unusual and unpredictable distribution
/\ of many species of the fungi. It would be
difficult indeed to account for it, and we

merely accept the facts as they are.”*

A g So apparently it's pretty common in the
r oK mycological world to find some bullshit that
Ag cant be explained and would probably drive

2 Seaver % meh mad to look at too closely, and just sort

’Ur
My o (. 1934 ) of shrug ahd move on with your day.
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ZEN CATHOLICISM

It is often said that the wise are silent. Listeners. That they weigh
the evidence before them, before calmly — and collectively - reach
alevel-headed decision. They don’t jump to conclusions. They don’t
put their feet in their mouths. They toe the line. They always keep
one eye on themselves and one eye on the world around them, so

they know when and how to act.

It was this wisdom, we are told, that built the Pyramids and the
Eiffel Tower. It was wise men and women - well, mostly wise men

— who knew what to do when the Plague struck down a third of
Europe. These men who knew how to respond and what to expect
when the Twin Towers fell. Wise people. Brave people. Grand, wise,

silent people.

So, of course, we are told to be wise as well. To achieve Great
Things, and appreciate Small Things. To listen. To be silent. We are
encourage to achieve wonders by being meek. Because all the great

people in history started out “small,” too.

“The Greatest Teacher was also the Greatest King! Jesus Christ
could have saved the entire planet with less than the snap of his
little finger, and he’s coming back from the Sky someday to BEAT UP
ALL THOSE MEAN OLD PEOPLE WHO KEEP A-BUGGIN’ YOU. But
despite His great power, he just decided to get nailed to a fucking

tree stump instead. On Purpose.” We are told.

This is all bullshit, and therefore, we endorse it completely. I mean,
shit. You gotta “believe” something, right? Might as well be this! Fuck
it! What do we care? It gives you an ethos, keeps you from wandering

around the planet stabbing and shooting things (well, hold on....

Unless they deserve it. Then it’s OK.) You get to completely ignore the
whole “what the fuck is actually happening around me” thing, and
everybody else does so fuck, why not you too? Right? So yeah. If you
want to believe that what the fuck do we care. You go right ahead

and do that until you turn blue in the soul.

ANYWAY . .. @g@/m
NI ) HERE'S THE PROBLEM.

That story up there? Yeah, it’s bullshit, I know we told you already
but listen, you half-spilled bag of turds, that story was concocted
and propagated by exactly the same assholes who are now telling
you to ignore the old man behind the curtain — and the child under
his frock. They will talk for hours on end about how righteous you
are for doing the Right Thing all the god damn time, while they’re

colluding about who to hate next.

And they’re not exactly hiding these days. They are in front of

you all the fucking time reminding you who you are and what you
believe, and what’ll happen if you DON’T, by Gosh. But while you’re
all so busy keeping each other in line, they’re controlling what our
children see and hear, they’re literally punishing people for being
who they are, and they’re getting us all to hate anyone who wants a

better lot in life.

Nobody’s asking you to save the world. Nobody’s asking you to

crucify yourself. All we’re asking is for you to
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It really is a testament to how successful society IS,
that so many people seem to feel they can opt out
without immediate dire risk to their survival. Only 2
person lucky enough to be born into the most fabulously
wealthy civilization in human history could somehow
end Up believing that poverty itself arises only from bad
choices or moral weakness, or only a person born under
the fairest laws in history could somehow think injustice
is a only a delusion in the minds of its victims. In past
ages, when the whole world was hostile and the state
really was out for your blood, no one would deny that
some people got the short end of the stick by chance of
birth and deserved something better than they had the
power to earn for themselves. It's a serious indictment
of humanity that once presented with the tools to
eradicate disease, poverty, and starvation, we choose
instead to just stop seeing those things as problems.

IXICITY

there is a segment of the population of this planet that
has stopped learning

there is also a segment of the population of this planet
that has lost the capacity to learn

what have these people become?

it has been established over and over again that our way
of life has become suicidal on the large scale

and though there are some who are able to change and are
on the look out to change their ways

it is becoming frightfully apparent that there does exist
some form of being that is _ at this point _ unable to
change its ways

what does this imply?

i'm not sure really

years and decades and centuries of moving in a particular
direction, and at the culmination of it we have these
‘living’ things that are able to take from the earth

use these materials and in the process create by-

roducts that we cannot use ~_//(
p A 5
we call it pollution . & o

. . W N
toxicIty \)\ \

it takes many forms and it is increasing
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THE ThuEE STHERSTERS
THERE ARE THREE STRENGTHS WE CALL UPONZ”

N
ARGE Sy
CBSTIBARCE

BERIAL

ol (402 i
AP"@EH GIVES US THE STRENGTH TO ACT. IT MAKES OUR
BODIES STRONG AND OUR WORDS HARD. ANGER PROTECTS
US FROM PAIN, AND FROM EMBARRASSMENT. ANGER
DOES NOT DIFFERENTIATE BETWEEN FRIEND AND FOE,
DOES NOT UNDERSTAND SHADES OF GRAY OR DEGREES
OF WRONGDOING. ANGER IS A HAMMER. SOMETIMES, A
HAMMER IS THE RIGHT TOOL FOR THE JOB.

3‘35?§PJAPJ"E GIVES US THE STRENGTH TO ENDURE. IT
MAKES US STAND OUR GROUND WHEN OTHERS WOULD SWAY
US. OBSTINANCE GIVES US ROOTS TO WEATHER THE STORM.
OBSTINANCE SHUTS ITS EYES TO THE TEMPTATIONS OF THE
WORLD, AND IN SO DOING LOSES SIGHT OF ALTERNATIVES.
OBSTINANCE IS A STONE. SOMETIMES, A STONE IS THE
RIGHT TOOL FOR THE JOB.

RTAAL
BEMIAL rves us THE SECRET STRENGTH WHEN WE
ARE LIMITED BY THE WORLD TO IGNORE THE TWO OPTIONS

LAID OUT BEFORE US, AND TO FIND THE THIRD PATH.

WHEM WE F(ND TRAT FATE, WE Ruk FutE,

So RRY, 11 Good Reverend Roger
WRONG GODDESS

Y ou have been led to believe that, to be a discordian,
one must act as if one was tripping, even when |t

has led people to believe that Eris is some demented
aspect of Bacchus, where we all focus on having a
good time. Poetry, games, inebriation, etc.

Do you even listen to the shit coming out of your
mouths anymore?

Eris is the goddess of DTSCORD . Take a minute, and
look that word up.

'l wait.



Rack now? Good, we'll confinue.

DISCorDignism. The adherence to, and spreading
of, DISCORD . Tear the filthy thing down. Smash it, and
drive the survivors into the wasteland...and it doesn’t
really matter what “it" is. We are the adherents of

OPFOSITION. We oppose for the sake of opposition
itself. We don’'t take sides, we don’'t play favorites, and
it's a wonder that we are a “we” at all.

W e are the proxies of entropy, not a fucking coffee
house poetry club. We back the wrong horse, in the
sheer hope of clogging up the guts of the machine,
and it really makes no difference if the “machine”

is malevolent or benign... Because, to us, N O
organization is “benign”.

Y ou simply aren't going to gain the favor of the
goddess by playing “three word game”. She'd rather
see you shoving chewing gum in the coin slots of the
subway entrance stiles, or simply playing “let’s you and
him fight".

The higher up in an organization that you can cause
chaos, the more Eris will shower you with her blessings.
Avoid being caught (so you can do it again), and she'll
even take them out of the big, heavy can first.

So spare me the wacky bullshit. Forget that old fraud,
Malaclypse, because Eris already has. g

Or kill me.

Pollshsat waakes .
& that s beaakibal .

1713 THE SEASON OF THE HAG
¢ THE ORASON OF THE Sl tAER
s HTIHE OF SLEHT ScREmNG
| OF 40 FESOLUTION
OF 10 £4D T0 HORY
1715 THE SEASON OF MADMESS
" BLACK AT MD Rbkck TS
NTHUSASTICALLY BENG THE BAD QLY
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S DI MO HORYY 555
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Te Podern Nit@ﬁé Wemma

I was wrestling late one night
ewith the Lypxcal earl(y—adulthood
- crisis of "what would have
happened if I had made a
sy different choice regarding a
S particular boy?" and decided

» that the best way {o definitiv-
ely resolve the question was to
explore the theoretical quanfum
mul{iverse for a version of me
that had made the other choice.

Without significant pomp or circumstance, I mentally
reques{ed the thought-form of The Doctor to show up,
and to my surprise I got a response almost immediately.
I quess not a lot of folks are summoning fictional aliens
just yet. Knowing that he has the (sometimes limited)
ability to travel across the multiverse, I requested that
he look around for me for a bit to see if there were any
where I had made the other choice, and if so what the
oufcome had been. I don'{ even remember promising
him a reward or making an initial offering of any kind.

He lef}, off to deal with the task,
and I slept soundly, knowing
that I would have an answer
in due {ime.,

About {fwo weeks later as I was getting {o sleep, The
Doctor returned. I didn't call him. He said (in that
non-verbal, non-physical way that the moderately sane
perceive their responses from the gods) that he was
done with my request. That there was no universe
wherein I had wound up with the other boy in question,
with the exception of those places where we were both
such different people that it didn't really count as "me
in the first place. That the current situation (with that
person, at least) was completely inevifable based on
experience and brain chemistry.

It wasn'{ necessarily the answer that I had been hoping
for, but the closure helped me move on.So did I {alk to
a non-corporeal representation of a fictional character
from a television show, or did I use tha{ identify to
trick myself in{o accepting the obvious {ruth I'd been
avoiding?

Ordid I Just make all thls up for your amusement}’




Y ou walk over the dry moat and through the reinforced
wooden doors, past the tightly turning granite staircase =
1 iy that goes nowhere now but used to lead to the overpass for
Y ou take the ferry to the island alone because there is no ] droppmg shit on the invaders that never came. The yard is
one to go with you, and you are unmoored and without .= L in front of you. The sun has come out. :
responsibility, and it is a wild and terrible feeling.

Y ou take the ferry to the island?

s The yard is green and bright and someone is ﬂymg akit
Y ou pay your fifteen dollars and you take the ferry to the* ' but no one picnics here because it’s forbidden. The horse =
island. . B e ' chestnut trees are to your right, with the warning sign that 3

’,A 7 Y e

i $says 'DO NOT EAT THE CHESTNUTS

@n the ferry a man talks to you. He is fro¥h Peru ar'ld he1s%8 B o T aovoss thelawrnid ;

hitting on you but not so much that you mind. He gives you 4 7 ! - % S i
Lhis business card, but you will never call. This is your first : Cannons line the walls above you. Stagnant pools occupy.
_and last conversation, and even though it means something the spaces once held by the enormous weapons that faced &
¢ you will never remember the details or his name. It is cloudy: . out into the open water. The weapons that searched for 8
but the sun will come out later. T A 22 U-boats. New concrete on old concrete on gramte blocks

4 B § \c 2

& Lk e . T
e gives you a keychain. It’s gold colored metal and ek 1 :
it’s a tiny replica of an Incan sacrificial knife. It has the ' Thls place is haunted.,

word "PIERIUL" stamped on one side. You glve him your - N _ N
oapstone —tr o women died on this island, at least none that we'

. know of. Two men, deserters were shot in the 186os but 10"

[ ou never see him again. . women (g "t ",‘,"‘n.f,)
5 A = 1

X ou step off onto the island There was no desperate Wlfe who stole the uniform of he
\/ . ' N et . enemies and made her way to the kindest and gentlest of
ou step off onto the island and nto the fort. You'pass= » all the Civil War prisons, she was not caught and was not

under the chalk-white stalactites forming from the old R # hangedinan overSIZed. black robe. The storles ex1st to sca
jconcrete, calcium leechmg from the bulldlng in the rain over B childrend S oy

o
centurles ; 1o P - — B

X ' ut she was seen.

. omeda.y this will allbe dust:




Y ou walk aeroés the lawn, p'a.s the baley thhere you sat : .’g OMIETHING ishere;
awindowsill and sang to the nothmg in the dry moat below. S OMETEING is dangerous

Past the narrow way you explored blindly as a child, at once

relieved and disappointed when it deposited you right back B oo anythlng but the Shaft ofhgh
_ where you began. Past the old shells 51tt1ng on the 1aW 0,5 .

never to be fired. 2= s=Saas s e ' You are not alone. %

= Y ou walk under the arch, and into the dark hallway. | > 3 You stand in the corer and ouh; e, because you are
® You put your left hand on the wall, cool with condensation-S5SS8 = ead yet and as long as you can breathe you will be okay..

even in the summer months. You can see the end of the == A
i ' ou breathe and you tell yourself Iam the scariest thmg it
= whallway faintly, but it is not your destination.. . & b

g = is room." ; A Ciaalies |

Y ou walk along the uneven flagstones. No ﬂa.shhghts no -

- . ;‘.-; Y outell yourself "I am the scariest thlng in thls rom
5 {kt cell phones. . WM* -y . .

* Y our left hand reaches the cqrneryos cannot see, and you 3 And §Cadenly iCErg

- B LU T TLag o oy i & o} }H’ st (, Y ou see by the light of thechimney, the brick waleene T

There is a metal gate at the end of thlS narrow Passage t g flagstones, The.open gate anguthegdg remnants fpai

B is locked up when school tours are on the island. No one You stand and you wait for your meal to arrive,
- wants to lose a kid in the dark room. It is not locked today. S i i phlle
b VAN l “ ;',T l‘ % & \ »’P : 4
> The room is dark. A single shaft of light falls from the - ; = S
ceiling, a few bricks removed for a chlmney You cannot s‘

domeday you will leave this pla.ce Someday you will get back

i on the ferry and everyone will come home and everything will g
the walls.  Tay !L, iy "; :" B ' back to normal. Someday this will just be a thing that you did, a
' story for parties. Someday people will laugh with you and think
: "how delightfully eccentric” and pretend that they would do the

You keep your hand to the wall and walk yourself along tH Fae @ same if they only had the time.

far side until you reach the back of the room. The SIdes ares=3 4 l
t curved, and you worry about hitting your head. PR & But they won't, _—

There is only a small shaft of hght too fa.;nt?b seel by

They do not Walk into dark rooms. They do not look into the

& Y oustand in the corner, facing the hght._ ¥
: S % B ‘mirror when there is nothing to see.
'

R i L Y ou are the scariest thing in this room.
It doesn’t take long for the nameless fear to sink in.3 D cataiag " o




Welcome to Your
Black Iron Prison

Hey, kid. Welcome to Prison.

You think you just woke up here one day, right? Think again.
It was your whole life that brought you to this. Fact is, you
were born to be here. Go ahead, look around.

I'll be here when you get back.

Looks smaller than itiis, don'tit? Sometimes, it doesn’t even
feel all that bad. But still... You look through those bars, and
you see all that you're missing. Hopes. Dreams. What could-
have-been. Here, put your palms up to the Black lron, grab the
bars, let me show you something.

Feel that? That's all the books you've read. And that entire

wall over there is your adolescence. Look up: It's your CD
collection. The floor you woke up on? Your parents. Like | said,
you were born to be here. It's your life, it's the cold trap of your
own existence. You painted yourself into a corner.

So, now you’re wondering why you feel trapped here, in your
own life. Why now, why today, can you see the bars of a Black
Iron Prison that you made for yourself? Because you stopped
reacting, and took a couple of steps forward. You thought you
could do what you wanted, you tried to be self reliant, and
bang. You smacked your head against the wall.

ths

What's that? Yeah. That's when the claustrophobia sets in.
When you didn't know you were trapped, everything was

fine. But now that you know, you can see your entire, tired,
monotonous life stretch out before you, trapped in these 4
walls, these 6 sides. Breathe, kid. It's just abject panic that
you're feeling right now. Some even say that this is what death
feels like: An unchanging life, immune and unfeeling to what
you really want.

Look around you. Look at these cold, black bars. The colorless
ceiling. The hard ground. That's your universe. That's the world
you're gaing to be living in for the rest of your life here in
Prison. You're going to live out your life in quiet desperation.
Or, not so quiet if you decide to take the rifle/bell tower route.
Either way, long or short, it'll feel the same. Dead, unchanging.

LR | LIS

So, if you're interested, I'd like to invite you to a jailbreak...

Just turn around.
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She has tinnitus
Says it sounds like a symp

Smiles and nods, faking it
Her body is failing and she can hear

€verything

She has tinnitus

Says it's nothing really

Winces when the sound jabs too deeply
Can't stand the radio, hates to be needy
The naise is like knives and she can hear

€verything

She has tinnitus

Says it feels like a fantasy
The ambient soundtrack to her every reverie
The howling vaid outside our reality
The edges are ragged and she can hear

€verything

She has tinnitus
Says it's like electricity
fingels in the wiring screaming in assembl /

Incomprehensible, prone to insanity (w
FTN

The simulation’s failing and she can hear %

€verything

/nce upon a time in a city on the river there lived Humble Lady
Ermine and the young Queen Gogira. Queen Gogira Pennyworth,
Dweller in the Sinking Lands, had come to the city from the
swamplands to the west, and there she learned the ways of the
Goddess: of Jailbreaking and of Barstools, of Grids and Keeping
Your Mouth Shut. These things she shared with Humble Lady
Ermine, who was in her own lazy way a conduit for strangeness,
and a protectress of the slimy things.

nd so it was for many months that they lived together in the
house of Lady Ermine, and Queen Gogira said unto her hostess “do
you even notice the masks you wear?”

“I wear no mask,” insisted Lady Ermine.

“Now come on,” scolded Queen Gogira. “Don't be an idiot. Listen
to yourself when you speak with Doctor Hand, and listen again
when you speak with the Baron. You are not the same person. Even
when you're here speaking with me, you are wearing a mask.”

Lady Ermine reflected on this wisdom. “I suppose you could be
right,” she admitted. “How terrible it is, that I am constantly hiding
my True Self from others. Surely it would be better to be authentic
in all my interactions with others, but I am so used to living this
way. What should I do about it?”

“Fucked if I know!” Queen Gogira snorted.

44t was a short conversation, but it weighed on Lady Ermine, and
she resolved to get to the bottom of her masks and see what they
were hiding.



42 he first mask she found was the Mask of Submission, which
she wore among those monkeys that believed they were more
powerful than she. It was the mask that spoke in low tones, that
apologized for non-offenses, that scraped and groveled and toed the
lines. She had never submitted her will to anyone else’s, but she had
worn the mask to get things done. She cataloged this mask, and put
it away.

> “_ he second mask she found was the Mask of Authority, which
she wore among those monkeys that believed she was more learned
than they. It was the mask that explained, that condescended and
smirked. It was a smug bastard of a thing, even though she was not.
She wore the mask to make others listen to her, and to make herself
feel big. She cataloged this mask, and put it away.

% 2 he third mask she found was the Mask of Amiability, which
she wore among the monkeys that thought she was their friend.

It was the mask that laughed and made small talk, that hosted
gatherings and smiled broadly. She was often tired, and grumpy,
and hungry, and bored, but the mask kept her in their good graces.
She cataloged this mask, and put it away.

Z=mynd so it was that she spent many months, naming and
scraping away the things that separated her from the world. And
she became difficult to deal with - moody and unpredictable - and
so others came to shun her home. But she realized that the Mask of
Brooding was another affectation, an archetype she had absorbed
from the narratives of others, and so she named and shelved

that one as well. She found the Mask of Immaturity, the Mask of
Worldliness, the Mask of Indifference and the Mask of the Victim.
These things, too, she put away, until at last one night in her house
she found the final mask, the Mask of Identity.

J==2\1 this time, T have been trying to separate myself from the
masks I show others,” she said to no one in particular, because
though she had already abandoned the Mask of the Mad Genius
some habits are really hard to break. “I knew all along that these
masks also affect how I see myself, but now I see that even the idea
of an identity is itself a mask. The narrative of who I am cakes on
my face and hides me as well as any masquerade ball prop.”

She took off the final mask, proud of her enlightenment.
She looked in the mirror to learn what she was, and nothing
looked back.

hey say Humble Lady Ermine lies dreaming, still. ;

Gods are userid
and since they
W ——  gre usefid,

let s say
they exzsq.
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1t’s In Every One Of Us

ok Fon Mundhenk.
S o I had a super wyrd dream last night.

[ was trying to explain to someone, like my mom or SSI,
all this stuff [ was doing to rehab myself this last year,
like to justify my continued existence on the rolls. All
the PT, all the other therapy, all the struggle after the
stroke and stuff like that. It was quite a list.

And then G Od, (Gender Neutral, but I swear s/he
looked and sounded a bit like my buddy Zack but with
really long hair in killer drag, smelling like Pennsic and

petrichor and roses and cookies) walks in and says:

"Baby, ferget al that shit.
1just want you to get your sparkle back,
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JAILBREAKING
ror IDIOTS

This prison cell’s got to give, you say. These iron shackles,
they’re really chaffing my ankles and the noose makes it hard
to breathe! I want OUT! I need a jailbreak!

0 RLY? Or are you, like many are, stuttering back a broken
reflection of something you heard somebody say somewhere?
Do you want OUT? Do you know what OUT is? Do you know
what IN is, RLY? Do you? Ask yourself. You have to ask
yourself all the time. I ask myself, and the answer is “no” a lot
more often than I like to admit! In today’s world, here’s what
The Con has done: not only is it hard to get out, it’s hard to want
out. Because before you can want out, you have to know what
IN is, and in order to do that you’ve got a lot of serious (SRSLY
serious, as in a mad rush naked through the parking lot serious,
not Greyface/cabbage serious) thinking to do.

& QUESTION THE FIRST: WHO is YOU, and
WHAT is THEM? Before you can want out of the Con,
you have to realize that there are probably very large chunks
of what you think is yourSelf, that are actually not. I say
large chunks because you’re probably fond of your personal
rituals that depend on the Con: your daily cup of coffee. Your
music choices. Your opinions about fashion. Humans by
nature are ritualistic beings, which leads us into...

& QUESTION THE NEXT: AM MYSELVES OUR
HABITS? Dreadful thought: are you actually a Person, or
are you just an unconscious bag of protoplasm that exists
to run around town collecting disposable shit and then pay
somebody to haul it to the dump when you’re done with it? It
may seem fairly obvious, but I’ve found myself disappear for

WEEKS at a time, only to resurface in the middle of some

SN W £, 2P

[

\S4

7

AN

A

L)

Y1

NN

o X0,

Anonymous January wondering what the fuck just happened.
Come to find out, I’d been so lost in the “Daily Grind,” (which
is a fallacy) that I didn’t even notice that the fucking sun
came up. Repeatedly.

i THRICE QUESTIONED: AM WE COMMITTED?
Once you’ve shoved a splint between who you actually are
and the shit you waste your time on, you can start to think

about this point. Don’t bother trying to feel committed to a

larger agenda like Jailbreaking before those first two points
are covered — you’ll just spin in circles. But once you’re here,
you’re on your way. Every Action is a Choice, and every Choice
is an Action. When you’re presented with 2 options, this is the
power to choose the 3rd one.

& QUESTION THE LAST: AREN'T WE ALL “IN IT

TOGETHER?” The answer is NO. We’re not. Some people
will help, most people won’t. And good luck finding somebody
who WILL within kicking distance. And even if you did, they
can’t dig your escape tunnel FOR you, that’s all yours. So quit
waiting for the fucking Cavalry, the scalping blade’s already on
your SKIN. With these 4 points, a tin-foil cap, and everything
else you’ll need that isn’t mentioned here, you’ll be prepared to
at least start SRSLY considering your jailbreak.
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DAILY AFFIRMATION

| AM CHOOSING THESE SOCKS TO COVER MY FEET
BY CHOOSING THESE SOCKS. | HAVE BOTH CHOSEN TO WEAR THEM
AND CHOSEN NOT TO WEAR OTHERS
EVEN IF | JUST REACHED IN MY SOCK DRAWER
AND SELECTED A PAIR AT RANDOM
| CHOSE TO ABSTAIN FROM ACTIVELY CHOOSING
AND THAT TOO IS A CHOICE
IT DOES NOT MATTER IF THESE SOCKS MATCH OR DO NOT MATCH
IT DOES NOT MATTER IF THESE SOCKS ARE COMFORTABLE OR ARE NOT
IT DOES NOT MATTER IF THESE SOCKS HAVE HOLES OR DO NOT
| WILL WEAR THEM ALL DAY
UNLESS THEY GET WET OR TOO SMELLY OR START TO PISS ME OFF
THEN | WILL CHOOSE TO WEAR OTHER SOCKS
(OR NONE AT ALL.
WHICH IS ANOTHER CHOICE)
BUT FOR NOW. | HAVE CHOSEN THESE SOCKS
T0 COVER MY FEET.
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T’S taken some digging, but I finally managed to grab that
ittle fucker by the neck. Self-destruction. It’s something
that’s been following me around for years, maybe even
decades. It hides in my shadow, stalking me, waiting for the
moment when vigilance falls.

OO dramatic? Then TI'll use my new favorite word to
describe it: Akrasia. The state of acting against one’s better
judgment. To act against one’s best interests. To do what you
know is wrong. Wrong? Not “wrong in the eyes of society/
law/god” but wrong like “this isn’t what I want to do, but I'm
doing it anyway” It's not irrationality — sometimes, being
irrational is the best thing you can do. And it’s not doing
things you don’t want to do but have to do. Is it hypocrisy?
In some way, I suppose. If someone was to comment on
your behavior, they might use that word... but it seems to
me that hypocrisy has more of an implied deception to it,
you know how you’re going to behave, but you speak cross-
wise to it.

‘E%]\‘O, Akrasia is that troubling way that you find yourself,
or example, opening another bottle of wine on Tuesday
evening, and then you find yourself on the couch at 1:00 in
the morning on your third bottle, knowing full well that the
alarm’s going to go off in four hours, and you're meeting
with the VP at 8:00. It’s finding yourself shoving a handful
of greasy Chinese food into your mouth when you're thirty
pounds overweight. It’'s doing too many shots at the bar
when you know you're going to be playing a show in an
hour, and things are going to get sloppy.

@%@%ﬁ&%ﬂ%&@%&

o -

a/oIS isn’t just laziness, this isn’t necessarily a Spider.
You know, deep in your guts, what the right thing to do is.
And you watch yourself doing the opposite. And you find
yourself unable to stop. It’s not addiction, because it’s not
necessarily a drug, or a habitual behavior like gambling,
or OCD. It’s like part of your brain is taking over, while
another part watches. A part of your brain that is there to
undermine you. It’s the part that keeps you at home when
you really should be going out. It’s the part that keeps you
out when you really should be going home.

‘f}T’S not something that’s ignorant of the consequences.

It knows the consequences... In a way, it even wants those
consequences. It moves ahead, knowing that it’s fucking
up the other brain’s goals and desires — and it’s that other

brain that you consider “you,” or at least the “you” that you
like best.

(Not to say that this is some sort of split-brain or
schlzophremc tendency. It’'s only a metaphor.

eDON'T take it too literally,)

ﬂoo

AYBE some of you will call this a lack of Will. Maybe
ym?re right. But it doesn't feel like that. It’s not like you
know what you need to do but just say, ‘eh, fuck it You're
actively doing what you want to do, but it’s either not doing
you any favors, it’s setting you up for failure, or it’s simply
going to fuck you up down the road.

CJE’D like to say there’s a conclusion to all of this, that

I found a way around or over it, but I'm still coming to
terms that it’s even there. I'm getting in my own way, I'm
tripping myself up. And a part of me wants it to happen,
and I don’t know why.



On Dedication «—o

when | lived in tucson, working as a lowly carpet cleaner/traveling
bullshit salesman, i once had the pleasure of cleaning the carpets in the
house that served as the monastery for the Universal Life Church. it
wasn't really much of a monastery but it was home fo an eccentric man
named Brother Daniel, who fold me about how the government is always
following up on obscure religious cults’ claims for tax exemption, making
sure that they af least actually believe the crap they put on the forms. the
IRS’ attention was, of course, drawn to one such band of yahoos in san
francisco who allegedly worshipped the penis. they sent two very serious

tax-enforcement type

quys fo the building

where this culf held

their services, the

climax of which

included all the I have
congregants giving researched a
each other blowjobs. study, in fact,
they insisted that that indicates
the IRS guys join without room
them, which they for error
didn't, being on the that we are
clock and too good as wrong as
for that kind of thing a squirrel
anyway, but they got fucking a

the tax exemption. bobeat.

this story is

not a story.
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thrc s b€cn a lot of d1scuss1on onh yw well n
survive without all thcs;c limits, and the answer as. "r
as any of us can tell is "not vcr:y well at all, thanks.”

You re not aware of the Fcclmg of your tonguc in your

%u want to believe in thmgs SO you're very open to all
kinds of stuff nght nowé swhich makes you prone to every

u right up  and there wo

xﬁm the mirror to reflect
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What | Did

My favorite Christmas present of all time
Was a set of jewelers’ screwdrivers
All the little philips, flat and hexes
For tearing down machines
My father got it for me when I was sixteen
And I still have it today.

[ remember one day at school
[ was sitting in the bathroom
Staring at the fixtures
Because you have to stare at something
And I noticed the screws
Could only be turned one way.

They were designed so they could be tightened
But never unscrewed
And, I reasoned, this was because they didn’t want
Any kids to tear apart the bathroom stalls
Which means bathroom stalls
Can be torn apart.

[ started looking around the school
And everywhere [ saw un-safetied screws
Holding together pieces of things
[ took for granted as “solid”

The desks, the walls, the bookshelves
They could all be torn apart.

Giddy with my realization
[ wanted to tear down the world
[ mentally dismantled the schoolbus,
The movie theater, the park benches
[ unmade an alarm clock
And broke my father’s chisel.

One time I took apart a rotary phone
The faceplate, the dial, everything
[ broke all the way down
To a little box of goo
That I still don’t know the purpose of
It would never be a phone again.

And sometimes I think this attitude
Explains what happened to my head
Because I learned what brains are made of
And identities
I ate lots of ideas that were bad for me
And tore my shit to pieces.

I think I telephoned
my brain.

A\ the Future is
x Strange As Fuck.
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These are my two feet
My personal space
The spot where [ stand
Where you cannot be

This is the space [ take up.

These are my two boots
On this grimy floor
Holding my ground
‘Without apology

This is the space [ take up.

[ will defend it

‘With elbows, with fists
‘With a snap of my head
‘With a shove of my hips

This is the space [ take up.

You cannot be here

[ will not leave

Unbroken, unbowed

And still on my feet

This is the space I take up.




Bare Minimum Overview of the

Black Iron Prison

as recovered from an ancient manuscript in the archives of
Semi Secret Order Of Kabbalistic Navigators (SSOOKN).

1. What you think of as REALITY is a collection of ideas
and beliefs about REALITY. Many of the ideas you have about
REALITY come from the culture in which you were raised and
have accumulated haphazardly over time.

2. This, in itself; is not a problem. The problem is in
forgetting point number 1. When you forget point 1, you
mistake your ideas about reality for being REALITY itself: Of
this, it has been said ‘the menu is not the meal’. Please refrain
from eating the menu.

3. People who ‘eat the menu’ frequently become confused
and annoyed when other people insist on seeing REALITY in
a different way. All that truly differs are their ideas and beliefs
about REALITY.

4. Beliefs are just = .
thoughts you

keep having.

5. No living being is capable of perceiving all of REALITY,
as all senses of perception are limited. Humans can only
see, hear, smell, taste and feel within certain parameters.
Information entering our senses undergoes compression,
filtration, and distortion, before interpretation. Interpretation
is what happens when information meets your ‘beliefs’.

6. For no good reason, we call this composite of Belief
and Biological Limits THE BLACK IRON PRISON and is a
metaphor about existence. It means that there is very little you
can do about biology; however, you can choose what becomes
part of your beliefs. (Always keeping point 1 in mind).

7. Each person exists within their own, unique BIP ‘cell’.
The cell is composed of the following: a) Biological limits
- these are largely unchangeable. b) Belief systems - these
are highly changeable. Because of (a) the BIP cell cannot be
escaped. Because of (b) your life experience, your ‘cell’, can be
altered drastically. This is what we try to call Teconstruction’.

8. A life long commitment to continual reconstruction is
known, ironically, as “The Jail Break’. Reconstruction is HARD
WORK.

9. The collection of beliefs, thoughts, notions etc that form
your cell are all equally VALID, though none are TRUE in the
sense that they “are” REALITY. However, some beliefs and
ideas are more useful than others in specific situations. It is up
to the individual to decide which beliefs and ideas they should
employ in a given situation.

10. Some people believe that the term BLACK IRON
PRISON is dark, bleak, depressing and even frightening. If you
prefer, use the term GOLDEN SPHERE of POSSIBILITY (GSP)
instead. It means exactly the same thing as BIP and all points
still apply.

11. BIP (or GSP) can be philosophical antidote to dogmatism.

You are cordially invited to a Fail Break.



| ‘
[ ]
‘

0SS, ANDMPA T TERNS

live with pretty significant tinnitus. I've talked about it a
bit before. There are plenty of things | can try to blame it on,
from earbuds to my kids' screaming when they were babies,
my loudass husband or the chant-leading | do. Fact is, my
generation is LEADING THE CURVE when it comes to early-
onset hearing loss, and | can remmember having persistent (albeit
less intrusive) ear-ringing all the way back to Kindergarten. But
this isn't about environmental noise or generational misery, |
wanna talk about chickens.

My landlord (who lives downstairs) keeps chickens. | think
there are about a dozen of them, a mix of brown and barred
rock hens. One day my husband was lying next to me and
said something about "those fucking chickens." There was a
pause while | looked at him in utter confusion, and then he
remembered. "Oh, that's right, you probably can't hear them."

ﬁt's weird, because | can't really think of myself as disabled.
| can manage in most situations just fine, even if | do sometimes
have to ask people to repeat themselves, or turn my good ear
to face someone speaking softly. There are times | just smile
and nod (and my smile and nod game is ON POINT, lemme
tell ya). | can do phone calls and | can usually keep up with
television, and movies are so loud now I'm pretty sure the
dead can make out the dialogue.
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started writing this because those fucking chickens are at
it again. See, now that he mentioned they crow at random
hours of the day, | can make sense of that part of the noise,
hear it clearly even though it's softer than the racket in my
head. It has become Signal, and brains are very good at picking
out signal. This isn't unique to the chickens, either. When
I'm listening to music it can take a sometimes distressingly
long time to catch the beat, to find a lyric or something to
catch my pattern-seeking on, but once it catches it's like the
whole thing comes into focus. Confusing sounds settle into
familiarity. | can sing along if | want to.

ﬁhings are getting worse. | feel sometimes like I'm in a race
against the clock, trying to cram as many auditory patterns
in my skull as | can before things pass a threshold and new
information can't be put in. Because | know even if | completely
lose this sense, | will be able to fake it quite convincingly. | ill
be able to parse the faintest hints of a song, the look of a face
as words are being formed, and | will hear the whole pattern.
It may not be entirely accurate, it may be dead wrong, but
there will still be that internal experience of sound.

FABRICATE ,THE
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Something happened.

Sadly I didn't give those words a minute of thought,
hut still, after .a night of heavy drinking, I was
sitting on a bus, intoxicated and heading home. A
situation way too familiar to me. Like I've literally
been in the same exact moment multiple times
in my life. but this time, instead of just thinking
ahout stuff or staring at the void, [ tried thinking
forward. Step into the future, through the bus
ride, a short walk from the stop, opening a door,
walking up the stairs, entering my apartment...
And then what?

[f I made that decision on that split second I stood

on my doormat, [ would've probably just continued

the loop. Open a tv, find something to eat, pass out,

and whatever, but as [ had a whole hus ride to

think about it [ came to very different conclusion.

I'd instead decided to put my phone to charge,
drink water, and go read a hook.

I have no idea how long this is gonna last, but
since then, being less than 10 hours ago, ['ve had
this feeling [ always "know" what I'm doing next.
While going through an action, I can decide the
following actions for as far as my memory lets me.
After that everything has felt like a continuum.
Not just isolated moments shattered across time
with no way to travel hetween them.

[ know most tend to call this phenomenon planning,
but hell, it feels like magic to me.

A moment of clarity from Con-Troll

LiZzard Brain

1LOOK, I KNOW YOU SAID THIS GUY IS COOr, AND A1, ANDI
RESPECT YOU FOREBRAIN BUT SERIOUST,Y. SERIOUSLY.

DID YOU MISS THE PAoRT wHERE HE STARTED DRINKING
BEFORE YOU WOKE UP THIS MORNING, AFTER DRINKING
1LONG PAST THE POINT YOU WENT TO Sp,EEP? YOU WERE
ONLY OUT FOR 1IKE 6 HOURS. THIS IS NOT COOf,

ARE YOU EVEN LISTENING TO THESE STORIES HES TELLING
YOUo THESE ARE NOT STORIES SAFE PEOPLE TELL SAFE
PrOPL,E DO NOT SEE THEMSELVES IN THIS 1IGHT. YOU

ARE GOING TO GET US ACCIDENTAI, ATCOHOLIC RAGE
MURDERED.

YES, T UNDERSTAND
THIS IS Ao PERSON
WHO RUNS ON
LOYALTY AND
WHO HaS PuT
YOU IN THE "MY
DUTY TO PROTECT"
caMP, BUT wWHO
THE FUCK EVEN
SEES THE WORLD
LIKE THAT9 OH, T
KNOW: DANGEROUS
PROPLE

STOP PRETENDING
YOU ARE OkaAY
WITH THIS.
PRETENDING TO BE
OKAY WITH THIS IS NOT A vALID SURyIyaL TECHNIQUE
SMITING AND NODDING WIL1, NOT SAVE US THIS TIME.

THIS IS WHY YOU KEEP ME AROUND. BECAUSE THE WORJ,D
STI11, HAS 1IONS IN IT AND YOURE TOO BUSY 10OKING FOR

THORNS IN ITS PAWS TO GET THE FUCK OUT OF THE WAY.

DUMBASS.



A more skeptical leaning with regard to model realism has long
been part of Discordian Mythos, and indeed we all hear the
old aneedote about Maps and Territories gets thrown around a
lot (as it should be). Robert Anton Wilson - who called himself
an Agnostic Mystic - probably did a great deal to promote this
perspective, for example in this famous segment from Prometheus

Rising;

“All experience is a muddle, until we make a model to
explain it. The model can clarify the muddles, but the model
is never the muddle itself. “The map is not the territory”; the
menu does not taste like the meal”
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Intelligence is knowing that a tomato is a fruit.

Wisdom is knowing that you shouldn't put
tomatoes in your fruit salad.

A Discordian is someone who makes tomato-
based fruit salads, despite knowing better.
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Implicitly, the metaphor of a Map elicits the idea of correspondence,
the symbols on the Map are intended to correspond to objects
in the Territory. This fits in with the correspondence theory of
truth; a descriptive conception of models as representations of
reality. Indeed - even explanatory value can be conceived as a
type of causal description. I would guess the majority of scientific
work is orientated around this Map conception.

This is all good and well, and this idea of the Map (the deseriptive
modeD is very powerful and useful for navigating and clarifying
the Territory. However I would doubt a person’s exploration skills
if they spend more time staring at a Map than at the Territory.
Nor do we as inhabitants of the Territory spend all our time
navigating - we live here, work here, and play here - we use more
Tools than just Maps.

What if some ideas are more like a Compass - for example the
contrast between Erisian and Anerisian - are there for giving
a rough orientation in the Territory? Or perhaps others still
function as a Torch, illuminating Gnner or outer) darkness in
the territory (think of how the law of fives helps reveal our
confirmation bias). Other might be MetaTools - such as the
Analytical Knife that dissects Maps, or the Synthetic Duck Tape
for binding them together. The list goes on....

The treatment of ideas as Tools is nothing new; in the American
Pragmatic tradition a position known as Instrumentalism sought
to treat scientific theory as a tool for prediction, and our kindred
Chaos Magic tradition takes a similar attitude to beliefs. In my
opinion this is a powerful way to treat thoughts and models,
although certainly not the only valid way. However - if we are
to take this attitude - I would suggest we explore beyond Maps.




REJOICE!

You are the persecuted ones.
You will never be accepted.
You will never be initiated with the rites of power.
You will never be permitted
into the caste of the ruling classes.
You will be persecuted until the ends of time.

REJOICE!

Unlike the Christian Church, which rose from

persecuted fo persecutor, you will never be empowered,

never be authorized, never be in charge.
You are persecuted. You will always be persecuted.

You will be branded heretic.

You will be denounced from the pulpit

and the television screen.
You will be scrutinized by civilization
and found lacking in virtue.
You will be swept up with the devil's debris.

REJOICE!

Unlike Al-Qaeda, which rose from obscurity to

celebrity, you will never be considered, never be feared,

never suffer from delusions of grandeur.

You are in the minority.
You will always be in the minority.
You will be passed over, discarded, downsized,
disposed, and frashed.
You will be dismissed as an irrelevancy.
No one will come to your aid.
You are alone.

REJOICE!

Unlike everyone else, who rises from proletarian to
consumerist machine, you will never be programmed,
never be brainwashed, never be owned.

For you swim against the stream, you are strong.
You are the lone voice in a materialistic wilderness.
You are the crazed prophet.

You are the voice of irrationality in a world
of brutalizing sanity.

You are the pavement cracks.

You are the lost stuff of history.

You are not of what they are.

And for that you will be unmercifully hounded
like the rats of the black plague.

REJOICE!

Take comfort.
For you are the persecuted ones.

—GNIMBLEY
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We will never be imprisoned
We are the ones who will be shot on sight
They wil invent new execution tools if they have to.

We will never be captured
We are not the ones they want in a cell
They wil string us up in the square unannounced.

We will never be tortured
We are the ones interrogators fear

They wil scream to drown out our hideous laughter.

We will never be converted
We are the ones who corrupt all we fouch
They wil cut out our fongues before we can speak.

We will never be imprisoned
We are the ones who die upright
They wil be afraid long after we are gone.
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Atheists vs Believers

The believer thinks that atheists don't think life
matters much, because when you die, you're

just a lump of inanimate meat. Atheists think that
believers don't think life matters much, because it's
just a waiting room for heaven.

Both are, of course, incorrect:
Atheists value life because that's all there is,
and believers value life because they consider
it a gift from a deity (or deities).

Neither side will hear that, though, because they
think they have to oppose each other,

and it's easier to do that if you
dehumanize the other guy...
So listening to this simple fact
is impossible for them:
Everyone values their lives.

~ The Good Reverend Roger



Why They Hate You

- from that hateful Yeti The Good Reverend Roger

If you are LGBT+, there is going to be a

segment of the population that hates you.
They will give all manner of reasons.. Some will say you
offend their religious sensibilities, some will blather pseudo-
scientific nonsense, and a few slightly more honest ones
will say they feel a strong aversion to you. But none of
those reasons explain outright hate.

fo, they hate you because, despite their very
strong feelings on the subject, you insist on

being what you are without their permission.
As if your life and all of your decisions were not subject to
their veto. Almost as if their opinions weren't even relevant.
This and this alone explains the sheer amount of hate they
have coming out of every orifice. They were okay with Gays
in the closet, because peaple in the closet are demonstrating
that they are at least willing to accommodate their wishes.
They were okay with transgender people at Mardi Gras.
But for serious, right in front of them? In broad
daylight? It's an OUTRAGE, and if you don't stop,

God will kill more people in Kansas and Oklahomea.

But here's the important bit 5 thing most
of us know but hardly ever process: You

don't need their permission. For anything.
They will get pissed off. we will bray spittle and laughter

in their pinched, hateful little faces. They will threaten us
with God. God will continue to not back them up. They will
babble about "the sanctity of marriage’, and we will continue
getting our monkey on in bizarre ways they pretend they
never thought of.

They can do their best to make your life miserable.
They can resort to violence and legislative temper tantrums
and call you names on the street. But they can't reach into
your heart and change who you are, and they are running
out of energy to even try. You are winning, and they know it.

They cannot stop you, not with all the lies
and tricks and teargas in the world.

They're going to hate you, there is no point saying otherwise.
But they already hate you, and pandering to

your enemies is 9 losing strategy. So get out
there and continue to not give a8 damn what they think.

They will get high blood pressure, and you will be the
ass-kicking, name-taking, foot-stomping freak you
always knew you were.

Or Kill Me.

sgoriia.b! com
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I Am Not Your Lesson

I am not your lesson. I am not here to educate you.
I am not “other”, I am not “different”.

I 'am not to be joked about or laughed at.

I am not here to topiary your etiquette

concerning things you don’t understand.

o220,

You are an adult.

Do it your fucking self.

: 7 I'am not here to teach you.
@\\56;//@ I am not here to be an example.
I do not want to lead from the front.

I want to be me.

I do not give a shit who doesn’t like it.
Let them.
Fuck them.

; I am not here to teach anyone shit.
U I TR \ I am here to live my life.

I didn’t sign up for this.

And I have enough to deal with.
I do not care if you know or not.
Figure it out yourself.

I have my own life to live.
And I am not your lesson.

P NO RETREAT 4
.. NO REGRETS
o

It was a lie all along. The museum
trophies of crystalizing carcasses
were nothing more than the same
tired authoritarian propaganda we
consumed like sweet poison in our
childhood. Look at how the mighty
have fallen. See now the wages of
hubris, the inevitable fate of all
those who cannot live within the
paradigm of human superiority.

Nothing so great and wild could
last, they said. Nothing could deter
Nature’s divine plan for the glory
of the mammals and man. The
dinosaurs had to go, because they
we could not survive in their world.
The dinosaurs had to be wiped out,
because nothing that becomesso great
can ever relinquish power. Nothing
great becomes small voluntarily.

But look! On every continent, in
every climate! In the patient gliding
of falcons and the alien eyes of
pigeons, the T-Rex feet of baby
chicks! They’ve been here all along.
No great and terrible cataclysm, no
violent deposal from the throne.
They let go of the earth and became
what they were always meant to be.

What will we become when we let go?




Exririciion Evenr

Sessics Rose

You crashed info my life like a comet landing on stupid dinosaurs made of
their idliot flesh. And you rocked my world, left a crater where my sense of
self worth should have been. Blocked out the atmosphere around my ego,
sent my whole thought process into an ice age. I'm rebuilding but that's the
point of an extinction event, there's nothing there afterwards.

There wasn't much left in the world once you exploded on my surface. |
thought | had the things | needed and needed the things | had. But once you
wiped it all away | realised that nothing was what it was. And | needed to
rebuild into something that could survive the next extinction event.

But | can't think about the next extinction event right now because its raining
fire. Volcanos are going off and the sky is black and it's cold, it's s0 cold. |
know you never meant to hurt me, | know you never meant to take it all away
but you did. It's gone and like the wiltings of the flowers once it's gone it's
never going to come back.

| am never going to come back. =
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| can rebuild but what does rebuilding mean?
Am | like the ship of theseus?

If it's still me, even if it's all different, is it still me?
What even am | if everything has been wiped out?

\“t\-\\'\' \

5 TN
Am [ the parts of myself, the things that can be ‘h!'\‘,:l A\
wiped away, the dinosaurs and the trees? Or -
am | the immutable? The land and the volcanos " \\\\
and the seas. Am | the inclements? The hail

and the snow, the acid rain and the sulfer
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Am | all of it? Am | self cannibalising? Small parts of a giant whole in a
constant war, consuming and being consumed.

Do | have the resilience to survive an extinction even, or do | just crumble?
What is rebuilding if you didn't like all the parts you have. Are we doomed to
always be who we are, or do extinction events exist? Am | lucky to have met
you, or was | always doomed from the start.

Was the point of me always to be destroyed or did | have a choice? Do my
decisions matter when there's always a comet out there? s life worth living
when we all have our own extinction events to face. |s there beauty in the
rubble, or should we all submit to our inevitable destruction.

[5 an extinction event a fresh start, or the end.
Do we roll over and die, do we accept fate.
Do we cry at the comet as it rides

that trail of fire into our faces.

ZA

1

Or do we smile.

Bring on the extinction event.
I'm readly fo rebuild.
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drifting from the heavens.




We become what we
prefend o be, So we
musk be very careful
with our fankasies,

The dolhouse of course
repreSentS domestic
Submission, but even
this may be subverted
Look, DO||g! | have
credred a Space under
the cupboards to hide
the persecuted dinosaur
refugees, Tomorrow,

we shdl grafitti anki-
establishment propaganda
dl over town.
Never forget that
our forebears were
abolishonists and
Suffragettes: law-bredkers
and dissidents dll \

YOU IHIK.
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[ am oonstantly being told
Y men
who write
that they will unravel
the mystery of me

That they will put pen
to paper
and draw forth
some real person
out of the chaocs before them
and they will sort it into words
and phrases
and turn me real
Name me
like Adam did the beasts
and thus save me
from this mess

They swear this
because men
who write
cannot leave well enough alone
cannot be simply happy
but chase down beauty
and devote themselves
to hopeless pursuits
ciesperate for suffering
tl‘mey can turn
into art

And [ am the art

they think
is Waiting to be

They are mistaken
of course
[ am not the Princess
noe Manic Pixie here

Menster Girl is me
all claws and teeth and benes
and hidden anatorny

Nightmare Girl am |
with my eyes
of earth, sea and sk

no Oh@OkbOXCS can l’lol&

Sorcerous Girl, still standing
stronger than the dark
strad ing the spaces
between
where witches work
and logio rules

Defiant Girl, forever
my feet plantec]
shoulder width
arms up

hair back

soarrecl anc{ séary Ime

Ny heart is a furnace
and my soul is the howling void.



Sl’\l‘ A nel Something exploclecl. and a piece
of it embedded in your flesh. Now you have to carry that

around with you for the rest of your life.

It aﬁ‘ec'(s you. Ir\ changes the way tha’[ you behave. you take t}\e
experience of being hit by that shrapnel with you in every decision
that you make. Even if you remove it, the scar remains. Even in

its absence, it informs your decisions.

For the most part. the explosi(ms are eSSentially random, when
taken from a Subjective view. Someone else plan’[ed these ﬂ\ings,

and you walk rigM into it. These ﬂ\ings may have explodec\

cenluries ago, but the shrapnel is dill in the air. Still able to
pierce into the hearl of you.

Oﬁen. u\ey tell you wl\ere to g0. Tl\ey push you Onto new pauxs.
or ](eep you going down the one you’re on, They can blind you,
ﬂ\ey can cripple you, they can make you afraid to continue, They
can accumulale, like scales, like armor, like a lead weigl\t. Given
enough time, ﬂ\ey can even render you impervious to other bits of

S}\rapnel. But not forever.

Shrapnel is nol subtle. Its just that we dont recognize il for what
it is. We ge’[ hit full in the face. and we cl(m‘t even realize what
jus'[ happenec\. We know someﬂ\ing jus‘[ wenl down, but what?

OSSN RSN
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You heard a symphony.

You read a story. .
You went to school. - *| . ) ) @ T
You gol a job. "oy '
You fell in love

You got info a Gght.
You fell oul of a tree
You were mugged. @/ G
You go‘l an erection, 6}

You listened to a preacher.

You took drugs
You got lost in the woods for 3 days.

You lived your life. And you carry that with you. Fach ﬂ\ing
that go’( the limbic System pumping, every ‘aha!’ all the moments
of Ssimmering rage, cach indtant of bliss.. They all lefl their bits of
shrapnel in you. They all push and prod you in directions you
mig}\t not even have intended to 0.

But you C‘Onﬂt }\3\/6 tO be one Oft}\e walking wounc‘ed. rF}\e

choice is yours. Sell-surgery is messy. but it's possible. Search

ouf the bits that go‘[ duck into you, see if ﬂ\ey,re worth keeping.

Then get a pair of pliers and an exaclo knife, and get to it.
-LMNO
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NQ“‘E to )'Oufig mEmn: WHY ISIT THAT WHEN YSU REMIND PEGPLE 87

You may hear some noise from these people or HEIRTREEM®N THEY USETT ALL ONBEINGLITTLE

groups talking more about "Manliness”. Like - LT Pr@BI IO ([ AMT
character, integrity, strength, or proper use of SHlfS ANB RUINING 8THER PE@PLES GAMES?

testosterone are some kind of fine lost art.

THE FACT THAT THERE ARE N@® RULES
POLSNT MEAN THEY HAYE T8 BE
RAMPANT MCKS ALL THE TIME,

They're NOT. S
(4 8]

RICHTER

Growing your chin pubes won't do shit.

Carrying a pocketknife won't do shit.
Suspenders, pipe smoking, bourbn drinking, gun
shooting board nailing, woods walking, Jack
Londoning, Melville, Kipling, Kennedy, strt razoring,
Masons, turkish baths and Indian clubs won't do SHIT
EITHER.

That little voice in the back of your head - the one
that you disregard because it sounds like daddy or
grandaddy - that tells you to do something because
it's "Right” or "responsible” - start there.

If you don't have this voice find a role model.
: (Same as above]

REPLACING ONE _SILLY BELIEF
FORVANOTHER | DOESN'T-"MEAN

YOU ARE) ENLIGHTENED
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Sometimes the thing that's got vou fucked up is too
insignificant to justify just how fucked up vou are.

Somelimes the monsters have no nads for vou to kick.

Sometimes you find yoursell overdosing on adrenaline
and cortisol for no good reason at all.

Sometimes theres no hope
ol a satisfving narrative conclusion.

And vou can hide from this reality, and vou can deny
this reality, vou can live in this reality with no hope
ol ever growing up or out of your petty trauma and
maladaptive coping mechanisms. You can be furious
with this reality, and scream into the unfairness of not
having a moment to dredge up and fight and win. You
can insist that no voure fine really and let everyone
clse carry the burden of your shit, because you wont,

But these are choices,
and you have other options as well.

Il a narrative conclusion is what vou need, then go
and fucking make one. Your head's as big as mine, as
big as all our heads: whole universes fit in there. Start
using that machine for something more productive
than Marvel Cinematic Universe continuity errors. Build
voursell a monster and fight it. Invent voursell a trauma
and overcome it. Write vour own Rite of Passaqge.

Youve always been a flighty Kid, a dreamy kid, a kid
wilth an overactive imagination. Stop hating that and
start using it. Stop wasling it on entertainment and
start using it to heal yoursell. Write a better story. Run
a better game. Make better art. Run that "coming to
terms with the past” narrative over and over until it
wears a rut in vour brain as familiar as the one that
savs youre an idiot who cant do anything right. Make
it as awtomatic as the path from vour bed to the toilet.

Because it turns oul vour brain doesn't actually give a
shit whether the bad thing youre getting over is real or
nol, it just needs practice going through the motions. It
turns oul healing is a habit like any other, and “cheating’
means absolutely nothing in this context. Sure, there are
people with specific monsters with nads they can kick,
who need o spend time doing that thing, but if you are
one of the many who is broken because of a thousand
papercuts instead of a gaping sword wound, take heed.

Pretending is more powerful than vou know.




Thou shalt wear shorts under thine skirts.
Leggings or pants ave also acceptable.

Thou shalt have hair as long or short as thou please, but
thou shalt always be able ro get that shit out of thine face.

Thou shalt not wear shoes that thou canst not run in.
Exceptions shall be made for shoes that thou canst
cast off in a hurry.

Thou shalt not fear getting in a fight.

Thou shalt not break laws casually or by accident.

Thou shalt vote, and thine votes shall be made based on
some small amount of vesearch, even if said research

15 done minutes beforehand on thine phone.

Thou shalt sign petitions in real life
and not mevely on the internets.

Thou shalt get thine hands dirty.

Thou shalt learn to ask for help effectively,
even when thou doth not know who to ask.

Thou shalt do goyful things, for without thine
mental heath thou art useless to everyone.

Luddlefish of the
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i SubJect Fntered

nfinite Regress

[fings are as they are-because they are.
That's the only explanation that you 'l get.
s modern science or refigion

aven't found a better answer et

o explain the Fleshy brain we contain within our heads,

We would have the need o create newly tangled sunapse threads
o0, 10/58U, to know ones-Self, indivicual or collective,

We must stop being what we are and choose a new: directive

o0 We Understand the phusical, the taking of and landing

But naugnt a brain exists alive that understands the Understanding.
Juroboros- hias ain 4 curse upon the human mind.

t seeks to e for itsel the one thing it can't find.

fware o selr and el aware, it all Seems rather careless,

And also rather sily to be aware of Self awareness

e | 0ream 8 dream that dreams

Uf my dreams of dreaming
HOw n Earth could such 8 thing
fesult i any useful meaning?




So, there's this story from 2015 where a man from Senoiag, ©
Georgia drove a fruck through his own house. And sure,
you see stories all the time about accidents where a

driver fell asleep at the wheel, or hit the gas when they 252

thought it was the brake, or thought they were in reverse
when they were in drive, or what have you, but this was
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<>/\’f) & This version of the story, the one | was reading, explicitly
X <><> refutes earlier reports, saying Jones wasn't mad at the
house, but just frustrated in general. He'd just gotten off
O, the phone with his wife, he's been out of work for a year
OOOCO and a half, one thing just led to another.

OO0

It's important to know that Jones is a contractor (the kind

3O ~who do construction and handy work). He fixed all the
Y« damage to the house in two days. "I've been out of work

& o for the past year and a half. Needed some work," he told
5{)990 CBS46. "It didn't pay anything, but hey, it kept me busy."

0%

And yeah, that's pretty fucking funny. The bit where he

none of that. He drove his truck through his house, clear "¢ y : e
; ; O tellsthe cops he didit because he needed air conditionin
through from the back yard out to the front, intentionally. gQg s grect BST iedERERTRR R BOY ' it (ong enougf?
g()go <Cyou sfolr’r seeing pieces 012 bigger things in it. No’rhing;
AN DO O O OGO O, QO IO :
QLIIDCK BN OB IO SO OO :
SRIARZERLREZRIGERLRSEIRLERKEIUIARE” Ogggg pappens INGERChCEITREECE <!
This made the news, in several sutlets.” <><><><><> So I'm sitting here, reading essentially a "news of the
There 27 photos- <><><><> Cweird" post, and I'm starting to think about the economy
> <><><> in Georgia, and the private contracting economy across

0'9,&0 <><><><> ¢ the country. I'm thinking about the recession that never

DX KRR LK KKIEIKKKIOCK KOOLKK O
i > Y O COCTOOVE <><><> <><> really ended, not for poor folks, and I'm thinking about all
Some iterations of this story accuse -- and | shit you Ogi“;bofhe. peopleie bc?ugh’r R PRt in 2007. And then
not this is his real name -- John Paul Jones Jr. of driving <§/<> B e, the ones where they

through the house because he was frustrated nobody <><><><><>

;need something to do or they will tear holes in your yard

. . : : @)
wanted to buy it, but I'm mostly interested in the version * g% and SlzaiiBiell o
of the story that CBS46 went with. | found it because of ¢ QL USRI LR R QO IO KX
Y : ) o <><><><><><> SRR RIS R IR ERIIREREE IO LIRS
the fantastic final line: "Jones is not being charged with <.::,><><><><><><><><> O OO OO OO OO OO
a crime because there's nothing against the law about <><><><><> I think =zbout John Jones, generic 2s oan
driving a truck ’rhlr'ough a house, as long as it's .youm‘ru?:k.‘<> <><><>:;N<> ke, and how he needed something to do.
and your house! It got passed around social media, & X X0 .y & 5 . o
o : ALY R O e R e e O A
because of course it did, and eventually wound up in one < I S S S B S R S S S S S e S
of my random feeds, and then | had fo go frack it down. <30 3O SR IR ISR LRI
! ' 01} <> <>000000000000000000000000000000000OO<>0<>(>O()OOOOOO000000000000000000000OO




3 ‘ N
Before I have to go into a dark hallway Qﬁ My keart ks been encrypted
I always tell myself to punch the ghosts. Qi e e d @

Because if there is a ghost there, I don't want to hesitate. I don't o S m\f\z@d @nd ghltgd p
want to cower, or cry, or stare in disbelief. I don't even want to : , J ‘ A
run. No, if there is a ghost in my way, I am punching it. )@ My firewglls \VDHC\G ——
Why? v \ |

b My heart ks stored rempytely
Because it's probably not a ghost. It's probably a friend pulling ]

a prank and they fucking know better so they're going to get /‘ 5} n 9 ¥OVQ\Q” server  farm

punched and that's fair play. Or maybe it's Mr. Jenkins wearing 2
a rubber mask, and those damn meddling kids haven't arrived yet. H here they sirec FBI resuests

No need to bring the mystery mobile around, boys and girls \ @ Q@Qd As W) racks dryn)

I've got this one. : / \\ <7 O O
A : 7 Lﬂ

Or maybe it's a hallucination, bad air or subsonic hums or sleep A4 ; |

deprivation running wild. If r’lothing is there, nothing will get § a? My ‘hQE]VJE J ‘bgh\nd a DGSSWDVd

hurt, and I will know that I did not hesitate, did not cower, and S7 7 And b\OMQtr\C Oy

that the illusion cannot harm me. L £

e Fyou ant T steal ry keart

But even if it is a ghost, a really-real ghost, there are only two b4 ,
possible things that can ixappen: either I pur;ch it and my fist goes {@,, YDU I have tO 90
through unharmed and unnoticed, or I punch a fucking ghost in LS throug h me.
the face. And if my hand goes through, it cannot hurt me and I s, - o
have nothing to be afraid of . If I hit it, it is a physical thing that il :
I can subdue, and that's nothing to be afraid of either. (s
p—
TS
Always punch the ghost. ) oy
- ‘-{\i\ Py .5)"
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“PEOPLE HAVE ALWAYS BEEN PEOPLE”
IS MY FAVOURITE PART OF ANTHROPOLOGY

PEOPLE GRAFFITID YOUR
MUM JOKES ON THE
WALLS OF PoMPEII

JUNIOR MONKS WROTE
COMPLAINTS INTO THEIR
COPIED MANUSCRIPTS

THE ABORIGINAL
AUSTRALIANS PASSED
DOWN [O,000 YEAR
OLD ORAL HISTORIES IN
CAMPFIRE STORIES

CHILDREN PLAYED WITH

LITTLE ROLLING OX TOYS
IN MUGHAL INDIA

INDIGENOUS AMERICANS
HURLED BALLS AROUND
COURTS IN GAMES LIKE
ONES WE STILL PLAY

BorED ROMAN SOLDIERS
CARVED DICKS ON
HADRIAN’S WALL

VIKINGS CLIMBED TO

VERY HIGH PLACES IN
DISTANT COUNTRIES

JUST TO CARVE THEIR
NAMES THERE

WOMEN IN ANCIENT
EGYPT SANG SONGS
MAKING FUN OF THEIR
HUSBANDS WHILE THEY
WORKED

PEOPLE HAVE ALWAYS
BEEN PEOPLE, AND IT IS

MY FAVOURITE THING

- ENNIS ABEL




People are strange.

I often see people walking around, both in public and on
the clock at their jobs, in the strangest costumes.

The guy walking around dressed like a Cowboy straight out of an old
Western movie, who has never wrangled a cow or whatever in his

life. Who lives in the apartment two doors down from me and doesn't
even know what a pasture smells like. He likes his theme so much he
drives the big pickup truck, has a belt buckle the size of Texas (here in
Wisconsin), and when he can, he carries a gun on his hip just in case
Billy the Kid shows up one day.

The woman dressed like some sort of gothic vampire.
With the "I <3 ZOMBIES" keychain.
White powdered face with heavy black eyeliner.

The person whose gender I do not know, with their carefully
dyed and styled hair and curated collection of buttons and
piercings and shirts they stole from a 90s Xena fan’s closet.

The guy in the Businessman costume, not a tuxedo
but shirt and tie and "very nice" shoes.

The casual Steve in his old hole-filled ripped up T-Shirt
and wholly holey jeans.

The Princess in her stunning dress and accessories
and make-up that had to have taken at least two hours
to put together each morning.

These are all people I work with. Walking around in
costume, covered with the marks of their respective themes.
This is fully accepted for the most part. There are exceptions
(the redneck likes to poke at the queer one and the casual steve
is always ribbing the businessman and whistling at the Princess)
but for the most part nobody is ever told to "go home and come
back dressed normally". Why? Because that is normal. These
are accepted normal ways to dress in modern society, even by
supervisors and managers.

Don't misunderstand, I'm not judging or criticizing. Actually I
think it's pretty great. But, as fucking ALWAYS, my problem is
with INCONSISTENCY. GOD IHATE INCONSISTENCY.
My brain latches on to it like a life raft and will NOT let it go.

If I show up to work today wearing a Wizard robe, a
wizard hat, carrying a big magicky-looking staff, driving

a car painted to look like a dragon, I'm the weird one. Not
the Cowboy, not the Princess, me. What makes one theme more
acceptable than another? A robe and hat and stick are much easier to
set aside, take far less preparation, and are more likely to make people
smile, than a full-on Vampire costume. However, if I go to work like
that I have absolutely no doubt I would be sent home to change into
‘regular clothes". And If I went home and put on a cowboy costume
and came back, that would be considered changing into normal
clothes.

I would like to know who draws these arbitrary
lines, and what kind of bribery would be
effective on them.

I want to see more wizards, more Monks, more goofy Doctor Who
outfits, more people dressed like Neo in the Matrix, driving around my
workplace in a forklift. Operating the machine next to mine. Fixing
my shear when it breaks down. Instead I get about 30 cowboys and a
few of the other mentioned types, and that's it, because anything else
is somehow "too weird". Worse, at least half of the fucking cowboys
are of the openly racist, kill-animals-for-fun variety. At least the guy
in the Wizard robe I know I'd probably get along with.

Or Kill Me.
) Be assured ¢
- I'shan continye d@ing
Whatevep the hell it is




BROTHERS AND OISTERS,
DO YOU FEEL A LITTLE OFF?

a matter of time before the Big Drill Sergeant in the sky
comes down on you like a ton of bricks?

There's a reason for that, you know.
YouTe Tomorrow People, living in the world of Today:

That's right.. At some point, you stopped living in today;
and moved over the tracks to Tomorrow. I cant tell you WHEN that
happened, hell, YOU probably don't know. But I can tell you WHY.

It happened because you started - even if you've just begun - to
view the world the way it IS, rather than how you'd LIKE IT TO BE.
That is the very essence of Tomorrow.

You live in the future, while most people live in the present,
and some epen stubbornly cling to the past.

And one thing worth mentioning:

This future is a fragile thing. Feeble.
It teeters on some very shaky concepts,
and on no actual reality whatsoeper.
On one side, there's ecological disaster looming
that will KILL US ALL, and on the other side,
there's 3D printers making new organs for you.
The future balances precariously on the knife
edge between those two possibilities.

Now, a lot of people are going to
, wsee those things and PANIC.

They will then hide in Today or Yesterday either screeching DOOIM
(Today) or denying that anything is wrong (Yesterday). On one hand,
governments spying on us (Yesterday), and on the other hand., people
panicking about that (Today). But neither path is for you or me, my
friends. Their rules simply don't apply to us, because were too damn
slippery to be grabbed, because the ability to see and accept the world
as it really is - even partially - grants you the ability to be as nebulous as
the Wall"lart security guard's authority.

Indeed, my observation of the behavior of many of those
around me is that they treat the ability to make actual rational
decisions based on fact as some sort of magic. But it isn't
magic, is it? No, it is the ability to SUCK UP SOIME BUTTHURT

and STOP LYING TO YOURSELE It is the ability to drop a
cherished worldview when it is proven non-viable.

This doesn't make us SITARTER or BETTER than people who can't
see past their own biases.. And thinking it does means youve just
thrown on another uniform. Well done.

What it DOES do is make us more EFFECTIVE,
N9hov9v hen we choose to be.

That is what makes us Tomorrow People.
It's really that simple. esesiesesix

D il
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-the Good Reverend Roger




Nobody thinks they're the bad guy.

Nobody wakes up in the morning, stretches out the crick in their
neck, rubs the gunk out of their eyes, and thinks to themselves
“Welp, time to go make the world a worse place than it was
before I got here! What a great day to be evil.” It doesn’t happen.
Nobody, nowhere, believes they're the bad guy.

There are people who know they are doing bad things, of course.
And if you talk with them about it they may not even deny that
that what they are doing is bad, but they will tell you at length
how it is necessary. They'll tell you how they have come to be
in this terrible position of being forced to do bad in the world,
despite the fact that they are, in their hearts, a good person.
They may be very convincing. They may even be right.

There are people who do not see what they are doing as evil

in the first place, no matter how terrible it may seem to an
outsider. These people do not see themselves as victims, but
rather as warriors. They are fighting the good fight in their
own minds, and they surround themselves with people who
believe the same, or at least do nothing to challenge that belief.
They are operating with a reality-interpreting grid that allows
them to see some humans as “less,” or some human behavior as
“unacceptable in any circumstances.” They live in a world where
the stakes are high and time is short, and they are doing their
part to make the world better.

They may be wrong and they may be crazy, but they still never

INTELLIGENT PEOPLE ~ mmpiorsand oo

d tortillas go together

/

better than mayo and bleach,

Mayo art
for example.

o5
>_
<El And this isn’t to say never fight back, it's not to say you are
ok CAN H O I_ D BAD | D EAS required by some law of bipedalism to accepr their opinion
of themselves. This isn't a demand that you never give up on
| e ; ; anybody, no matter how foul their deeds or ideas. It's just a
- IT's dlﬁ:IC.UH-. fo IﬂTerﬂO“ZG that, reminder, just some information, because you will be more
because it is far easier to assume effective in the fight ifyou accepr all of the intelligence available
that people who hold bad ideas to you, that you Yvill be 'in a l;ctltcrfposltlgn ifyou build
' . a more accurate internal model of your foes. p
] are simply S:-U %Id ! dO T:)d ;hgrgfore Keep moving. Fight good fights.
(_D you canno o : a . 1aeds And pray to whatever gods will listen
Z because you are intelligent. that the bad guy isn't you.
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... which has been an issue for me many times in my life is the
phenomenon of rendering minorities invisible, or discounting
the existence of their differences. It's hard for me to name this
phenomenon, but it's incredibly pervasive and very disturbing
to me. It crops up in the form of well-meaning statements like:

“/ den't see vace”,
‘s prelly muck eultwvally (@hite”,
“( den't think of you as Black”,

...and so on. In the insistence that Portland “is SO White” while
seated in a bar on Mississippi. In the complete, startling,
glaringly wrong lack of any brown faces at all in the first and
second seasons of Portlandia, filmed primarily in racially
diverse North and Northeast Portland, including an extended
sketch filmed inside the library at PCC Cascade; a snapshot

of the false sense of homogeneity in a highly progressive yet
bizarrely segregated small city. It's difficult because | know
people who make these statements don't intend to be hurtful
or racist, at all, but when they say these things what | hear is:

"/m[mnﬁwé@mﬂda%h

66 / wefluse lo achnsuwledge

W@Mwwdwaﬂ
esping with my discsmferd’.

Being unable or unwilling to recognize people’s differences is
no particular virtue, and in fact it's a little insulting. To know
someone and appreciate their unique personhood, it's also
necessary to appreciate those things about them that make
them who they are; how could I truly claim to know and
appreciate my best friend and yet somehow not notice the
things about her that make up her individuality? That she’s
allergic to nuts and dislikes rhubarb, that she is five foot three,
that she is Jewish, that she has olive skin and hazel eyes, or
that she is eight months pregnant?

Of course, | don't “think of her as Jewish”. | think of her as Lori,
because | know her. “The Black guy” or “the Jewish girl” or “the
tall blond one” are the shorthands we use when we don’t know
someone, or when we are trying to point out someone we
know to a person who doesn’t know them. | wouldn’t expect
my friends to think of me as Black, any more than it would
occur to me to think of them as White or brown-eyed or
glasses-wearers. It's just a descriptor in the litany of descriptors
that compile to make a person, and once you know that person
the litany is condensed into a single name, an image, a smell,

a feeling, an impression in your mind of who they are and why
you care for them; a niche that is their place in your life. A skin
color or ethnicity cannot come close to describing all of that, so
it becomes happenstance, tertiary to their meaning to you.

Te deny i, theugh, is lo deny
czpmanécd




SOMETIMES I‘IMMERSE MYSELF
IN NIGHTMARE WORLDS ON
THE INTERNET THERES THE
EXTREME METAL COMMUNITY,
FOR EXAMPLE — PARTICULARLY
THE PARTS OF IT THAT REVOLVE
AROUND BLACK METAL, AND
ESPECIALLY SO CALLED "NSBM"
AND | HAVE NEVER SEEN THE
THINGS HAPPENING IN THESE
PARTS [BEFORE THEYRE TEARING
'EACH OTHER TO PIECES -
THERES ONE PART OF IT THATS
! ALL "OK SO THIS IRONIC NAZI
sml HAS TO STOP NOW WERE
; UINING EVERYTHING" AND
ANOTHER PART THATS LIKE

\11 S N@iT ®YfL ¥qu We®€
| REINg I®YNI©2"

ﬁJ IM MESMERIZED IN THESE
) FORGOTTEN CHATROOMS ON
' ANCIENT P2P FILE SHARING
| PROGRAMS, ITS LIKE WATCHING
1 o DAVID ICKE WITH A SWASTIKA

|| TATTOOED ON EACH EYEBALL
H VS HIPSTERS WHO ARE
» | 'SUDDENLY UNCOMFORTABLY
4 |  /AWARE THAT THEIR REPLICA
%, |SCHUTZSTAFFEL UNIFORMS
H ARE ENABLING THINGS
THEY DONT AGREE WITH

BUT THEY CANT BE

‘ GENUINE ABOUT IT

o
¢
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27 Some people, some people can live their lives in =5

pursuit of happiness. Experiences, accolades,
stuff, influence, kids, whatever. There exists some
thing or things that will make them happy, and they
can feel it and keep it and sustain themselves on

it indefinitely. Maybe they don't know what exactly

S

S—>

will make them happy, maybe there will be false
@]  starts, maybe the luster on their happiness willdull N9

over time, but it is still possible for them.

These people are not generally
called to Discordia:

Discordians -- or at least, a certain subset of them -
cannot be happy with "happy.’ They are only happy
G\  when they'e fighting. They fall asleep on vacations ~ f/@
and sink into depression when the going is easy.

It doesn't matter what the Discordian is fighting,

=

could be an international tickle fetish conspiracy,
could be each other, could be the goddess-damned \
weather. We live and breathe to fight. Not to win,

not to make the other guy see the error of his ways,

|
)

§ not even for our legacy. é

| =)
N
Z

z Ny ,ﬁ:

So here we sit, feeding our misery. We live in
deserts and swamps and frigid coastal towns. We
live in communities where our identity could get us
beaten or killed. We live with axes over our heads,
where the sun never shines and the bridges sing

every night. This is not an accident.

We can't keep friends worth a damn half the
time because we are fueled by fighting and it is
exhausting and we burn out and fall down and get
back up again only to fight. We get kicked out of
parties and singled out in the office and can't stand
Thanksgiving because everyone keeps telling us
were not supposed to fight and they don't know
that they're telling a fish to stay out of the water,
that without the fighting well shrivel up and die.
The fighting isn’t always violence either, but the
way we deploy words and song and art and poetry
and the hunch of our shoulders and the occasional
well placed boot. It’s fighting all the same.

As long as we'e fighting we can live.
Happiness justisn't enough.




YOU KNOW, IF THINGS WERE TO COLLAPSE
REALLY COLLAPSE
THAT POST-APOCALYPTIC SHIT
NO SUPPLY CHAIN SHIT
NO EMERGENCY SERVICES
NO LAW SHIT
YOU WANNA INVEST IN A BICYCLE
AND SOME TIRE PATCH KITS

IF THINGS GO ALL THE WAY ROUND THE BEND
YOU'RE GONNA WANNA HAVE A FRIEND
THAT CAN SEW
SEEDS AS WELL AS CLOTHES
YOURE GONNA WANT A WEAVER
AND A BAKER
WITH A SOLID SOURDOUGH STARTER
SOMEONE WITH A SWEET VOICE FOR SINGING
AND A MILLION STORIES TO TELL.

IF THE WORLD GOES STRAIGHT TO HELL
AND YOU DON'T KNOW HOW

T0 MAKE A FRIEND OUT OF A FOE?
| JUST FEEL SORRY FOR YOU, BRO

CAUSE SHIT GETS REAL OLD ROUND THE FIRE
EATING EXPIRED CANS OF BEANS
WHILE YOUR CLOTHES ROT OFF YOUR BACK
SEEING THREATS IN EVERY SHADOW
THINKING EVERYONE FOR MILES
WANTS TO FIGHT FOR WHAT YOU CLING TO

AND BAGS OF GAS LOSE ALL THEIR BANG
BEFORE YOU NEED THEM.

I sometimes walk along the riverbank
during my lunchbreak. With the object of
increasing my range, I decided to eat while
walking today. Chewing while walking on
rough terrain being a bad idea, I naturally
bit my lip hard enough to draw blood.

On the way back, I took a less—traveled
path through the brush a bit above the
shoreline. Head held high, admiring the
autumn colours, oblivious to the ground
beneath me, I stepped in quite a deep hole,
and fell, almost rolling down the riverbank
in the process. Once I managed to drag
myself back onto the path, I found I had a
cut on one finger, and a bump on my right
shin that would turn purple by morning.

I'm not sure what the origin of the hole
was; it was too large and vertical for any
critter I know of, so I think it was some
\ sort of river-erosion induced sinkhole.

TL;DR: I took the road less traveled by,
and almost fell off.

somebody @;@
has to pu
/ all this
c

haos here!

~ chaotic neutral observer ~




@he is looking at her cupped hands intently, like there is
nothing else in the world. Her toes are pressed down hard on
the tile floor, her heels perched in the air. One knee bounces
nervously. There is no one else in the bathroom. The stall door
is closed. She stares at her hands.

@he imagines a fire in the empty space between her fingers
and her palms, holds it gently like a bird's nest. She does not
see the fire. Her heart is racing.

“@reathe," she mouths to herself, and obeys. She purses her

lips and breathes out into the fire that is not there, imagining
the ash and embers dancing in the steady airflow, imagining

fuel catching, feeding it life.

@he feels SFATIC in her fingertips.

No one else is here, no one else can see. She breathes out
again, tightly controlled steady stream of air touching her
fingers, feedback in her nerves mingling with the electronic
NOKSE that doesn't stop but increases. Her fingers make small,
unnatural movements, like insect legs. The joints feel creaky
and unresponsive. She is not plugged in right.

[ll'll_[lﬂer brain floats in a soup of adrenaline and cortisol, muscles
tense, heart too fast. To call her scared would be a mistake. She
is on edge. There is SOMETHING on the other side and she does
not know what it is and what she #EELS is not quite fear, at
least not the kind you get when a man in a mask jumps out

at you or something fangy and ill-tempered spots you, it's the
kind of fear when you're about to go around a corner and you
DON T IKNOW what's there, but you know it's not whatever's
behind you. She has always been brave. She has always been a
dreamy girl. Her DESTINY is on the other side, her MEANING ©F
LiFE, the thing she came here to do that nobody else can. She
WANTS to go around the corner, but her legs are frozen.

ﬁ_\ noise like a footstep. Her eyes snap back into focus, her hands
still FINGILE. Finish up like a human, she tells herself.

ﬁ%he sensor does not know she has gotten up. The button
MALFUNEGTIONS. The pipe is leaking. Does it know she's not
plugged in right? She forces it to work.

ﬁ%he sink in front of her has a sign that says OUT ©fF ORDER.
She does not remember if that sign was there before. The sink
next to it does not work either. She stands in front of a third sink,
moving hands that feel like ANIMATRONIGS in front of the sensor,
trying to trip it, trying to connect. It takes forever to work.

When she steps away the water keeps running
for fifteen long seconds.

@he leaves, too alert, too aware of the way she is holding her
hands at her side. The FINGLING crawls up past her wrists and
into her arms. She doesn’t want to use her hands. If she touches
anything, it might break the spell. Posters of fake people in fake
universes surround her, windows into other realities that other
MABGICIARS built and populated and she is walking down the
hallway like they are all open portals and she might just fall in.

@he is afraid she will fall in. She is afraid she will try to fall in
and fail utterly, Alice stuck on the right side of the looking glass.

@he is broken, and her malfunction makes the machine
inefficient. And when she tells people they want to help her
work better, to plug her back in correctly, but all she wants is for
someone to see her and revel in her glorious inefficiency.

[ll'll-[lﬂer footsteps are all WRONG..

A A v A




I—uhc*\ Bl‘eak - Maw of the Void

There’s a hole right through it, like someone diove g fucking
spikse in the ground, you know, and didn’t see what was right
in front of them.

Greasy, probably two feet long, erawling with flies, how in the
fuck they missed it I'll never kknow.

And 1 got cupious, and 1 sort of angled my head likke you do when
you're toe to toe with offensive odor, and 1 looked down the hole.
And what do you suppose | saw?

Nothing. The fucking void. Big as shit and ravenous.

1 kept walking, because the traffic light turned and 1 had only
ten minutes till lunch ended. I'll forget about it by tomorrow.

But suppose 1 didn't. Do you thinks I'd ever go digging in a rancid
loaf like that, hoping to breais through, let the void out? That !
would wonder what lupkss in roadkill chest cavities or month old
Chinese food containers? <

Do you thinis I'd looks inside?

There’s a hole in everything.
And the othep side is alive, big
as shit, hungry.

But. Thing is. Question you o
gotta asks after a certain

point is, are you looking info 77
the hole, or peering out of it?

Would you have walised
away? Could you have,
in the way that really
matters, in your head?

I'm starved.
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Daibai said to Baso, “What's with all those
koans where the novice asks the master for
wisdom and the master is like ‘Wash your bowl’
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or something mundane, and hearing this, the
novice was enlightened?”

Hearing this, Baso was Z/t/ /75/154/

Daibai said, “See what I mhean? What I said
wasn't enlightening at all.”

Baso was even more 7/ e/xza/

Daibai said, “Stop i
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A LEG OF LAMB, A JUG OF WINE
AND THOU, BESIDE ME
WHISTLING IN THE DRRR




on't Be a Dick

by THe Good Redere Roger

Take a look at the news today. There will be gleeful stories about people
being dicks. People raping people. People murdering people. People
raping and THE!) murdering people. All of them dicks, and a special kind
of dick sitting behind the news desk, telling you all the gory details with a
look of studied concern on his face. He seems to be puzzled as to why the
peasants would act in such a fashion...

whereas a normal person being forced to barf up this litany of dickishness
would have a look of profound disgust on their faces.

15 you Listen to that guy, you'll think hetng a ek s NORMAL. Tt uy't.

And if you change the channel, there’s Jack Bauer torturing some bastard

because he’s a SPECIAL kind of dick, the sort of dick we need to protect
us from dicks from other countries. You know what I mean. Smudgy dicks
who blow people up because ”why the hell not?” This might lead you to
believe that ONE kind of dick is better than AOTHER kind of dick, and

that one kind of dick is somehow ”heroic”. They aren’t.

o, brothers and sisters, the plain fact of the matter is that being a dick
is just that...Being a dick. The one thing dicks have in common is that
they make the world WORSE for people around them. Some more than
others, obviously, but that’s just a matter of SCALE. Lester Maddox was a
medium-scale dick, for example, and Jerry Falwell was a gigantic dick.

;But the kind of dick that causes the most damage is the small-time dick.
The LITTLE dick. Because they make up for in volume what they lack
in scale. ’m looking at YOU, dick who is slipping roofies in that girl’s
drink. I’m talking to you, dick who is tormenting the cashier or being

rude to the waiter because you can. I'm LOOHIT)G AT uou, ,DICH WHO
JUST FEELS THE NEED TO SAY SOMETHING 1)EAN TO
SOMEONE FOR ANY REASON OR 0 REASON AT ALL.

Dicks always have excuses, too. I had a bad day”, when the behavior
happens every day. Or perhaps ”My love life isn’t what it ought to be, so
all members of my target gender are fair game for dickery”. PROTTP:
You aren’t a dick because you can’t get laid, you can’t get laid because YOU
AREA DICH. All of these excuses boil down to the same thing, and that
thing is I am a small person and I feel bigger when I shit all over everyone
around me, like the baboon that I am.”

Everyone acts like a dick now and again. It happens. Butifit happens on
a regular basis, then you are no longer ACTING like a dick, you’re BEING
adick. It has become your new state of normalcy. What, after all, is an
evil person? Obviously, an evil person is a person that does evil things.
And a dick is a person who does dickish things... And the O)LY difference
between an evil person and a dick is that at least the evil person has some
level of over-the-top, widescreen mania to thier bad actions. Dicks are just
boring in their evil.

ow, if you mull things over and realize that you are in fact a dick, there’s
still hope. There is in fact a CURE for being a dick. We Doktors refer
to this cure as “STOP BEING A DICK”. It’s easier than it sounds. You
just stop being a passive aggressive sack of shit. You stop trying to be an
“alpha” pick up artist. You stop
deliberately trying to torque
people up because it is the O1LY
WEANING LEFT 1) BOUR
LIFE.

nd that’s the real trick, isn’t
it? If you go out and BUILD
A LIFE for yourself, you will
be so interested in that life
that you won’t have TIME
to shit on other people, and
You Won'T EVEN WANT TO.
Happy people aren’t dicks.
It’s just that simple.




EPISTLE TO THE
DONT BE A DICK-TANS

OK, so you've got a shiny new re-take on the golden rule.
Bravo, it's catchy,and [ can't hate it. Here's a few things you
all should keep in mind though:

}Z‘;Z>Do it right, do it all the time. Not just around your
” buddies. That traffic rage? lose it. Trust me here, if
you're about being a laid back, cool guy with the "don't
be a dick"” creed, then the lost strife won't bug you
much.

7 It isn't cosmic bargaining. Just like all the other ones.
When your shit gets jacked and you're howling to
the heavens; remember, they owe you nothing. You
have not gotten on the good side of probability with
your ways. At most, you OUGHT to be cultivating
the freinds and social support to help out when stuff
does go bad. THAT is the closest thing to an immediate
return on "karma" this side of the grave.

That's it, have fun,

and I look forward

to your near-inevitable
slide to dogma.




Some Notes About Balance

]oy chaotic neutral observer
and Professor Cramulus

We all seek balance in our daily lives. Life-work balance, a balanced
diet, balancing the needs of family and friends, balancing exercise
and relaxation.

Balance is also needed in the world at large. Balance between
order and chaos, right and left, liberal and conservative, light and
dark, good and evil, peanut butter and jelly.

What a crock of crap.

"Balance" is one of those words like "Nature" that gives people a
stiffy... they think it's somehow connected to "what things should be
like" and want to get on board. There's this perception that there is
a balancing energy in the universe, and if you align yourself with
it, you can dodge harm.

It's a construct though. Look at forests.. we used to believe them
to be these perfect little homeostatic ecosystems. The wolves and
deer have this natural "balance’-- too many deer, and the wolf
population grows and brings it back down. Too many wolves, and
the deer population decreases, which also caps the number of
wolves. As long as they stay "in balance”, this can go on forever.

But dig into the soil. You can see evidence that it hasn't been going
on forever, it's just that we generalize the present conditions into
infinity. The border of the forest expands and shrinks. History is
chaotic. If things are "balanced", it's usually a temporary condition.
Sometimes dynamic systems careen outf of control. This isn't a
violation of a balancing principle, it's also "what things are like".

If you're a wolf, you eat the deer. If you're a deer, you try not to
be eaten. There is no law that these things balance each other, it's
just how the chips land when the conditions are just right.

Beyond just being a construct, though, balance is also
a useless one in almost every context.

Balance between good and evil? That's like asking for balance
between being punched in the balls and not being punched in
the balls, or a balance between being disease-free and terminal
tuberculosis. Good and evil don't need to be balanced. That's a
bunch of cosmic yin-yang hippie bullshit.

Star Wars said there needed to be balance between the light and
dark sides of the force, but what was the real choice you were
being presented with? Between a bunch of pretentious weirdos
in funny robes and a guy who thought it was smarter to blow up
planets than to conquer and tax them. They don't need to be
balanced, they need to be institutionalized.

"Work-life balance"? That's just code for "l hope my company
understands that | need to leave the premises sometimes." You're
not taking time off from your job to rest, you're taking time off
from your life to work. You don't need to balance the amount of
work you do, you need to minimize it.

You think "smart" and "stupid" need to be balanced? You think
both sides of the argument always deserve equal time? No, if
you're asking for balance, you probably just mean "the other guy
is winning and it's making me feel bad so please listen to me”.

But if you're here looking for answers, | don't have any easy ones
for you. We are wrecking the environment. You could say we're
violating the balancing principle, disturbing the natural rhythms
and this is causing a spiral into disorder. Beavers build a damn
and it permanently alters the landscape. Humans wrecking the
environment is a "natural" outcome too. But we're not going to
solve any of that with calls for "balance,” or somehow "balancing”
our insatiable thirst for consumer goods and energy-intensive
entertainment with our desire not to render the world uninhabitable
for humanity. Nobody seeking balance ever achieved anything
notable. You want to be somebody, you want to do something,
you gotta go to the limit. Balance is for flywheels, gymnasts and
chemical equations.
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~ The Maw of the Void

| bought this blanket. It was not given to me, loaned
to me, taken from a charity. | went to Target and
looked at blankets and chose one blanket in particular

and purchased that blanket with my money that | >
earned and is mine. The blanket belongs to me, and

no one else may lay any claim to it. No one else is
responsible for it.

It is comfortable. There are more comfortable blankets.

Some of them were even cheaper than this blanket \
and | could have chosen them. But this is the one | «ﬁ
wanted. Now it is mine. | did not have to beg. | did 5
not even have to ask. | said “I will take this one,”

and was told to pay and sent on my way.

This all probably sounds ridiculous. Please understand N3
that | have NEVER HAD MY OWN BLANKET BEFORE.

I have had hand-me-downs and gifts and loaners and

never, ever, a blanket | owned that was mine that | (
bought that no one could take away ever under any
circumstances.

Aming w blwket: & impoortout:

It is a symbol of triumph over a life of bullshit. Not

only do | have money | can spend on things. | chose f
to spend that money on something that, while wholly
unnecessary for survival, greatly improves comfort.

It’s a symbol of triumph over the kind of mental illness
that says “I do not deserve this.” For years | decided
my comfort and well-being was secondary, because |

had it drilled into me that anything | wanted was the

0 least important thing possible. Other people mattered

more, | was dirt. Now | have a blanket. | got it for
% myself, because | deserve it.

It’s a symbol of triumph over the kind of poverty

that people don’t believe exists outside of Africa and

Indonesia. It’s a symbol that whatever help | might

need, | no longer need support for basic necessities. For

most of my adult life, I've been on the streets, begging

people for a way to survive one more day. Now | have a

eNC blanket. | didn’t need that money for food. The blanket
' was all | needed and | got it.

a’ Moreover, | wanted it. It wasn’t someone else’s cast-
D) off detritus, or a beloved but impermanent loaner.
w That makes it a symbol that | have the power to

choose what | get, even if it’s in trivial ways. Before,
comfort and even survival came with a caveat: this is
what you are getting because it is what we can afford
to give to you. Now | have a blanket, and it is exactly
the one | wanted to purchase. | could have picked any
N blanket they had in stock. This is the one | wanted. |
saw it and made my decision immediately. | checked

the others and considered them. But this one is the

one | decided on. So | got it.

-

27

Buying a blanket that | wanted with money that is my
own says, in short, “I win.” It doesn’t matter if | lose

{ later or not, | have this tangible proof that for a time,

| rose above.

%
123w big .



BY NEPHEW TWIDDLETON

Dermot, put three whiskeys on my tab for me, this gentleman and
his friend here. You're welcome. But listen up, kid. | couldn’t help
but overhear your conversation, and [ gotta tell you something.
The Universe isn't what you think it is.
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Give everything to this life, because if there is another we have yet to see it.
Give everything to this life for your reserves will not serve you past your dying breath.
Change while you are in this world of change, for even the most pleasant of other
worlds we have been promised after this one are all fossilized and stale. Change this
world, change the people and yourself. Breathe the air of this world and do not stop
until you cannot draw breath. Smile. Scream. Do not die with anything in reserve.
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The Universe, is a vast, cold, mostly empty expanse bathed
in radiation. The Universe is dark. Almost all of it is a hostile
environment. T he Universe doesn’t care about you. It barely
tolerates your existence. It doesn’t notice you as an individual.
[t will kill you if it gets the chance. The sun you feel on your

face when you're at the beach? Yeah, it’s just biding its time

until it decides to turn that beach into glass.
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Death comes sudden to some and slow to others and you never really know which way
it'll go for you until it's too late, so be ready. Remember that you are a thing your body
is doing, so take care of your body as best as you're able, so it can do a good job of
being you. Remember that what happens after is largely a function of the stories you
leave behind, so take risks now and then. Get banged up. Get your heart broken. Mayhe
crack a bone or two. Overinvest in people. Some of them will fuck you over but the ones
who don't will likely outnumber them and come to your aid when you're down and out,
and even if that's not the case screw the bean counting and overinvest anyway. Because
you can't take anything with you and you can't bequeath your emotional reserves to
your children anyway. Love catastrophically. Cook big meals. Sing loud. Make bad
art and write bad fiction. Make terrible jokes, and laugh your stupid heart to death.
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Thank you, Dermot.
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The Universe throws big heavy rocks all over the place, and zaps
things with gamma rays. T he Universe makes stars collapse in
on themselves and consume less fortunate stars. T he Universe is
hungry, and you might be on the menu. The Universe is chaotic,
and someday, it will die. VWe're not quite sure how, but we do
know that we'll be way fucking dead before it happens.
The Universe runs on its own time, not yours.

You're less than a lighter flick in its lifespan.
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The Universe is God, but unfortunately, God doesn't love you.
God isn't what you think it is. God can't love you. God doesn’t
want to know what love is, and it doesn't want you to show it.

God won't allow you to break its laws, despite your best efforts.

Go ahead, build a spaceship and try to get a speeding ticket.
You couldn’t get into Hell if you tried.

Live while you're alive.
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So you see, the Universe certainly isn't your personal teddy bear.
The Universe is not all rainbows and magic unicorns.
The Universe doesn't owe you shit. No, sir.

The Universe certainly doesn't owe you a soulmate.

The Universe won't even be your wingman for the night
so you can get some pussy, and T he Universe isn't going to
get you a free drink and listen to your problems.
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What you gotta do is just fucking call that chick and tell her how
you feel. And if she rejects you, move on to the next chick.
Time's short. Remember? As far as the Universe is concerned,
your flame already went out, and it didn't even notice.
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How’s the whiskey?

SINNERS IN THE HANDS OF AN INDIFFERENT UNIVERSE




[t will all end in tears and I choose this with eyes open.

It will all end in tears because e\)ergt/)[ng worth a
damn (/oes, because even /mppg endz‘ngs are ena’z’ngs
and there are t/)[ngs we never want to ena’, because
even gOOa’ t/n'ngs can go Wrong and [zf you never
[emp you never know so get over the ea’ge alreaa’g

Oh You: once [mrnt, twice 6Wnt, too S/)g to get
burnt agm‘n, there is not/n‘ng [ want more for you
than to burst into flame again. To  feel every nerve
on fire, to know you have a heart for sure %ecmuse
it is 6rea/u’ng

It will all end in tears and what else could you
possz’élg hope 7for? A quiet life was never for us,
a life of [tz?st ess apat There is nothing worth
/m\)mda, that is not Worti crying over, that will not
make you cry in the end. And there is a difference
between loss and abuse, between the things we have
to leave the t/)[ngs we should have known better
than and the things that make é’lﬁ Worth [[\)ing,
that make [g’fe /)oﬁow in their absence. Not e\)erg
pm’n 6elongs on a pea’esml

Oh you, in- your doubt and your ruminations, [
Wish not/)[ng more jor you than to know the tears
that have been s/)ea’, that will be s/)ea’, in the wake
of 5}0'” presence The 6%@'%{[ mess you have [g[t

na are [em)z’ng

Tt will all end in tears, and you are worth crying over.

Discorda is What You Make Of I

S0 if | want my Discordia fo be about love,
that's my right. | can preach my Discordia SR
fo anyone who listens, and they can Y
choose whether fo include my stuff
in theirs. It's totally allowed. And  §/5°Cl—=

even though | don’t owe anyone an |2
ﬂ,&
1
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explanation, | do think there’s good ’
Justification for love being central ’
to anyone’s religion, even Discordia.  \OVfo A+
Maybe especially Discordia. ~ ) 7

Love is messy as shit. Love doesn't care ;
about what should be, it knocks over all )/

the tables and demands fo be known. It's 7

the most ikational most humans ever gef. S A

It's amazing, too. It's all the tastiest neuro- '\, :

chemicals, all the best shit we like fo think of O )
ourselves. Love is extremes, and that's where R

Eris lives. Not in the tidiness, but in our messes.
Eris doesn't care if you worship her (and many  \o/6 -,
Discordians heartily preach against it), so who gives  § S

a shit if you've got a spot for Eros or Aphrodite on
your mental altar? Who gives a shit if your Discordia | 5 &y,
includes loving your friends and community and the  J > L4
people you fuck like you're a little unhinged? Have 76O
your holy, crazy feelings. You're allowed fo havea &
Discordia that's more than japes and cynicism. (7

Discordia has room for love.  Jo )
Love is always Chaos. =0~
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so you feel like your chest is collapsing.
like a supernovae.

in the streets, in your home, in your school
like you're dying. %<
right in their fucking faces.
everybodye. :i})
messilye.

without reservationse.

the people who don't love you backe.

the people who can't love you backe.

your haters. 8/
sinfully.

so you can't think straight.

with sloppy kisses and high fives and hugs from ~)<
with whips and chains. strangers.
under the covers in a darkened room.
in the sunshine.

your spouse, your partner, your friendse

withebennies. .
your exess Dl
. . . -r
platonically, erotically, romantically,
endlessly.

unbounded. %<
with blood on your hands. e (?i)
with tears. *
1 .:<

so they file a noise complaint.
like a teenager.
like an idiot.
so it hurts.

Don't stope.

They ware happier than either of tham had any
right 10 be Thay never said 1 love you, or indulged
in excessive disphays of affection. fhe liked the
touch of his hand, the measured firmness of his
handshake, the comforiing weight on her hand as
ey sat Together, the gentle pressure at the
curve of far wrist whan they danced He liked
the fire in her eves, the curve of her smide, the
way har hair tickled fis nose whan he heald her
Thay ook no shit from anyona. Thay had no time
for dalicate words or hurt feelings.

Their happiness was punciuated by terrifying bouts
of paranoia, axacerbaied by 2pisodes of real spias

and assassins invading their home and bed Thay
broke every promise they ever made, and forgave
2ach other anyway. They fought like professionals
and fucked like they were keeping score.
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They never W@%ﬁ“@@} Ted 1 h%«n%.
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The Mehinaku, who live in Brazil, for example,
are known to nibble at eyebrows during sex.



If T just find somebody broken right

Not less, not more, but just right
They'll fit me and I'll fit them

And we'll fall apart into each other -~ I

Prop each other up R =N 7"
Like cards in a castle {5 @
Always falling ﬁ( \\\ s

Shiny Disasters are still disasters ,ﬁ ‘\\

They eat you up inside
é-r;

They make you think

You're hopelessly broken

That you'll never be well again
They say they can handle you
That they'll hold you up

But no one can handle you
You break them, or you run
And neither way is safe

Shiny Disasters are still disasters
And you fly to them

Like a bug to the zapper

Not ignorant, not unthinking

But full of unwarranted confidence
In your false invulnerability
You're not better at this now

You haven't built up an immunity
To iocaine powder

And you never, never will.

s ‘/ Vtﬂ
Shiny Disasters are still disasters
They never make you feel whole
They aren't the other bleeding half
Of your fractured soul
No hidden treasures to expose
No beautiful emergent properties

Just endless bruises and scrapes
Tears and apologies

Shiny Disasters are still disasters
Siren songs dragging you into the deep

You always say how strong you are ﬁ%ﬁ

How few shits you give W N
But shiny disasters never get safe , = §§\§
You're never unmoved enough ,')R né 4
You're just a little girl g - \’
Who saw a dead baby bird
And moved it out of the road
With your bare little hands
So it wouldn't get hit by a car
And you are the dead bird
And the bright summer sun

And every single one of the cars . ¢ are responsible for

the drama we create, youdo 4
have to cut yourself some slac

now and then, too!
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['D LINE T0 CURL UP UITH THE LIGHTS DOUN L0, AND THE CURTAINS DRAU,
AND THE BLANHETS CLOSE. BECAUSE YOU ARE HIND AND STAONG IN THE WAYS

THAT | WUANT AND NEED, AND IT WOULD BE NICE T0-BE NAKED WITH SOMEDNE,
AND [ THINK 1 COULD BE NAED WITH YOU.

['D LINE 10 SLOUGH OFF THIS (OSTUME; THE BODTS, THE SHIRTS, THE UNDER-
THINGS. HIS CHARADE OF RESPONSIDLE, SANE ADULTHOON IS EXHAUSTING, AND
YOU HNOU ME BETTER ANYUAY. LET'S B SOMEUNERE SAFE, AND WARM, NI
SOFT, AND. DITCH EVERYTHING SCRATCHY AND. FALSE. AND YOU CAN T0UCK MY
UNTANNED SHIN, THE DOUGHY BILS AND THE PUBLICLY UBSCENE, AND LOOK ON
THIS BODY A5 1T 15, UITHOUT FLATIERING CUTS OR CORSETRY. ['M 50 RARELY
NAHED AT ALL, YOUSEE, AND [T WOULD BE NICE 0 BE NAKED WITH YOU.

['D LIHE 10 PIERCE THE BASE OF MY SHULL, AND PULL AUY THIS FLESH.
EXTRACT MYSELF FROM THIS SHIN SUIT, AND GIVE MY LIMES A STRETCH.
MY P00 WINGS TUCKED AWAY S0 LONG L DON'T HNOW IF THEY WORE,
AND STARLIGHT HASN'T TOUCHED MY SCALES SINCE I LANDED 10 EARTH.
| WANT 10 SHAE MY MANDIBLES OUT, AND BEND MY SECOND HNEES.

['D LIE 10 SHOW YOU EVERYTHING MY COMPOUND EYES CAN SEE. N
JHIT'S SUCH A SAONESS, FRIEND, 10 BEND 10 MERE TABLD. x /

| THINK IT WOULD BE NICE, JUST ONCE, 10 BE NAKED UITH YOU. T

Love is not respect
It is not earnegd
~ ds not evaluated
dt \is not answerable to

Love is nog @p for debate
It is fnreasonable
Nomnegotiable
Ynintereseg in-your dignity
Or better jagd8ment

Love is not Comfort
Not_serengipity

Not complaceney

1t is net sertlegd for

1s noy retiable
Yngefilable

Love ‘is not bribeable ~ Q*‘\ /4
"0 2N 5 Lo O e \
/ 2 At does nop rake CritiCism ==\

£ & Consgracgive or ogherwisedt! &2 AN
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Love s not respect
1t cannor be won=
O perstaded
1t is net answerable to
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Never fall in love with a Discordian. Seriously, I cannot
stress this enoush. ]hey don't do ﬂ\inss by halves, or even
by wholes: everyf‘nins is 1697, ALL THE TIME. You want fo

3ef a Discordian flowers? She hijacKed a trucK full of roses

and dbandoned it in your driveway. You want to give him a
card? He's dlreddy spraypdinted a love poem on d nationd

monument. IFs in iambic pentameter and somehow he
mandged to Fit the word "FucksticK" in there and it works.

GOins on a date with a Discordian is about equduy lil(ely to
end in sex or Felonies, with a sisni‘ﬁcdnf chance of the sex
beins a ‘Fe(ony dePendins on local custom. Discordidns are

serious dbout havin ga 3ood fime, and you dre not PrePdred.
You will Learn to hate the word "adventure."

Never give a Discordian your heart. They're tinKerers, you
see, dnd f‘ney have to learn how ﬂ\inss work by fedrins them
apart. You will never 3ef your heart broKen quite the same as

d Discordian vivisection. The world is full of Horrible Truths
dnd the Discordian will want you 1o LOOK AT THEM fosef‘ner,
and thinK this is d romantic activity. Discordidns are dlwdys

3eHin3 fucKed in the dass by Nisel,
but that's not so bad.

Wﬂwi} are you, an in%a“

structure m“ups«e enﬁﬂuusiusﬁ?
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Aot of people hoard videogames, comic books; -
or other forms of popular media. Myself, | have a
huge collection of those rare NASA tapes where
B astronauts cuss over the radio. It only serves to

& reinforce my belief that Power Cursing™ is the
ideal force for accomplishing human ambition 4 3
within human lifefimes. These motherfuckers are so ™' .
salty, it's no wonder Mars has all that rust.

Now, all of that has been censored from the
. live broadcast. In those times of brave men and
1 (derring-do, NASA had to keep all of this secret.
E .This was ultimately fruitless, of course, because
“anyone who has spent more than fifteen minutes
around a Russian rocket scientist knows that they,
too, have developed a pidgin language that
onsists entirely of profanity. This is the secret
to their remarkable productivity, and also a
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| Following the 1970s, the rest of the world had
 figured out the secret and Asia in particular was
¢ primed and ready to call a bolt a goddamn
| piece of fucking shit. However, Japanese curses
~were simply foo complicated for all but the most?
. . advanced North American linguists. Facing a
dire shortage of experts, the govemment chose
to redirect all those profani-capable assholes
~into the burgeoning microcomputer industry. This
** inadverfently caused the collapse of American
- automakers, who were forced fo use ineffective
. phrases like “dadgum it” and “sharecropper”
. when faced with malfunctioning assembly-line
. robofs.
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. So the next time you're trying to loosen a rusted -
" bolt, and it's just not working, fry cursing. Science .
has proven that it works. And you better fucking
trust scientists, or they’ll rat you out to your




38. Crazy Eddie: (Noun) You see Crazy Eddie every time a civilization
begins to slip. He has a well thought-out solution that he is certain will
cure the issue. Flat taxes, commodity-based currency, redefinitions of
citizenship, privatization of roads and schools, etc. Needless to say, the
ideas don’t work, because they don’t address the root cause of any of the
problems. They can’t. But Crazy Eddie insists on trying, and invariably the
problems magnify to the point where the society cannot continue, at least
in its present form.

You can recognize Crazy Eddie, most of the time. He’s the one screaming
that we have to get rid of institutions and practices that worked for a century
or more, before they were bollixed up via malfeasance. He doesn’t want to
fix the institutions or practices, he wants to replace them.

Crazy Eddie can't fix the problems, but neither can you stop Crazy Eddie
from trying. Yell and scream all you like, he’s going to fix the circuit boards
with the help of his trusty hammer and chisel. In fact, Crazy Eddie will
do anything in his power to stop anyone from addressing REAL issues,
because HE'S RIGHT AND YOU'RE WRONG. Only his ideas have merit.
Engineers and amateur economists are more likely than anyone else to
become Crazy Eddie, but lots of other people do, too (Mostly people asking
who this “John Galt’ character is.).
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Crazy Eddie is unstop-
pable, both because he

= is a divinely inspired idiot
| NEVER : that takes ineptitude to
ASKEDTO ‘ near omnipotent levels, and
BECOME because he has something
A SHIAEOL the rest of the population
FOREE lacks: Belief. He honestly
CENTERED believes everything he
\;“:SIINY preaches, and a motivated

fool is a force of nature.
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She and I and You

WA

I am an unreliable narrator you say.
I never know what'’s happening.
You are too put together to bother with her.

She forgets, she falls apart,

She looks at things from the wrong angles.
You feel nothing about her.

I can’t stop feeling things.

Life is a firehose I am fighting all the time

I don’t know how to function without a fight
And you are maddeningly unscathed.

She is unplugged, malformed, unstuck from time.
She is struggling and crying and screaming

And I am just trying to hold you together

Just trying to get you through this,

Just trying to find a light in the distance to point out:
We just need to make it that far.

You go through motions.

Sometimes you forget to breathe.

She can’t feel her face right.

I don’t know how to save her.

There are no walls between us.

You feel the pit in your stomach, the creeping dread.
You are where you are.

Nothing is right.

Herlegs aren’t real,

Her body creakslike an old house.

She only speaks in metaphor, only lives as metaphor.
I write and write and people say what beautiful fiction
And you do not see that this is just reality from another side,

That there is no skill here no beauty no trickery no smoke or mirrors

just what I am splayed out what she is

Pinned to the wall where you were and will be
And you are walking through like a dream
Following a script you never wrote.

She is chasing butterflies in a field

Because that's what dreamy girls are supposed to do.

Sheisn'’t supposed to be there yet.

You know what you're supposed to do but you keep forgetting.
Everything is out of order.

Floodgates rusted shut, a torrent behind

Flat affect. Lips. Sealed. Tight.

Against the banshee wail inside her heart.

She wanted to be something

You are something but itisn’t the same

How can I ever hope to reconcile you?

And who could ever rescue this broken little thing?

What wrinkle in the universe could bring you back around
In time to save the day?

I'm not lazy I'm not selfish I am not manipulating you

It was inevitable. I am not in control

She is staring at the hair tie on her wrist,
She cannot look them in the eye.

I am broken she is trying to scream it but nothing comes out.
The face doesn’t move.

You can’t deal with it right now.

You aren’t going to deal with it

Nobody can make you

It's not enough.

It’s too late.

She can’t open her mouth.

She can’t be in the same place twice.

And you evaluate your steps:
Did you drink water, did you eat food, did you sleep?
Like sleep could make a dent in this thing

That sheis

That you are,

Like there’s a chicken soup
A cure for crazy

You're not crazy

You are

Sheis

Tam.




Sometimes the world gets ugly.
What are we to do? We can get angry
about it (and trust me, I do... often!).

That is a very natural reaction.

But if what drives us remains noﬂqing more
than anger, it only makes the world uglier.
To move forward, we have to take that

anger and forge it into someﬂqing useful:

Resolve.

Resolve to work a little harder to transform

our dreams into reali’ry, even if they're crazy.

Resolve to have courage to do what is righ’r,

even when it is risky.

And resolve to open ourselves up to love,

even when fear and isolation feel safer. > =i % 9
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THERE IS +A+ MOON

Somebody is going fo come along and fell you you have fo Question
Everything because what you perceive and what I perceive are two
different, potentially completely unrelated things, Because *your* headache
might not be *my* headache and all attempts at empathy are delusion
and there are no shared public objects, only consciousnesses bumping
info each other talking nonsense about things that we can't possibly
understand or even agree on, They will make you question the existence
of the moon,

+FUCK THAT GUY"*

There is A MOON. There is not a moon for each and every one of
us, JUST. ONE. MOON. It hasn't been here forever and it won't last
forever either, but here and now, as you and I are breathing THERE IS
A MOON. It is not painted on the background. It is not an allegory, It
hasn't been replaced with an identical duplicate while you weren't looking,
and they didn't swap it out for a different model in the infernational
release, THERE IS A MOON,

It EXISTS, and existing is a thing that objects are capable of because
THE MOON IS THERE. It has properties we can measure and when
you medsure them or I measure them or Xinglbratt from the Marcabian
Empire measures them those properties are CONSTANT because THE
MOON IS A THING THAT EXISTS. It has pock marks from
old collisions where it EXISTED SO HARD SOMETHING ELSE
STOPPED. If's covered in dust that will give you MOTHERFUCKING
MOON CANCER which is a THING that is REAL and can KILL
YOU FUCKING DEAD,

There is A MOON and it is made of REAL THINGS and you can
point a laser af it in just the right spot or send a piece of REALLY
REAL EQUIPMENT infto MOTHERFUCKING SPACE fo take pictures
of it and send them back, and as long as you know how fo send things
info space you and everyone else who looks will see the same pictures of

the same places because THE MOON IS A THING THAT EXISTS,

SONGS are SUNG about it, TIDES HAPPEN because of it, BUZZ
ALDRIN put his GODDAMNED FEET ON IT,

There is A MOON because the stories we tell about our own memories
of that particular piece of rock may vary but they do not affect the
THING THAT EXISTS and doesn't give a shit what you say about it,
There is A MOON because there was a moon for every single person
of every single fribe before we got fogether and shared a name for it
because ifs A BIG GODDAMN ROCK IN THE SKY and you can't
exactly miss it, Nobody infected us with the moon, It EXISTS, and it
EXISTED, It taught your ancestors about measuring fime and sloshed
around the fide pools when life was small and weird, It shone on
Kingdoms and Empires and FLATWORMS, and it shone on them ALL
THE SAME,

There is A MOON because it doesn't change when you say "the moon
is orange" and just because you see it one color through the filter of the
atmosphere and your eyes and your idea of what "orange”" is doesn't
change the fact that it is @ THING made of atoms and those atoms
are arranged in mineral structures and most of it is anorthosite which
is just another type of feldspar and feldspar is so bloody common the
name literally means FIELD STONE. You can fell stories about it ALL
DAY LONG and it won't change at all, unless the story you're felling is
HEY ROGER LET'S DICKBUTT THE MOON in which case lasers
get involved and the moon gets a dickbutt and EVERYONE SEES IT
because THERE IS ONLY ONE MOON.

And it matters that there is A MOON not because I am your oppressor
and you are the oppressed, but because WITHOUT A MOON YOU
CANNOT AFFECT ANYTHING. The realities in your mind are qll
well and good and enferfaining, but the existence of THINGS means
that you have the capability to ACT ON THOSE THINGS. That you
can interact with others and leave behind a world subfly changed by
your presence, That when your meatsack fails and your consciousness

with it, THE STORIES YOU TELL CAN SURVIVE,

You are not pointless, you are not incapable,
There 1s a moon, It is REAL, and so are YOU,



AND ANOTHER TUING
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Humans are all masochists. This can be proven:

We seek out bad signal (fiction), poison (alcohol, some drugs),
and do physical, permanent damage to ourselves (piercings,
scarification, tattoos) for fun.

We actively take joy in each other's suffering, and are wired
to believe that whatever discomfort we are experiencing this
moment is the worst pain that has ever happened.

When you look at monkeys, the only real conclusion is that
Darwin was wrong and the most successful species is the
one who makes time to beat their nuts with a wrench.

This 15 wht birys
wlll be aar’ 6'-({‘“&550(’5,
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Anybody can be human, that's just a matter of DNA.
Being a person has nothing to do with being human.
There are people under the sea and with four legs
and on planets you've never nheard of. People work
togetner, people talk, people take on the concerns
of other people as their own. People plan and hope
and dream and fuck up and love each other.

spend time with people.
pon't lose sight of your
own personhood.

That's all you need to do.




A great man once said "I may be the
worst pirate you've ever heard of, but
you have heard of me."

I'm paraphrasing a little bit but I like to
work on that logic.

I'm that bitch.

That fucking bitch.

That stick my head under the sneeze
guard and sneeze my ass off bitch.
That jay-walkin bitch. I'm &nglish I
don't even know what jay-walking is.
That's my excuse.

But really I know, and I know you
know I know. And I like that.

I'm that bitch.

That change the keys around on your
keyboard bitch.
That hide your favourite pen bitch.

I'm the worst.
And I like being the worst.

I go to your favourite store and hide
your favourite items.

I take the batteries out of your remote.
I hide just one of your airpods. Just one.
I'm that bitch.

You know the good grapes? The
crunchy ones.

I ate them all.

I didn't buy the punnet.

I just ate them in the aisle at the store
and left.

I'm the one hiding all your socks.
Just the left ones though.

I love watching you hop around on
one socked foot like a jackass.

I'm the fucking worst.

And I have no intentions of stopping.




Parable for the Fabontleos

g here was once a kind and noble man who was the manager for a branch of a

shop. We shall call him Dan. It came to pass that Dan was to be married, and
before he left for his honeymoon he went to each of his employees in turn.

g he first employee was loyal and hardworking. Dan entrusted to him the

running of the business while he was away.

g he second employee was clever and skillful, and Dan entrusted to her the

management of the finances.

g he third employee was lazy and rude, and phoned in sick somewhat more

frequently than Dan felt plausible, so he had her take over manning the till
while the others saw to the important fundamentals of Business.

czDhen He came back, Dan went to each employee in turn to find out what

had happened in his absence.

8 he first employee reported that customer satisfaction was up, and the shop

had been nominated for a Best Place To Work award. Dan was pleased, and
said: "You have shown good work ethic, and proven that I can trust you. Now
I will be able to rely on you for greater things".

g he second employee reported that profit had been made, and made in such

away as to minimize the taxes paid as a result. Dan was pleased, and said:
"You have shown initiative, and proven that I can trust you. Now I will be
able to rely on you for greater things".

g he third employee, however, was nowhere to be found and the till was

completely empty. Dan was furious. "How could she do this to me? I never
should have trusted her!"

“5 ome people just can't be trusted with anything," said the first employee,

who had first made the suggestion that nobody would notice if some of the
money was gone when Dan got back.

& g)eople who don't have talents of their own always drag down people who

do," said the second employee, who refined the scheme to ensure they
would get away with it.

8 he third employee laughed and laughed from her beach chair far away,

sipping her margarita and tossing an apple in the air absentmindedly.




Blessed are the Malcontents
For they will not be swayed
By your excuses and misdirection

Blessed are the Cranky
For their sentiments are genuine
And their platitudes are Few

Blessed are the Terrible,

For they are capable oF good on a scale inagecessible

To those conFident in their own virtue

Blessed are the Trouble Makers
For they will get shit done

Blessed are tThe Messy
Blessed are the Stubborn
Blessed are the ImperFect

Blessed are the Loud
For they will be heard
Whether you like it or not

Blessed are the Crazy
For their understanding of the human condition
Is beyond the reach of the sane

Blessed are the Hypocrites
For they are equipped to handle
The reality in which we live

Blessed are the Living
For they are Not Dead Yet

Blessed are those with a Good LeFt Hook
Blessed are those with Resting Bitch Face
Blessed are those with No Fucks To Give

Blessed are the Impolite
For they are not here
To waste anyone’s time

Blessed are the Punks
For they are initiated
In The mysteries oF the pit

Blessed are the Assholes
For they shall drive away
All but the truest oF Friends

Blessed are the Rockers
For they remember Saturday Night

Blessed are the Impatient
Blessed are the Awkward
Blessed are the Uncertain

Blessed are the Tactless
For they will say what needs saying
And set all things into motion

Blessed are the Delusional
For they alone have the capacity
To imagine the Futures we all shall inherit

Blessed are the Desperate
For their vision is clear
And their compunctions limited

Blessed are the Nonbelievers
For they answer to their own authority

Blessed are those with Something To Prove
Blessed are those with Unrealistic Expectations
Blessed are those with Freedom In Their Hearts
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Welcome to the parade! The noise, the glitter, the sweat and the screams: this
is our day. I don't presume to know why you're here. You may be gay or
lesbian, bi or pan or asexual, you could be trans or gender nonconforming
or kinky or queer in ways [ haven't even imagined. You could be a straight
ally, here to support or just to participate in the festivities. It's hard to
tell, with such a big tent of gender and sexual minorities coming together.

leally, the one thing holding us together is that none of us quite fit into
the standard model. This applies even to {gh{:- allies, because they really
should be participating in shoving us back in the closet but instead
here they are appreciating our weirdness, like a bunch of freaks. We're
unaccounted for, and that makes us unpredictable, and that makes us
scary. We're dealing with thousands of years of tradition and assumptions,
built up and calcified until it could all be taken for granted. Homophobia
itself is something relatively new, historically speaking, but the things
that homophobes feel we threaten are very, very old. The division of
labor according to gender breaks down when there's only one gender in
a home, so we have to think for ourselves, and that frightens those who
have fallen back on complacency. If we have to think for ourselves and
construct our own means of handling things, after all, maybe their way isn't
objectively best, and if their way isn't best, what does that say about them?

it all comes down to the insecurity of lazy people who don't want to think.
Listen to someone complaining about gay marriage sometime: "How
am ] supposed to explain this to my children?" That is the cry of
a person who is not prepared to do any of their own thinking. When the
fight was for marriage, we did the work for them "GAY MARRIAGE
1S JUST LIKE STRAIGHT MARRIAGE," we screamed "WE ARE
JUST LIKE YOU." And eventually most of them got that memo, and
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the Supreme Court decided that we were right, and now they don't have
to think about it too much any more so it's less scary. NOW they've
decided to latch all their fears on trans people, because if they can't
keep the queers from acting like marriage is a contract between two
consenting adults, they can at least make it hard to take a piss in safety.

bt the thinge is gay masziaze wnl fust like straight meaziase,
it's something different from the story we've all been told we
have to live. It's thinking for ourselves, even for a moment,
and deciding that what we want isn't dictated by centuries of
expectations. It's investing in our deviancy enough to put a
ring on it. We're not shutting up and hiding, and that is a direct
challenge to the authority of the dominant social narrative.
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dnd if they were scared of that, just wait for what's coming down the ]‘
pipe. Bisexuals screaming that not only does their sexuality exist, but
that gay relationships aren't a consolation prize for the terminally gay?
That someone who could pass as straight would put up with the hassle W
of fighting constantly for recognition as not-straight, would choose
relationships that were harder just because that's what they wanted?
What about all these trans people? Before they used to be punchlines and
hookers, but now here they are in the news and on TV, having real jobs
and acting like real humans all the while refusing to follow the script.
And just wait til they catch on to the nonbinary or polyamorous folks!
bow dare we exist? How dare we highlight just how nonsensical it is
to think genitals have some kind of profound, mystical connection to
who we are? Don't we know there are people whose entire identities are
built on sloppy, unexamined foundations? Don't we know better than
to shake things up? How rude of us. You could say identity itself is a
crock, but that doesn't let our assailants off the hook. An identity handed

to you on a silver platter is no more real than an identity you have to
work for, and after all, identity plays a pretty vital psychological role.
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We ourselves are no more confused than anyone else, but we're quite the
source of confusion, aren't we? I think that's a good thing. People need to
be confused. It forces them to think, it forces them to consider that they
might be wrong, and honestly, that's the only way we learn anything. Of
course, we don't exist for the purposes of straight cis people. We need to be
confused as much as anyone else, as much as our enemies try to use confusion
as a smear term. ['ve seen queer people treat other queer people like absolute
garbage, and I think it's all in the name of avoiding confusion, just as much
as bog-standard homophobia is, just as much as bog-standard transphobia is.

—_
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and it's easy to understand. When you have to deal with bigots' constant
accusations that you're just confused, it's very tempting to say no, that

=S eas Y

OISR -\l Sl o=z & -

you're very certain of exactly who you are, and that you haven't the
slightest amount of doubt. But some of us don't have the luxury of certainty,
and besides, this approach has other drawbacks. People are addicted to
order, and to thinking we understand things when we really don't, and [
it's easy to get arrogant and dehumanize people. It's easy, but it's lazy.
It's the same old shit we've all been putting up with from day one. Each
and every one of us is a stick in the gears of someone else's worldview.
We can't afford to fear the same thing, as a matter of common courtesy
if nothing else. We've all had straight people and queer people alike tell
us that we don't count one way or another, but I'm here to tell you that
you do, whether or not you're certain of where you fit and who you are.

{o el with their falee autthory. |
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WE COULD HAVE BEEN
ANYTHNG WE WANTED

THS 5 WHAT Wt ChOSE

the honest book of
ACTIONS by o ¢ ho ¢ zen

don't worry about avoiding temptation - as you grow older
it starts avoiding you. — the old farmer's almanac

you already know what is evil and what is
neutral and what is good. its built inside of you
after millions (possibly bilions) years of mental
evolution.

it's called a conscience. it's quite smart.

pay attention to it. it's very flexible and will
automatically adjust for new paradigms; it is

very difficult to beat with an intellectual assault.
modern people find it quite difficult to get to. from
day one others are trying to twist it to suit their
own reality (or even their own self interests).

here is what your conscience is not;

# it is not the law. the law is a set of restrictions
placed so as to perpetuate the status quo (aka
by the establishment, for the establishment)

# it is not morality. morality is a set of
restrictions used to cement loyalty to a
mythology and the church that selis it.

# it is not cultural sensibility.
cultural sensibility is a set of
restrictions arrived at randomly

by memetic interaction e i \‘“i
and history. ; RS
# it is certainly not % =
puritainism O



/

WQ
The dmus L /

<4

\\\\

\~e
H‘
R},

Swan

% y Professor Cramulus :__:—2
(& > =

There are so many different truths out there.
How do we select one?

If you choose wrong, you become some soggy middle aged prick
who hides in a reality tunnel from decades ago, and is angry

at anything that doesn’t belong in it. We watched our parent’s
generation become the exact thing they rebelled against. Mark my
words: this process has already begun in you.

If you choose the option that feels right, you will find confirmation
of your own assumptions. In the attention economy, preference

is a magnet. You can become trapped by the gravitational pull of
Confirmation Bias. The Law of Fives is never wrong.

If you choose the option that is the most reasonable, intelligent,
well researched -- there emerges a blind spot hiding the world’s
emotional realities. You will come up with solutions which people
hate. You will gnash and weep that people do not behave the way
they “should”, and this disharmony can lead you to a place of toxic
cynicism. You may end up in an emotional reality anyway, one in
which everyone is dumb (but you, of course.. you know better).

If you believe that all swans are white, when you see a picture of a
black swan, your preference is to say “that’s not a swan”, instead
of “I misunderstood what swans are”. The Black Swan dwells
outside of our reality tunnel, it brings disorder to our internal map
of the world. It is concealed by our assumptions and our ignorance
of our own ignorance.

The Black Swan is Eris’ pet. Swans are vicious creatures. They
bite. They are pissed about the original snub--that is--they were not
included in your map of the universe, and for this, they seek

—o~®) REVENGE. (&~—

Old Bob knew how to make friends with the black swan. He

knew that Eris is a prankster, and that in the comedy-bit which is
everyday life, his role was to slip on the banana peel and get a big
laugh. The universe has trained us wrong, on purpose, as a joke.
Maybe the only way to stop being the butt of the joke is to accept
this. We are all Cosmic Shmucks.

This openness -- to seeing yourself as wrong -- is also one of the
only things that can save us in the post-truth era. We need to be

in a state of doubt and able to learn & accept new info. We can't do
that from a place of complete certainty and confidence.

The post-truth era is in full swing because the lie feels differently
than the truth--it's attractive, seductive, "feels" right. Our intuition
and our intellect are both running for election but the district is
heavily gerrymandered.

And this is part of why the Discordians celebrate Confusion. The
Confused mind is trying to make sense of reality -- and that’s the
best mind, most active & engaged. It can be unattached, free. It can
learn. The Beginner Mind dwells in confusion. Thrives in it, even!

Let us become the Ordinary Idiot again. We have been
pretending we are more advanced forms of idiots--the square idiot,
the zigzag idiot, the enlightened idiot--but in truth we are the
same kind of stupid as everybody else. Let’s go home to this place
of mundane stupidity, where everything has to be taken in small
pieces because we are very dumb and the world is very complex.
Let us taste each bite individually, perceiving but reluctant to pass
judgment, because we do not have all the data.

If (as St. Gulik suggests on the Emerald Tablet of Hermes) the little
universe (the inner world) and the big universe (the outer world)
are really the same thing at different levels of magnification, then
we have a secret Rey -- the study of ourselves can lead to the
realization of those fundamental laws that make the world go
round. Maybe we can be momentarily free of the Cosmic Shmuck
principle by seeing our own Shmuckitude. One day, we may even
become an aduanced form of idiot, reaching heights of idiocy only
theoretical--until now.
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TALR ABOUT THE STRENEFTH TO &FET BACK UP NO
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The cel Ching aeeut
Teny Hawki

(Besides the soundtrack to Pro Skater 2 which is just
wall-to-wall bangers) is that he has somehow broken
the system of fame in America. I'm not talking about
wealth here, or power or anything like that, I'm talking
very specifically about being famous.

It's possible to be famous and fall out of the limelight,
to become unrecognizable due to age or the public
losing interest. That's a known phenomenon, something
that is built into the system of fame to scare people into
continuing to produce for the masses. That's not what
happened to Tony Hawk. People know his nhame, and
know what he's famous for.

It's also possible to maintain a private life separate
from the public persona. Dolly Parton (a veritable saint
in her own right) has mastered this art. All she has to do
is take off that wig and change into street clothes and
no one anywhere notices her in a crowd. Others don't
pull off the costume trick but still keep firm boundaries
that differentiate their irl from their onscreen. Again,
not so with Tony Hawk. While folks may not know about
his private life, he hasn't intentionally sequestered it,
nor has he put up some grand persona between himself
and the masses. He's just a dude, now pushing 50,
who's really good at something that used to be symbolic
of teenage rebellion.
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when Tony Hawk goes out into the world, people
seem to get confused. Like, he'll be on a plane and
someone will ask "hey who put all these skateboards
in the overhead is Tony Hawk here or what lol" but it's
ACTUALLY TONY HAWK SITTING THERE. He'll have
people check his ID and ask "lol like the skateboard
guy?"” Once a kid asked if he was in fact That Tony
Hawk and followed up with an unimpressed "why?"

This is NOT what fame promises people. This is NOT
even the loss of fame, a known and acounted for thing.
Somehow this man is still known to everyone, has

not been cancelled or sidelined or forgotten, and yet
there isn't a hint of awe or deference or even in a lot of
cases recognition. When he clarifies that he is indeed
That Tony Hawk, the best he can hope for outside of a
skatepark is shrugs.

Teny Hawi has stumbled

Int@ eecaming the Exact

'i Oppesite oF Famaus. S'




BLESSED ARE THE
TERRIBLE FOR THEY ARE
CAPABLE OF COOD ON

A SCALE THAT THOSE
WHO ARE CONFIDENT
IN THEIR OWN VIRTUE
MAY NEVER ACHIEVE

STARBUCK'S PEBBLES . °
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Do these 9 pebbles REALLY form a pentagon?

Those biased by the Aneristic lllusion would say yes. Those
biased by the Eristic Illusion would say no. Criss-cross
them and it is a star.

A uminated Mind can see all of these,

yet they do not insist that any one is really true, or that
none at all is true. Stars, and pentagons, and disorder are
all their creations and they may do with them as they wish.
Indeed, even so the concept of number 5.

The real reality is there, but everything you KNOW about
"it" is in your mind and yours to do with as you like.
Conceptualization is art, and

10U ARE THE ARTIST.
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-% THE PARABLE OF *-
SAL THE INsURANCE GLERK

m BY V3XAPHOD, WITH KEY COMMENTARY
FROM M. NIGEL SALT

WE FOLLOW THE JOURNEY OF SAL,an ordinary middle-aged insurance

clerk who, as a way of fantasizing away the cosmic pointlessness of his

existence, dreams of a world without violence, poverty, and injustice

and the many things he could do to effect change, if he only had the

opportunity. One day, on a whim, he buys a lottery ticket that turns out to

be the only winning ticket for the biggest jackpot in history — over a billion
dollars after taxes and fees.

Being a reasonably intelligent guy, he manages to set up a trust to receive
the winnings. His trusted friend is a decent lawyer who is able to keep

his identity a secret by filing all the appropriate paperwork through an
impenetrable bureaucratic maze. At first he does nothing with the money:
keeps his job, doesn't buy anything extravagant, doesn't even pay off his
mortgage or car loan. He just goes about his life as usual, patiently waiting
for the press to die down and quietly investing some money, more as a
hobby than anything else.

After the furor in the media has subsided, he sets his plan in motion. He
buys a private island somewhere in Indonesia through a series of shell
companies, and begins developing a very high-tech, secure compound,
mostly underground. He arranges to fake his own death, abandoning

his life and retiring to his new compound. From this place he recruits a
private army of highly-trained and very effective mercenaries, hackers,
and financial experts. He begins slowly exerting the force of their
combined expertise on global markets through strategically imploding
large corporations and even a few smaller national banks and draining their
value into his own stockpiled wealth. In the ensuing political and social
unrest, his troops sweep in along with coordinated humanitarian aid and
public works projects, transforming war zones almost overnight into stable
states. He bankrolls resistance movements here, recognized governments
there, and a large array of media outlets. He even successfully masterminds
the assassinations of many of the world's worst despots, including some in
highly influential countries.

The whole world is confounded by the sudden appearance of this state-level
actor, operating apparently on par with a global superpower, but no one

can figure out who is behind it. His final move is to force the United States,
the EU, Russia, and China into an alliance against him by knocking off a few
low-level diplomats and sabotaging some of their most important military
operations. W ith no way of locating or even identifying him, the alliance

is forced to pool their intelligence resources and learn to work together,
accidentally causing world peace.

"Ha! I have done it!" he cries over simulcast TV, radio, and Internet streams,
"I have fooled you into working together for the good of mankind!"

People everywhere cheer. Politicians, finally realizing the master plan is
nearing its ultimate goal, manage to track the signal to the secret compound
in Indonesia. They bomb it. Then they also bomb each other to erase the
compromising intelligence they all have on one another. Everyone dies.

"BZZZZZZZZZZZ!" goes the alarm clock. Sal opens his eyes and heaves
out a heavy, frustrated sigh. "Yeah, that would never work. Geez, what

a dumb idea," he says out loud to no one in particular. Rolling out of bed
and into his slippers, Sal gets up to make the coffee. His grand scheme for
helping the world has been foiled again, but he refuses to be deterred.

He is a good man, and he will, eventually, think of something.

This scene repeats more or less daily
for the next forty years,

and then Sal dies. —
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Because how many lines will you cross before
you admit to yourself that you're retreating?

How long can you lie to yourself about the
precious things you've given up, and the
nothing you've received in exchange?

Blow can you sit there, comfortable in the cell
that you built for yourself when outside you see
they re nailing people to the fucking wall?

PEOPLE,

Because there isn't another time this can
happen, no next year, next season. You can't sit
around waiting for someone else to break out
first, and there’s nothing outside of the prison
around you but screaming oblivion.

NO ONE IS COMINC
N SO

Becouse the prison guards have their own
cells they live in, they just gave each other
permission to wander out and beat you from
fime fo time.

Because the walls are closing in and it's not
just your imagination this time, they re bringing
in more iron every day and you, babycakes,
you helped them install it so you could get your
cookies for “good behavior.”

Because we all have fo die of something, and
'd rather get blown up by terrorists than get

fucking cancer.
8
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m'NDCoNTRoL.

Your entire life, you've been carefully monitored and controlled.
You are a slave to the Status Quo. Like the rest of the worlds
population, you are a drone. Who is doing this to you? Who is
forcing you into the straightjacket of Reality?

You are.

Yes, you. You are a slave to your own mind. Your mind tells you
that you can't, shouldn't, are not allowed. And you believe it. Your
mind tells you that you won't succeed, and hey presto! You fail.
You fail, because you believe what '‘common sense' tells you!

So blow your mind. Sod common sense. Forget REAL.!TY. The
Laws of Physics are nothing but guidelines anyway. Open your
eyes and watch as your mind lies to you. Your mind tells you one
sort of coloured paper is money, but the other is worthless. Your
mind tells you that words on paper are more truthful than spoken
words. Your mind tells you that you must be 'successful'. Your mind
wants to see patterns, needs to conform. Blow your mind.

Wake it up.

See the world for what it really is. A chaotic place, with us humans
running around trying to see patterns where there are none. There
are no patterns unless you want them to be. There are no rules
unless you make them. Surrealism is the key. Surrealism will shock
your mind of its track. Surrealism can shut your mind down for a
fraction of a second, allowing you to experience the world -for just
a moment uncensored.

Blow your mind. And when you do, share the fun. Do something.
Anything. As long as it's surreal, as long as it's funny, as long as
NO-ONE gets hurt. But remember, you can't MAKE someone see.
They have to do it themselves. Blow your own mind, and others
will follow.

This is @PERATION MNDFUCH.

If be were alive today, Hitler would send people pictures in docx files.



What Brother Allelujah was trying to get around to in his
long-winded way was this: people who are sure they're right
are trouble, and are the typhoid carriers of the Curse of
Greyface. Therefore, they are responsible for all the troubles
of the world. So, the only way to combat them is to attempt
to make them unsure of everything. The most commonplace
things. Everything. Paper clips. You can make them unsure of
their paper clips. The best Discordian tactic is called Guerrilla
Surrealism. Trust me; I'm a 5,000 year old Abyssynian — |
know what I'm talking about. Listen to oI’ Godspo here.

GUERRILLA SURREALISM

The primary weapon of the Holy Avatar Calvin, Hagbard
Celine, Caligostro the Great, Henry Kissinger, Puck, the
Knights Templar and other great Warriors of Discord. A
blameless, guiltless and subtle method of gracefully driving
people out of their minds. Infinitely variable, incredibly
adaptable, endlessly versatile and really cheap. Do you
know how many gross of washers or wingnuts you can get
wholesale, real cheap? Especially if you go in with a few
friends? I'll explain. No, there is too much. I'll sum up.

Example | of Guerrilla Surrealism: The Wingnut Trick (heh
heh heh). Pick your Thuddite carefully. The most pompous,
plodding Thud you can find who is accessible to you. Bosses
are ideal. Professors too. Quietly, no more than once per day,
maybe twice (patience, patience), slip a wing nut or washer
into a jacket pocket, a desk drawer, a briefcase, a lunch box, a

shoe, on the carpet — whatever. Do this slowly and subtly,
with accomplices if at all possible.

Say nothing. Do not get caught. (/((;,
e — o<

In a month, your victim will be = = 2
ZZ =z

a gibbering wreck, being dragged 25 é 2

off to the booby hatch screaming Z %" = %

“WING NUTS! WING NUTS! 2% 2=z

AIEEEEEEI — a much more “ o=

entertaining person.

Another variant, usable only on people with ceiling fans, is
to drop oily screws and metal bits underneath the fan, once
every day or so. People become very worried, especially
if they sit or sleep beneath the fan. People suffering
from sleep deprivation are also much more entertaining
than usual. Streaking was once a form, but is now too
commonplace. Staging bizarre events (like dressing up as
elves and running screaming down the ginza) is a beautiful
thing. Bizarre graffitti is a time-honored pastime (see Markoff
Chaney of Illuminatus! by Shea and Wilson), but getting
caught and defacing property are equally bad. Lawbreaking
creates the need for police, thus encouraging a police
state, which is bad, children. The best definition of Guerrilla
Surrealism is “an action so bizarre, it is not classified under
the law.”

It is a form of prayer.
Strive for epiphany. EasC S
If that doesn’t work, &
do something
funny and run

like Hell’




THE GOOD GUYS DO NOT
AUTOMATICALLY WIN.
THE EVIL EMPIRE
DOES NOT MAGICALLY
COLLADSE WHEN
THEIR MISDEEDS ARE

BROADCAST TO THE
DUBLIC. THINGS DO
NOT GET BETTER ON
THEIR OWN.
YOU HAVE TO WORK.

HEARTS AND MINDS

BY Eriskoros CAIN

Welcome fo the modern o|oy War zone.
Righjr now, as | speok, a thousand battles are being
Woged for your submission and o||egionce. Commanders
and po|iﬁcions have decided that the enemy is us and
that we are fo be boughjr to heel, as soon as possib|e.

No doubt some of you think I'm using hyperbo|e, or metaphor
to illustrate an exomp|e of our socio”y fractured society an the
commodification of idenjrijry. And while those cerjroirﬂy are prob|ems,
anyone Jrhinking about those in relation fo my rant +o<3|oy are wrong.
RigH now, you and | are quife |i+ero1||y at war with ot least one
government, nome|y that o? the USA.

Oh to be sure there won't be running battles with light infantry.
No airstrikes are going fo be called in on your house, and I'm
reasonably certain you wont get carted away to Guantanomo
Boy, or any other black site that exists. But just because guns
aren't being loaded and blood isn't been spilt doesn't mean this
isn't a conflict.

You see, war isnt about the clash of armies on the battlefield
anymore. Hell, its ba re|y even about ki”ing, except as an odverﬁsing
hook or a final solution for people who refuse to stop being a pain
in the ass. No, warfare has moved Jrhrough the genHemon?y period
of pitched battles and low casualties, blown apart by Napoleon
and pen(ecjred in the s|ough+erhouse of WWI. ts not even the
o|ir+y po|i+ico| warfare that characterized the Cold War, marked
by futile superpower conflict and strategies designed to bleed a
superpower by third world proxies, and on the other end of the

scale by terrorism.

No, warfare today is about fighting on the psychological and
narrafive level. lts about capturing the mind, and shac |ing it fo
the agenda of the day, regardless of what that agenda may be.



The Jrning is, you see, as warfare has becorme less and less about
artful strategy and less bound by codes of conduct - be they
re|igious, cultural or |egc1| - the real issue has not been arms,
|ogis+ics, in+e||igence and skil, but about the sheer will to ﬁghi.
Whoever goes on i(igniing the |onges+, whoever is Wi||ing to do
what it takes fo persugde the other side to accept their inferests,
whoever is able fo ei(i(ecjrive|y frame the ggendg in a certain
manner, is the winner in the modern world. You can even suffer
strategic setbacks if your message and will is powerful enough.

And of course, if you accept this as essentially true, broadly
speaking, then logically you come to the problem being people
who wont get the fuck on with the message. The enemy ceases to
be those W?TO threaten certain strategic alliances, deposits of raw
materials and the lives of the citizenry. No, the enemy becomes
anyone who undermines that message and so weakens that wil
to resolve the conflict - and that person can be anyone, even your
own citizenry.

Back in the dgy, Jrney used to call this PsyOps. It used to on|y be a
wartime enterprise. Dropping leaflets over enemy cities and troop
formations. Doing pirate broadcasts using exiles and friendlies from
the nation you are at war with to convince them of widespread
resentment fowards the government. Smear and ridicule important
po|i+icg| and mi|i+gry leaders in any way possib|e.

PO T AT ) R
R TS
Yoo W 0~ \\;‘ ot EARCOI

) S . ' w3 ®

=2\

=
N = |

3 187
/1 1,
.‘ !
M‘"}%
2 l X, e

Like | said, it used fo be on|y a wartime enferprise. But now,
thanks fo the Cold War ferrorism, carried to its conclusion by the
lkes of Al-Qaeda and Hezbollah, the difference between peace
and war on|y exists in @ |egg| sense. The poieniig||y endless war on
ferror means gciuo”y endless psycno|ogicg| operations - carried out
against not just the enemy, but the civilian popu|g+ion at home as
well. The media has to nong the enemy with words and discourses
and jusiii(icgjrions before the mi|i+ory can do it in fact.

Nowgdgys, PsyOps is on|y one part of a much broader schodl,
known as Information Operations. Do you operate a blog, report
on the i(gi|ing and lies and crimes of your couniry? Then you are
are, occording to this world-view, engaging in warfare against
the state. But ifs not just about information per se. You have fo
think about this mucL more brogoHy. For exgmp|e, protfests. =
protest is not just a protest. It never can be. Its an expression
of low infensity conflict re|ying on moral discourses and popu|c1r
expression of dissidence, aimed at bringing about a po|i+icg|—mi|i+gry
confrontation.

And just where do you think someining like
OPERATION MINDFUCK  fits into this

system of ideas?

Since many of us fend to think of O: MF as a way of mentally
sngking peop|e up, getting them fo question their assumptions,
pnysichy deconsiruding the popu|gr discourses of the o|gy, strippin
away the bare truth hidden beneath self-servin p|c1iiiuo|es...weﬁ
in that case, it is noining more than a direct c?wg”enge fo stafe
power.

Thot may dishearfen some of you. But the simp|e truth is, thinkin
for yourseh(, and then communicating those thoughts fo others, Wiﬁ
o|woys be seen that way, so |ong as this world-view dominates.
You may ds well get used to it, because unless you decide to

never share your views, or have a frontal lobotomy, you WI”
almost cerigin|y do someining that could be
considered an act of war.



If you get really good at i, you may even end up in a redl
domestic war - as the crazy elements of the Jrhuggish far rigH,
security services and corporate sponsored smear feams conspire to
make your life hell Jrhrough intimidation, surveilance and character
assassination.

To be honest, once you realize that you are in the war, a certain
clarity accompanies that knowledge. You can now diagnose this
uneasy {eehng all of the above has been creating. You know what
it is now, the nature of the Beast is discerned and laid bare. Once
you know what the problem is, you can set about dealing with it.
Few Jrhings are insurmountable, once you understand their purpose
and contfext.

Um(orjrunojre|y, you have litfle choice about this. The line has
o|reody been drawn in the sand, and you're on the wrong side.
What hoppens next is a matter of po|icy, insanity, persono| whim
and plain old bad luck. Because you're not quite the perpetual
pain in the ass that, say, Al-Qaeda is, you won't be @cing the
guns. You can be drowned out by voices of {or—righjr harpies,
milifary “experts” who ‘just happen’ to be taking pay cheques i‘f:om
the Penjrogon and spine|ess joumo|is+s more content with oHocking
those who search for the truth than po|i+icions who hide it.

There is a spectrum of responses, if you will. I you do this, the
response will be that. And if you do something else, the response
Wi|F differ in proportion. But lke all Platonic constructs of reo|i+y,
there are gaps in the concep+uo| definitions put forward. And it
is in such gaps that the game must be p|o1yeo| most eﬁecﬁve|y.
OPERATION MINDFUCK works best in areas where they are
no response. So go beyond b|ogging, or po|i+icc1| protfest, or pronks,
or sabotage and mild acts of ontological guerila warfare. Mix and
mafch, be innovative, experiment and push the boundaries.

And remember, even ’rhough this s
a war, unconventional forces 0|W0ys
have the adva ntage over hierarchies.

Mo I LecuwxecQ (DMe @aﬁ:ﬁu\ﬁ ecuiﬁ)ovu)
LittleontQtan
iwritevictuuri.tumblr.com/post/179530912087

/heres-the-thing-about-the-air-nomads-i

It'b not just about power, or might, or the ability to adapt.
You can have all of those, but you also need fun. You need
the ability to be vulnerable, to have no ambitions beyond
just having a good day. You need to be able to embrace
silliness, to nurture play, to have that space where a very
specific kind of emotional growth can occur. Fun makes
a hard life a little easier. Fun makes your own mortality
a little less frightening to grasp. Fun is the spaces in
between, that can’t be measured by money or military
might. Fun is what nurtures imagination, allows you to
see a situation in a whole new light, to find new solutions

to problems previously considered impossible.

;Ccum o what makes b‘bLaV\ﬁeJL nto a ]Oruevxc@
natfien than an enemy.

:L/cum M,oo gou bee Pabt goun CQCFFQJIQV\CQJJ.
rcu/u » wiat ]Oweeb cun‘wo'dfg and o,oewmm&e&m@b.
Tun o the foust thing to die in« wan.

1t stands 1
0 reason, then, that if yoy’ ;
i ) ? JYoure expecting 4
= nded war, you'll need 4 Plan to ])mz‘fft t/%j%mn
b rmay be an awful endeqy '
ope for, your troops will inev;

This applies to cultuye wars,
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7" / To arms! A cry is raised. A hue soon
0O arms: follows, and many are caught up
in its wake. The wave crashes over the temporal landscape,
as the washed masses throw their wrenches into everything

they find.
c h / Crash! Sound the gears of society. The
r aS' e cogs pause, hem, haw, and move on. The
meters are fixed, the tire is patched, and the tear in the
social stocking is patched with nail polish. Frustrated the
masses slump, moan, and mutter, for what they see around
them has not changed it has adapted, it has overwhelmed,
overcome. The grey existence bleaches out the color of
those who leave their hands in too long, searching for the

lynchpin, the lever that pulls it apart.
H [ d / Hold! For like the synchroweb that binds

0 e the cosmos into an Erisian orqy of energy,
the social fishing net which catches the souls of the unwary
has no middle. There is nothing to pull, there is nothing
to burn. Jts very intangibility is the briar rabbit that lures
rebels into its midst, down a cul-de-sac, and then bores
them into submission with taxes and political speeches.

Go back! Heed the call of your

GO baC’/(./ mind! What is in front of you is

not in front of you — it is inside you. The grey wash that
seals your eyes like a cataract comes from within! The Man
that holds you down and forces you to submit is your own
Monkey of Mediocrity. The prison has no door, because it
has no walls, because it does not exist! The sun is out, the
moon is brilliant, the trees call to you from the plains.

You do not hear, for your ears are filled with the burning
of your Will, a Will that runs hot but has no vent. You
consume, but you do not turn. You spin, but you do not
spiral. You burn, but you do not bleed.
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R ) / Rise up! and step sideways into
ISC UP ! the antechamber. The mirrors are
different here, and your choice is now. The bland, the
ordinary, is only as far away as your next thought, and the
prisms beckon you from just behind your eyes. You fight
others, thinking them to be oppressors, but we are you, and
you are us, and you only fight your conceptions of us, as we
you. But the self-destructive is ultimately self-defeating, as
we cannot win in a battle with ourselves.

Create! We think ourselves to be
C)}" ea te e creative, yet we destroy in the name of
freedom more often than we admit. The non-prophet said
that Destruction is not the same as Chaos; we remember that
Chaos is All, anything else are subjective rationalizations
made in an attempt to function. And if All is Chaos, then the
first distinction is that of creation and destruction. Move
towards the completion of the Great Work, sidestepping the

petty 4D squabbles surrounding you.
To Bliss! St. Campbell had it right.

70 3 l lSS o/ When one is capable of choosing

one's life, that includes the maps they use. Jt is not hiding

to refuse the hold the Grey world attempts to impose. Jt is
not escapism to steal the powers of quilt and obligation back
from the overlords. Because You are the only Overlord.

Free Your Mind, and Your
o, Ass Will Follow.

-LMNO
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fhada thought many years ago about abortion protesters. If you
believed, really believed, that abortion was murder, without any
doubt, wouldn't you have a moral obligation to try to prevent it?
What would you do to prevent the slaughter of innocents?
How far would you go?

The problem, of course, is that the only people who believe
abortion is murder are religious people. Scientists don't believe it.
Doctors don't believe it. Most civilized societies don't believe it.

Scientists do believe, however, that manmade climate change is
real, and most of the people who study it believe that we are past
the point of being able to prevent serious and almost certainly
catastrophic change from happening - change that will affect
every living thing on this planet to some degree and may kill off
large percentages of higher order species and cause havoc that
will disrupt almost every facet of human civilization.

There is nearly universal consensus amongst scientists on the
reality of this change. (Not politicians and capitalists, but their
opinions are not relevant to the science.) The only question is
how bad it will be, and whether it can be mitigated by anything
we can still do.

So if you know this, and you believe that we are facing an
apocalypse of sorts - a slow and not entire one, but an end to the
world as we know it, at the very least - and you believe that we're
on a timetable to stave off disaster as best we possibly can... what
do you do about it? When you know that appealing to reason
does not work, has never worked, and will not work until it's far
too late? That greed and comfort will always drown out prudence
and preparation? That there is no hope, no technological deus
ex machina to come down from the rafters at the last minute to
prevent ecological holocaust?
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Po you dynamite the pipelines? Assassinate the people who run
and own polluting companies? Blackmail and threaten politicians
into doing the things that will kill their careers and bankrupt their
backers, but will save humanity? Do you build a nuke and tell
the entire world to either knock this shit off or face immediate
annihilation rather than a prolonged death rattle?

Or do you simply ignore it and live in some vague, delusional
hope that "we" will figure this out - and by "we", of course, you
mean someone else?

Or do you just say fuck it and turn and face the strange
changes, and throw yourself into enjoying what we've got
while we've got it?

“:%?his is not an abstract
or theoretical
question,
by the way.
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CANYOU FEEL
tf COMG?

Do you smell a change upon the wind?

NO.

You CAN'T.

You DON'T.

You've deluded yourself with dreams of a grand re-awakening,

a massive paradigm shift of the collective social conscience.

You've convinced yourself that someone (maybe even you)

will come along and cast down the Powers That Be™

that are in control of the MACHINE™.,

You're WRONG.

There are no Powers That Be™. The MACHINE™ deposed them
long ago, or perhaps they just became obsolete, victims of their
own efficiency. You see, long ago the MACHINE™ became far
too large to be overseen by a conspiracy, or even by a network of
several different conspiracies. The MACHINE™ is no longer under
the control of mankind, rather it has become an entity unto itself.
A blind, uncaring juggernaut of assimilation and mediocrity. The
MACHINE™ feeds off of the static nature of humanity. Any real agents
of change are perceived as dangerous mutations, to be neutralized and
disposed of as quickly as possible.

Yes, that includes you.

And ves,
that also

includes me.
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The Revolution does not care about your sacrifices. It demands your
support structures, your resources, your time, your breath, it will not slop

A ils lust for blood and tears msahahle The Revolution will make prumlses
¥4 about replacing those old things with better ones, but you must know the

&{ truth: The Revolution will give you nothing, it only knows how {o take.
(hing you ake away (rom me, lel it be tal The Revolution, honest and The Revolution will take jour HW@TUWWH ‘
| lor true, could not give less of a shit about your well being or structural
{ integrily. The Revolution will chew up your mind and floss withyour ¢~ =] The Revolution is only there for you when the day s bright and the
8 spiril. It will grind you under its heel surely as any machine that exists. | & streets are full or the nights are flled with teargas and smoke. It feeds
b > youadrenalin and pretends thal running on crisis chemicals won'l lucking

; V“M Wﬂ“ “]I]l@ hmn@” destroy you the lung run. The Revolution isn't there when o have'

= ¥ %] Lo pour acid on the driveway o clean up the blood. The Revolution won't
ﬂmﬂ ]ﬂl“h“lﬂhﬂl Wﬂ“ m“m‘lﬂ H“”“ ‘ pay (he bills or check on you when you're sick. The Revolution needs ils
¢ j marlyrs, bul only the phologenic ones and even (hen only when they are
& 1 polilically useful. The Revolution does not have a widows and orphans fund.
4 The Revolution will not hold your hand as you are dying.
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The Revolution does not give a fuck about you. If there is only one

4 The Revolution will not sew up your war wounds. The Revolution will not
even call a retreat: it is standing at the rear line with pistol in hand to shoot
g (he deserlers. Your cowardly acts of treason are as inevitable as they will

be short. The Revolution does not suffer apostates fo live.




| know its a fight.

by Zenpa®sta

b fact, its more accurately caled a shit-fight against the
establishment. | know Im the fittle gY. | know that as |
stand up that some are too coWed, or beat doWn, or
habituated to their 'Whatabout'sms to stand With me.

Thats OK.

| know that ifs mevitable that | Wil go down. And it
probablY Wont be a tvpical beatdown. It is verY lkely that

| get roasted alive and 'made an eXample“ of.
Thats OK ' too.

But | also know that it Wil be a glorious fight and | Wil
make them crY. | Wil make them Wonder. | mav face
imminent defeat. But When | go down, if | go down, |
Wil do so sWinging, grinning, singing and spitting.

ON WINNING

- ANDY FYFE -

WHEN YOU'RE PLAYING A GAME AND YOUR
OPPONENTS CHEAT, YOU WILL PROBABLY
LOSE THE GAME IF YOU PLAY BY THE RULES.
YOU WON'T GET BONUS POINTS FOR TAKING
THE HIGH ROAD, YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

YOU WON'T IMPRESS ONLOOKERS WITH
YOUR DETERMINATION TO LOSE ACCORDING TO
THE RULES. YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

YOU WON'T WIN ANY VOTES BY CLAIMING A
MORAL VICTORY OVER THE PEOPLE WHO
CHEATED AND WON. YOU'LL JUST LOSE.

WHEN YOU LOSE ENOUGH, YOUR CHEATING
OPPONENTS WILL CHANGE THE RULES IN
THEIR FAVOR. THEY WILL CHANGE THE RULES
SO YOU ALWAYS LOSE.

| REALIZE THIS IS A CONTRADICTION OF MANY
OF OUR MOST CHERISHED CULTURAL MYTHS,
BUT IT'S STONE COLD REALITY. IT'S AN EASY
COP-OUT TO COCOON OURSELVES IN SELF-
RIGHTEOUS DEFEAT, TELLING OURSELVES
THAT IF WE JUST KEEP LOSING WITH OUR
HEADS HELD HIGH THAT EVENTUALLY
IT'LL BECOME A WIN. IT NEVER DOES.

WHEN THEY GO LOW, WE STOMP THEM INTO
THE FUCKING PAVEMENT, AND LET THEM WAIL
ABOUT OUR NON-REGULATION BOOTS.




Tie DOCTRINE oF THE
INNMUM VIABLE OJRYTH
e

T ORR_&BHWTH finds us all eventually, the kinds of people
who QUESTION FVERYTHING and [0OK_FOR_THE STRINGS,
Sometimes you only catch a corner of it, a little sliver of the

FNsa NT ENMENT \MI&ER@E that needles your brain and won't let
things rest. Sometimes you witness yourself TH’N WHICH CANN'@-
BE UNSEEN. People die, governments fall, hopes are crushed,
buildings burn. There areyeasons for all these things, and they are not
always the QFFICIALY/ERSIONS™ of the story. It's a fact that every
once in a while a conspiracy comes along and gets shit done, and the
people who know [HE ORR_&BHWTH are inevitably painted with
the same brush as the people who think they can hear the stars talking
in their fillings. They holler and go mad with frustration, trying to

bring the masses to the whole of THfJ‘t?RMBEWTH .
Tz DOCTRINE oF TvE MINSMUM VIRBLE TRUTH states

that it is better to focus on the smallest, least controversial aspects of
a ORRLBHWTH than to focus on the BIQ TRUTH& behind it.
That'it's better to bring people to a middle ground even if that middle
ground contains significant untruths or omissions than to attempt to
drag people kicking and screaming to full enlightenment.

Let's use my favorite example: the 9/11 Truthers. This group believes
it has found a great and profound L}t?RR&BHWTH: that the

US government orchestrated the September 11th attacks on the
Pentagon and World Trade Center buildings, killing thousands in a
pre-meditated false flag operation to justify the passage of some truly
horrendous legislation and the invasions of Iraq and Afghanistan,
which has itself led to hundreds of thousands of deaths.



Memetically, this J@RR&BEWTH has a lot going for it. It has
hooks in “the government is evil,” “look how smart I am to have
tigured this thing out,” “everything happens for a reason,” “somebody
is running the show,” “things are not as they seem,” “powerful men
are capable of great evil,” and even “the call is coming from inside the
house” When someone is infected by this ;}thRBBEWTH, they
follow the research of other True Believers and become experts in the
well-developed ARG of Trutherism. Like Jehovah's Witnesses, they
have an answer for every potential criticism or argument, armed to
the teeth with annotated photographs and expert analysis. And, like
Jehovah's Witnesses, they make very few converts.
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The low conversion rate infuriates Truthers to no end. After all, we're
not talking about a small event: three buildings were destroyed and the
entire western world witnessed a terrifying display of human tragedy
and loss on live television. If that was staged, wouldn't you want to
know? Wouldn't the world deserve to know? We've grown up on
stories of [HE ORR&BEWTH being revealed at the last second,
exonerating our heroes and sending the villains to prison. But the real
world has never, never worked that way.

Truthers divided discussion about the real tragedy of 9/11, wasting

untold mental and physical energy on screaming at the government

for doing something which it may or may not have done, and on

screaming at the public for not getting on board. The public, annoyed

by.the Cult of Trutherism, deepened its acceptance of the QFFI( lﬁ{_g/ﬂ
ERSIONS™ and refused to engage in any discussion about

government malfeasance in regard to 9/11 and its aftermath.

The whole ORR,&BEWTH whether it is true or not, is not worth
screaming about. As soon as you mention 9/11 Truth in any context,
you immediately turn away anyone who is not already a True Believer,

and they will not hear anything else you have to

say on this ORO) ;{49@ OTHER SUBJECT.

Tve MIT‘UT"UJN VI@HWTH, in the case of 9/11 Truth, is

that factions of the conservative movement were planning to take
advantage of a national catastrophe to promote their own disastrous
agenda, including the erosion of privacy rights and the invasion of
several sovereign nations. In comparison to [HE ORMBHWTH,
this may sound small and irrelevant. After all, how can you be shocked
and angry about people taking advantage of something tragic when
you have already accepted into your heart that those same people
willfully engineered their own tragedy? But without the prior context
of the conspiracy story, this Truth is terrifying and awful in its own
right. Like an abusive partner, people entrusted with tremendous
power abused the traumatization of an entire country to further their
own agenda and harm the people already hurting.

The MIT‘UY"UJN VI@EWTH is compatible with most belief
systems, it doesn't engender the same kneejerk FUCK OFF TRUTHER
that [HE ORRLBJ.EWTH does. The evidence supporting [HE
MIY‘UT"UJ l@HWTH isn't cloistered away on the sketchier
parts of the internet, it lives in the headlines, it's in the public
domain documents. To believe TH—E ORRLBEWTH, one must
accept a series of assertions about the chemical properties of jet fuel
and conspiracies of construction workers and cleaners who never
mentioned the thermite being installed and the human ability to
consciously murder thousands of their own people to forward their

own goals. To believe [HE MIY‘BT"UJN Vl@l{ [RUTH you only have

to believe that people are willing to take advantage of a bad situation.

There are smaller truths too, but [HE MIN{T"UJN Vl@l:{ [RUTH

is the one that turns hearts and minds against the assholes pulling
shit, that points them at better questions and helps them make better
decisions about who to vote for and what policies to oppose. The
heroism of the FDNY is a GBT"U\LI_Q{;L@TH, it is evident in every
aspect of their performance on that miserable Tuesday and the days
and weeks after, but it does nothing to turn the hurt and horror to a

roductive end. éT"U\ 13 WTH can derail conversations, but [HE
INNMUM Vl@l:{ RYUTH unites.



Let's talk about another example.

Michael Hastings died in a car crash is a éT"U\Ll_/E WTH. Michael
Hastings was murdered via his car being hacked and blown up on
the California streets by the CIA because he was investigating a story
that was even bigger than his takedown of General McChrystal is a
ORRSBLE TRYTH. Tz MINSMUM VIABLE TRYTH is that Michael
astings was afraid someone was going to tamper with his car, and
we now know that remote hacking of cars of that type is possible and
was possible at the time of his death. And [ am a True Believer, not
in the bomb part of the story but that the reporter was launched at a
hundred miles an hour into a tree not by tragic accident but because
he was a shit stirrer of the highest caliber, and I have seen The Strings
enough to know that hacking a car is well within the abilities of his
enemies, and murder is not outside of their comfort zone. But I tell
people [HE MIT‘BW]"I Vl@HWTH. [ tell them it's a possibility.
I tell them what could be, based not on my gut or what another True
Believer said but dispassionate analysis. And maybe I am a traitor to
my tribe for not hollering |t ORR&BJ..{WTH from the mountain

tops, but when I infect others with this truth it sticks.
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