
Reasons to Go Discordian:  
 ~ Prof. Cramulus  ~  Part 1

Freedom of religion means you can believe anything you 
want and people have to treat it seriously. But there’s a 
limit to that, right? At a certain point somebody’s going  
to say,  “No, that HAS to be bullshit.” Discordians gleefully 
hop that fence and run naked into the wild. It’s a blast,  
you should try it.

Seriously, if religious freedom protect someone’s right to, 
say, oppress homosexuals, it can probably be used  

for some awesome things too. Awesome things  
nobody’s thought of yet. Get to work!
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Magic(k) Isn’t Action
- Her Holiness the Right Rev. Nigel

If they LISTENED to the truth, it would mean that 
they would have to DO SOMETHING or accept 
that the reason they live in a trailer with no friends 
but a bunch of resin fairy figurines and a box of 
rocks that they imagine have personalities has 
some relationship to their actions, or lack thereof.

And that's TOO HARD. So, no. It's easier to 
pretend that visualization is the same as action, 
and that casting a circle is the same as action, 
and that lighting a candle is the same as action, 
and that talking to crystals is the same as action.

No time to go outside today, 
I need to set up my altar so I can do a weight-loss spell.

No time to apply for jobs today, 
I'm casting a circle to ask the spirits for money.

No time to enroll in school today, I'm setting up a crystal 
grid to align the energies to improve my life. 

No time to work on hobbies today, I'm lighting a candle and 
meditating on being more productive.

No time to go to the meetup group today, I'm online asking 
for white light to help me get better at making friends.

Sometimes the real magic is litigation



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 I will not be 
endangering myself or my family in any way, despite 
rumors to the contrary...Because you, dear reader, 
will probably not believe a word of it. 
This is all just more quaint fiction. 

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.

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.

the TRUTH about 
the Discordian Menace.
1.

2.

3.
4. They Killed 
Tesla "if I told you..absolutely they would kill me...

and no tin hat would save me"

- Nikola Tesla

t
he other night i was watching the demons crawl out of the 

woodwork again,which is why caulking is so damned important. if 

you caulk it hard enough and tight enough the demons can't get out 

of the fucking walls and suck your one remaining eyeball right out of 

your head. anyway, one of these demons kind of oozed up to me and 

said, "thayne, old buddy. you do realize that your very own government 

killed nikola tesla right? they let him live long enough to drain his 

brains dry of every idea he ever had, and then they killed him."

a
nd you're next boy. you're next. only they won't keep you alive 

long enough for you to spit. because after all, what does the 

uncle sammy want with heated toilet paper, floating lawn chairs and 

seeing-eye armadillos? well okay, so they might like the tp idea, but 

you know damn well they'd keep it for the big wigs and let the little 

fellows continue to freeze their nuts off, right? of course right."

a
nd i thought to myself, thayne, i thought, big brother is 

 everywhere. and it's just like the old lady always says 

"goddammit, leave your glass eye at home next time you go on a bender 

down at harold's lounge or it's just deja vu like when the cops haul 

you away and you kick the cop in the knee and they cuff your feet 

"



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 into the bathrooms 
again. Sucker.

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. 

~ the Good Reverend Roger

5.
6.

7.
8.

9.10.

K

together so even if you kick open the back door of the cop car and 

try to hop away (again), the truth is the police can run faster than you 

when you're cuffed at the ankles. and you know they'll throw you 

back in the drunktank where they don't care what happened to your 

glass eye, or maybe they took it and spit on it or are saving it for 

their hallooween costumes, or for a trophy. yeah, that's it a trophy 

eye hanging on the wall of the break room down at the jail. even if 

you get it back you don't know where it's been."

s
o anyway, back to nikola tesla, the fucking genius who 

 immigrated here from Serbia, and either knew transmigration 

or teleportation or else had tunnels under his house that led to 

his secret lab. but then one day he decided to do things much as an 

ordinary man would and got hit by a car while cross-ing the road and 

died in the street like a dog and the fbi came in and took all his papers 

and his secrets when they raided his place. but he got revenge and 

the last laugh because the fuckers tried to photograph tesla in his 

casket and the photo blurred and they were unable to make the camera 

focus on his face. there's not one death picture of his face which is 

the way he wanted it. the question that begs here is this: what good is 

the last laugh if you're dead?

t
he moral of this rant is listen to your old lady, but not her 

mother. leave your glass eye at home, never forget your 

ankles are cuffed and the man can run faster, caulk those cracks in 

the woodwork, dig your tunnels deep and don't cross the road like 

everyone else, or the they'll get you next.

-ONE EYED THAYNE MAGEE



You might not 
BEAT them, 

 

you MIGHT be able 
to make them take 

ulcer medication.

BUT

What if  a bunch of  us got 
together and convinced 

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?
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Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Greatest of the Men of Science;

You saved us from the darkness

And brought us into the light.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

How holy was your vision.

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 us from Petroleum.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Save us from Direct Current.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Hear our prayer.

 
Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Greatest of the Men of Science;

You saved us from the darkness

And brought us into the light.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

How holy was your vision.

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 us from Petroleum.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Save us from Direct Current.

Oh, Blessed St. Tesla,

Hear our prayer.

St. Tesla, Keeper of the Holy Spark



Excerpts from the Chao te Ching
                            (Cramulus and LMNO)

3.
If you put value
in subjective Bullshit,
lesser spags will treat it
like objective Truth.

Therefore the wise spags lead
by knowing their Prison
and staying pragmatic.
Like hitting someone with a Barstool
to prove that it actually exists,
call people on their Bullshit
so there will be no narcissism to exploit.
By understanding your Cell, you will understand others’.

2.
When the people of the world all know Order as Order,
there arises the recognition of Disorder.
When they know there is such a thing as Illusion,
there arises the idea of Reality.
 
Therefore Order and Disorder produce each other,
Reality and Illusion trick each other,
Authority and Freedom define each other,
Love and Hate fuck each other.
 
So the wise spags look for balance,
and stick their wrench into the MachineTM.
 
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 able to act again.

Reality and   unreality have no clear distinction in our present circumstances.

~On Gods and Saints~
A God is a fictional character that people pray to for guidance, 
strength, or boredom. They come in many forms: power 
totems, spirit guides, fairies, bearded men who live in the 
clouds and selectively grant wishes, human-animal hybrids, 
anthropomorphisms of celestial objects, fish. They have 
different powers, and are called upon in different ways. Some 
of them are bigger dicks than others. They are, however, 
universally fictional in nature, although sometimes their 
followers forget this.

A Saint is a God that used to be a real person.*
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Plant your seeds

In parks. On lots. Public flower beds. In 
remote places. At City Hall. Wherever. 
Whenever. Or start a plantation in 
your closet (but read up on it first 
for that). Don't worry much about 
the weather, they know when the 
weather is wrong and will try to 
wait for nature. Seeds are a very 
hearty life form and strongly desire 
to grow and flourish. But some of 
them need people's help to get started. 

Plant your seeds

Most of the time, if we see ourselves in a negative light, 
it’s because we’re depressed, feeling guilty, or being self-
deprecating to, you guessed it, make ourselves ultimately 
look better. And in most cases, non-clinical depression and 
guilt are fairly short lived.

That’s not saying that a healthy self-image is a bad thing. 
Far from it. If we didn’t have confidence in who we are as 
a person, then nothing would ever get done. The problem 
is when that self-image starts building its own reality, far 
removed from the universe we’re currently living in. We can 
go for a long time building your castles in the sky our heads 
before running into troubles. But when it happens, it’s a 
doozy.

You see, when we start creating narratives in our minds, we 
stop reacting to the things that are happening in reality. We 
miss cues that signify real opportunities, while looking for 
something that just around the next corner. Glaringly obvious 
signs that are right in front of us are ignored at the expense 
of something that just isn’t happening. And once we’re in, it 
can be incredibly hard to even notice what we’re doing. The 
tool that’s supposed to analyze what’s going on is the very 
thing that’s creating this false narrative in the first place. 
What to do?

It’s hard, but we have to look at ourselves in a pragmatic, 
rather than romantic, fashion. That is to say, we have to look 
at our day-to day actions rather than our intentions, and 
make some hard decisions about what we’re actually doing. 
If we look at ourselves without attaching the story we’ve 
created for ourselves, what does that show us? Are we living 
the lives we thought we are? Or have we made ourselves 
a cup of tea that, for all our effort, turns out to be simply 
bitter?



The Functionality 
of the Strange

The biggest obstacle between our present selves and our ideal 
selves is, generally, us. We have grand dreams, vague ideas 
about how we'd like things to be, but we often lack the vision 

to chart a clear course from Here to There. Of course, not everybody 
is like this. Much has been made in our histories about the singular 
effect that people of Will can accomplish through direct action. 
And, while they do things like climb Mount Everest or cure polio, 
we are also encouraged to strive in our own small, sad way - to buy 
a sports utility vehicle, to climb from a degrading, powerless rung 
on the corporate ladder to a more degrading and marginally less 
powerless rung, etc.

But whether we pursue their shitty goals or our Noble ones, 
the outcome is largely the same. Unless we have a clear idea 
of each step between where we are and where we want to 

be, it seems really hard to make any progress.

Part of this difficulty, though, is based on the assumption that 
you need to have intimate knowledge of the entire path to 
reach your destination, which clearly isn't true. We often 

find ourselves in serendipitous situations that we didn't plan for 
in exact detail. Instead of looking at our goals as points in a hedge 
maze, we should see them as mountains. Sure, the exact path to the 
summit may not be clear from where you're standing, but hell - the 
mountain is very clearly Over There, and it doesn't take a sextant to 
figure out that you should probably head toward it instead of away 
from it. What's more, you often don't even need to be able to see 
the mountain the whole time. Listening to yourself very carefully, 
you can often use the same navigation system in your life that birds 
and butterflies use to cross hemispheres.

by (presumably) The Beatus Ffungo, 
Summa Discordia

Pebbles and Tea
LMNO

I’m not going to go into a long introductory spiel on this, 
and I’m probably not going to define my terms well. If you’ve 
been poking around, a lot of this should be familiar. Mostly, 
I’m not going to do it because I get distracted easily, and 
could ramble on for days about the details without getting 
to the point.

So: Human brains love patterns. They were bred to. The 
ability to make connections and see cause an effect can 
often help in survival situations, and occasionally lend itself 
to rationality, and maybe even a bit of SCIENCE.

More often than not though, if a human isn’t trying to survive 
on a savannah somewhere, the tendency to look for patterns 
whether they’re there or not can get them into trouble. 
Smarter people than me have suggested this be called the 
“Narrative Fallacy”, where we show a frightening inability to 
look at a bundle of facts without trying to weave them into 
a story.

Problems are compounded when we take into account the 
uncanny ability we have to ignore things that run counter to 
that narrative. Any binary view of politics can demonstrate 
this easily. We explain them away, or handwave them into 
meaningless gloss, or simply refuse to admit they exist. We 
love a good story. 

And there’s no more interesting story than the story of ME. 
Everyone is running a script in their heads, looking at their 
history, dreaming dreams, scheming schemes, and making 
sure they’re always the good guy. We cherry-pick the past, 
frame the present, and invent the future all to make ourselves 
look good. At least in our own heads. We’re the righteous 
warriors; the troubled, misunderstood hero; the comedian. 



If you try this approach, you'll be surprised by how often it just 
seems to work. The reason for this is, of course, a well established 
point of Discordian Philosophy. We know that for every action 

there is an equal and opposite reaction. But what most of us haven't 
been told is that every pointless action has an equal and opposite 
reaction, which means that, the more pointless the action, the more 
specifically pointed the reaction.

This fact should not be lost on those who are paying attention. 
Now, if an action is designed in a specifically pointless way to 
bring about a pointed reaction, this will, of course, not work. 

(The active principle in these cases is the Law of Negative Reversal; 
the proof is left as an exercise for the student.) Still, however, the 
careful application of activities (or groups of activities) with no 
cohesive direction will almost certainly fail to bring about a specific 
response, but do so in such a way that the opposite fails to not 
occur. Examples of this abound in the Region of Thud. 

The Functionality of the Strange is really a quite liberating 
concept. We can, to some extent, choose our own fates, but 
there is a great deal that is quite simply out of our control, 

and that's a really good thing. If we pretend to be the engineers 
of our own existence, then we're trying to limit our experiences to 
those things that we can imagine and plan for, rather than eagerly 
signing up for the Great Unknown. Sometimes we get lucky breaks, 
sometimes we get screwed. The FOTS principle recognizes our 
limited control and opens new doors for us.

Can you find all 23 butterflies of chaos in this book?

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.

this is fine.


