A Sermon on Ethics
and Love
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?

“O! Eris! Blessed Mother of Man! Queen of Chaos!
Daughter of Discord! Concubine of Confusion! O!
Exquisite Lady, I 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, IF IT IS
WHAT YOU WANT TO DO?
“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.
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THERE ARE NO
RULES ANYWHERE!
THE GODDESS PREVAILS!
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No matter what you read
on the internet, cephalopods are not aliens.

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 descriptive
model) 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 (inner 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.

Exploring Beyond Maps
EIXXI

IXXIE

A more skeptical leaning with regard to model realism has long
been part of Discordian Mythos, and indeed we all hear the
old anecdote 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.”

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 tomatobased fruit salads, despite knowing better.

There’s a famous experiment where they keep a bunch
of monkeys in a room for an indefinite amount of time.
There’s a big white staircase leading up out of the room.
Every time a monkey climbs to the top of the staircase, he
gets blasted back down the stairs with a hose. When this
happens, every monkey in the room also gets blasted with
water. This makes them very angry.
Soon, the monkeys have figured it out: beat the shit
out of any monkey that starts to climb the stairs. That’s
the new rule.
At some point, they remove a monkey and send in a
new one. He learns the rule quickly: don’t climb the stairs.
And if we’re beating somebody up, join in. One by one,
they replace each monkey with a new one who has to
learn the rule.
At some point they can turn off the hose. The monkeys
will reliably prevent escape. Policing the stairs has become
a cultural norm. Eventually, they have this population of
monkeys who are trained to beat up any monkey that tries
to escape, but don’t even understand why.

Thou shalt wear shorts under thine skirts.
Leggings or pants are also acceptable.
Thou shalt have hair as long or short as thou please, but
thou shalt always be able to 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 research, even if said research
is done minutes beforehand on thine phone.
Thou shalt sign petitions in real life
and not merely 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 joyful things, for without thine
mental heath thou art useless to everyone.
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- - - - - Professor Cramulus - - - - -
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====== The Monkey Experiment ======

OUR LADY OF
PRAGMATISM
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You’re a freak. You’re weird in ways not even your
best friends can understand. This is the Strange
Times, and there are no groups of people, only
individuals standing next to each other.
There’s somebody in your life who you look to for
direction. The one with the plan. The one who has
great ideas. The one who seems to know what’s
going on. Kill him. Take his job. Become him.
Quit waiting for somebody else to come up with
something fun to do. Quit waiting for rock bottom
or some other excuse to change what you don’t like
about yourself. Cough up all the water in your lungs
and Breathe you’ll drown if you don’t Breathe
for the first time ever Breathe.
This isn’t a lesson you can learn once and internalize.
This is an ongoing challenge to constantly reinvent
yourself. This is a never ending battle you must
wage against your comfort and your identity. If you
think you’ve learned this lesson, then you stink of
complacency. Initiation never ends.
Keep moving. Stay kinetic. Be the trouble you want
to see in the world.
Go Operation Mindfuck yourself.

Hail Eris.

The experiment is run by interns who are paid in
course credit. Occasionally, an intern finishes the semester
and leaves. New interns join the team and everybody
explains how to feed the monkeys and how to record
the data. But at this point, none of the interns are from
the original group, none of them have met the scientists
leading this project. Most of the interns don’t fully
understand the point of the experiment.
The scientist who began the experiment left long ago.
Other researchers were assigned to the project by an
administrator in order to keep this valuable experiment
running. None of the remaining scientists are actually
authors of the paper, or even understand what it’s about.
The administrator supervising the project isn’t terribly
involved with it. He just prolongs the experiment because
it’s his department’s main source of funding. But he didn’t
begin this project, he just inherited it from his predecessor,
who is on a leave of absence and hasn’t been seen in some
time.
The company funding the experiment has a sum of
money they spend annually on scientific research, mainly
for tax reasons. But the person who reads and approves
grants left last year. The last time anybody saw the man,
he handed a huge folder to some new kid and said “make
sure these stay funded.” Then he disappeared up a long
staircase leading into the sky.

plato’s republic is shit
t h o o d l e o o . t u m b l r . c o m

like “oh you’re all like people trapped in a
cave who can’t see the truth and it’s up to the
philosophers to bring light to you uninformed
fools” well i hope someone can bring you some
light when you get shoved into a locker nerd

Look, I’m not even supposed
to be here today....

Golden Secret
is to Ignite Yourself,
While There’s Still Time.

The second part of the

I’m advocating activities. Not activism, but activitism.
I don’t recommend you go find a cause (or some
other baggage) to serve, I’m recommending you
get up, get out, and Do something. They’ve got
you whipped like a circus lion to watch the world
and then react to it. They want you to be a passive
observer. The face on the money has you trained like
Pavlov’s dog. That’s how the Machine works. It’s made
of perfectly predictable parts.

You

could get bored.

You could get numb.
You could be alone
in a sea of people.

These are the

Dangers of Modern Living.

s

There’s something out there which will make you
excited just to wake up in the morning, and it’s not
spending your hard earned money on the latest You’veGotta-See-This blockbuster. That shrapnel is just a
distraction. The voices of the cultural chorus are too,
because really, you’re not one of Them.

Sinners in the Hands of an Indifferent Universe

You grabbed onto that symbol and that in-joke and
that good cause because they were at the right place at
the right time. When you’re receptive, it’s convenient
to get on a raft made of religion or politics or some
other made-up ideology. It’s easy to assemble an
identity out of tastes and values and shrapnel floating
by. Over time, some of that stuff stops supporting
your weight. Right when you’re about to go under,
you reach out and grab onto some other piece of
shrapnel. You cling to it and use it to hold your
head above the waters. At some point, you saw some
stuff and met some people, and their shtick appealed
to you, and you internalized it, and now you think
that stuff is a part of you.

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. I couldn't help
but overhear your conversation, and I gotta tell you something.
The Universe isn't what you think it is.

h
z
Fast forward to the present: you’re riding down the
river in a barrel, your knuckles white as they grip
your life preservers. Your pockets are stuffed with
photographs, and there’s cultural water in your ears.
Let Go already. You don’t need that crap. That’s
somebody else’s crap. Learn to swim on your own.

Anything not nailed down

is mine.

Anything I can pry loose
is not nailed down.

The Universe, is a vast, cold, mostly empty expanse bathed
in radiation. The Universe is dark. Almost all of it is a hostile
environment. The Universe doesn't care about you. It barely
tolerates your existence. It doesn't notice you as an individual.
It 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.
Thank you, Dermot.

The Universe throws big heavy rocks all over the place, and zaps
things with gamma rays. The Universe makes stars collapse in
on themselves and consume less fortunate stars. The Universe is
hungry, and you might be on the menu. The Universe is chaotic,
and someday, it will die. We'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.
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.

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 The Universe isn't going to
get you a free drink and listen to your problems.

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.
How's the whiskey?
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S
decai Malignatus, K.N.
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Go Mindfuck
Yourself
~ or ~

Be the Trouble You Want to See in the World

Eris loves activists.

~ Cramulus, or whoever
the Et Cetera Discordia

Here in the Strange Times, there’s a million billion
crawly little critters trying to ride you down the
river. See, you’re floating through chaotic, shrapnel
filled rapids. The foamy waters are brimming with
symbols and images and squiggles and good causes.
It’s easy to cling to one like a life preserver and ride
it for all its worth. You’re clinging to some right
now. You are a sticky meme, and you’re trying to
stay afloat. It’s only human.
The first part of the Golden
is to

we need more assholes

Let Go.

Secret

