The Right
Tool For The Job
This morning I was working on something and made
an interesting metaphorical observation. The cutting
discs used on this rotary tool are very brittle. You
can break them with your fingers. However, mounted
on a spindle and spun at thousands of RPM, those
same fragile discs can cut through steel. So the next
time you're feeling weak or useless, consider that you
may simply not be geting utilized properly, and that
your true potential awaits.
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Now go out there and spin really fast.
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I always read "plant your seeds" as being
more metaphorical, but I suppose that's
the propagandist
in me talking.

You are in the minority.
You will always be in the minority.
You will be passed over, discarded, downsized,
disposed, and trashed.
You will be dismissed as an irrelevancy.
No one will come to your aid.
You are alone.
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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.
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Take comfort.
For you are the persecuted ones.
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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.

Still dangerous.

In Discordia, the opposite
tends to happen.

I think we’re the opposite of a
cult. Cultists tend to experience
a de-individuation - they can’t
tell the difference between
their own thoughts and the
group’s thoughts. When you
get really deep into the cult,
your own thoughts become
alien, you identify more with
the group persona and any
variation from it seems wrong.

Unlike Al-Qaeda, which rose from obscurity to
celebrity, you will never be considered, never be feared,
never suffer from delusions of grandeur.

Discordianism
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What

Unlike the Christian Church, which rose from
persecuted to 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.

about
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there is *nothing* mystical about the numbers
5 or 23. If we had six fingers, it would be called
the law of sixes. Those numbers are just a way
of teaching you about “confirmation bias”.
When you go hunting through the Chaos for a
signal, you will find that signal.

If you look for evidence that people are
shitheads, you will find it. If you look for evidence
that people are awesome, you will find it.

A lot of people are miserable because they

hunt for reasons to be miserable. They keep
finding confirmation for their belief that people
are worthless and the world sucks. But a lot of
people are having great adventures every
day because they have learned to see them
everywhere.

A friend of mine saw a pack of pingpong

Here’s the second
{spoiler alert}

part of the

If you look for 5s, you find 5s. But let’s be clear,

- Cram -

balls and a sharpie and he saw something
we didn’t. He sliced the pingpong balls in
half and drew eyes on them, poked out
a hole in the pupil to see through, then
jammed them onto his face. Fucking
hysterical, we were giggling for hours
drawing different eyes and making faces
at each other. We could take a lesson from
him, that’s some high level
monk shit.

This version of the story, the one I was reading, explicitly
refutes earlier reports, saying Jones wasn't mad at the
house, but just frustrated in general. He'd just gotten off
the phone with his wife, he's been out of work for a year
and a half, one thing just led to another.
It's important to know that Jones is a contractor (the kind
who do construction and handy work). He fixed all the
damage to the house in two days. "I've been out of work
for the past year and a half. Needed some work," he told
CBS46. "It didn't pay anything, but hey, it kept me busy."
And yeah, that's pretty fucking funny. The bit where he
tells the cops he did it because he needed air conditioning
is great. But like everything, if you look at it long enough,
you start seeing pieces of bigger things in it. Nothing
happens independent of context.
So I'm sitting here, reading essentially a "news of the
weird" post, and I'm starting to think about the economy
in Georgia, and the private contracting economy across
the country. I'm thinking about the recession that never
really ended, not for poor folks, and I'm thinking about all
the people who bought "fixer-uppers" in 2007. And then
I think about certain breeds of dog, the ones where they
need something to do or they will tear holes in your yard
and destroy your house.

I think about John Jones, generic as can
be, and how he needed something to do.

Something To Do
So, there's this story from 2015 where a man from Senoia,
Georgia drove a truck 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
thought it was the brake, or thought they were in reverse
when they were in drive, or what have you, but this was
none of that. He drove his truck through his house, clear
through from the back yard out to the front, intentionally.

This made the news, in several outlets.
There are photos.

Some iterations of this story accuse -- and I shit you
not this is his real name -- John Paul Jones Jr. of driving
through the house because he was frustrated nobody
wanted to buy it, but I'm mostly interested in the version
of the story that CBS46 went with. I found it because of
the fantastic final line: "Jones is not being charged with
a crime because there's nothing against the law about
driving a truck through a house, as long as it's your truck
and your house." It got passed around social media,
because of course it did, and eventually wound up in one
of my random feeds, and then I had to go track it down.

-Cuddlefish of the Infinite Regress

Things are as they are because they are.
That’s the only explanation that you’ll get,
As modern science or religion
Haven’t found a better answer yet.
To explain the fleshy brain we contain within our heads,
We would have the need to create newly tangled synapse threads.
So, to say, to know ones-self, individual or collective,
We must stop being what we are and choose a new directive.
So we understand the physical, the taking off and landing,
But naught a brain exists alive that understands the understanding.
Ouroboros’ has lain a curse upon the human mind.
It seeks to see for itself the one thing it can’t find.
Aware of self and self aware, it all seems rather careless,
And also rather sil y to be aware of self awareness.
I dream a dream that dreams
Of my dreams of dreaming.
How on Earth could such a thing
Result in any useful meaning?

this is your life and you
are jacking off in your car

No Subject Entered

from The Good Reverend Roger's Discordian Definitions

44. Baboonery: noun
1. The state or condition of showing your inflamed ass
before any sort of sufficient reason for a "pecking order"
challenge has actually manifested.
2. The need for new people to show aforementioned ass
as part of their introduction, to show the "old timers" that
they have a bigger penis. Apparently the one sticking out
of their ass.
3. The need for showing them all, months or years after a
suffering what is perceived to be an offense.
4. Digging in one's heels and screeching, to lessen the
threat to your mating priveleges that can be caused by
being wrong on the internet.
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I'm not going to waste 50 pages establishin’ my mental peen
like your various damn Germans philosophers, no. I'm telling you
that this whole assumption about whether or not God is real or
whether The Soul is shite we made up along the way to becoming
what we're currently being is a waste of A Good Time!

You DO wan teh be serious about having A Good Time don't ya?
Didn't we build the whole civilization racket around ensuring A
Good Time for ourselves and future generations eh? There's your
damn moral axis!! Does this or does this not ensure that all shall
have A Good Time? That's the only truly relevant question we
should be asking as we sit here on out lawn chairs and suck down
beverages laden with agreeable bacterial excretions while hurtling
though the void.

See problem is there's a whole lot of folks out there that believes
in the lie that they can have A Better Time if only they dispense
with concerns to the costs to themselves, others, and the future!
Who the hell ever said "OH, You can just go on and do that."? HUH?
Fuckin' assholes is what. Assholes that swallow worse things than
LIES, lemme tell ya!!
A Good Time is Fuckin sir as hell nor guaranteed just by happening
to drop onto the good Earth. If anything can be absolutely
guaranteed here on our sweet world it's that things can always
get shittier. So what!? The spinning atoms and molecules in your
goddam cells represent if aught else a signal that managed to
overcome the void of time and space to bellyache about your damn
sense of purpose or God or whatever Ism you fret with.
You could be having A Good Time right now if you could just stop
being so fussy about the things is all I'm saying!!
Goodnight, I'm going to be paying me heavy for
A Good Time come morning.
Hail Eris.
I guess.

objection II

It's really okay.
Nobody will ever be
sufficiently dedicated
to Sparkle Motion.

Having given this matter some thought:

WE LIVE IN THE AGE OF
HORRORMIRTH.
YOUR IDEAS ABOUT DISCORDIA AND 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.
Discordia was going to laugh at
whoopie-cushions and pat you on
thinking with your Pineal Gland
deliciously DOING IT WRONG.

If you assumed
your electronicthe back for
you were

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.
Of 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
Age of Horrormirth. Or, more accurately, there
will only be room for error. Error is now the
default, and that’s the perfect environment for
your stupid meat-body.
You may be stupidly wondering: “How did 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.

