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Commentary on the Principia Discordia

and/or reinterpretation. This |is
important mission to shed light upon arcane subjects. Be forewarned
casting light on something often creates more shadows ]

The

did for Thecsophy). For
well !mown phrase from the Rig Veda ("Truth is On2
names for {t")
Sanskrit for, well, "Penis-bliss”).
Eris., vhose name is Sanskrit for (basically) "All things are either true
in some sense, false in some sense, meaningless in some sense, true and
meaningless in some sense, false and meaningless in some sense, true and
false in some sense, or true, false, and meaningless in some sense”
(vhich, incidentally, sounds a bit like an updated version of syad-vada.
the Jain "doctrine of maybe.”). .
All this being so, a significant tale occurs upon page 00048 of
the ja vhich seems to have been grossly misunderstood.
For those reading this commentary who have no copy of the Principia
(shame on you, get one'), I shall offer a brief suwmary. It is entitled
=Zarathud's Enlightenment=. It tells how Zarathud (one of the 5
Apostles of Eris), attempting to make fools out of his opponents, asks
the Sacred Chao (who was contentedly grazing) what Her Purpose In Life
was. According to the text, the Sacred Chao replied "MU!". A footnote to
this tale informs us that "MU" is the Chinese ideogram for NO-THING.
The conclusion of the story reads "Upon hearing this, absolutely nobody
was enlightened. Primarily because nobody could understand Chinese.*
Well, there are multifarious problems with this conclusion.
First, there is some sort of language trickery in play. In Chinese, "mu”
(see ideogram 1) actually means “tree." Clearly, this makes little
sense. The Chinese word that really means "nothing” is, in fact, “wu*
(see ideogram 2). "Mu" does, however, mean “nothing” - only, in
Japanese. Now, if we take this as a clue, the fiddling of the first
letter ('w' to 'm') suggests a common Discordian code -- the word should
be reversed. Now, we get : "UM,” vhich is, of course, the sound one
makes when confused. What the importance of this 1is will become
apparent a bit later. A second problem with this conclusion is vhy
Zarathud (who, according to the Principia, wvas from Europe) was talking
to a Chinese speaking Sacred Chao in the first place? Perhaps, as
hinted at by the substitution of Chinese for Japanese, there is another
language altogether involved in all of this. w“hich brings re back to
what T started talking about:; namely, Sanskrit. Here is the clencher:
there is a Sanskrit word "MIH" (pronounced "Moo" with a slight aspirated
sound at the end) that translates as “to be in a state of confusion* (I
kid you not, see the appendix to Parbara Stoler Miller's translation of
the (Bantam Pooks, 1986). Now, while Chinese speaking
Sacred Chao's are hard to come by in Europe, it is even more unlikely to
Come across one who speaks flawless Sanskrit. But, they are fairly

common in India. This leads me into my next point. This was not a
story about 7arathud's enlightenment at all, but of Sri Syadasti's
samachi!

He., of course, {s the Indian apostle I spoke of earlier (the

one with the Sanskrit name). And dig this, he is also the Patron of the
Season of CONFUSION. Now, Sri Syadasti, being fluent in Sanskrit, knew
vhat the Sacred Chao said, and immediately achieved union with Eris,
thus becoming the Saint of Confusion. Having done so, he promptly got
all the facts mixed up, and that is hov the tale of “Zarathud's
Enlightenment"” came to be.

With this knovledge, one may get a much clearer idea of vhat the
Sacred Chao is trying to teach us. "To be confused“. This i{s our goal.
If one is in a constant state of confusion, one i{s always on their toes,
flexible, ready to go one way or the other. One vho i{s totally confused
(a muhavatar) can easily go vith the Flov (be {t the Tao, the Luck
Plane, Dharma, or the Erisian Surf). Remember, there are those who know
(and thus do not know) and those who do not know (vho thus know - which
in turm means they do not know). They are Clueless. One wvho has
transcended knowing and not knowing is Confused. [Confusion has long
been held a True Path towvards enlightenment (see, for instance, Dorje
Trolo in Chogyae Trungpa's Crazy Wisdom., Shambhala 1991)]. Now that I
have discovered the sacred teaching and explained it, your way should be
clear. May your confusion be fruitful.

CHIT happens.
Shake your BUDDHI.

[editor's note: T shall henceforth be offering scriptural interpretation
due to Crthodax Discordianism's ever

Principia Discordia is sprinkled with a number of Sanskrit
words and references (as all Sacred Texts should be - just look vhat it
instance, there is an eristic reworking of a
but men have many
attributed to Patamunzo Lingananda (the latter being |
Also, there is an Indian Apostle to
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H[m: This is actually the third version of this issue. The text in

the first version vas (for reasons unimown) shrunk to microscopic size,
and could only be read by a fev, causing severe headaches. ! then made
an enlarged version from the original master, wvhich worked fine. Until I
had to get more copies, anywvay. The printer 1 used made it wvay too dark,
thus making much of the print too blurry to read. I lost the masters to
both versions, and with the large number of newv subscribers, I decided
to go back to my old word processor (a Smith Corona PWP 7000LT) and work
from the text in memory., meaning I had to do all the cut and paste and
S0 on all over again. I have also made some minor changes in the text,
as much of it was wvery poorly written (vhat with all the printing
mishaps, perhaps fate i{s trying to keep this issue buried). The changes
I've made were only cosmetic, I decided not to do all of the revriting I
really wanted to, mainly because I'm too lazy. Consequently, this issue
is still pretty bad - but the future issues improve somewhat.]
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Fashion Notes: From Paris,

more opt for less leg

!nmtm.l;ht:'dmtmyguruutm‘%. E

I'd been to he movie a fev times at the local theater, and
{t's last ag. Even the “old timers® ‘2as sre regulars
stopped goiz. On tre night in guestion. there vas a
and a large mgty Spac
ueed to stnd to yell the audience
curious site at the back of the theater was 3 long
man sitting a the lotus position on the floor.
kalf lotus - he was noticeably jacking his left leg.
scraggly besd, gaunt body, and sandalwood prayer
1ooked just like some Indian holy man - if
emblazoned wth the "Shit Happens Guide to religion.”
as therovie started, this pseudo-sachu made
character. 'ith religious zeal. he belted out those
possessed. ~one vas the serene YOg
its place a animated maniac speving all

making pecue laugh.
lines didn* slow him down. And folks, if

haired one-egged freak dance the Time wWarp.
a sight torehold. He reminded me
Then, it hppened. The point
“Amen” thisguy said ,“Hail Eris!'”

After the show, I went up and slipped him an
He just smied and stared at me. 1 asked what had happened to his

sorts of

you've never seen 2

And he meant it.

in the grave. Take your pick.”

Yhat follows

plan or I'wa got one foot
decided to secome his disciple.
talk with tiis chaosopher sage.
Me: So, whit is your name?
Him: Don tayote, Knight of the Order of Maria
the Hermetic Disorder of the Martyred Kneecap,
Semantic Cmal, Minister of pisinformation of the

Me: ‘“hat 3 an Qrthodox Discordian?
ne: Just wvhat it sounds like.
Discordian heretics. To gquote

heresies we should fear
Me: Wasn': Borges some wigged out Argentenian short story “author?
oc: Yeg-
operatives.
the most profound Erisian
all true. He had to pass
The Company censors. He almost got
He: wow. Were there any
piscordianism?

pC: ‘'ell the line of gurus
Jesus, Bokonon, Diogenes, Heroclitus,
Shem Tow. Allen Ginsburg, Abbie Hoffman,
salvadore Dali, Dionysis, Chogyam Trungpa. Coyote,
Mulla nasrudin, Vyassa, Anasuya.
Mayi Ma, St. Teresa of Avila, Patrick
de Saint Germaine, Aleister Crowley,
¥rassner, Tom
Greg Witl, Mlan vatts, Einstein, and
of a line of gurus. its
Are you putting me on?

Maybe.

oh.

vavhe not.

Tc gparaphrase BSorges. "Every
precursors.” Put, now, if you will pardon
be fought!

Wuiththﬂt.hhandedmatunchof text
reprinted herein) and bounded off into the night.

param—guru Jorge Luis Porges,

document ever
it off as one of his to get it
other famous members oOf

includes:

Khizr

Wavy Gravy.

theologian creates his
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a drastic change
tines 1li%e a man

{ hiding in the back of the room, in
funny profanities, and

which

it wvas on
were called)
smallish audience.
e in the front of the theater vhere the regulars
participation lines. There was one
haired pe-spectacled
well, make that the
with his long
beads he would have
for his t-shirt

in

Even the fact that he wvas the only one doing the
long
well, let's just say it wvas
of some sort of warped rmancing Shiva.
at vhich the audience is supposed to yell

»all Hail Discordia.”
leg.
He answeret, "Either I'm donating my body to science on the installment
1 irmediately
is a bit of the rest of my

Theresa, lnner-Head of
suharishi of the inti-
vippie Preservation

Fellowship. Sham-pan of the Rotten Belly Society. & orthodox Discordian.

vou see, 1'm one of the world's only
“The
are those which can be confused with orthodoxy.”

And he was also one of orthodox Discordian's most learned
Read his story “The Babylon Lottery" sometime, it is one of
penned. And the thing is, it is
past
nailed for that cne, let me tell you!
Orthodox

Lao-Tse, Chuang Tsu, Krishna,
padmashmbava, Zenc, Lilith, Raal
Emperor Morton I. Lord Pyron.
(greetings),
Lila, Yogananda, Ramakrishna. Ananda
McGoohan, Richard Feymman, Comte
Robert Anton Wilson, Timothy Leary.
Robbins, Kate Bush, Arthur Rrowm, ¥erry Thornley,
(weay. it's not so much
more of a veb. There are a lot more, anyway.

own

me - there are windmills to
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[the following was used without permission from The Spiral Dance by
Starhawk, copyright 1989 HarperSanfrancisco. It is a fabulous book that
everyone should read, so go buy several copies and give some to friends
I just vanted to reprint her beautiful description of a ritual that is ;
perfect example of Orthodox Discordianism. Eris said it was ok as long
as I pushed the book. So go buy it' Blessed Pe.)

“P\rnr and play avaken the sense of wunder,
wWitchcraft takes to tha world. For example, Iu:r:i;:i::y.:;t::*?u:r:
May Bve ritual, the central action of which involved windiny a “May-
pole,” and weaving into it those things we wish to weave into our Il\mz
Instead of a pole, we used a central cord, and instead of ribbons we har:|
strings of colored yarn, anchored to a central hook on the ceiling of
::.r ::zxrqm:?m.l e :im had eleven people in the circle. Of course,
ectly well that it is i=
odd number of people, but we did not miz. B e

: leave anybody €. ;
with a cavalier disregard for ordinary reality, we went };iqht -a.a. =
The result, to begin with, was chaos and confusion. Everyone vas

laughing as we dodg>d in and out, creating a tangled knot of yamn

wvas scarcely a scene of mystical power: a ritual magician uguld ha:-:
blanched pale and turned in his wand on the spot. But an odd thing
began to happen as we continued. The laughter began to build a strange
atmosphere, as if ordinary reality wvas fading awvay. Nothing existed but
the interplay of colored cords and moving bodies. The smiles on faces
that flashed in and out of sight began to resemble the secret sniles of
archaic Greek statues, hinting at the highest and most humorous o;
Mysteries. “e began to sing; we roved in rhythm and a pattern evolved
in the dance - nothing that could ever be mapped or plotted rationally;
it was a pattern with an extra element that always and inevitahly vouid
defy explanation. The snarl of yarn resolved itself into an intricately
woven cord. The song became a chant; the room glowed, and the cord
pulsed with power li%e a live thing, an umbilicus linking us to all that
is within and heyond. At last the chant peaked and died; we dropped into

trance. '‘hen we awoke, all together, t moren
other with wonder. - 2t the sare =

- » Starhawk, The Spiral Dance (pp. 37-3%)
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On the SubGenii

T e L 4

Due to the popularity of the Church seems
of the SubGenius,
g:::inmt to address its place in Discordianism. To put Li“sl:;ly it
o not :i;rqu N:ril;am:twln: mg have just read that and go;:m
ended. ' all, does not the
SubGenius pride itself on not belonging? And dear mr:ﬁa o:.hl e
precisely the point. Inherent in SubGenii dogma is a sense 'uf E it
against “Them." The weirdo's wvs. the Pinks. The Zombies for 'Bg:"
Wt to the Box Dwellers. This leads inevitably to a sense
an aqog::;otgzart:s others. This i{s a negative trip. -
rdianism {s (ideally) quite oppos
;v-ryone a Discordian, even tn:un?' :‘rr:n ar:“r.:o “::::1::1' 3
b::g::dian. Sure, there may be stupid people who just don:niu‘bo:
calour W 0 W (o ek ) - o e e
- ave,
e ans:::m, ?r sorts. This i{s a positive trip. il las
+ society may shun those who seem strange
{S,:bt:u;ius may .“.):. "You're all joing to be eating rmd'i C!E:; b;h::: tth‘
11ghm¢ntu"ﬂ-ﬁa the Discordian will say, "Gee, this Society necduurr.:
e H:.?; r.rl ;s as the Sacred Trlckxter they shall attempt to heal the
Kk bx"nalcs ‘uath:ah:\mric:z:dlocmtiu understood the valuc of the Clown
boos turms everythi topsy-turvey
Lt:{om. the Zuni koyemsi, and the Acoma lculh:qn are b:t r.h.r;e mmumu
M..l‘:odox‘“ : Discordianism allies itself with these thunderstruck c:.'“-
i md\ew t::oo.m Sacred Fools of other cultures. The chaos, pl.::a:f
o h“m:l SN ~-breaking of the Discordian is not for harm, but fz;
e e Tribe and the wvorld at large (I believe it was Jerry
e by Dimrdimm.dnn p.usnt::tsxmyom:;. rrmimm Trickster, is a fanmily
- " Ve ’.ﬂ;‘.ﬁrt«ll‘l
Chlmb;:tln breeds life wvhen order breeds gbtt." - 'i:nr?.::oo;: A.;h“.
" 1nva1!.:1 I I:r. m:t.;:xywn?: sayrring The Church of the SubGenius (;;}
, work: . myself was a foami at
SubJargon spouting %everend for over a year, and I cux:gl; H&nyt::- “v:‘:a

of Slack. However, the problen

M I have with the
producing hundreds of annoying wannal CSG is (besides
that it {s divisive. 1.-_"; be bothies vho all act the same)

) is sort of the Le’t Handed P

;:i.nsh; 1;7:‘;0\:11;;“. and expensive [Don Coyote, m“hmfuwﬁ-';:é

.mw.m ;:nrl\.g:.n?:i it Lq:\_ﬂinn Bh:s::id. “Salvation may ms: an
. 4 scoun . es, an who -

2 SubGenius for more than a year is not a real mb"r:;?us. :T?l's Ega:

already!
To
once again gquote the Inner Head of Orthodox Discordianism, Mon

co ‘u» " . |
yote,""Bob" is dead, don't he a necrophile, let Eris :-.K)-m_'.' mind'"
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Synchronicity... Or Mere Coincidence?

puring the writing of this Eristic Document. several odd things
have occurred that can best be described as “"spooky." Now, I am no
stranger to weird things [note: the word "weird" derives from the
Anglo-Saxon “Wyrd" which meant basically the same as "Tao.” Wyrd vas
the “Matural Way). There is one particular case of coincidence that
nearly wigged me out for good. I had been reading a book by Mr.
Poundstone titled , and had particularly enjoyed the
old “Your-brain-is-really-in-a-vat-and-Mad-Scient{sts-are-hooking-up-
electrodes-to-your-neurons-and-raking-you-experience-all-this®  theory.
1 spent much of the night vondering if my train was in a wvat, rather
than where I "thought” it was (ah, sweet paradox!). The next day, in my
college Intro to Psych. class, I was still obsessed vith this perplexing
idea. 1 decided that my brain was most likely in a vat, it just seemed
to make the most sense (it would explain a lot). I took a break from
vriting meticulous notes on the teacher's lecture and doodled a brain
floating in a clear cylindric wvat. The teacher, I absentmindedly
noticed, was changing the subject abruptly and reaching under his desk.
He then pulled out - may Goddess strike me mute if I am lying - a
human brain floating in a clear cylindric vat! 1 think the Mad
Scientists in charge wvere trying to tell me something (oh, the brain, it
turned out, vas discovered by a teacher in the closet of the home he had
just moved into. Soreone apparently left it by accident. FRather odd
circumstances, huh? How many people forget to pack their human train-in-
a-vat when they move?’). At any rate, I'm rambling.

The coincidences I wvant to mention all pertain to this particular
publication/religious movement. It all starteZ one day wvhen I had just
come home from purchasing a "Shit Happens Guide to Religion” tee-shirt.
In the mail was a letter from Kerry W- Thornley (co-founder of
Discordianism), adiressed to Don Coyote. Inside this envelope was,
among other groovy stuff. an expanded version of the Shit Happens Guide
to Religion. T then turned on the television (to get grounded) and
there is a Roadrunner cartoon on. I have the sudden realization that
Wile E. Coyote is the Coyote of Native American mythology (the Trickster
figure). I say to my mother, “Gee, this is a modern Coyote story..."
and begin to ramble as 1 absentmindedly start flipping through the
channels. 1 stop om a purely random station, and say to my mother (who
is at this point thinking I am crazy), "Boy, it is interesting that
Coyote should show up li%e that. He has great timing.* Then we notice
that the television is spewing forth a docurentary of the Frozen Tundra,
and that the part we had caught just in time was about how well coyotes
can survive in that clirate!

Several days later, soon after completing the Don Coyote
interview, things really started getting strange. [ read over the Lila
mvth (written by Don Coyote, based on the secret oral tradition of
Orthodox Discordimism). I then picked up a copy of Mondo 2000
(information overisad anarchocyberchaos zine). I flip through, and my
eves fall upon an article about some Australian physicists who are
trying to mode! a theory of physics from a Monist perspective (by the
wvay, hesides beimg an Orthodox Discordian, T am also’ a Monist - also
known as Advaiza Vedanta). The project, by the vay, is called LILA.

Issue 7, “At Play in the Unified Field” by Nick Herbert, check it out
for elf. If that were not enough, I went to turn the Idiot Pox on.
naively thinking it will normalize my mind. It was seven in the
morning, I had been up all night writing. It was one of the three or so
times I had been conscious at that hour to watch TV. I tum it on, and
(once again, may Eris paint me purple if I am making this up) the first
vords to come out of the television were, "Don Coyote will be right
back!* For a second I thought I had taken a one wvay ticket into the
Abyss. Then I realize it is a merely a Hanna-Barbera cartoon, “The
Adventures of Don Coyote and Sancho Panda.” I look in the TV Guide,
there it is, Seven M Don Coyote. Right next to it is a show called
*Freedom.” [ laugh for about three hours straight. Do you think Eris
wvas trying to tell me something?

Another incident of note involved my girlfriend's father. He had
asked her vhat I vas planning to do with my life, or if I even had plans
(I'm in between colleges at the moment). She asked me vhat to tell him.
1 replied that I vas founding a nev religion. She asked for something
serious. I said that, besides founding a nev religion, I plan to finish
college somevhere, then go to Harvard Divinity School and be a religion
professor (or perhaps a Vedantin priest). I'm not sure vhat exactly she
told har father (I Jnow she did NOT mention my plans to start a nev
religion), but he used a particular Spanish word to descrite me (he's
from Spain, by the by). That word wvas quijotesco, wvhich means "Non
Quixote like.* T think I'll start that nev religion after all’

These are only the Grade A synchronicities that have occurred in
relation to » I'm leaving out the weaker ones, as well as the
multitude of coincidences not related to this publication. For
instance, there was the time that T went to a bookstore I had never been
to tefore and looked in a section I rarely peruse (Music) and discovered
a book about Kate PBush that I had been hoping to find somevhere for
years. I bought it, later to discover that it had been Kate Push's
Birthday' This is even more significant, as, two years ago 1 vas
practicing sketching and I attampted to sketch Kate Bush fram an album
cover. Yes, it was coincidently on her birthday. Then there vas the

episide 1 sav recently, in vhich the crev Iis
stuck {n a time loop, and a ship keeps popping out of the time warp and
crashing into them. I remark to those vatching the shov with me that
the other shij should be called the USS Eldritch. I explained to them
that wvas the nace of the ship they used in the Philadelphia Experiment
(go find out about that if vou don't already know). Anyway, as sooh 28
the show vas over, the channel is switched to thc station that scrills
all of tne program listings for the three hundred or so cable stati#ns.
what started scrolling up as soon as it was on was, on HBO, the movie
called Th i . Cue the Twilight Zone theme musi<---

But once again I digress. I asked my guru Don Coyote what he
thought about all the meaningful coincidences. He told me to read the
chaptar on Cpincidence in Aleisrer Crowley's Magick Without Tears: He
then added enigratically, "The connection density ratio increases a* YoU
approach the Heart of the “Yeb. Who spun it? (eave Mo Idea."
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13. FROM THE Bhavisya Purana

tradslated by WeNr O'quher‘ty.

[

(;nc day, the lord Atri was practising asccticism on the banks
of the Ganges, together with his wife Anasiiy, and he was

meditating intently upon the Godhead? The ctornal oncs,

Brahmi, Hari, and $ambhu, approached him, each mounted

.

on his own vehicle,* and told him to choose 3 boon. The sage
who was the son of the Self-created Prajipati heard their

7]
I
I
/
|
/
/
|
|

specch but did not say anything in reply, for he was firmly

T A

immersed in the highest Self. Observing his emoti he
three cternal gods went to his wife Armﬁfi and spot:::u:t h::r

Rudra himsclfhad a liriga*s in his hand; Vigpu was exhilarated

with desire for her; Brahmi's godhead was annulled b
and he was entirely in the power of Kima, !-l;: said, ')Eilrum“;

)

me scxual pleasure, or I will abandon my life's beeath, for

you have caused me to whirl about drunk with passion.’
When Anasiiyd, who was true to her vow to hlcr hl:t:;

heard their improper specch she did not sa ing i
ply. for she feared the anger of the gods. Bu)t' :}::yého‘:f c::tr:}

their minds, grabbed her by force and red
for they were deluded by the Goddm'sptnfapi;ic P;;:PC .

—

Then the sage’s beloved and faithful wife beca
cursed them, saying, * You will be my sons, for ;::Ku l’:f:’bcu::

infatuated by desire. The lilga of the great god, the great head
of Brahmi here, and the two fect of%ri:udgcva witlsatl:::yn be
worshipped by men, and so the supreme gods will be the
supreme laughing-stock." When they heard this terrible
speech, they bowed to the sage's beloved wife, bent low
with reverence, and praised her with Vedic verses as recited
by the gods. Then Anasdyi said, ‘When you are my lintle
sons, you will be freed from my curse and you will be con-
;‘mf Then guhmi beccame Candramas, Hari became
ttitreya, and the lord Hara became incarnate as Durvisas.,
And they all became yogis in order to dispel that cvil, ”

5a J(‘laf book;“‘ﬂa,}a 90 Gu[om
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In the Beginning was the Void, and from the Void came
Chaos. From Chaos issued forth the planets and the Sun, and
everything else that is in the wvorld. Hovever, the Earth
was not as it is nov. Back then it only had dirt and one
big ocean. For some reason, known only to Chaos, the Earth
also had a coyote. Nowv this coyote, being the playful sort,
soon grewv tired of the Earth. One day, vhile attempting to
amuse himself by confusing his shadow (a difficult hobby
vhich consisted of a lot of quick gyrations and spontaneous
displays of dexterity), Coyote had an idea. He would steal
a bit of chaos for his enjoyment.

As Coyote was made from Chaos himself, this task was
from his lungs.

Creation ex Canis Luden

easy. He merely had to expel some of it

First, Coyote blev as hard as he could. Sure enough,
fragments of Chaos came forth. O0ddly, the things which came
out of this Chaos wvere all invisible, unless you knev just

These were the spirits. Coyote, alvays trying
give these spirits material

vanted. This entailed
speech gave form to the

how to look.
to outdo himself, decided to
objects to 1live {in, if they so
howling, for the vibrations of

Chaos. A yovl or two later, there vas a huge clump of pure
manifest Chaos in front of Coyote.

Joyfully, he started rolling the clump around.
Everyvhere the Chaos touched, something happened. Plants

and trees sprang up, mountains rose, rivers ran, and rocks
formed. Many of the spirits decided to dwell in these
things, and this made Coyote happy. Not only had the entire
face of the planet changed, but it was infused with life.
Hovever, Coyote noticed there wvere many more spirits sulking
about. They did not vant to join in the Game. Well, Coyote
certainly did not want to leave anyone out, 80 he devised a
plan. With part of the remaining Chaos, he created
thousands of coyotes. Almost immediately., he realized that
wasn't quite right. So, he altered each coyote until it was
completely unique; turning fur 1into feathers and scales,
shrinking and stretching bodies. Eventually, Coyote had
created all the species of animals, fish, and insects. A
bored Coyote can accomplish quite a lot, if he has a bit of
Chaos! Most of the remaining spirits decided to try on
these physical "costumes” and join in the fun. Still, there
remained a fewv spirits vho were being rather s:tubtorn.

For these, Coyote did something special. He fashioned
the silliest 1looking creatures he could imagine - sort of
bald, snub nosed, avkvard coyotes wvho wvalked only on their
hind legs. In each of them, he placed an extra piece of
Chaos so they would be able to create their own fun. Nearly
all of the remaining spirits took these forms. Indeed, just
as Coyote expected, they managed to create quite a bit of
Chaos. Their creative folly brought about love, art, music.
religion, and a host of other things vhich they enjoyed.
They, of course, remembered not to take themselves too
seriously, because they were really just invisible Chaos
spirits in manifest Chaos bodies. Life vas a game with no
winners or losers. The play was what vas important. For a
while, everything vas good. They played fairly and no one
ever got hurt (unless they chose to play a tragic role).

Coyote was 8o pleased with these players, that he
forgot about the fev remaining spirits who had no forms.
Instead of ¢trying to do something to accommodate them, he
vent off into the world to try and rework that idea of more
coyotes which looked 1like himself. He eventually came up
with the idea of breeding, and sex became his favorite
creation of Chaos. He liked it so much, he gave the skill
to vhoever elsc wanted it. The animals and humans (as the
snub nosed furless coyotes became known) took to this
immediately, and the plants and flowers adapted it to their
owvn needs. Thus vas there change. The Chaos spirits found
that they could create forms, leave present forms, and
inhabit others. They sav it as merely playing different
roles in a play.

Hovever, those spirits wvhich did not want
the fun grev more and more grumpy. They did not understand
the purpose of frivolity, for they vere Serious.
Seriousness {s just one of those odd things which come out
of Chaos every nowv and again, only She knows why. After a
vhile, these spirits decided that everyone else should be
serious as well. Because they lacked the understanding of
play., they could never think creatively. One by one, they
entered bodies to be born into the world. They preferred
Human form, as they seem to have the most influence (this
vas, of course, due to the extra Chaos that Coyote had given
them so they could be especially silly). These Serious
unplayful beings wvorked very hard to end Joy. After a
vhile, people actually started listening to them. Only
Chaos knows why. Because of this, people began to take
their roles too seriously, and stopped having fun. They
even forgot that they were all formed out of Chaos. They
then started belng destructive and judgmental. People who
did not take 1life seriously were often punished. This
caused all sorts of problems, and the age was for the first
time disharmonious.

Coyote notlced this and was rather displeased. He took
it upon himself to remind everyone that they are the very
stuff of Chaos, and to enjoy life. Coyote plays tricks on
us, adds surprise to our 1lives, and disrupts our staisg
plans. This i{& vhy, to this day, Coyote and his descenfents
howl so much, 0 try and reavaken the Chaos within us.
Unfortunately ve have long ignored his call to abandon
seriousness. To some, the song of the coyote sounds
mournful - but if you listen to it just right, ysu can hear
the ecstatic abandon, the pure source of creatise pover, and
a hint of rascally laughter...

AN

to join in

~——_

A Fev Quotes from Diogenes the Cynfc (b. 404 BeE)

“When I die, throv me to the wolves. I'm used to it.”

"1 pissed on the man who called me a dog. Why vas he surprised?=
"In a rich man's house, there is no place to spit but in his face."

"If, as they say. I am only an ignorant man trying to be a
philosopher, then that may be what a philosopher is.*

“To a woman who hadlnoppnd down before an altar with her butt in the
air I remarked in passing that the god was also behind her."

"Why not whip the teacher when the pupil misbehaves?*”

“Beggars get handouts hefore philosophers because pecple have
some idea of wvhat it's like to be blind and lame."”

“A choirmaster pitches the note higher than he ‘mows the

choristers can manage. So do I."

Discordia's Advocate
Our Lady of Chaos has informed me that She recently re-read the
Christian Bible, and while she found many things she agreed with, there

"It's this whole Fall of Man thing that got me
I asked her to elaborate, here is wvhat she

vas one big flaw.
d,* she explained.

[

said: "Well, Adan and Eve were kicked out of Paradise because they ate
of the fruit of the Knovledge of Good and Evil. Now, according to the
text, they were innocent of Good and Evil before munching on the apple.
My beef with Jehovah is this - how could Eve and Adam have known it wvas
vrong to eat this fruit if they had no concept of good and evil before
eating it? I asked Mr. Bigshot Himself, and he said that they were
kicked out of Eden because they disobeyed His command (don't eat the
fruit of the Knowledye of Good and Evil). I pointed out that they could
not have lmown it wvas Wrong to disobey Him until after they had eaten
the fruit, so the wvhole thing is moot. I think any half decent lawyer
could have gotten them off. Jehovah just sulked at that. I think He's
still upset that I disproved his omnipotence. All I did vas ask Yim to
create a boulder that was so heavy He could not lift it. He never had a
head for paradox, poor fellow.”

PRINCIPIA DISCORDIA!

BY MALACLYPSE THE YOUNGER

The Bible of Discordianism with an all new
34 page introduction.

“...a psucdo-religious tract that managed to
anticipate chaos science, the spoofy Church of
the SubGenius, and the real religious cultism of
the 70s and the 80s.”

—John Strausbaugh
New York Press
ISBN 0-9626534-2-X
Quality Paperback, 120 pgs - $9.95

NARC
BY KERRY W. THORNLEY

is Meditation, ARCHY is Social Order.
Zenarchy is the social order which holds

"Lila- The divine play: the Relative. The creation is often explained by
the Vaishnavas as the 1ila of God, a concepticn that introduces elements
of spontaneity and freedam into the universe. As a philosophical temm,
the Lila (the Relative) is the correlative of the Nitya (the Absolute).”

“...Coyote and his kin represent the sheerly spontaneous in life, the
pure creative spark that is our birthright as human beings and that
defies fixed roles or behavior. He not only represents some primordial
creativity from our earlier day, but he reminds us that such celebration
of life goes on today,and he calls us to join him in the frenzy. In an
ordered world of objects and labels, he represents the potency of
nothingness, of chaos, of freedom - a nothingness that makes something
American Indian Myths and Legends

of itself.” -Erdoes and Ortiz.
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Universal Enlightenment prerequisite to
abolition of the State.

“...we should heed it as we might an alarm
clock set years ago to go off at just the right
historical hour.”

—Ben G. Price
North American Anarchist Review
ISBN 0-9626534-1-1

Quality Paperback, 110 pgs - $9.95
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The Saga Conkinues...

Divine Play

Many centuries had passed since Coyote had created the
1ife of Earth from a stolen bit of Chaos. Mankind had, for
the most part, forgotten that he was part of this Chaos, and
had grovn Serious. Coyote decided that if they wanted to be
serious, that was their ¢trip, and he let them be. He was
much happier hanging out with the dolphins anyway., a species
vhich vas entirely dedicated to play. Hovever, Coyote still
had hope that Human kind wvould remember their true nature
someday. He so loved them that he sent one of his many
daughters into their domain to teach them. Her name wvas
Lila, and this story is about her teachings.

Lila took the form of a beautiful human female; flowving
hair the color of raven feathers, ever present mischievous
smile and a twinkle in her eyes. She moved like a glowing
candle flame in a gentle breeze, a living personification of
grace. 5She vas a cosmic giggle in earthly form.

Not knowving what state she would find mankind in, Lila
vas relieved to see they really wveren't all that bad.
Children, for {instance. knev instinctively wvhere they came
from. Lila often spent time with children, laughing and
playing in innocent anarchy. She noticed that the adults
also played, but wusually took themselves entirely too
seriously. Their games were not played for the sake of
playing, but for winning. Lila decided she must teach that
games with vinners also had losers, and that was
unfortunate. ™ Besides, those kinds of games only lasted
until some person or team von, rather than forever, as games
played for their own sake do- with no losers. Obviously,
people would get along better if the goal wvas to continue
the play. that was a positive approach.

Lila found very fewv adults willing tc listen to her,
and far fever vho understood vhat she meant. They had been
far too conditioned to be somber - life was considered a
burdensome task to them, rather than the joyous gift of
freedom that it was. They forgot that life wvas from Chaos
itself. Even vorse, they had a negative attitude towvards
Chaos - their Mother. Lila shook her head in bemused wonder
at the human condition. She set out on a journey through
the ages to teach humans of their Source. She had great
success with a handful of people., such as a Greek fellow
nanmed Dionysis who found joy in Spirits, an elderly Chinese
gentleman by the name of Lao-tse, a European theologian
named Erasmus (vho later wvrote a book in praise of Lila),
not to mention countless artists, clovns, and poets.

Well, it was a start.

She eventually decided to wait for people to come to
her in search of understanding (after all, if they wvanted to
be serious, such was their decision). Anyone with the
desire to learn inevitably came across Lila, for she wvas an
aspect of Pure Chance.

One day, a Seeker of Truth came to Lila. He was a
curious but somevhat disillusioned young man, vhose name wvas
Hector Keshava. He approached Lila timidly., not wishing to
disturb her.

“My brother," exclaimed Lila with joy,"you have no need
to be afraid. Come, sit, and we shall talk.” She waved her
hand invitingly and patted the floor beside her. Hector sat
down avkwardly.

“I come before you, O Revered Mother, to find Truth."

tila smiled gleefully and spoke in her endearing
sing-song voice,"Please, I am your wsister. Your Mothec,
indeed, the mother of all things, is Chaos."

Hector raised his eyebrows in alarm. "But how could
1i{fe have come from such a disharmonious strife-filled
source?”

“Chaos does not mean strife. That old bore Marduk |is
to blame for that mistake, he never vwas very intelligent,
the poor dear. That is a fundamental problem with human
socliety, words and definitions get mixed up and then enslave
the mind. A charming student of mine, Chuang-tsu. once

Once the fish are caught, you should discard the net.
Rabbit traps are used for catching rabbits. Once you catch
a rabbit, you have no more need of the trap. Likevise,
words are used to convey meaning. Once you have the
meaning, you may forget the words.' Now, let's forget words
so we can talk. You see, the Chaos of vhich I am talking
about means the raw creative source, and that is a positive
for=5. C=aos his nothing to €z vi:h order or disorder, at

vrote a clever joke: ‘A fish net is used for catching fish.

least not in the sense I am speaking of. So you should look
beyond the word ‘chaos’' and see the meaning. After all, the
menu doesn't taste like the meal!" Lila Smirked.

Though Lila‘'s voice vas as melodious as a flute, the
meaning seemed to dance out of reach for Hector. He was
confused, and asked Lila to elaborate. Lightheartedly, she
pulled a coin from Hector's ear. then flipped it into the
air ten times, letting Hector see the result each time.

Heads, tails, heads, heads, tails, heads, tails, heads,
tails, tails.

Hector shrugged. He saw nothing unusual, it seened
perfectly ordinary. Just a bunch of random tosses of a
coin. Lila mischievously snatched up the coin and tossed it
ten more times.

Heads, heads, heads, heads, heads. heads, heads, heads,
heads, heads.

Hector was taken aback. He demanded to see the coin,
suspecting it was a trick of some kind.

“There, you see,” chided Lila,"even the concepts of
order and disorder are misunderstood by you. Remember .,
there is an egual probability for any combination of results
in a coin toss. Tt is no more miraculous for it to end up
all heads than it is to be evenly divided. Your mind merely
{mposed the concept of *order” over one result and
“disorder® on another. However, the only real pattern is
one of recurrent randomness. Indeed, you could even say
that the idea of order came from randomness.”

Hector was still bewildered, but at least intrigued by
his playful teacher. “But I have alvays thought of Chaos
and randomness as frightful and harmful. What gives?”

Lila grinned imgishly. “"Ah, that {is the result of
taking life too seriously. Instead of seeing life as a
delightful veb of improvisation, Serious people want
scripts. They don't want to act, they want to Direct.
Pecause there is a lack of control in Chaos, these people
fight against it. It is because they fear it and fight ({t
that it becomes hurtful.” Seeing the muddled expression
upon Hector's face, Lila went on. “Think of Chaos as a huge
river that winds all around and goes to who knows where.
Now, we are in that river. People vho don't trust it, who
are scared of the mysterious flow, try to svim against the
current or even attempt to scramble onto the river banks,
only to get hurled against them violently. Now, obviously
these misguided people vould(understandably)decide that the
river is cruel and make it synonymous with strife and cdanger
and disorder. Hovever, those who decide to go with the
#lov, to trust that the river knows vhere it is going and
enjoy the trip - becoae one vith the river - are carried
effortlessly and safely forvard. Is it not better to trust
the Chaotic flov from which we came and revel in {t?
Remember, it is not the river that is bad, it is resisting
the river which causes grief and harm.”

Hector abruptly felt illunmined. “Why of course' How
silly of me to have been fighting my natural creative nature
for so long' Tell me, wvhat must I do now that I trust
chance?"

Lila clapped her hands together excitedly. “"Just
remember that life is an improvisation, ve are free to be
anything, to play any role. Interpret anything vhich chance
deals you positively, everything an opportunity to
experience the joy and wonder of life. See all other .eople
for wvhat they are, fellowv players of the game. Cooperation
is the ey to prolonging the play, so make no separate
teams. Do not be afraid, be in bliss. Give 1in to the
natural flov of life. Be creative, for that s your
bisthright. Thanks to the chaos within you., anything can be

sought into being for the enhancement of joy for everyone
a2nd everything. Alwvays use this pover positively."

Upon hearing this, Hector began doing somersaults and
laughing happily. He gave Lila a great big hug and went off
to join in the dance of life.

“Chaos often breeds life vhen order
breeds habit." -Henry Frooks Adams

“1 tell you:one must still have chaos in one
to give birth to a dancing star!"-Nietzsche

“There is a serenity in Chaos
Seek ye the eye of the hurricane.”
-falaclypse the Younger *

heynungn»ouunfhundlheconvenuﬁonsu

amusing that she joined a surgeon. an archi-

tect and a politician who were arguing

about whose profession was the oldest
*Prostitution,” she said, “That was the first and

thus oldest profession.”

“But Eve was made from Adam’s Rib.” said the
surgeon. “That was a surgical procedure.”

“Yes.” said the architect, “but before that, order
was created out of chaos. That most certainly was a
job done by an architect.”

“That's right,” shot back the politician. “But don't
forget—somebody created the chaos first!”
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Well, hope you enjoyed this humble revelation filled zine.

feel free to send in your juestions, answers 5
' » Comments, c
left |meecaps, testimonials, rants, donations, or what r:;:::“;:: .RN;

guarantees any submissions will be printed (or even that the
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